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“Desperation is the raw material 
of drastic change. Only those who 
can leave behind everything they 
have ever believed in can hope to 

escape.”

William S. Burroughs



“Man is an artefact designed for 
space travel. He is not designed to 
remain in his present biologic state 
any more than a tadpole is designed 
to remain a tadpole.”

William S. Burroughs

Pena Rodrigues, an unfortunate 
Portuguese sailor whose craving 
for booze and Black Meat (PfA p. 
117) shipwrecked his life on the 
shores of Avalidad, had his first 
lucky break. One late night, the 
wretched man found a severely 
injured Machinatore in one of the 
city’s underworld backstreets. 
The thing calling out for him in an 
unpleasant, whispered, metallic 
voice, was nearing its last breath 
and carried with it something 
invaluable: one of those pieces of 
future tech corporate types are 
willing to pay millions of dollars 
for.

Clutching his St. Elmo medallion, 
Rodrigues, the Sailor, approached 
the creature and engaged in 
conversation with it. Apparently 
there had been a divergence about 
undisclosed affairs amongst a small 
group of Machinatores (PfA p. 184). 
The nearby presence of two dog-
sized lumps of electronic debris 
testified that a couple of other 

beings had been 
there, probably 
had a violent fight, 
and destroyed each 
other. This one was 
still functional and, 
allegedly, carrying 
a technological 
wonder, the key to 
human immortality 
or something close: a 
biotechnological brain 
implant that records 
human memories and 
personalities, allowing 
those to be uploaded to 
another body or a bio-
computer. Rodrigues’ 
scant knowledge of 
technology was still 
enough to know this 
could be his big break. The 
Machinatore had a peculiar 
request in exchange for 
the item: a pint of blood, a 
cup of semen, a car battery, 
some copper wiring, a light 
bulb and a handful of human 
excrement, in exchange of 
which he would deliver the 
artefact to his saviour. 

The Portuguese sailor couldn’t 
believe his luck. He masturbated, 
defecated, cut himself and bled 
into an empty bottle, after which 
he scoured a nearby garbage 
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dump for the inorganic ingredients in that list. In less than 
half an hour he had collected the articles the creature had 
requested. Something unnatural and frightening must 
have followed, but Rodrigues was already running away, 
carrying with him an object the size of a wristwatch 
wrapped in a piece of cloth inside his jacket pocket. As 
soon as he was back in the main streets, he made a few 
calls. Unaccustomed to this kind of high-class dealings, 
he made the mistake of contacting too many fencers. 

Word of the hypothetical mind databank reached 
several dangerous factions. The Dragon’s 
organization (PfA p. 126), the Ishiwa-kai Yakuza 
clan (PfA p. 162) and ZoneSec (PfA p. 96) became 
rapidly aware of the existence of the possibly 
important artifact. Other cabals might also have 
discovered about it if you so wish.



Meanwhile, Rodrigues, who 
was already celebrating a yet 

unfinished business, headed off 
to the Flesh Café, in Avalidad’s 

Grand Socco. He indulged 
himself with a fair share of Black 

Meat, and imported aguardente. 
This interlude had an unforeseen 

side-effect: he passed out on 
the street before getting back 

home. Unfortunately for Pena 
Rodrigues, Tariq, a Moroccan 

teenage prostitute caught sight 
of him collapsing and decided 

to check what was inside the 
sailor’s pockets. The biotech 
brain implant’s value wasn’t 

obvious, but it still piqued the 
young man’s curiosity, so he 

took it with him.

However, the Ishiwa-kai’s 
gathering place – the Watanabe 

Teahouse – is not far, and three 
of the Yakuza soldiers were 

already on their way to retrieve 
the artefact. They spotted the 

Moroccan boy pilfering from 
the unconscious old man, and 

ran after him, but he was quick 
on his feet and much more at 

home in Avalidad’s alleys and 
streets then the Japanese men. 
Tariq’s first thought was to seek 

help from Mujahid Al-Jabri (PfA 
p. 84), an assassin working for 

the Old Man of the Mountain 
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(PfA p. 129), but he had no idea of 
his whereabouts. Instead, he tried 
to lose the Yakuza in the narrow 
streets of the old labyrinth-like 
Medina quarter. 

“In a closed society where 
everybody’s guilty, the only crime 
is getting caught. In a world 
of thieves, the only final sin is 
stupidity.”

Hunter S. Thompson, in “Fear and 
Loathing in Las Vegas”

The boy’s streetwise, however, 
wasn’t enough to outsmart 
the Yakuza who pursued him 
relentlessly. Understanding that 
he would eventually be caught if 
he stayed in that part of town, he 
made a tough choice. He jumped 
on a taxi to Bidonville, intended on 
taking the risk of hiding himself 
in the most underground place he 
could think of. Anyone who lives 
in the City has heard myths about 
the sewers and tunnels leading to 
Agartha, an underground town, 
inhabited by criminals, outcasts 
and mutants. 

Entrances to Agartha can be found 
in the Bidonville district (PfA p. 
119). The shantytown is located 

at the foot of the hills to the east 
of Avalidad’s city centre, and 
slopes an additional distance up 
the hillside, surrounded by woods. 
But Agartha’s tunnels run deep 
underground into the hill.

Even Yakuza gangsters fear those 
subterranean tunnels, especially 
when in small numbers. While 
Tariq escapes into Agartha, the 
Ishiwa-kai regroups and plans 
another sortie to get the artefact. 
Concurrently, other factions hear 
about these events and prepare to 
storm the underground themselves. 
Word of Tariq’s escape reaches 
the Dragon’s hear and ZoneSec is 
warned about the possibility of a 
relevant item of future technology 
falling into the wrong hands. 

Soon, there are (at least) three 
groups fighting for the personality 
databank, while another one, 
Agartha’s pariahs, take Tariq’s 
side, with a little help from Nils 
Thorndike (PfA p. 71).
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