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Jamming his finger into his mouth, Kerwin Loomis tasted the metallic tang of blood mixed
with sweat and grime. He wondered if this whole thing was worth it.
Kerwin slumped back, running a hand back across his sweaty, bald head. He stank, he needed
a good whiskey—not that synthahol crap—and he was seriously beginning to doubt that there was
anything here worth his while. At this point, it was probably a waste to have spent the cred on a
plane ticket to paw through Dad’s collection of crap before it all got hauled off to the dump.
It wasn’t like the two of them had gotten along or anything. If it hadn’t been for the fact that
Kerwin was K-Spot’s only son, he doubted he’d have even gotten the formal email from the lawyer announcing Dad’s death and informing him that he, Kerwin, had been left everything. This
large storage locker was all that remained of dear old Dad, known to the entertainment world as
Clarence “K-Spot” Loomis, mid-level purveyor of mostly two-bit acts that everybody with any
sense had forgotten about twenty years ago. Naturally, since Dad had been about as good with cred
as Kerwin himself was, “everything” amounted to some clothes, a few random bits of furniture and
household appliances, two ratty old guitars, a nonfunctional pre-2055 cyberdeck, and the key to
the storage locker.
From the look of things, the place hadn’t been opened in a good ten years. The locker company was making noises about dumping everything in the street if the last three months’ back rent
wasn’t paid, and since Kerwin didn’t want to pay it, here he was to grab any good stuff that might
be hanging around. The hell with the rest of it—let them dump it. It would save him the trouble,
and it would serve his old coot of a father right.
He didn’t quite want to admit it to himself, but he had a reason for pulling open carton after
carton of junk. It was probably just another fib, but his dad had mentioned it enough times when
Kerwin was growing up that he had to believe that it might just possibly be true. The faint chance
that it might be somewhere in the locker was what kept Kerwin going long after he’d normally
have given up the job in favor of getting good and drunk (and maybe even laid, if he was really
lucky). It sure as hell hadn’t been in the apartment—Kerwin had made sure of that, going through
every drawer, every possible hiding place, even looking under the smelly old carpets before he’d
handed the key back to the landlord. No, if Dad still had it (and hadn’t sold it to finance any of his
sleazy habits), it would be here. Kerwin was going to keep looking until he either found it or was
convinced that it wasn’t here. He had a feeling that if Dad had sold it, he’d have heard about it. It
wasn’t the kind of thing you could keep quiet.
“Come on, you old bastard,” he muttered to himself. “You better not have been lying, all those
times you ran your mouth about this thing. Don’t make me sift through all of this crap for nothing!” He savagely threw yet another box full of junk into one of the locker’s walls, where it burst and
scattered its contents all over the floor. He was sullenly about to move on to the next one when he
spotted a bulky cream-colored envelope in the midst of the spilled junk. He’d been so impatient he
nearly missed it going through the box, hidden as it was inside a folder with some other old papers.
Something was written on the envelope. He kicked his way through the trash-drifts and
snatched it up, peering at it in the grimy overhead light from the single naked bulb. “To K-Spot,” it
said in a flowing, somewhat old-fashioned hand. “Enjoy these with my gratitude.” It was signed, “JB.”
Kerwin held the envelope in front of him, just looking at it with wide eyes and open mouth
for several seconds. Then, his body seized with a kind of jerking urgency, he fell back into his chair,
ripped open the envelope, and allowed the contents to drop into his lap.
He stared at the old-style optical disk in its paper slipcover, entranced as the quivering light
made dancing rainbows on its silvery surface. Written on it in the same handwriting as the outside
of the envelope was: “Carrion Sessions, ’48, JB. For enlightenment, seek out absent friends.”
“Holy shit,” Kerwin breathed, hardly daring to believe his sudden change in luck. “This is it!”
Letting his breath out slowly, he slumped back, clutching the precious disk. His eyes were
already beginning to gleam with the light of avarice, but he knew he had to be careful. He sat
abruptly upright, realizing he was alone in the storage building and it was getting late. His plane
back to Seattle was due to leave tomorrow morning; the sooner he was packed up and on it, the
better. He slipped the disk inside his jacket, kicked the boxes back inside, and closed and locked the
door. The devil rats could have the rest, as far as he was concerned.
He had what he’d come for—old Dad had come through for him in death as he never had in
life. But he’d have to be careful … very careful. If he didn’t handle this just right, he was likely to
lose his prize.
He didn’t even consider that it might also cost him his life.
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On the Run is an introductory adventure for Shadowrun, Fourth Edition. Though it can be
adjusted for player characters of most ability levels, it is designed with beginning players and gamemasters in mind. Each section is heavily annotated with gamemaster tips and tricks, references to
pages in the Shadowrun, Fourth Edition rulebook where the gamemaster can find rules relevant to
the section, and notes for ways the adventure can be “tweaked” to make it enjoyable for different
types of characters and players.
Beginning players and gamemasters should be aware that only gamemasters should read beyond this point—if players continue reading, they will discover the secrets of the adventure and
reduce the enjoyment they’ll get from playing out the scenario with their characters.

PREPARING THE ADVENTURE

Sa

On the Run is intended for use with Shadowrun, Fourth Edition. No other sourcebooks or
supplements are necessary to run it. The Shadowrun, Fourth Edition, Gamemaster’s Screen is recommended, as it contains many useful tables organized for easy reference.
Note that some of the characters featured in this plot originally appeared in an out of print (but
available as an electronic PDF) adventure called One Stage Before for Shadowrun, Second Edition.
This old material is by no means necessary to play On the Run, but any long-time Shadowrun players
(or characters!) may have fun making the connections.

ADVENTURE STRUCTURE

On the Run is a basic shadowrun—the type that every group of player characters will encounter many times in their shadowrunning careers. A “Mr. Johnson” approaches the characters
through their fixer (who can either be someone they already know or a character they meet during the course of the adventure) and offers them a job, providing them with some information
they’ll need to know to accomplish the task. From that point, the characters are on their own;
the players determine their characters’ actions, and the gamemaster interprets the results—and
consequences. The characters can choose to do legwork and seek information, hit the streets for
some snooping, go in guns blazing, or whatever else they can dream up. The gamemaster’s occasionally daunting—but ultimately rewarding—task is to keep the characters moving in essentially
the right direction, without “railroading” them into following a prescribed course of action. This
is often easier said than done.
To this end, the adventure is set up in a flowchart format with a series of interconnected scenes.
Some scenes logically follow others and can’t occur without their predecessors; some stand alone
and can be accomplished at any point during the adventure; others still are red herrings designed
to lead the characters off the track. Naturally, for every task that’s listed, the players will come up
with at least two or three that aren’t—and dealing with these unscheduled detours is where a good
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