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INTRODUCTION

Magic is a tool, magic is a natural phenomenon.
Magic is something we should take advantage of,
magic is something we should fear. Magic is something
any good runner needs, magic ain’t nothing compared
to a reliable firearm and a good getaway car.

You could make up just about any statement
about magic, and someone out there believes it.
But is it true? Maybe, if enough people believe hard
enough. They study of magic is a lot like the study
of physics—on one level, things are regular and pre-
dictable, but if you start getting into the real mi-
nutiae, you find out that things are evasive, unpre-
dictable, and irregular. The first part of the study of
magic is about building a body of knowledge; the
second part is about trying to circumscribe all the
areas you don’t know and might never understand.

Street Wyrd will help grow your sphere of
knowledge while also hinting at the mysteries out
there. It starts with State of the Arts, which looks
at what people know about the ever-changing na-
ture of magic, especially with the weird alchera
that have been popping up across the Sixth World.
The Tome of Now has a host of new spells magi-
cians can add to their arsenal, while Elements of
Magic provides the ingredients needed to build
those spells and others of your own design. A Con-

gress of Spirits is there for conjurers, adding new

types of spirits and new techniques to use to keep
them doing your bidding—or dealing with them
when they break free. Force and Grace makes sure
adepts aren’t overlooked, with new powers and ad-
ept ways that help them focus their abilities in a
selected direction. Imbuing Magic details startling
advances in alchemy that will allow shadowrun-
ners to use preparations in entirely new ways, and
Seeing and Believing talks about traditions and
how Awakened people use them to help them un-
derstand magic. Then there are chapters that serve
as kind of an advanced-studies section for the
Awakened—Rungs of Power offers information on
initiation and new metamagics, Conclaves and Co-
vens details some of the more prominent magical
societies in the Sixth World, and Toil and Trouble
explores some of the darker uses of magic, namely
blood magic and bug spirits.

Taken together, these chapters increase your
knowledge of magic and your options for using it
in the field. You won’t know everything, of course,
because no one does, but hopefully you’ll know
more than the next guy. Then use it to hit them,
bamboozle them, charm them, or otherwise get
away with whatever it is you’re being paid to do.

© 2020 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. 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.

First Printing by Catalyst Game Labs,
an imprint of InMediaRes Productions, LLC
7108 S Pheasant Ridge Dr
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FIND US ONLINE:

Shadowrun questions: info@shadowruntabletop.com
Catalyst Shadowrun website: shadowruntabletop.com
Catalyst Game Labs: catalystgamelabs.com
Catalyst/Shadowrun orders: store.catalystgamelabs.com

11 CONTENTS & CREDITS



PERSPECTIVE

BY KEVIN CZARNECKI

CW: COERCION BY MIND CONTROL

GOAT FOOT (SHAMAN)

Simple job.

No such thing.

My experience in simplicity exists in the nadir between
doubt and faith. Juxtaposed concepts, to be sure. Nigh an-
tithetical. But what is faith if it is not tested? It is forged in
the fire of doubt, tempered and hammered and rendered
sharp and fine, so that it withstands brutality with grace,
alloys logic with compassion.

It also forms into an edge of mana in my hands, thrust
forth with the whisper of prayer to wing into chitinous
mass that was once metahuman flesh.

I don’t linger long enough to see the impact, though it
should take less than an eyeblink. Allah’s grace flows at the
speed of the spirit, the speed of the mind, and sooner than
I can recoil around the corner, I can hear success. Pain as
success. I blanch at the thought. The Qur’an teaches peace
with your fellow metahuman.

These things are not metahuman anymore.

I feel oddly equal with my teammates. True, I’ve nev-
er worked with Red or EB before, but I’ve enjoyed their
conversation on JackPoint, and in this circumstance,
their inherent abilities are no help to them. Spirits will
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brand their flesh as surely as mine, and their wounds
won’t knit any faster. Equality in the moment is a per-
sonal aspiration, though right now I would rather their
unfair benefits tip the scales in our favor. Alas, Allah
tests us. We shall not be found wanting, not against this
alien violation against the soul.

Behind me, EB shouts at the target to get down and fol-
low her. I look up to see Red across the hall, covering us, his
hands stained in the ego of his own magic. Black light leaps
eager from his fingertips, and this one I see dance down the
rotten hallway, closing distance between us and three of the
flesh forms. Even their demon-speed cannot dodge magic,
and his blasphemy finishes what my faith started. It chitters
a half-human scream, releasing a spray of venomous saliva
from its mandible-split mouth, a dozen pairs of legs along
its flank grasping at nothing. The spirit cannot comprehend
its stolen flesh, does not understand the death of it, only
knowing evanescence as this world’s hostile manasphere
kills it as surely as hard vacuum would kill us.

One down. Two to go. Then comes the shaman. A hun-
dred more to follow.

TARGET (MUNDANE)

The screams follow us from the pit. I can still smell it on
me, the sticky stink like yeast. The punk bitch with the sil-
ver and purple hair is grabbing my hand, but 'm shaking,
and still slick from the egg shit that was all over me, and it
slips free. I curl onto the floor and can’t stop shaking.

I didn’t ask for any of this. This is Hell.

Behind, I see another monster. Not like the others, the



bugs. Horns peek from a loose black mask, eyes like a hu-
man flash at me. But her legs emerge from loose slacks like
stilts. A dark shag of fur. Little rubber booties at the end.
Like hooves.

She leaps across the space, and there’s a sound like in
the trids, but so much louder. So real. Fireworks like on the
yacht for Mom’s UCAS Day promotion party, back when
there was a UCAS and Ares stock wasn’t in the shitter. Back
when everything made sense and Hell wasn’t around the cor-
ner and my biggest problem was Dean Temple breaking up
with me before the Excalibur Dance.

It’s safer in that when. It’s cleaner and quieter, and I’'m
not afraid, and the noise is so loud. They’re shooting guns.
The bugs have guns? Why can bugs use guns? Why do bugs
have guns?

Why shouldn’t they? They can do everything else.

Across the hall, the goth boy with the sweet hoodie and
the cherry-red hair is shouting something, and he raises his
hands and steps into the hall, right where the fireworks are
shooting, and metal falls in front of his fingers while pur-
ple circles light up like Christy Harmon’s AR graphics at
her coming-out party when she Awakened. But I don’t have
AR.Idon’t have cupcake sensates and Brave but Lazy play-
ing “Anyway, Sarah ...” in my subdermals. This is real. This
is happening. This can’t be happening.

Goth Boy is thrown back when another monster slams
into his real AR—no, magic, real magic like Christy was
supposed to learn before ... before ... No, here. Here it
breaks it and hits him and he falls back, a thousand little
arms grabbing at his body while he tries to hold its mouth
away from him. His fingers are bleeding from its bug pin-

cers, and its spit is dripping down and sizzling on him, and
he’s screaming ...

Christy and I were screaming right before Down for
Stevie started playing “Why’d It Have to Be This Way?”
They’d just finished “The Water Is Your Sanctuary,” and
I looked over at her and she looked at me, and T knew. I
knew she was the most beautiful girl in the world, and I
knew she could probably read my mind and could prob-
ably make me want her, and I didn’t care. She leaned over
and my first kiss was better than—

“Wake up!” Punk Bitch is shoving me, and I’'m in Hell
again.

EB (ASATRU BLOOD MAGE-LOKI)

Red’s a dumbass. And now I have to save that dumb
ass. Again.

The only reason we’re here, and not watching Porky’s
Landing at my pad (and live or die, we’re never gonna see
that episode now), is because he won’t take my money or
crash on my pad. “Gotta earn my own way. Can’t be a
parasite.” Funny, a vampire saying that to a vampire. What-
ever. He wants to be a shadowrunner, fine. Why can’t we
kidnap some suit or steal some lab shit or whatever like
last time? No. Now we’re too many blocks deep in some
Z-Zone shithole that looks like a B-horror sim set. Yippee.
No one mentioned the dry rot. No one mentioned the bugs.
And no one mentioned the missing kid was gonna be stuck-
up corp-kid trash. Yay!

Right now, Pve got her squealing and moaning about
Loki-knows-what while Red is losing a wrestling match
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with a centipede flesh form. Goat Foot is holding her own
blasting down the hall and chanting verses from the Qur’an
(or so my AR feed tells me), and here I am, debating hold-
ing on to this trust-fund heiress who represents Red’s rent
or running over and saving his ass.

The right thing to do is always the hardest. Almost al-
ways. Leaving her in a puddle of bug snot is way easier than
watching Red get munched down.

Unlike Rick (oops, Red—codenames only, right?), I'm
smart enough not to tangle with the likes of a bug spirit.
Not that close, anyway. I twine my fingers in the old Norse
rhythm, and the magic comes to me. What doesn’t come ...
is inspiration.

Are we having trouble, pet?

“Now isn’t the time, Lord.”

Lord? My, aren’t we formal. Come. We have all the time
in the world.

I look around, and the whole world is frozen. Like
dropping a really good BTL and hitting pause and moving
all around at a nice slow pace. I stroll through the space,
taking in the sights. There’s no rush. We’re moving at the
speed of dreams now, and I’'m not getting out until my pa-
tron has had his words.

I can see the arc of bullets from the Uzis—the bug down
the hall is dual wielding. That one’s pretty close to human.
Can’t see through its mirrorshades (Ares Mavericks, le-
git)—maybe it’s got bug eyes, or there’s some shell under
that Hawai’ian shirt (Knockoff Zoé, weak). Maybe there’s
no flaws at all, and the thing is wearing a metahuman mind
just like it’s wearing a body. Maybe that would mean more
to me if I was a philosopher like Goat, or a martyr like Red,
or a strategist like either one, but I'm just—

A trickster. My lovely daughier.

He’s not wrong. He’s also looking in the wrong direction.

I’'m looking at the bug on Red. Nasty fuck, shell
brown but shining like light off a soap bubble. Acrid, bile
smell like a concert or a street doc’s back alley, not just
from its mouth but on the shell, too. Funny, I remember
someone saying centipedes are poisonous to the touch.
It’s dripping down on the new hoodie I got him so he’d
stop wearing longcoats all the damn time, and it’s obvi-
ously ruined, and I’m pissed. I also remember Red saying
that since spirit shit is dual natured, stuff that usually
doesn’t affect us, like poison, works all over again, like
before we changed. I already know the claw marks and
the spells aren’t gonna regenerate. Red’s already in trou-
ble. Gotta take that into account.

And you say you’re not a strategist.

Goat Foot has the right idea, sticking to cover and toss-
ing manabolts down the hall. T get why Red invited her,
even if it was a last-minute thing. I just can’t get over how
pretty her eyes are. It’s about all I can see of her face. I
don’t know if that’s professional habit concealing identity
or a matter of being Muslim. I don’t have feelings about it,
I just don’t know when it comes to her. I don’t know much
except she’s a spellslinging satyr with a string of proactive
-isms when it comes to philosophy and politics. Which is
cool. Cooler, she’s busting the mana flow of this place. The
bugs love their homemaking, and from the hive we saw
in the basement, this place is all kinds of skittery in their
favor. Whatever her deal is, she’s making it a little cleaner
with every zap.

That’s faith, pet. Why doesn’t yours shine so bright for me?

“Because I love to keep a man waiting. And you love the
way I keep you waiting for me.”

You don’t really think you’re the dominant one in this
relationship, do you?

Down the hall, and there’s something far worse than
bugs coming. It twists in the astral like a warped frequency,
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like sipping on a Flipside tripper back in the ’60s. It’s wrong
and far away, and it feels less human and more nostalgic for
humanity. I feel the shiver of millions of legs coming, and I
know it’s a taste of what’s next: The shaman is coming, and
we don’t have time.

No, you don’t. My patience is running thin.

I’'ve got seconds left, but without context, what does
that even mean?

Got any ideas? No?

I turn and look at Loki for the first time since time
stopped, and I grin.

“I'm a fan of irony.”

TARGET

Punk Bitch hisses and giggles like a witch, and her
blue nails curl into claws, fingers wiggling, and the mon-
ster on Goth Boy rolls off him, brushing its hands all
over itself like it’s covered in something, like she spilled
something on it ...

Christy slams me against the tile and a first kiss is be-
coming a first time. I didn’t plan on this. I always thought
she was cool, but I never really thought her that way. I like
my boys and girls techy and showy and athletic. Christy’s
always been skinny and shy and my BFF since time began,
and it’s almost wrong, like kissing your sister, but now
we’re here, and it’s wrong, but it’s good, and it’s right, and
I’'m hers, and I love it, and ...

The thing is squealing on the floor, and Goth Boy kicks
himself away from it across the floor. He’s bleeding and
burned, and his teeth are long, his eyes are red. It’s like the
Midnight Son AR posters, like Darien Cross simflicks, like ...

“JetBlack is still the best performer of the century!”
I think JJ loves classic music just to be pretentious, but I
don’t really give a shit. Right now I’'m just glad to be dis-
tracted. I don’t want to think about what Christy did to
my mind, what she made me okay with. She reached into
me, and I never even felt it. Wrong just felt more right. I
couldn’t tell mom. She’d put me in therapy, make me talk
about it more and more and ... it wasn’t my fault. It was
the magic. Christy Awakened, and she took a lifetime of
friendship and turned me into a toy.

“I mean, consider this: We’re approaching the twen-
ty-second century. We’ll see it in our lifetimes. All that time,
and aside from Maria Mercurial, who could hold a candle to
those jams? Dude is still selling, and he’s dead!”

Ilooked up from him to the poster on his bedroom wall.
“I thought JetBlack ‘lives.”” I could hear how limp my own
voice was. I don’t think he noticed. I liked how he didn’t
notice things. That must have been nice. I'd give anything
not to see myself, either.

“Psh. C’mon. If he was, an artist like that wouldn’t be
able to stop performing, and no one sounds like he used
to. That whole vampire thing is bulldrek. Like, the closest
we’re gonna get to an infected performer is Pariah Soul,
and he’s just a ghoul. So, y’know, gross. Nice beats, but
stilllrily

Stillness. A moment of quiet. One solitary second with-
out the fireworks and the screams and the roars and the
smell. And then chaos again. My hands go to my ears and
my fingers pull at my hair. I just want to die. I don’t care.
Please just let this end.

RED (DARK MAGE)

For once, I allow myself the luxury of avoiding the
blame. My shield took a lot of abuse, and that flesh form
was fast and strong. I did my best, and I could be proud of
that. Didn’t stop the pain, but it salved my ego.



Oh, the joys of being a Dark Mage, when your self-es-
teem somehow means more than the Awakened venom
dripping onto your face.

Goat Foot was chanting, her voice gaining power. I'd
always known she was a mage, but I’d never gotten the
chance to see her work firsthand, and it was a thing of
beauty. I winced at the faith that laced her every syllable,
but better the ambiguous god disapproving than the very
present aberration that wants your skin and your soul. I'd
slid back from the bug when it suddenly started tearing at
its scraps of clothing and slapping all over itself. I tried to
understand what EB had cast on it when she grabbed my
arm and slung me back into cover. She was smirking, and
suddenly it became clear—she’d cast the illusion of crawl-
ing insects on the flesh form. I looked up at her as I slumped
against the wall, letting Goat Foot cover us for a moment as
I lisped around my fangs at EB.

“That was ... meta.”

She flashed a toothy smile of her own as she drew a
nail down her exposed forearm. “If you think that’s cliché,
you’re gonna love this.” My eyes widened as I recognized
her movements, the Nordic Asatru chants and the way her
blood welled and animated at her will as she tapped into
the power of sacrifice.

“EB, don’t! You said—"

“I've got my shit under control, Rick. Calm your tits.”
She shuddered with the mixture of pain and pleasure, the
giving of self and the heady rush of stolen power, and her
dark, infected aura threaded with glowing scarlet like oil in
water. Her eyes glowed red as they opened, as though in the
ecstasy of vampiric rage or appetite, and she blew on my
face with mana channeled from her stolen soul.

Immediately, I could feel flesh knit once again. It was
rare to need magic when regeneration was so close at hand,
but oh, relief from the taint and tear of that flesh form.
I watched the vibrant blood collapse from its suspended
position over EB’s arm, depleted and black, and scowled.

“You said you weren’t gonna pull any blood magic any-
more.”

“And you didn’t mention pulling some ungrateful corp
brat out of a bug hive. So I guess we’re all miscommunicat-
ing today.”

The clatter of the flesh form told me it was recovering
from EB’s illusion. Not surprising, that sacrifice must have
broken her concentration. I invoked my own Latin blasphe-
my and conjured a blade of black light. The idea of taming
the ultraviolet to my will emboldened me, and the pyre line
of searing violet magic slashed down with the stroke of my
arm, severing the centipede’s warped mockery of a head.

Goat Foot hasn’t surrendered a centimeter. She sees
what we did, but never stopped her chant, building power
against the last of our immediate pursuers. It’s nice to know
she trusts us to do our job so she can do hers. The girl we’re
saving, however, isn’t looking nearly so hot. Who can blame
her, though? It’s not every day you get put into an alien egg
sack and then yanked out just before it can eat your soul.

“Hannibelle, ETA extraction?”

Her voice crackled in the Z-Zone’s awful coverage. “Sa-
ble will be there in point-five. You better be on the street
before they decide not to wait.”

I glance down the hall opposite the remaining bug to
where the external wall ends in transparent tarp—and a
ten story drop.

TARGET

Goat Girl’s voice echoes like a lecture hall. She brings
her hand down, and the bug is squashed and the noise
stops. There’s no glitter, no light, no Suki Redflower spe-

cial FX, just green and grey splatting out across the floor
and walls of the hall. More magic. It’s fucking gross and it
smells like yeast and ...

I can’t place the smell when my bedroom door opens.
It’s not Mom, she’s out of town for some symposium, and
the cleaning drones know not to interrupt my sleep cycle.
There’s only enough light to define the silhouette, but I
would know Christy anywhere.

“What the f—”

“Shhhh ...” Something washes over me, and my voice
is gone. It’s like she hit a mute button. Nothing I do makes
a whisper. Not the shift on my sheets, or the crash of my
lamp, or my pounding on the walls or my screams as night-
mares take shape around me, dragging me into the dark
with them on sharp, monstrous shoulders. I can’t make one
sound, and all I hear is the quiet rasp of the nightmare’s
shell against itself as it walks, the hiss of its gurgling breath,
and the excited, willowy whispers of Christy. I can’t look
away from her amber eyes, the only light in the darkness,
and they sway, over and over. We’ll be together. We’ll be to-
gether. We’ll always be together. It’s magic and it came from
far away and we can always be together now.

I hate magic. It makes me love Christy even though she’s
the worst person I've ever known. It makes me love her
when I hate her. It makes me love her, and I just want to die
so it will end.

“Lauren ...”

My eyes snap wide. I stand. I run. I run right where I
don’t want to go, to the voice I used to trust more than
anyone. I’'m sobbing and fighting and all my body wants is
to hold her and do anything she says.

The impact cracks something in my face, and I think
Punk Bitch must have broken my birthday dermasculpt.
Fuck! I want to scream, but I feel Goth Boy pick me up like
I weigh nothing, and he’s running away from ... he’s saving
me! They’re taking me away from her!

“Fuck it,” he’s yelling, “We’re pulling a Denver!”

Goat Girl is bounding beside him on those legs of hers.
“A what?!”

“Just jump!”

There’s a blast, a tear, and we’re falling ... and then
floating. Goth Boy is chanting, and we’re floating like a
feather. Goat Girl is doing the same, but the words are dif-
ferent. Above, I see Punk Bitch flipping the bird with both
fingers before falling backward out the window toward us,
then melting into mist and flowing past us, cold as a Seattle
winter.

And then I realize, if they’re using magic, they’re like
Christy.

I start screaming. And I can’t stop.

CHRISTY (BUG SHAMAN)

I look down from the tenth story, but it’s too late.
They’ve got Lauren. Two land with her, dashing her into
a sedan, the third reforming, still giving me the finger from
the sunroof. I could will some of the Hive into hate, spear
it at her, but she wasn’t anyone we knew, and that meant
she’d be gone as soon as she was paid.

I had been patient. I had time.

I turned from the broken plast, feeling the song of the
swarm in my head and my heart. I wasn’t lonely anymore.
My Queen whispered comfort and community to me, and
it was warm and perfect. It only lacked Lauren. My love
was incomplete, only for lacking her, and T had enough of
her now to find her anywhere. And the only division in my
heart would be mended when Lauren would be my Queen,
like T always dreamed.

I'm the luckiest girl in the world.
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Frag it all. I'm not kowtowing to the mass-
es and the corporate bulldrek that fills the ears
of modern magic-using youth. Magic is power,
plain and simple. Controlling power is what ev-

eryone wants. Street mages, corp mages, wizkids,
wizgangers, and every aspected, half-talented
spellslinger are out to grab the biggest slice of the
pie they can.

The thing about magic is, it isn’t controlled
in any one way. The corps may have been selling
Unified Magic Theory (UMT) in order to create
their legion of corporate mageslaves, but that drek
is garbage. I'm not saying it doesn’t work, but it
creates a system the corps are already preparing to
counter, so they keep the edge. This edge is what
cuts the streets to pieces and keeps the monied
class on top.

That’s why the streets need to focus on their in-
dependence. Learn magic your way. Feel the pow-
er course through your veins. Let the mana flow
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like water, get shaped like clay, draw its patterns in
your mind, feed the chaos with your dance, or do
whatever makes the magic move to your will.

I wrote the above words late one night on a
rant. I had just lost a good friend who went the
UMT route and came across a site with arcane se-
curity that countered him at every turn.

I visited the site. My magic was not diminished.
I have ventured far from UMT and don’t pander
to the limits and designs of corporate magic. I had
for years talked to my friend about expanding his
horizons. My preliminary studies were back in
the days before UMT, and when the early theories
were being developed and locked into the instruc-
tional institutions around the world, I paid atten-
tion. I know how it works, and I see the glorious
simplicity of it, but the lack of creativity stagnates
magic. And it left my friend closed off.

Rest in peace, old friend.

I tell the story here because I was asked to talk
about the current state of magic and how it’s chang-




ing. The change is a good thing based on some of
the events and effects we were seeing during the
reign of UMT. While I can’t blame it directly be-
cause I’'m well past the research-and-argue phase
of my magical career, I can still talk about all of the
events to help us look at the best ways to actually
understand magic.

> My pithy opinion is that magic is like walking: Many of us do
it differently, we don’t think about the deep science of how
to do it, and we primarily focus on what works. Embrace the
philosophy that works for you.

> Winterhawk

> Isn’t this where Many-Names would say something
indecipherable about the difficult-to-fully-comprehend nature of
magic?

> Haze

> Magic has been making my points for me.
> Many-Names

THE CRUMBLING PHILOSOPHY

I remember in my youth, when magic was first
coming back into the world and everyone was
scrambling to gather bits of old traditions and use
them to channel and shape mana in new and exciting
ways. The options for learning how to control and
hone your talent were numerous back in those early
days. As time progressed, we saw different schools
and teaching philosophies solidify, usually around
an old religion, but a few neo-arcanists managed to
develop an educational following as well.

Then Schwarzkopf got UMT solidly in the mix
and basically told all those different groups they
were doing the same thing in different ways. Ive
heard he was trying not to homogenize, but rath-
er create the realization that all arcanists are do-
ing the same thing. The megacorps jumped on his
work and built it into a training philosophy based
mostly on hermetic theories. The training efforts
created an odd ripple through the realm of magic,
with the most obvious effect being a shift in spir-
it forms and summoning. Despite their value to
corporate drones, the elementals of old hermetic
traditions were gone and they found themselves
pulling forth beings that were less a construct of
their mind and more a pull from an external plane.
Shamans faced a similar shift, as the local spirits
they once were calling arrived with a subtly differ-
ent character.

This is how we view magic right now, and it has
led to stagnation. We wallow in the muck of bland,
cookie-cutter magic.

It is not wise to defy the great dragons of this
world. A few have done so and come through
with an appearance of victory, but dragons play
the long game, and while we battle in the board-

rooms of the world to try to outmaneuver them
in the moment, they are already lining up to own
everything we fought for within a hundred years
after we’re gone. Throughout history and legends,
dragons are kingmakers playing behind the scenes,
only coming out as fire-breathing monsters when
the things they treasure are threatened.

We are currently threatening the efforts of a
great dragon. I personally don’t care that I am
choosing to address this dragon issue, as I’ve met
Schwarzkopf, and in all my interactions I never felt
a wrathful energy, even in the most heated of de-
bates. In fact, we have even discussed the necessity
of UMT at its time and the need for it diminishing
to begin reducing some of the rigidity and stifling
growth magic suffered under corporate control.
While at one time the uniform teaching and great-
er access successfully produced more trained users
of the arts, as time progressed, the philosophies
have created a larger pool, but with a lack of cre-
ativity and distinctive styles. Magic has lost much
of its spark and mystery, something that drives its
practitioners to greater heights of discovery.

So, where are we heading?

Backward, some would say, but I say it is for-
ward with greater tools. Much like ancient explor-
ers, we have returned home with greater skill and
mastery obtained during our journey. We have ex-
panded our knowledge and now it is time to ex-
pand our hearts once more. This movement has
momentum. It has support. While Schwarzkopf is
unwilling to work extensively on this new route,
he won’t block it, either. In fact, after our talks, I
was directed to speak with two other dragons for
said support: Sea Dragon and Hestaby.

I’m not sure if it’s my charming personality or
just my persistent, well-timed pestering, but I man-
aged meetings with both. They spoke of similar vi-
sions for arcane advancement in the coming times,
though their overall philosophies and views on
metahumanity in general are drastically different.

> Just remember that when dragons speak to you, they are not
doing you a favor. They are getting something out of it.
> Kay St. Irregular

Sea Dragon, unsurprisingly, gave a water-relat-
ed analogy. She spoke of magical learning like a
river system. Those systems have many tributaries,
off-shoots, and meander in a gentle yet still pow-
erful fashion. Parts of them can be slow, fast, shal-
low, deep, winding, or straight; they may form wa-
terfalls, create oxbow lakes, and otherwise shape
a high level of variation. She compared UMT to
a river that has lost that variety and simply runs
straight. A straight running river is a force to be
reckoned with, as many throughout history have
learned when a dam has broken. Sea Dragon sees
a need to begin rebuilding the ecosystem by mak-
ing paths and streams around the dam to spread

/I STATE OF THE ARTS




the variety of magical teaching and understanding.
The downside of this is that it is slow and requires
that a large number of people yearn for change
and work toward different kinds of movement.
Sea Dragon has the patience of a dragon, but she
also knows how enacting change through sudden
violence can bring about a moment of turmoil that
only settles into a new stagnation.

As for Hestaby, it was a very, very, very long
conversation. She seemed bored and contemplative
in her state of exile. I almost think she is desperate
for people to talk to outside of her rather extensive
inner circle, but I’'m not going to bother to psycho-

" . analyze a dragon. I sat down to chat, and several

spells and doses of long haul later, we wrapped
up, and I passed out for a day. It was rather sur-
real waking up, as she and the rest of her retinue
were gone from our meeting place when I woke.

" Her view can be summed up as follows: The cur-

rent state of magic and its educational reliance on
UMT is stifling to the development and advance-
ment of new techniques. Magic is about creativity
and self-expression. Magic is about believing in
the world around you, both seen and unseen. The
current state will stifle magic and, she warns, the
stifling of magic is the single biggest danger to our
world.

I didn’t ask why. I already knew the answer, and
so does almost anyone reading this. ’ll cover that
point down this doc a ways, where I talk about the
magical issues we’ve faced and are facing.

THE NEW PHILOSOPHY

Open minds and open hearts. Creativity drives
magic. The return to those early days of singular
originality. Open and honest, controlled with the
power of the person, not the power of the masses.

We all know magic works. The new philoso-
phies coming up from the streets and down from
some of the more open-minded arcane institutions
involve individuality. They promote the creation
of styles not muddled in UMT, but instead drawn
from a single idea.

If you are born with the Talent, your Talent is
yours.

> Preach.
> Haze

> Remember, when Haze is on your side, rethink your position.
He’s not always wrong, but the overall winning percentage is not
great.

> Lyran

This philosophy not only has begun showing
promise with those who felt stifled or stupid in
their inability to make mana flow through UMT
teachings, but is also allowing other storied spiri-
tualists to expand their ability beyond the blocks



that UMT teachings placed, even while using their
previous philosophies.

The shift in mentality is apparently altering
the “flavor” of mana and allowing it to be shaped
more easily outside the constraints of earlier stud-
ies. From everything I am seeing, we are entering
into a new arcane renaissance. But what does that
new era look like?

One of the largest examples that comes to mind
is the recent discovery of techniques to extend the
potency of alchemical creations and hand them over
to mundanes. This field was stagnant for decades
and has recently exploded. The market is seeing a
huge expansion of “magical” gear that can put a
spell in the hands of someone without a single spark
of arcane talent. The “how” is still shrouded, with
the secrets behind the designs buried in a megacor-
porate database, but the creations are out on the
street, expensive and limited as they may be.

> Those last two things are giving a number of runners pause.
Sure, who wouldn't like a fireball spell to throw while shooting
your machine gun? But spending cash for a one-use item that is
not easy to find and may fizzle before you use it is making a lot
of people wary.

> Jimmy No

> And remember the prime law of the shadows: Everything we
have, they have. And know about. Corp security protocols are
being updated to include the possihility of more widespread
preparation use, which means they’ll be doing things like
draining preparations, counterspelling more, and of course
throwing out preparations of their own.

> Lyran

A recent study has also shown that the number
of successful new spell designs, compared to false
starts and failed attempts, has been increasing as
well. The melding of mana and machine is still a
struggle, but creativity and different ways of think-
ing are allowing for more blending of the two than
in the past.

One last shift I will mention here, even though
there are dozens more, is the spirit revolution. Tra-
ditionalists have long ascribed a certain gamut of
spirits that are responsive to a summoner based on
their field of study, magical style, or tradition. This
was an interesting limitation, as it never applied
to the ability to banish them, which is, at its core,
just a reverse summoning. But that was part of my
philosophy and why I have for a long time been
working out formulas and summoning techniques
for a far wider variety of spirits than normal. With-
in the new philosophy (one I heartily promote), the
summoning of a spirit for aid, guidance, or what-
have-you is not limited, and any form of spirit can
be called by a practitioner of an open mind.

Arcanists are small in numbers, and the vast
majority of the community are still staunch fol-

lowers of the UMT, but as more and more Awak-
ened individuals move toward this open-minded
philosophy, the firmer it will become. This trend
is not one that can change things overnight, but
it will work in small increments. And from what
some old lizards are saying, it may be needed soon-
er than we think.

While talking here, I would be remiss to not
mention the dangers of abusing this philosophical
shift. The corps have already begun marketing al-
chemy for the common person, but what happens
if they keep cornering the market and mass-pro-
ducing every magical innovation that comes along?
I don’t know the answer, but I know it tends to go
poorly. Along the same lines are the dangers posed
by a maniac. In a system fueled by creativity and
mental energy, a maniac could be a potential ther-
monuclear-level threat. As a small example, Ill
mention Abigail Strumly. Young Ms. Strumly suf-
fered in the custody of a disreputable orphanage in
Mumbai. After a fire ripped through the building,
Ms. Strumly fled to a small village about fifty kilo-
meters southeast of the city. The village was rapid-
ly transformed into a fantasy realm modeled after
Ashram Billoughby’s The Highest Rest trid series.
All of that was done through the magical talent of
Abigail with a series of effects powerful enough
to keep more than nine hundred residents playing
their roles in Ms. Strumly’s mentally crafted safe
haven. Everything that happened was sheer force
of will and belief, as Ms. Strumly was only nine
years old and had never been formally trained in
any aspect of magic. What would she have done
with her instinctual abilities if they were not chan-
neled in this fashion? If that question doesn’t wor-
ry you, you’re not paying attention.

MAGICAL MAYHEM

We’ve seen many magical incursions into our
realm of existence since its return early this centu-
ry. We’ve got insect spirits, shedim, shadow spirits,
metaplanar foldings, alchera, manastorms, and a
thousand smaller events that may not be global in
scope but all still add into the dangerous nature
of magical phenomena. Even while many of these
things are spoken of in the past tense, most are still
a current danger and still very relevant to the state
of magic in the *80s.

The invae (insect spirits) caused the destruc-
tion of one of North America’s most vibrant cities
and have infested other locations and institutions
around the globe. They most recently caused more
chaos in Chicago and went wild in a blacked-
out Detroit. Hives around the globe seem to be
buzzing with activity after recent events in North
America. Europe and the Middle East have seen
several hives exposed, and the development of the
subarcologies down in Pretoria has uncovered sev-
eral hives underground in abandoned and expand-
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ed mine shafts. The largest problem for me is the
fact that even after more than thirty years of their
presence among us, we know so little about them.
Maybe after the recent events in Chicago, a certain
race of extremely old and extremely intelligent liz-
ard-like beings might take an interest in helping
out the rest of us.

As it stands, the invae are increasing in activity
across the globe. I once thought we had a better
handle on them with Ares leading the charge in
finding ways to combat their spread, but we’ve
seen with recent events that Ares may not have
been doing such a good job. The shadows need to
do what we did back in the ’50s. When the truth
about the Universal Brotherhood hit the shadows,
it wasn’t the corps fighting them at every turn.
It was us. We pushed to expose them (for good
or ill). We kept the fight going in those shadows
until Chicago exploded and then seemed to let
them crawl back into their hives with the idea that
the world now had a clue and the megacorpora-
tions and governments would handle things. They
didn’t, and we need to come back to the front line.
I know both the dragons I spoke to are up for of-
fering jobs. Yes, I know the street adage. But I also
know the ones about the enemy of my enemy and
the lesser of two evils.

> The people who run the world can try to save it. Ain't my job.
> Cayman

> The world doesn’t change without the will to change it.
> Fianchetto

Since we were just talking about adages, let’s
remember the one about a cornered animal. Right
now, that’s the shedim. These bodysnatching as-
tral jellyfish got a serious thumping when some-
one went and closed down the Watergate Rift and
cut off the superhighway to their home metaplane.
Since then, they’ve been a dying breed. More of
them are disrupted and destroyed than can come
through and repopulate with the few methods
they’ve managed. This lack of access has forced
them to slide deeper into the shadows, though
some of their more powerful members have moved
into influential positions to gain access, informa-
tion, and opportunities. This is yet another batch
of metaplanar mysteries that we have yet to solve. I
know I’ve heard of at least two research firms that
are trying to find a way to open a one-way gate
back to their home metaplane, but they struggle
with two things. First, one-way gates are tough.
Second, and largely more importantly, we don’t
know the location of their home metaplane, and
unless they have a master (what they call the more
powerful shedim) working with them, they aren’t
likely to find out. And if they do have a master
working with them, I don’t think that slick sack
of astral goo is really trying to make a one-way
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gate. They had it good here for a bit, but kicking
off your arrival with some flatvid Romero Night
of the Living Dead drek was not a good intro. I’d
advise anyone to take some of the slowly grow-
ing positive sentiment toward them with a grain of
salt. I've heard the rumors about them fleeing here
to avoid something more terrifying back in their
native plane, but that same drek was said about
the invae several times over the past decades. Even
if they are, no one likes to get their body snatched
or see the corpse of their dead grandmother up and
walking around. We didn’t buy the sob story of the
Monads, no reason to buy the shedim’s.

Most people have forgotten the terrifying sto-
ries of tempo addiction. Most people never knew
that those stories were caused by spirits. That de-
bacle was well-covered up, and being hidden be-
hind a drug addiction made it easy to keep this
arcane terror out of the public eye. The problem
is it’s not entirely gone, and the powers behind it,
what we refer to as shadow spirits, are still around
and looking for ways to take possession of indi-
viduals so they can induce powerful emotions and
feed off the resulting astral energy. I speculate that
since they don’t act in massive groups and aren’t
out wiping out cities or terrorizing small towns,
they get ignored, but they touch people on a far
more personal level. Whether you are the pos-
sessed or one of the victims these beings feed from,
you’re left with the mental scars of your actions,
the actions of someone you trusted, or the horrible
feeling of being attacked, abused, or used. Based
on the data I get from contacts all over the globe,
the regularity of these events is increasing, and that
means one of two things. Either the number of
shadow spirits coming over to our plane is increas-
ing, or the ones who are present are growing and
in need of greater sustenance. Then again, there is
also the terrifying possibility that it is both.

The possible increase in shadow spirits inhab-
iting our realm leads me to a small piece that has
yet to become a great threat but is one of the many
changes with our evolving arcanosphere. The dras-
tic increase in the number of spirits that come to
our metaplane (yes, ’'m one of those people who
believe we are just another metaplanar realm) and
stick around. Whether it is those summoned into
service who stay beyond their obligation to serve
and “hang out” until sun sets or rises and forces
them back, those who break the bonds of sum-
moned captivity and choose the life of a free spirit
here, or those who actively come here and seek out
a new home, the number of spirits calling our as-
tral and physical plane home has been increasing
steadily since the early ’60s. The haven created by
Ghostwalker in Denver, the welcoming embrace of
Amazonia, Azania, and Evo, the developing ham-
lets in the Mojave, Sahara, and Gobi deserts, and
the gathering hotspots in Antarctica and the Aus-
tralian outback are all points of relative safety and



growing community for the spirits dwelling here.

This is yet another arcane event we can’t ex-
plain. I have a strong bond and solid reputation
with the spirit community, and none of them care
to discuss the reasons. Most don’t even acknowl-
edge it. The closest to an answer I’ve ever gotten
was a claim that they were always here—we just
hadn’t noticed. This came from a spirit who was
quite familiar with my global astral explorations,
and the flare of sarcastic mirth in her aura was un-
mistakably mocking.

> As we have increased our understanding and knowledge of the
metaplanes, their residents have learned more about our home,
and about us. As is often the case, with that familiarity has come
some degree of contempt. And better facility with manipulating
us.

> Frosty

Mana storms have been wreaking havoc on
various parts of the world for decades now. Some
areas have them consistently (I’'m looking at you,
Australia) but every continent has seen at least one
or two (sometimes more) each year. We at least
know they tend to develop at ley connections or
where mana energies have been shifted and gath-
ered, but they are as big a mystery as tornadoes
were back in the 1800s. Until we develop some de-
tection systems for this type of energy or whatever
energy shifts led to the storms, they will continue to
be an unpredictable magical occurrence. Accord-
ing to a recent study by an MIT&T field research
team, the occurrence of manastorms around the
globe has increased by 2.4 percent per annum over
the course of the last fifteen years of their study.
This increase has included a greater-than-average
number of “bursts” where a manastorm erupts
and lasts under a minute.

Across the globe, the mundane population has
come to marvel at the many alchera available for
public consumption. Alchera tours rise and fall
in popularity based on the PR campaigns used to
either cover up disappearances or mask the fact
that you will never get close to the actual alchera
and will be viewing it from afar. The dangers of
alchera are variable. Some come and go, and while
most claim it is a rumor that people disappear, I
can verify this isn’t just a rumor. When an alchera
disappears, it sometimes chooses who and what
it takes with it. This fact is kept hidden from the
public to keep the popularity of seeing these plac-
es high and keeping the tourist nuyen flowing to
the corps and governments that manage the var-
ious sites and tours. Shadow and megacorporate
research groups have found alchera that carry off
individuals, leaving behind their clothes, electron-
ics, even cybernetics. There has not been enough
opportunity to study where they go, but prelimi-
nary data from a few returned subjects left them

to describe the experience as painless but certain-
ly embarrassing as they came through the other
side naked. Those who had augmentations were
returned with their *ware gone and their original
body parts completely restored—which is beyond
our current medical technology. This change is a
medical marvel—and sufficient reason for funding
alchera research to explore curative applications
of the phenomenon—but the chaotic nature of the
events is a major barrier to developing anything
close to a predictable treatment.

More recently, new rifts and some small, brief,
and spontaneous metaplanar portals have been
popping up. These events have led to chaos in cit-
ies around the globe as metaplanar beings—not all
of them spirits—have come across. Somewhat lost
in a new world, these creatures tend to act in errat-
ic ways, though most follow basic animal instinct
tenets. They set up a territory, defend it, and then
begin seeking out food sources. Predatory species
are a bit more common for some reason, likely due
to their tendency for roaming on the hunt, but en-
tire herds of deer-like creatures, currently referred
to as Seelie deer (though they don’t come from the
Seelie Court) have come through and taken up res-
idence in the parks and woodlands around Paris.
They are smaller-than-normal deer, have six legs,
but seem to have a similar diet. They appear to be
thriving.

While the investigation is still pending, no one
doubts that magic was involved with the disap-
pearance of the UCAS Army III Corps. We aren’t
sure if this was a portal incident or a metaplanar
folding. What we do know is that if it happened
once, it can happen again. It likely has happened
before and even since, but not to such a large and
obvious group. Legends all over the world talk
about entire villages and populations disappear-
ing. There is no reason to not think they could be
connected to similar phenomena. Whatever those
phenomena may be.

> This is making it sound like the disappearance of 11l Corps was
a kind of random event, something that just sprang up, like a
hurricane. It wasn't.

> Frosty

> So what was it?
> Cosmo

> Still working on that part.
> Frosty

Events like that have gone both good and bad—
some catastrophically so. The point is, something
about the current state of magic in our world is
causing these issues. There’s speculation that it
is due to the homogenization of magic that has
thinned the spaces between the metaplanes in or-
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der for magic to regain its wonder. Paranatural an-
imals were once thought of as creatures returned
from myth, but modern science has slapped tax-
onomical labels on them, and several zoos have
less-dangerous species on display.

The thing about all these gateways and foldings
is that they go both ways and sometimes open to
the same place over and over so intelligent beings
on both sides can try to use them to move between
worlds. Only ghost knows how many sapient be-
ings from other metaplanes have made it to ours or
what they’re doing while they’re here.

THE ADEPTS AMONG US

I tend to favor the spellslingers and summon-
ers, but that’s just because I am one. If ’'m going
to offer a small treatise on the current affairs in
magic, I need to make sure I mention our adept
kin as well. I don’t think of them immediately, be-
cause when I was growing up, the adepts were not
identified as magical talents—they were simply
the pinnacle of athletic talent and highlight reels
for combat sports. When the connection between
a magical talent and what we now call adepts oc-
curred a few decades back, the world’s view, and
the training and talent range of adepts, expanded
and erupted.

The first adepts introduced to the world were
what we called physical adepts, or physads, and
we watched as they went toe-to-toe with the top-
of-the-line cyber-fighters. Their abilities expanded
from basic martial talents and athletic feats into
marksmanship and sensory enhancements. It was
an era of growth in the field of arcane study that
led to more enhancements while also taking devel-
opments in an entirely new direction.

That direction was the social adept. The sud-
den ability to apply this form of arcane talent to
social encounters made the thaumaturgical com-
munity take a long look back at history and real-
ize that, much like those decorated athletes were
adepts, some of the best grifters and politicians
were also adepts, just a different kind. The reali-
zation that social adepts existed was one of those
discoveries that left a lot of people feeling un-
easy again about magic. The general population
knows about magic. About a quarter have seen it
in some form in real life. When magic first came
around, it was terrifying. Even those who were
excited about magic still admitted fearing it being
used on them, especially spells that alter moods,
thoughts, and self-control. This eased over time,
especially with the knowledge that spells aren’t
usually invisible. They have traces and effects on
the physical plane. Along comes the social adept
who can sell ice to an Inuit, and no one is the
wiser. The social adept is still a relative mystery,
especially those who are smart enough to create
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a feint with some physical talent that is beyond
natural measure.

Along with the development of adepts, a mixed
breed of adept/spellslinger arose. Their physical
talents left them bound to their body and unable to
enter the astral like a full magician, but they were
able to both channel their magics inward and learn
the intricacies of channeling mana in the form of
spells. They were what many considered the best
of both worlds, but their flashy spellcasting abil-
ities and summoning talents, alongside a lack of
being able to look into the astral without intense
study, leaves them vulnerable.

Looking at all of these, I have to guess the adepts
are not done evolving. I don’t know what the next
phase will be, but I'm sure it will change the world
and the way we look at adepts. It always does.

> Techno-adepts?
> Traveler Jones

> Doubtful. There have been some interesting developments in
the intersection of technology and magic recently, but I think
that’s a bridge too far. No, I think we'll see some interesting
developments in stealth adepts, including what I call chameleon
adepts.

> Winterhawk

> | think I've seen they kind of thing you're talking about, and
when you combine it with some social skills, you get a really
interesting con artist capable of playing multiple roles in a long
con all by themselves.

> Pistons

MY OWN LOOK AT THE
CROSSOVER PHENOMENA

[ am a student of magic. I have accomplished
much and have plenty to teach, but I am one of
those people in the world who understands I cannot
ever know everything about magic. There are new
lessons every day. For this reason, I keep researching
and looking into whatever phenomena and rumors
I hear. Often these events aren’t unique, so my ef-
forts are short-lived, but the recent crossover events
have led to some depth in my studies, and I really
want to discuss them. This is currently one of the
most widely talked-about arcane topics with both
thaumaturgists and mundane infospinners.

I went out and grabbed as many stories as I
could from those who made accidental crossovers
into metaplanes and alchera. These tales are all
skewed by the perceptions, mental blocks, and
personal beliefs of their authors, but I’ll lay them
out here for others to dig through. I’ll only be up-
loading a few quick tales, but you can find several
more at this <link>.



A DESIRE TO RETURN

Greetings, Matrix malcontents, it’s Sinister Sal here
again, and I've got a whopper of a tale and even bigger re-
quest to put out to all those who follow my arcano-hunting
adventures. With all of these arcane warps popping up like
squatters outside a new McHugh’s, | decided to try my hand
at chasing one down. Thanks to all of you who tossed tips
my way, and a huge thanks to gr8rmagi for the tip that hit
the jackpot.

Id like to start this out with a cool intro about a dark and
stormy night or a wrong turn in a dark alley, but what really
happened was rather mundane. | caught a quick glimpse of
something out of the corner of my eye while passing an emp-
ty parking lot. I pulled in, got a closer look, and recognized
the telltale signs of a warp. | was there for adventure, so |
fired up the recording hardware, sent a quick message to a
colleague in case | went MIA, and walked right in.

It was pure bliss. On the other side | was floating, with
no sense of mass, but still fully aware of every sense.
Thought moved me through what appeared to be rivers of
color, each bringing new sensations. Every one of them was
like the purest form of pleasure | have ever experienced.
Every sense was stimulated in new and exotic ways. | have
never smelled, tasted, or heard things that brought such
intense emotions. The smell of fresh cinnamon cake, the

A FOREST FROM NOWHERE

I’'ve spent my entire life in the sprawl. The biggest patch
of nature | ever experience is the stretch of dirt my neigh-
bor up the street cultivates as a garden. I've never longed
to vacation in the vast green expanse surrounding Seattle
because I’'m a city girl, born and raised. Maybe, if | had the
nuyen, I'd hop down to a SoCalFree beach or some Carib
League island, but none of that is within my reach right
now.

So when I was taking a stroll to the local Stuffer Shack
and cut through the alley between Main and Maple, | was
shocked to suddenly find myself standing in the middle of a
forest. There were trees, bushes, and other plants as far as
the eye could see. Which actually wasn’t very far, given how
densely packed it all was.

It was pretty startling at first, and | may have spent a
few minutes (or an hour) in a panicked frenzy trying to find
my way back to the comfort of that alley. The panic was ex-
hausting, and when | eventually wore myself out, | set out
trying to do something a little more methodic. This forest
was passable, and | had my trusty blade on me, so | started
moving in one direction, nicking trees along the way to mark
my course. As | walked, | noticed the sounds of life, but no
signs of it. | never saw a hird, but I heard their calls. I never
saw or felt bugs, but they chittered in the trees everywhere.

taste of perfect creme briilée, and the sound of a perfect
and pure rainstorm were just a few of the hundreds of
things | experienced.

I got lost in the sensations. | lost any sense of time. |
lost all desire to do anything but move from river to river.
For me, it felt as if I had spent both a blink and an eternity
in bliss.

Returning was a shock. | did nothing to initiate a return,
I was just suddenly sprawled in an empty parking lot, once
again aware of my body’s mass, and the unpleasant sensa-
tion of both my arthritic knee and some strange soup of city
muck in which my face rested. The scents and gooey slick-
ness a stark contrast to my bliss of moments before.

I hunted in my nearby surroundings for a way to return,
but the warp was gone. My footage showed it collapse slowly
over the course of six hours before flashing into a pinprick of
purple light while returning me.

As many may have already surmised, my favor is an ob-
vious one. | want to go back and need help finding a way. I'm
linking the file for what this warp looked like in hopes that
should someone locate one again, | can return.

Thanks to all my chummers for linking in and especially
for any information you may be able to offer in helping me
find my way back. Sinister Sal, signing off.

It was like an audio playback from one of those relax-
ation tracks.

Until it wasn’t.

As the light faded—I never saw an actual sun or source for
the light other than just a lit-up sky—the sounds shifted. The tone
changed, and the feeling of relaxation and tranquil nature shifted
to something more dissonant and off key. As the darkness built,
the forest seemed to shrink, and the sounds of birds shifted to
distant growls and the rhythmic rustling of nearby predators.
Again, | saw none of these things, but I could hear them. While
pleasant birds can be a nice tone and your mind can ignore that
you don’t see birds, predatory noises hit in a more instinctual
way. Fear and panic grew alongside the growing dark.

By the time all the light was gone—and | mean all the
light—I was once again in a panicked search for a way out.

Some aspect of that strange place I'd crossed into—no
effort of mine, I'm sure—eventually ended my terror. The
blackness was not around long, though it felt like an eter-
nity, before | suddenly stumbled into a dumpster and could
once again see the urban world | had left behind.

1 was never so happy to see a pack of devil rats eating
what looked like a dog in my life. | skirted them gladly and
finished my trip to the Stuffer Shack without using that alley.
I have not been back since.
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| THOUGHT | DIED TODAY

I was walking home from school when | saw a flash, and
suddenly | was standing on a cloud and looking at a massive
golden gate. I'm not religious, but my parents are, and | re-
member hearing them talk about heaven and the entrance
being pearly gates. | figured golden gates could be close
enough. | started to walk forward, and the clouds swirled at
my feet like low-hanging fog. | looked around, and there was
no one else there. | expected a line or at least a procession
of people, but it was just me.

I wondered how | had died and figured it was random.
A bus, a random shooting, falling debris, or I fell in an open
manhole or something. Either way, | was kind of happy |
didn’t remember and was just able to enjoy the feel of the
place. It was perfectly temperate, and the air moved at just
the right speed to feel good but avoid a chill.

DO INOT ENTERTAIN YOU?

I don’t know if | want in on this whole riftwalker thing,
but | definitely have a story to share.

I was hanging out with some friends tailgating outside
the stadium and waiting for the game to start when we spot-
ted what looked like a swirling pool of water hanging verti-
cally in the air. We'd heard rumors and seen a few warnings
up at the university, but no one took it seriously. After a few
rounds of taunting and teasing, | came up with the bright
idea of touching it. I couldn’t talk anyone into doing it before
me, so | walked up and stuck a hand in.

The step through was like cool water, but the other side
was hot, dry, and loud. | found myself sitting in the front
row of an arena that looked like the coliseum of Rome. Be-
low me, a troll-sized figure who looked like he was made of
dark stone was locked in battle with what | guess is a behe-
moth. I don’t know my parazoology well. All around me was
a crowd full of screaming fans. The fans were made up of
every metatype and a collection of races I've only seen on
the trid or in SURGE e-zines. It was pure excitement.

After the stoneman barely survived the behemoth, there
was only a short lull before another contest began between
a dozen combatants. The crowd (and me) cheered as the
fighters went after each other.

I’'ve never been a fan of the bloodsports, but there was
just so much energy | couldn’t help but scream along.

| picked my favorite fighter, chanted out his name while

CARDINAL CONFUSION

It’s very strange to step through a rift, hoping for some
awesome experience, and instead get four different direc-
tions of challenges and confusion.

I went across as a researcher. They were paying well, and
I needed the nuyen. And it was a lot of nuyen. I had to write
up a long report for them, but I'll post the basics here.

The place | went had four towering cities in four cardinal
directions. | stood in what looked like a massive plain like they
show in all those NAN guidebooks. Rust and Silver were oppo-
site each other, with Gold and Crystal in the other directions.

As any good researcher would do, | moved toward each,
figuring I could explore each in turn, but | never reached any
of them. The cities were all a good two kilometers away in
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As | got closer, | heard music. | expected harps, but it was
more like a jazz piano. It was so inviting and exciting.

There was no other way to describe all of it other than
truly spiritual, like a calm summer day with no stress.

Then it was gone.

I had a momentary feeling of falling as if I missed a step
or the ground fell away, and then I was back standing in the
street, exactly where | remembered leaving from.

| asked someone nearby, and they said a red ribbon of
light flashed across the ground, and I stepped on it and dis-
appeared for about thirty seconds. My trip felt like it had
been at least and hour, and | was so relaxed. Then I just sud-
denly reappeared.

The red ribbon of light wasn’t there, but they showed me
a vid on their link. I believe them.

he fought, and wailed in agony when he fell. Then I just kept
booing the fighter who killed him. He even got close enough
once that I know he heard me when I called him a backstab-
bing cheat, because he immediately spun his opponent and
ran him through from behind, then flicked of the blood on
the blade toward my seat.

It was fight after fight between men, women, and mon-
sters, with each fight growing more and more thrilling. The
energy in the place was palpable. | could feel the pulse of the
crowd as tensions rose during close calls and as cheers rang
out with each victory.

My return was not some smooth slide back. Instead, it
was a jolt that left me sprawled on the pavement of the sta-
dium lot, surrounded by flashing lights and a small crowd
of my friends and Knight Errant cops. | had been gone for
hours, but that was not the biggest shocker. When | came
back, | was exhausted. My friends stared at me in horror
before I finally tried to get to my feet and stumbled. | took
a look at myself and saw my legs were all shriveled, and |
was covered in various shades of gore. My arms matched my
legs, and my face had gone gaunt.

DocWagon was nearby to honor my contract. | was dehy-
drated and starving. They said it would have taken weeks of
starvation to cause the damage that had been done to me in
that place. It was a thrill, but I'm still paying for all that excite-
ment with rehab and an upgrade on my DocWagon contract.

each direction, and about every hundred meters, | met a
new challenge. A puzzle, angry critters, an obstacle course,
a writing prompt, a quiz on ancient Nergundian history
(nope, not a place on our plane), a quiet bar that turned into
a bar fight, and seventeen other events that I detailed there.
Each time | failed, | was sent back to the center. | managed
six hundred meters toward Rust City, failed a test, and poof,
back to the start.

It was several hours of frustration before I was shifted
back and told I had been gone for fifty-three minutes.

| appreciate all the tales of cool experiences, but I got
nothing but a headache from mine. And maybe a desire to
dig deeper into Nergundian history.



STABLE GATES

With sporadic overlaps making most of the
newsfeeds, and screamsheets carrying crazy sto-
ries like I offered above, most regular folks don’t
know much about the handful of metaplanar
gateways that are staying open on a long-term ba-
sis. It’s a strange mix of thaumaturgical research-
ers and adventure add