
All I wanted was a damn omelet and a cup of coffee. Sadly, 
Allen’s Diner in sunny, downtown Tacoma didn’t serve cof-
fee—they served soykaf. I’ve had both, and it’s just not the 
same. Yeah, the real stuff will cost you, but isn’t it worth it to 
once in a while have something good? And not fake? But at 
least their omelets more than made up for it, so I dealt with 
the disappointment. I shelled out enough for real eggs, be-
cause the substitutes are just this side of inedible, and they 
stuffed the real ones with soyrizo and real onions and bell 
peppers and a ridiculous amount of rice-based faux-pepper 
jack cheese. Heaven on a plate right there.

I got started in the shadows at a place like this. Been five 
years now. I was out on the street; the army and I had part-
ed company on less-than-cordial terms a few weeks earlier, 
and while I’d managed to avoid time in the stockade, a bad 
conduct discharge made it hard to find a legitimate job. A lot 
of the corps didn’t want the risk of someone like me, who’d 
struck a superior officer, no matter how justified it might have 
been at the time. It speaks of a bad attitude, which in corp-
speak means not bowing down to your corporate masters. 
Can’t have that.

So there I was, way back when, trying not to look too 
desperate, tightening my belt in an alley behind some diner 

in Puyallup, competing with a dozen or so other homeless 
people for scraps. I guess one of the employees at that din-
er saw something in me—my bearing, maybe, or the armor 
jacket I’d managed to liberate before the army gave me the 
boot—and she motioned me to her side. “You want to earn 
some cred?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I told her, trying to keep my voice from sound-
ing too eager. I figured what was coming wasn’t going to 
be good, but I also figured I wasn’t in a position to be picky. 
“What do you need me to do?”

She looked me up and down a little bit more, then waved 
me into the kitchen. “Sit tight,” she said, and told one of the 
others in the kitchen crew to get me a sandwich. She disap-
peared for a moment, then came back to get me. She led 
me up front to one of the booths. It was in a dark corner, 
away from the doors and windows. The only person sitting 
there was an ork with a couple of datajacks in his head, a 
commlink sitting next to a cup of something that might have 
been coffee.

He looked me up and down like the woman had done 
back in the alley, then he said, “Have a seat.” I climbed up 
into the booth—it really wasn’t built with a dwarf like me in 
mind, but I’ve had to deal with worse inconveniences in my 
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life—and the woman refilled his cup and set one down in front 
of me. I finished the sandwich she’d gotten for me in silence; 
the ork waited patiently for me. 

“You got any skills?” he asked me with a voice that sound-
ed like gravel in a blender.

“I drove a truck in the army,” I said.
“The army adapts vehicles for dwarfs?” He seemed genu-

inely interested.
I nodded. “Yeah. Sometimes I had to do it myself, but it 

wasn’t that big a deal.”
He made a motion in an AR window he had up, then nod-

ded. “You have any problems with shooting someone if the 
situation calls for it?”

I looked him over for a minute. He was interviewing me 
for a shadowrun. Actual shadow work, the big time. At least 
that’s what I thought then. When you’re down as far as I was, 
even the gutter looks like a step up. “I’m not gonna kill any-
body for you, but if it’s defending myself or my team … no, 
I can pull the trigger.” I felt my cheeks flush. “I don’t have a 
piece, though.”

He nodded. “This isn’t wetwork; I try to stay away from 
that sort of thing.” He made a few more gestures. “It so hap-
pens I need a driver. I’ve got the ride and the crew, though 

you’ll have to do your own mods.” He waved aside the AR 
window and looked me in the eyes. I didn’t flinch away. “Pay’s 
a thousand, half up front. It goes down day after tomorrow; 
give me your commcode and I’ll get you the particulars.” I 
gave it to him, then he continued. “You’re going to want to 
be armed, though, so your up-front won’t be cash this time 
around. You have a doss?”

I nodded. “After a fashion.” I let him know where I was 
crashing, and he said he’d send someone over with my pay-
ment. He told me to get another sandwich to go before I left, 
and then he got up, put his commlink in his pocket, and walked 
away. I got another sandwich and made my way back to my 
squat. I fell asleep wondering what the hell I’d gotten myself 
into. The next morning I woke up with a box next to me. It had 
a note that said, “Frank, here’s your up-front. Hauser.”

I hadn’t given him my name.
I opened the box and stared at the huge fragging pistol 

it contained. It was a Predator IV, still in its factory packag-
ing, matte-black and just as deadly as it looked. The grip was 
scaled to fit my hand; the box also held two extra clips, a 
shoulder holster, and a box of ball rounds.

True to his word, Hauser sent me a message with an 
address and a time. I turned up on time, and got to spend 
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the afternoon modifying the driver’s side of a Bulldog van 
so I could drive the damn thing. I met the team, and the 
next day we went and liberated a dozen cases big enough 
to hold assault rifles. To this day, I don’t know what was 
in them; it wasn’t part of my job to know, and I realized I 
didn’t much care.

I didn’t have to shoot anyone that time around. I got a 
credstick with five hundred nuyen later that night. Hauser 
asked if I wanted more work; I allowed as to how I did.

I got to keep the pistol. I still carry that piece. I should 
have tossed it ages ago, but I’ve almost never had to fire 
it in anger and I’m sentimental. Probably going to get me 
killed one of these days, but so far I’ve managed to keep 
body and soul together.

✖

I come to Allen’s these days to get the hell away from the 
shadows. It’s a way to connect to what I laughingly refer to 
as reality, the life I used to lead before I became a runner. I 
don’t know why; it wasn’t a great life. Like I said, I’m senti-
mental sometimes.

I staggered into the diner at about half past eleven; the 
lunch rush hadn’t started yet, but there was still a pretty 
good crowd. I climbed up on my usual barstool and looked 
around. Regulars, mostly; some looked at me and nodded, 
some scowled. One woman in particular, an ork somewhere 
between thirty and three hundred years old, actually mut-
tered a curse, spat on the floor, and got up and walked to a 
different section of the diner. We knew each other; I’d been 
driving a job where her son, a basically good kid trying to 
claw his way out of the soulless poverty of his childhood, 
had gotten shot up. He was in a coma in a hospital across 
town; I wondered if Hauser’s operation still paid his medical 
bills, but I doubted it. I’m sentimental, but Hauser—Hauser’s 
one of those guys who thinks emotions just get in the way.

The waitress, an older human lady named Charlotte, set 
a cup of soykaf in front of me without having to ask what 
I wanted. She smiled at me, read my omelet order back to 
me before I’d even made it, and sent it to the kitchen while 
I chided myself for my predictability. I was going to have 
to shake up my routine one of these days. But the omelets 
were so damn good.

I noticed this girl walk in the door and start hitting up 
customers for loose change. Panhandling sucks, but even 
in this bright shiny electronic age of ours, there’s still corp 
scrip and coinage floating around. It’s hard to keep body 
and soul together, but it didn’t seem to me she’d resorted 
to flat-backing just yet. She held her head up a little high 
for that.

She hadn’t made it over to my side of the diner when 
trouble walked in. By “trouble walked in,” of course, I mean, 
“a dumb fraggin’ ganger with a pink mohawk rode a damn 

Harley Scorpion through the door and unloaded a Reming-
ton Roomsweeper into the ceiling.”

All I wanted was a goddamn omelet.
I bowed my head and closed my eyes. Knight Errant 

didn’t come out this way very often; besides the eggs, that 
was one of the reasons I liked the place so much. I wasn’t a 
cop. I used to drive a truck in the army; now I drove a truck 
for Mr. Johnson. I was a shadowrunner. I shot people in the 
face for money. Figuratively, anyway.

But this was my place, dammit. This is where I came to 
get away from craziness like this. A dozen of Pink Mohawk’s 
close friends and relations had joined him by this time, 
terrorizing the customers and the staff. I didn’t recognize 
their colors; whoever they were, they were away from their 
turf. This was a problem, because while KE didn’t patrol the 
neighborhood, we did have the Spikes, and they didn’t take 
kindly to motorcycle-riding thugs that weren’t them. These 
punks were trying to make a statement to those punks, and 
before too long things were going to get even messier.

Dammit.
They were starting to make their way to my side of the 

diner. Most of the crowd was hiding under their tables or 
behind the counter. Most everybody but me and the pan-
handler. She had tucked herself into a corner by the count-
er, but she wasn’t cowering behind it. She was watching the 
gangers shake down the customers and tear random shit 
apart. I saw something in her face that I hadn’t seen in a 
while. She was scared … but it wasn’t running her. She was 
scared, but she was also angry. She was looking for a way 
to stand her ground.

I smiled a little then, and she gave me a funny look, 
like she was trying to figure out what the hell was wrong 
with me. She cocked her head at about the same time I 
felt Pink Mohawk walking up beside me. Like the other 
mouth-breathers he rode with, he was hooting and holler-
ing and generally acting like his size and the pistol-sized 
shotgun he was carrying were going to be enough to leave 
me shaking in my boots.

He was way too close. He wouldn’t be able to get off a 
shot before I could put my fist in his solar plexus. “All right, 
old man, gimme your stick and your link!”

Old man, my ass. I looked up at him—I’m a dwarf, I look 
up at a lot of things—and got my first good look at the punk. 
Jesus. He was barely old enough to shave. I tried to play it 
cool, to keep him focused on me, but I really wished some 
of my team were there with me. I was on my own, though. 
Mostly. “There’s still time to call this off and get out of here 
with all of your organs.” I flipped a switch in my head and 
felt my body light up as I got ready.

Yeah, mostly I drive. It’s not all I do, though. The wires 
help me in a fight almost as much as they help me behind 
the wheel.
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The punk scoffed, and pointed the Roomsweeper at my 
head. “I said gimme your stick, old man!”

My left fist shot into his belly like a cobra, doubling him 
over and knocking the breath out of him. He didn’t even 
have a chance to cry out. He did have time to pull the trig-
ger, but by that time he was no longer aiming the gun at my 
head; he took a divot out of the floor as he went down. I 
chopped the back of his head to help him along. I jumped 
down from my stool, drawing my Predator as my combat 
boots found the back of Pink Mohawk’s jacket. I was look-
ing for my first real target when I felt a pair of hammers hit 
me in the ceramic plates that reinforced the armor in my 
jacket. I staggered backward and tripped as my foot caught 
on Mohawk’s collar.

One of them had shot me. It was a heavy pistol, but the 
report didn’t sound like a high-quality piece. Something 
cheap made in a nanoforge or a sweatshop in Vladivostok, 
probably, though if it had hit me in the head, I’d be just as 
dead. I came down hard on the diner’s tile floor. I lost my 
grip on the Predator as the back of my head met the tile; I 
could hear it skidding away as stars began dancing in my 
vision. I shook it off and looked for another weapon as one 
of the other gangers approached to finish what she’d start-
ed. My hand found the barrel of Mohawk’s Roomsweeper; 
I yanked it into one hand, got my other hand around the 
grip, and I was aiming at the punk who shot me when she 
staggered backward and dropped like a stone down a well.

I recognized the report of the weapon that dropped 
her; it was my Predator. I looked back, and saw the young 
dwarf girl standing there, in a passable stance with both 
hands on the grip. She looked surprised, but determined. 
I smiled again, a little wider this time, and stood up to face 
the surprised remnants of the gang with Mohawk’s gun in 
my hand and my boot on the back of his head.

Funny thing about most gangs: A lot of them don’t really 
want a real fight. They want to beat people up and terror-
ize them. Faced with actual resistance, most of them will 
tuck their tails and run. This one was no different; they lit 
out of Allen’s like a dragon was chasing them as soon as 
they figured out that their boss was down. I dragged Mo-
hawk and the girl who’d shot me—she wasn’t dead, but she 
was going to be sore as hell when she came around—and 
dumped them both in the gutter. The bike I pushed out and 
toppled over next to them. I walked back in, and found the 
girl slumped into a booth, my Predator sitting on the table 
in front of her. I picked it up and holstered it, then looked 
around the diner. Someone had almost certainly hit a PAN-
ICBUTTON™, and the Knights would show up soon, regular 
patrols or not. It would be much better for me if I weren’t 
there when they arrived.

I looked back to the girl. “You hungry?”
She nodded.

I motioned toward the kitchen, and the back door. “I 
think I owe you lunch, at least, but we should probably get 
it someplace else.” I handed her the punk’s Roomsweeper. 
“Come on, I know a place.”

She tucked the pistol into a jacket pocket and followed 
me to the parking lot. We both piled into the beat-up pick-
up I was driving and headed away from Allen’s as quickly 
as I could without attracting attention. I’d been right; Knight 
Errant cops were already pulling up to the place, lights blaz-
ing. We passed a couple of their cruisers going back the 
way we came. I turned the truck and headed for Puyallup.

The girl was silent for most of the drive. I rummaged 
through the truck’s console and found a certified credstick 
with a couple of hundred nuyen on it and handed it to her. 
“You earned this,” I said. “Thanks for saving my ass back there.”

She took it without expression, then said, “You’re wel-
come.” She looked at the stick. “Where are we going?” she 
asked. I don’t know what she was thinking, either about me 
or the situation in general. She seemed wary, but she didn’t 
act like she thought I was one of the bad guys.

“Another diner, a lot like that one. Omelets aren’t as 
good, but they have pretty good sandwiches.” We drove a 
little further in silence, then I pulled into the parking lot at 
the same diner I’d been scrounging behind five years ago 
when I’d started down this crazy road. 

I stopped the truck, then looked at her before I got out. 
“You need a job? I know a guy.”

A look of wary hope showed in her eyes. “Yeah. Beats 
starving.”

I chuckled. “Don’t I know it.”
We climbed down from the truck and walked into the 

diner by the front door. I scanned the crowd, and sure 
enough, I saw Hauser holding court in his usual corner 
booth. He acknowledged me with a nod, but someone was 
sitting opposite him, so I motioned the girl to a barstool 
and we both sat down. A waitress took our order, and the 
girl dug into her sandwich with gusto when it arrived.

Hauser’s guest finally rose and left; I excused myself and 
walked over to the booth. Hauser was looking rougher ev-
ery day, but that happens with orks. They get old before the 
rest of us. I know he had a son somewhere whom he was 
presumably grooming to take over the family business, but 
I’d never met him. Hauser greeted me warmly and asked 
how my last job had gone. He knew the answer, of course, 
but there are forms to follow in this work.

I motioned with my head toward the girl, and said, “Got 
someone looking for work. She’s got moxie, if nothing 
else.” I told him about what had just happened over at Al-
len’s; he nodded approvingly and motioned her over.

I turned to leave, and smiled at the girl as she passed 
me. I heard her climb into the booth, and heard Hauser’s 
raspy voice ask her, “You got any skills?”  ✖
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adepts must purchase Power Points using Karma at the 
cost 2 Karma per full Power Point. The maximum number 
of Power Points Mystic Adepts may have is equal to their 
Magic rating. These points would be purchased during 
Step Seven: Spending Your Left Over Karma (p. 98).

Remember, players are not limited to only what they 
receive in the priority level. Players may spend Karma to 
buy more spells or complex forms, register sprites, or 
bind spirits toward the end of character creation 

STEP FOUR:   
PURCHASE 
QUALITIES
This next step in the character creation process is �nal-
izing the list of qualities the character will have at the 
beginning of a Shadowrun campaign. 

Qualities help round out your character�s personali-
ty while also providing a range of bene�ts or penalties. 
There are two types of Qualities�Positive Qualities, 
which provide gameplay bonuses and require an expen-
diture of Karma; and Negative Qualities, which impose 
gameplay penalties but also give bonus Karma the play-
er can spend in other areas.

As mentioned earlier, the character starts the char-
acter creation process with 25 Karma, and some of that 
can be spent to buy Qualities. Players can spend all of it, 
some of it, or none of it based on what they want their 
character to have and how much Karma they want to 
save for later. Additionally, at creation characters can 
only possess at most 25 Karma worth of Positive Quali-
ties and 25 Karma worth of Negative Qualities.

After character creation, Positive Qualities can be 
purchased during game play, while Negative Qualities 
may be awarded to the character by the gamemaster 
based on events that take place in game. Negative Qual-
ities can be bought off using Karma during game play. 
See Character Advancement rules (p. 103) for more 
about purchasing Positive Qualities or buying off Neg-
ative ones.

When purchasing a Positive or Negative quality, note 
the quality on the character sheet along with any bonus-
es or negative modi�ers to skills in parentheses next to 
the appropriate skills or attributes.

POSITIVE QUALITIES

AMBIDEXTROUS 
COST: 4 KARMA
The Ambidextrous character can handle objects equally 
well with either hand. Without this quality, any action per-
formed solely with the off�hand (i.e., �ring a gun) suffers 
a �2 dice pool modi�er (see Attacker Using Off-Hand 
Weapon, p. 178). 
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>> CREATING A SHADOWRUNNER <<

Gangers. The sprawl’s filled with them. Most wind up dead 
or in jail, a rare few crawl into positions of power, and some? 
Some graduate to the big time. The sprawl ganger is a cut 
above the usual street scum; he’s faster, smarter, tougher, 
meaner, and has learned how to run an operation. He’s seen 
how much nuyen passes upstairs and has decided that he 
wants to start taking a bigger cut by going pro and running 
the shadows. He’s not a part of his gang anymore (though 
everyone knows you never really leave) and is in business 
for himself, kicking some of his funds back to his family and 
his neighborhood. In return, the neighborhood looks out for 
him. After narrowly escaping with his life (but minus an arm), 
he’s starting to realize that there’s more to life than being a 
gangbanger—now he just has to figure out what that is.

SPRAWL GANGER

metatype: ORK
B a R S W L I C eSS edg

7 4 4 7 4 4 3 4 4.8 1

Condition 
monitor (p/S)

13 / 10

armor 12

Limits Physical 8, Mental 4, Social 5
physical Init 8 + 1D6
active Skills Armorer 1, Athletics skill group 2, Automatics 1, Blades 3, Clubs 

3, Computer 1, Con 1, Cybertechnology 1, Etiquette (Street) 
2 (+2), First Aid 1, Intimidation 5, Leadership 3, Locksmith 1, 
Mechanics skill group 1, Navigation 1, Negotiation 3, Perception 3, 
Performance 3, Pilot Ground Craft 2, Pistols 3, Stealth skill group 2, 
Throwing Weapons 1, Unarmed Combat 5

Knowledge 
Skills

Business 2, Seattle Street Gangs (Crimson Crush) 4(+2), Sprawl life 
3, Street drugs 2

Languages English (City Speak) N, Or’zet 2
Qualities Dependent (6: several brothers and sisters), Distinctive Style, Guts, 

Home Ground (You know a guy), Prejudice (Outspoken against elves)
augmentations Cyberarm (standard, used, obvious)
gear Armored jacket [12, w/ nonconductivity 6], armorer kit, 

automotive mechanics kit, cybertechnology kit, fake SIN (Rating 
3), earbuds [Rating 1], fake gun license (Rating 3), glasses [Rating 
1, w/ image link], Harley-Davidson Scorpion, industrial mechanic 
kit, jazz (4 doses), Low Lifestyle (2 months), medkit (Rating 3), 10 
plastic restraints, Renraku Sensei commlink, respirator (Rating 
1), survival kit

Weapons Colt America L36 [Light Pistol, Acc 7, DV 7P, AP —, SA, RC —, 
11(c), w/ concealed holster, 2 spare clips, 110 rounds of regular 
ammo]

Combat axe [Blade, Reach 2, Acc 4, DV 12P, AP –4]
Extendable baton [Club, Reach 1, Acc 5, DV 7S, AP —]
Knife [Blade, Reach —, Acc 5, DV 7P, AP –1]
Ruger Super Warhawk [Heavy Pistol, Acc 5, DV 9P, AP –2, SS, RC 

—, 6(cy), w/ 2 speed loaders, 60 rounds regular ammo]
Streetline Special [Hold-out, Acc 4, DV 6P, AP —, SA, RC —, w/ 

concealed history, 30 rounds regular ammo]

Contacts Fixer (Connection 3/Loyalty 1)
Sprawl Ganger (Connection 2/Loyalty 5)
Street Kid (Connection 1/Loyalty 3)

Notes Natural low-light vision

Starting ¥ 1,500 x (3D6 x 60)¥
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