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‘WAR" A T TECHHA VEN

Tec hHa ven Conflict escala

Cpt. Black inspecting his troops

The TechHaven Conflict has
escalated. | have to apologize but
we do not have the greatest deal of
information on this matter, and so
this report will not resume the
standard of quality you have come
to expect from us. Instead we
present you with all the facts we
have:

The CityAdmin have finally decided
to act on the problem of terrorists
among the Fallen Angels. Armed
forces are gathering around the
TechHaven, to ensure that radical
Fallen Angels shall no longer

tes

influence the daily life of Neocron,
and to help the apparently besieged
and suppressed leadership of the
TechHaven to get rid of this terrorist
pest.

The Troop rally wasn't even
complete when the first soldier fell
with a bullet in his head. Then,
armed forces of Fallen Angels,
Twilight Guardians and even Black
Dragons were attacking the brave
soldiers of our City. Our
condolences go out to the victims,
but alas, the fighting is still going on.
Plasma is flying around the

Ca Press Service

TechHaven at this very moment,
and CityAdmin has already warned
its populace to avoid the sectors
around the TechHaven for their own
good.

What does all this mean? No war
has officially been declared, yet the
body count is already racking up.
This may become one of Neocron's
darkest hours, where even trusted
friends turn against us...
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‘WAR" A T TECHHA VEN

Drama tic scenes among the F

| am a Fallen Angel, not a terrorist. |
wake up in Tech Haven to gun
shots. Remnants of homicides litter
the corridors as | make my way
above ground. It was not always like
this, | remember trading technology
with friends and colleagues, working
on programs for weeks without need
to pull out my weapon in self
defense. Selling ideas to the
Corporations of Neocron. We even
used to chat with Clients from the
CityAdmin in passing. Those days of
Tech Haven are gone, now when I'm
talking to City Administration its
because I'm trying to get passed
there road block.

My Haven is surrounded by NCPD
agents sitting atop tanks which are
pointing there guns at my home.
They pester me as | pass, stop me
and search me. Eventually when
they get bored they let me continue
on my way. Of course they don't

allen Angels

inspect any Citizen of Neocron who
is headed into our Fallen Angel city.
The crime rate in Tech Haven has
risen due to enemy attacks. The
Fallen Angel Clans have started to
squabble between themselves. It's
no wonder CityAdmin has reported
casualties, people are shooting at
them, what do you expect, we are
prisoners, dammit!

Now when | enter and leave my
apartment, my weapons are at the
ready, | cast a few psi spells on
myself for good luck and | head out
under the shadow of my stealth
device. The days of the Fallen Angel
ideal are over. Lioon Reza has
added us as pawns to his chess
game. And | can no longer feel safe
in my hometown.

Commentary from Barry Pepper:

While our friend here seems to
have trouble seeing who the good
guys in this problem are, his text
still shows us the terrible
conditions under which the Fallen
Angels live at the moment. Let's
hope that this terrorist problem is
quickly resolved so the
TechHaven can live in peace
again.

‘“WAR" A T TECHHA VEN

WaratT ec hHa ven

The "war" at TechHaven, although
no war has officially been declared,
rages on. "We are terribly sorry for
all this", a CityAdmin spokesman
said. "But we HAVE to dry out this
terrorist mess. There are peaceful
Fallen Angels who applaud our
decision. This helps us to keep our
resolve up. Anyone who attacks our
forces at TechHaven shows his
terrorist nature, and if he gets killed,
it is a small victory for the neutrality
of the TechHaven."

No numbers about the bodycount
were mentioned. Questions if there
would be CityAdmin Troops inside
the TechHaven were answered in
the negative. "So far, our troops are
only outside the entrances. We do
not want to disturb the TechHavens
privacy, and so far, the terrorists
have been quite forthcoming in
coming outside for us."

Copbot Removed TG Symphatiser

World Press
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N-Bay: Mak ey our self kno wn
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World: Jupiter
Name: Garrett
Service: point of acceptance
Additional info:
| am your man to bring your german
articles into the Neocronicle.

World: Jupiter

Name: chipmonk

Service: Selling vehicles

Additional info:

Selling brand new vehicles, from
speedbikes to rhinos, there is a car
for everyone. send me your order
per ingame mail.

World: Uranus

Name: Bart E. Romeo

Service: Bartering

Additional Info:

Full barter spy working on DM only.
Buying all rareparts @ 1000 nc/TL

World: Pluto
Name: Kayne

Service: gun for hire
Additional Info:
Contact me through email or dm

World: Pluto

Name: garyu69

Service: Hacking

Additional Info:

hacker for hire tl 117 30k per
session

World: Jupiter

Name: Pulp und Partner InfoTrade
Inc.

Service: Detectives

Additional Info:

Sie glauben ihre Frau betrigt Sie...?
Sie glauben lhre Geschaftspartner
verheimlichen ihnen etwas...?
Dann finden Sie es raus!

P&P InfoTrade Inc. besorgt ihnen
alle Informationen die sie wollen

World: Pluto
Name: Vicotnic

Service: Gun for hire
Additional Info:
Mercs for hire 10k a runner 100k an

op

World: Pluto

Name: Valmur

Service: Food Delivery

Additional Info: 10k per food piece

World: Pluto

Name: Treeborn

Service: Hustler

Additional Info: 50k per hour

World: Pluto

Name: John Cooper / QED

Service: Several

Additional Info:

TL135 Hack - 120 Imp - Repair 290
- Per tips

READERSIOPINION | 2 N=EAY

Reader s Opinion

Why w e can’t win

Listen up, city folk - there's a war
coming and the way | see it, your
going to lose it. Now | know what
you're thinking... "What do you care,
you're not part of the solution so
you're part of the problem"... but
that’s where you are wrong. You see,
| live and work in the city just like you
do and frankly, I like it here. The
administration doesn't give me any
grief as long as I'm careful and don’t
get caught, and even if that were to
happen, they’ll never get enough
evidence to prove anything. | may
not have some swanky via rosso
apartment, but | make a pretty good
living for myself selling blueprints.
Understanding this, heed my words.
Your enemies - your REAL enemies
that is - are not restricted by the
same set of morals and ethics that
you choose toimpose upon
yourselves. You really need to learn
that turning the other cheek gets you
a broken jaw. Example? All too often,
| have seen the murder of hapless
city folk through the grime-streaked

window in my apartment. Runners
pass through our district and walk
right by the enemies of your city
without batting so much as an eyelid.
But you know what happens next?
Without fail, the Black Dragon gang
member, Guardian terrorist or
whatever will pull a gun and BANG!
Shoot the runner in the back. This
isn’t isolated, either.

| have numerous contacts within the
Guardian, for instance, and | can say
for certainthatitis full of
psychopaths, hardened veterans and
stone cold killers. Nice bunch of guys
to be sure, but in a fight they'll win
every time because they aren’92t
afraid to use every underhanded
tactic, ruse and ploy they can think
of.. and THEY DONT CARE ifitis
fair, or if you don't like it. All the Elite
Storm Bots in the city wont win the
war without runners fighting for every
inch of ground and basically, most of
you guys just don’t know how to do
that.

However much it disqusts you, | ask..

no, | urge you to fight at their level.
Take a leaf from the Cop Bot training
manual. Be Ruthless. Be Cold. Shoot
first and ask questions later. Do
whatever it takes to put your
opponents down, and down FIRST.
The only way to ensure the survival
of this city is to fight like them.
Now, far be it from the Syndicate to
stand by and watch while its territory
is at risk, because we'll be helping
you guys every step of the way.
If you needs some new up gear, dirt
cheap armour or restricted
weaponry, we can put you in touch
and if all you need is to relax after a
hard days ass-kicking, we can help
you do that as well. All you need to
do is quit clinging to these dromshit
ideals like honour, ethics and
restraint.. and if you don’t know how
to do that, come on down to the
Pepper Park district and we'll show
you how its done.

Judy Hartlocke |
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Dome Of York W ar R epor t

Neocr on f or ces advancing in Dome of

York T erritor y

S.T.O0.R.M. Division 5 Engaging on DoY Troops

As we peel back the layers of
secrecy between the new contract
between CityMercs and City Admin
we have managed to download
details from a DoY satellite that was
sent to monitor the disappearances
of a number of their scout units. In it
we can see that STORM BOT units
are currently hunting in the deserts.
As a result DoY are sending more
and more scout units out, in teams,

to secure their perimeters.

Unfortunately our satellite intercept
was spotted and we were only able
to secure 1 more photo of a number
of DoY bots on there backs while a
group of STORM Units huddled,
backs togetherin aclassic
defensive circular stance. We were
not able to establish whether the
STORM units were headed to the

Ca Press Service

entrance of DoY but it is rumoured
they are congregating close by, to
make an all out attack with a full
squadron in the near future.

Runners foolhardy enough to
venture into the desert wastelands
should be extra vigilant, as only the
strongest runners would stand a
chance against either of these units.
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Dome Of York W ar R epor t

act with Neocr

CityMer csob viousl y signing another contr

It appears to be one of those times
where nobody knows what exactly
is going on due to a lot of secrecy,
but a lot is going on. Runners report
of meetings between the CityAdmin
and the CityMercs.

Nothing of the contents of these
meeting are revealed at this point,
however, people are speaking of
something very important. Now the
rumours are spreading. Some
people are speaking of a contract to
occupy the TechHaven, others
speak of defense treaties, and
others speak of invading the Dome
of York.

We will do our best to keep you
informed.

CityMercs Engaging on DoY Units

on'sf orces

Free Press Images
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BioT ec h Zoo Pr oject

or Wayw ard Cr eatur es

Neocr on Zoo Pr ovides Home f

Neocron Zoo

Protesters and Terrified Residents
were angered tonight when
Gilgamesh Enterprises announced
that a zoo has been constructed in a
Via Rosso level three apartment.
The company is a branch of BioTech
industries, dedicated to research
enabling their parent company to
pioneer new and more effective
implant technology.

"We have been capturing creatures
from around the Wastelands for over
twenty years now, and releasing
them afterusing them in
experimental science", Said Maurice
Marchant, project researcher and
head of the new Zoo, "Why not put
them on show to the runner
population before we are finished?"

The Zoo will be open for two hours

during which time a 100 credit
entrance fee will allow runners to
see the variety of fauna on offer.

Angry resident Sirius Figg of Alamo
Livings C, where the apartment is
based commented, "This is an
absolute outrage. | paid a huge
amount of money for this apartment,
only to find I'm living downstairs
from a Y. Commander Replicant?!"

And he’s spot on, because for the
first week of opening, 3 Y. Troopers,
2 Y. Sergeants and a fully grown Y.
Commander Replicant will be living
and breathing inside the purpose-
converted enclosure.

"The group of Y. Replicants proved
particularly difficult to capture for our
team, who have worked in the field

Gilgamesh Enterprises

of animal capture for over thirty
years. Indeed, we lost several good
men, just releasing them from their
pens to move them in.", said Mary
Scully, a Gilgamesh scientist, "We
will be removing the barriers and
allowing those runners brave
enough to try their luck, the chance
to destroy the Replicants after the
event."

Gilgamesh makes no claim on items
lost in quick-belts, or the loot from
the replicants, which is free for the
taking to runners after the event.

Mr. Marchant adds, "The success or
failure of this special opening may
lead to more of these in the future,
perhaps even a permanent exhibit!"
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BioT ec h Zoo Pr oject

Excitementa tthe Zoo pr

Lot’s of visitors on opening day

Gilgamesh Enterprises, the hunting
arm of Biotech, released a press
statement today expressing their
intentions to look at the creation of a
permanent home for a Neocron Zoo,
following the success of their test
opening recently.

A troop of Y. Replicants took over a
Via Rosso Level Three apartment,
and were secured in the atrium
where runners of all ranks were
encouraged to visit and view them.

More than fifty members of the
Runner population turned up for the
hour-long event and despite several

ompts Gilgamesh to think big

sabotage attempts, the party went
off largely without incident. Once all
newer players had seen the
specimens, Gilgamesh released the
barriers allowing higher ranked
players a chance to battle them.

“We’'re definitely searching for a
permanent home where a range of
animals will be on display,” said
Maurice Marchant, of Gilgamesh
Enterprises, “We hope that we will
be able to find a location suitably
large enough for a multi-specimen
display, one of the biggest
complaints of this test was that the
apartment just wasn’t big enough for

Marcell Swift

such an enterprise.”

Sirius Figg, one of the Zoo’s biggest
opponents, and resident of Alamo
Livings Enter C where the event
took place said, “I have no objection
to the opening of a permanent zoo,
as long as it is away from housing
and secured to prevent escape. |
myself spent some time at the
event, and had a great time, but the
location was wrong.”

We will keep you updated on
Gilgamesh'’s plans for future one-off
zoo features and their search for a
permanent home for a zoo.
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Honey o/t Month

Vanessa De Lux e

Name: Vanessa

Age: 21

Profession: Escort Lady

Favorite food: Synthetic Kaviar with Champagne
Favorite colour: Deep Red

Favorite music:

Club music

Favorite position:

The Classic 69

Hobby:

Driving my hovertec in the wastelands

| love:

My boyfriend and main employer, B. Eller
| hate:

Peoples that tell lies

What do you want to accomplish in the future:

I would like to make it in the movie business. Not
only does it earn a lot, it really turns me on to
perform in front of a camera. It adds a nice extra
dimension.

Did | wish | was that boyfriend. In all this time | never
had so much problems not to fondle the person that
I'm Interviewing. | can tell you she really know how
to move it. It's going to be hard to outlevel this pretty
lady.

SL33PY |
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Ter rorist Hit NeMa Mainfr ame

NeMa Da tacenter undera  ttac k
Letter of the Neocronicle Magazine Board President:

Here at NeMa, we were looking forward to bringing you our first interactive puzzle. A challenging
and cunningly designed Crossword, created by Wolfsbane, one of our Article Submitters.

As a prize, on offer was an MC5 chip of the winners choice.

This morning we recieved a report from the NeMa Network Security System, which had logged a
minor intrusion into some tertiary databases.
As the databases are primarily used for redundant storage, little notice was taken.

However, shortly after the report, we recieved a coded email from a concerned party, suggesting
we had best check the integrity of the Crossword.

It seems that someone, somewhere, decided to liberate the contents of the Crossword, answers
and all. Requiring the edge over everyone else, which obviously their brain could not provide.
After the cowardly attack on our offices last month, our Network was this month's flavour.

Upon further investigation, the database, when hacked, had only one file that got corrupted.
The Crossword file.

As such, the competition is now cancelled, and we at NeMa and Wolfsbane, are offering
substantial cash rewards for any information leading to the capture, and eventual execution of
the individual or organisation responsible for the corruption of our data.

Since we had to search for the file in our backup system, your favorite magazine got a
substantial delay. The board hopes that no inconvenience was caused.

Neocronicle Magazine Board President |

FRIOT NEWS

BioT ec h

Presents new bone implants

BioTech Industries happily announced today, that
they finally were successful in creating Prototypes of
Anti-Xray implants. "The reason we were not
successful at first was that we had the wrong idea",
the BioTech spokesman told us. "We were trying to
develop a Brain Chip that would give the wearers
body a deflecting shield against xray. But that
resulted in only dragging out the sure death. Then
we tried to develop a heart implant. The results were
a bit better, but the rays still made the body do
uncontrolled mutations."

Then he explained the plan with the Bone Implants.
"The xray damage went mostly into the bones.
There were mutations in the marrow, leading to
highly active cancer and more. That's when we
came up with the bone implants. We were able to
design a set which is fairly resistant to xray and even
gives you a few moderated other benefits. We are
almost done with the design series, the prototypes
should be ready to hit the shops in a few weeks."

Randolph Bennet |
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Neocr on Business P age

NEXT under pr essur e duetodeliv eryfailur es

Complaints are flooding the PR-
department of NEXT, since despite
the announcements, the release
parties were limited to very few.
Now, a press release by the
executive committee is supposed to
explain the reasons.

"It was not easy for us, but the
Assault Vehicles had to be pushed
back again, to further improve the
weapon systems. Together with
Tangent Technologies, we are
working single-mindedly on this
issue, and doing our best to resolve
it as quickly as possible. The Trikes
will be released as planned though,
however, we are struggling with
personnel problems at the moment.
Henry Dorsett, whose presence is
essential for the presentations, is
on an advanced training and
therefore has very little time at the
moment. We do our best to
continue the presentations as soon
as possible though."

NeMa Redaction

NIC BIZZ [PACE

Neocr on Business P age

NEXT Hit By Hac  k?

Earlier today, reports came in from
various sources that the NEXT
Hovercab system which links the
majority of Neocron, had come to a
grinding halt.

The first reports we could verify,
were that the Systems Overview
Mainframe had been penetrated
and several critical functions had
been cleared from the run
procedures.

As with all NEXT technology, any
faults such as this, automatically
shut the operating systems down,
to ensure that saftey protocols are
not bypassed.

The only trace that was completed
on the incoming assault, lead back
in the direction of Pepper Park.

Could this be the begining of a
sabotage attack on NEXT, with their
new vehicle models promising a
boom in profits and share prices?

NEXT Powerfailure NeMa Redaction
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Company Of
Inter view with Phoenix Ltd.

Continuing with last months edition,
and the Interview with NEXT Faction
Counsellor, Henry Dorsett, this
month we have

an interview with lead members of
Phoenix Ltd. Phoenix are a popular
and successful Fallen Angels
corporation, dealing in development
and production of primarily NEXT
Vehicles, but also a variety of other
products. They are also one of
NEMA's featured advertisers.
Here we meet face to face with
Zane Shadowfall, CEO, Brammers,
Chief Engineer, and Thonkus, Chief
Scientist.

Maloch Octavia: Good evening Mr
Shadowfall, esteemed Founder and
CEO of Phoenix LTD

Zane Shadowfall: Good evening to
you also, Sir.

Maloch Octavia: Now, running
Phoenix LTD must be a huge
challenge for you.. As such, what
sort of obstacles can you expect to
find yourself tackling on a weekly
basis?

Zane Shadowfall: Competition is
always running high... But business
is business. The problems we face
are the assaults on Tech Haven
from NDA, the Crackheads and
SXR.

Maloch Octavia: On that note, what
is Phoenix's policy on sales to
Hostile Factions?

Zane Shadowfall: Hmm.. That's a
hot issue.. Our development staff
will serve all customers who come
to the store peacfully.

Our Section 2 staff however..Section
2... They're.. Well.. If you don't
happen to be able to keep your end
of a contract.

Maloch Octavia: Aah.. *Laughs* |
understand. If you don't mind me
enquiring, what is the base weekly
profits forecast for such an
operation as Phoenix?

Zane Shadowfall: Hmm.. we're
always increasing.. | think last week
we had a turnover of about 9
million.. But then we have a lot of
expenses.

Maloch Octavia: Naturally.. | believe

T he Month

Phoenix is entirely self-sufficient
aside from Chemical purchases?
Zane Shadowfall: Staff wages,
chemicals, greases the listis
endless. Indeed.. we make sure all
our staff are well equipped..

Maloch Octavia: On that note, do
you believe Phoenix is looking for
an external supply contract for
Chemicals and Grease, or do you
intend to, at some point, bring that
supply pointto aninternal
operation?

Zane Shadowfall: We already have
a Procurement Officer.. Mr Wraith
Nightcaster.. He purchases all our
chemicals and records the
purchases in our electronic ledger.

Maloch Octavia: Generally, how do
you feel Phoenix operates as a
whole? Do you see the organisation
as a success? What areas do you
feel need refinement?

Zane Shadowfall: We're like a well
oiled machine.. Both the
engineering team and the science
team have Line Managers who
ensure their team works effectively.
Section 2 also operates in a similar
manner.

Maloch Octavia: | take it Phoenix is
geared up for mass-production of
the new NeXT vehicle models?
Zane Shadowfall: We are indeed. As
soon as those vehicles are out of
the development stage, you can
guarantee Phoenix will have them
for sale, and cheaper.

Maloch Octavia: *Grins* Any special
sale deals planned for the release?
Zane Shadowfall: Now now.. You
want me to give away all my plans?
*grins*

Maloch Octavia: *Laughs* On an
ending note, any messages to all
the Runners out there?

Zane Shadowfall: *Grins*
Shameless plugs may be what I'm
known for.. But this would be too
easy.. Be safe.. And free your mind.

Maloch Octavia: Thank you for your
time Mr Shadowfall!

Maloch Octavia: Good evening
Brammers! Thank you for having me
here tonight.

Brammers : Pleasure - and welcome
to our shop in Phoenix

Maloch Octavia: It's an honour being
here! Lets start with an easy one..
Could you describe your role within
Phoenix and what it requires?
Brammers : Indeed. | am the Chief
Engineer at Phoenix, my role is to
mangae the engineering time and
resources at Phoenix, and to liase
with the Chief Scientist over all
projects.

| currently look after three other
Engineers, all of whom do an
outstanding job.

Maloch Octavia: Who might they
be?

Brammers : Alton and Siona have
been with us for while and Omega
VIl has just joined us.

Maloch Octavia: What projects are
you and your Staff currently
undertaking?

Brammers : We have a few personal
orders from customers of Phoenix,
who require the best Psi Spells
available, with lots of slots. We also
continue to supply ASG with 30% of
their APC inventory, as well as
preparing for the release of NEXT's
new vehicles, though it is a little
unfortunate for their Representative
to lose the blueprints.

Maloch Octavia: So Phoenix now
deal with more than just vehicles?
Brammers : Yes we do - Last week
we completed a major order for 100
Turrets, which is also our other main
speciality.

Maloch Octavia: How many
manhours per week do you estimate
Phoenix spend on meeting
Customer orders?

Brammers : Quite a few hours... I've
never worked it out. I've sometimes
had quiet days, then other days we
are working flat out. Hmm.. I've
been know to work 60 hour weeks,
but | am a workaholic.
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Maloch Octavia: What would you
say, is the hardest part about being
Chief Engineer?

Brammers : Well, ensuring
everyone, including my staff and
customers are kept happy. Not
forgetting the demand of trying to
create those 5-slot Weapons.
Maloch Octavia: *Laughs* Do you
manage to get many of those?
Brammers : Not often enough!
However, | leave the special 5 slot
orders to Alton. | think I've only
made about three or four items
which had have five slots.

Maloch Octavia: Well, thank you for
your time Brammers!

Maloch Octavia: Thonkus, you're
Phoenix LTD's Chief Scientist...
What responsibilities does that
bring?

Thonkus: Basically, | see to it that
myself and my staff provide all the
necessary blueprints for any and all
orders brought to Phoenix Ltd

Maloch Octavia: So naturally you'd

be working very closely with
Brammers, Chief Engineer?
Thonkus: Indeed | would, we're
quite a team together, as for a long
time, it was just the two of us.

Maloch Octavia: That must've been
a strain!

Thonkus: Well, it still is at times, as |
am generally the only Researcher at
the facility 9 times out of 10.

Maloch Octavia: How many Staff do
you have under your managment?
Thonkus: At this particular time, | am
down to a single staff member,
who's diligently working upstairs as
we speak

Maloch Octavia: So would it be safe
to say that Phoenix is currently
recruiting for Research staff?
Thonkus: Indeed, we're always on
the look-out for fresh "talent" to help
fill the ranks and demands of the
Researching staff.

Maloch Octavia: What would you
say is the hardest part of the
Research requirements?

Thonkus: The long hours put forth
into mass prodcuing data cubes for
a customers order, which can be in
the thousands per item. Other
factors can be the higher the level
required to utilise the item, the more
time and resources it takes to
research it. Basically, it all boils
down to time and how much of it we
have to give to research purposes

Maloch Octavia: Overall however,
how would you rate your role in
Phoenix, and your enjoyment of it?
Thonkus: To be perfectly honest,
without the Research Dept. there is
no Phoenix Ltd., and | enjoy it
thoroughly.

Maloch Octavia: Thank you for your
time Brammers!

Maloch Octavia |
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ARIES (March 21-April 19)

You will be in a good position where investments,
mortgages or insurance premiums are concerned. You
can make life easier for an older relative if you lend a
helping hand and help with financial papers, but don't
give all your money away - you might need some of it
yourself this month.

Your happy day this month will be a Thursday.

TAURUS (April 20-May 20)

You will become upset over trivial matters. Concentrate
on correcting past mistakes. Sort out your problems
once and for all and don't let your friends suffer from your
faults....they want to help you with your problems.

Your happy day this month will be a Friday.

GEMINI (May 21-June 20)

Take the time to get to know some of the people you
work with. Your connections and popularity will ensure
help with future projects. Don't overstep your bounds.
Work in a team, you can't manage everything on your
own. What about a new love relation?

Your happy day this month will be a Monday.

CANCER (June 21-July 22)

Take a more direct approach with creative projects. You
are in need of a change. Be confident and make your
move. Maybe your clan isn't that reliable after all....think
about some major changes in your life.

Your happy day this month will be a Sunday.

LEO (July 23-Aug. 22)

Problems will arise if you play up an emotional situation.
A practical approach will get you much better results this
month. There might be a monk around the next corner
who wants to harm you, but do not worry, he's just
envious. You won't have many problems with him if you
act thoughtfully.

Your happy day this month will be a Saturday.

VIRGO (Aug. 23-Sept. 22)

Communication will pay off this month. Consider picking
up some new skills that will help you earn more money.
Talk to people who are experienced. There're still many
goals to reach...and you will make very good progress if
you put all of your heart into it.

Your happy day this month will be a Wednesday.

LIBRA (Sept. 23-Oct. 22)
You may want to take a walk down memory lane in the

oscope

next few days. If you consider all you've been through,
you will have a better understanding of yourself. Don't
hesitate to talk to your clan mates about your worries.
They will be there to help you since they don't want to
lose you. There's a spy who wants to get to know you -
this relationship can develop into something of major
importance.

Your happy day this month will be a Tuesday.

SCORPIO (Oct. 23-Nov. 21):

Stay calm. Jealousy will only cause greater problems for
you. Refuse to get caught up in whatever melodrama is
going on around you. Sometimes you have to stay away
from things - and think about your own profits, but don't
visit the city this month, somebody wants your money!

Your happy day this month will be a Monday.

SAGITTARIUS (Nov. 22-Dec. 21)

Think twice before you get involved in something that's
not completely above board. This is not the time to let
down your guard! Deep inside you know quite well that
you should be the leader of your clan. But don't start a
war against your old family, start something new and
forget about past happenings.

Your happy day this month will be a Sunday.

CAPRICORN (Dec. 22-Jan. 19)

Take a serious approach to something you believe in.
You will drum up interest, you'll be praised for your
contribution and you may even meet someone
interesting. Why not start a big event for everybody?
When have you last attended a party? You're charming
this month!

Your happy day this month will be a Tuesday.

AQUARIUS (Jan. 20-Feb. 18)

Complete whatever task is at hand. This is not the time
to hope that everything will fall into place. You will have
to make things happen. But you don't have to do
everything on your own - there's a tank who wants to
help you and maybe this tank will mean more to you in
the future!

Your happy day this month will be a Friday.

PISCES (Feb. 19-March 20)

Focus on creative projects that will allow you to put your
imagination to good use. Spend time with people that
you find to be inspirational. But develop your fighting
skills! You'll need them in the near future, not everybody
is your friend who says so.

Your happy day this month will be a Saturday.

Eleanor |
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Neocr on Side News
Boy Sa vaged By W ildlif e

What started out as a clear, lightly radiated day in
the Wastelands for one adventurous young boy,
ended in tragedy for his family.

Sam Prince often spent a lot of his spare time out in
the Wastelands close to the City Gates, indulging in
his hobby of scrap scavenging.

It seems that whilst returning back to the City Gates
with a large haul of steel pipes, he was set upon by
a ravenous pack of wolves, and ripped to shreds in
seconds.

What remained of his body was recovered by a
passing Runner, and handed in to City Admin
officials.

Whilst his family grieve, City Admin have initiated a
cleansing squad to round up and slaughter those
wolves near the City Gates, to prevent such tragic
events in the future.

NC Side News

Mor tality Ra tes Up , Mor ale Do wn

Recent reports show that the mortality rate in
Neocron is slowly edging up towards the high
hundreds. Previous records comparable to the
same time last

year, dictate that an average of 150 Runners per
day, die at the hands of a hostile environment. The
rise however, has taken even the most pessimistic
of researchers by surprise, with an overall increase
of 60%. The latest increase has been put down to
the new Security Installations at all Outposts, which
have forced many a Runner to physically travel the
?Nastelands, as opposed to GeneReplicating to their
ocation.

The increased risk has apparently proven too much
for many a Runner, and thus the overall increase.

Negotiations have now been instigated with many
holding Factions to open their GRs to more Neutral
and Allied Factions, however, this appears to have
met with stormy opposition.

Remember - It's a dangerous world out there, go
preprared, or stay at home.

NIC SIDENNIENWS

NC Side News

Only One Pr evious Owner

Arecent survey of ‘Most Salvaged Items'
from the Wastelands, has shown that the item most
people seem to stumble across, oddly enough, are
boots. From Combat Boots, to Inquisition Boots, it
appears there are hundreds of Runners wandering
around potentially hazardous environments without
a decent pair of shoes.

Several small operations have already sprung up,
selling discount boots for knockdown prices. The
conditions often vary from poor to normal, but
apparently they do the job as well as an
Outstanding pair.

City Administration whom commissioned the survey,
recommend that all Runners learn to tie their
shoelaces better. In order to achieve this, the City
Administration has started special classes for
GenTanks.
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The J our nal Of Fault

The Neocr on Diar y Pr oject
2.01

| set foot onto the road. Ahead of me
was the new vehicle depot. I've been
in the city so much that | didn’t even
know it existed. Five steps out of
Neocron and already something new.
This adventure should prove very
entertaining. | headed east towards
the beach | had once visited in my
childhood. |l can'tremember
anything, except the warm sun and
the breeze in my hair. As far as
hunting and practice with my new
weapon go, there were some bats on
the next horizon more than happy to
subject themselves to target practice.
| salvaged enough skin to make
some plasma packets, and continued
on to the ocean.

2.02

| have been travelling for about 8
hours now. To the eye, it appears to
be a long walk, although according to
my map, | am almost there. Maybe
one more sector east? | can already
see the sands on the hilltops. It
makes a place inside me stir with
excitement to think about the ocean.
| also encountered a wolf for the first
time today. It looked rabid and pretty
beat up. I felt pity for the poor beast,
but it tried to attack me, so | had to
kill it. Everything out here seems to
follow the laws of eat, or be eaten.
Moreover, it seems as though that is
the way of life in Neocron itself. You
must keep up, or the propelling
monster that is city life will destroy
you. Speaking of which, the Faction
Comms Channel on the HandTerm is
going crazy with talk of Twilight
Guardian forces attacking the City
Admin offices. Seems as though
someone slipped up on guard duty
and now City Admin is paying the
price.

2.03

It seems that the Twilight Guardian in
the city have fallen back. | can
expect to see remnants of their
forces running from the Outzone
gates soon. However, | don't think Ill
stay around for that. Last night | slept
beneath the stars and dreamt of the
beach again. It is now only half a
day's journey from my camp. | will
set out for it soon.

2.04

| arrived today at the ocean! It is

more vivid and beautiful than | ever
imagined! There is a cornucopia of
life around me now. | had never
imagined that scenes like these were
possible! Gigantic crabs scuttling
along the shore, massive Dragonflies
buzzing around. | see traces of
nomadic traders and, unfortunately,
traces of mutant raiders as well.
Metal cooking pots and dead fires
from the night before indicate their
presence.

Their trails lead toward the cliff base,
but | do not dare follow them. | have
contacted my system administrator
on the situation. | do hope that they
haven’'t headed for the Outzone
storage areas. | went to the tallest
dune and surveyed for miles in each
direction. This is truly some of the
most beautiful landscape in our
known world. | look over the ocean
now thinking of the stories of the
hostile people that lie across the
huge mass of water. What role might
they play in the future of this world
that | know now?

2.05

This morning, after spending the
night on the beach, | decided to go
north towards the gates of the
Twilight Guardian. | have heard tales
of fantastic creatures there and |
wish to see them first hand. This will
also prove to be the first opportunity
to do some road surveying of the
selected sectors. It is a very simple
job and | wishthey had just
dispatched a team of Gentanks to do
it, but | suppose some of the required
information may be too difficult for
them to comprehend, seeing as how
their intelligence centers on allowing
easy control. However, | have been
in debt to many a GenTank before for
help, and | know | will be indebted
again.

2.06

| submitted my first report of the road
conditions here just west of North
Beach. They are in serious need of
repair. | saw a travelling party of CA
runners using it and asked for their
comments on the road's stability.
They commented that the going was
much faster beside the road, rather
than on it and that the road caused
many delays because of its
deteriorating condition. They looked

like military personnel now that |
recall, and headed in quite the same
direction as me. They were going
north, toward the canyon, though
they wouldn't tell me anything of their
destination. | will follow them at a
distance to watch the developments
of this peculiar convoy.

2.07

We are just south of Twilight
Guardian Canyon now. This is much
further north than | had planned to
go. The roads have worsened, and
the City Admin have almost
completely halted. They have
surveyed several Outposts here,
noting that they are not under
friendly control and | have tagged
along, using my work as an excuse
to stay so close. | also met my first
hopper today. Thanks to the City
Admin for being there, because it
was quite vicious. It spat fire at one
of the guards and literally flew over
our heads, but the patrol made short
work of it and afterwards | examined
its carcass. The creature was hot.
Not just warm like any other
creature, it was actually melting the
ground it lay on. | observed its body
and noted several glands that
secreted highly flammable saliva.
These creatures are far too
dangerous ignore. | think I'll stick
close to the patrol for now.

2.08

Today, | bid farewell to the City
Admin as they travelled northward. |
know their destination, though they
never revealed it to me. They are
going to retaliate against the Twilight
Guardian. | wish them the best of
luck in destroying the rebels, though
this conflict is very regrettable, the
city cannot allow them to outburst
with such violence freely. | now turn
my journey southeast. | want to look
in some of the factories there and
see what | can discover about
production out here. Life is terribly
exciting so far on my journey, and |
already feel the layers of burden
stripping from my back. | feel so free
of filth out here, though this feeling
comes at high risk. | dread running
into any patrols of the Twilight
Guardian that are fleeing the city
since the attacks two days ago, and
one can only wonder what's next......

Fault
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Hosta ge Situa tionIn P epper P ark

Five Killed InY 0o's Raid
Three days ago, a hostage
situation broke out in Yo's Pawn
Shop in Pepper Park One.
Security observations and Copbots
report that six Black Dragon
Runners moved into Yo's and took
the Staff hostage, demanding
entrance to the Tsunami HQ
located at the rear of the store.

The Tsunami Guards naturally
refused, and a brief gunfight
ensued.

The Copbots stationed nearby
were moved to Alert 5 and stormed
Yo's, using the approved City
Admin Directive for Hostage
Situations.

Although CA Directives are
considered confidential and are
usedpurelyin Copbot
programming, the scene which

initiated, reveals this particular
ones function.

The Copbots stormed Yo's and
killed everyone - The Black Dragon
attackers, the Tsunami Defenders,
and the Yo's Staff.

Naturally, all of the people involved
were Replicated at their default
GR's, where several squads of City
Admin Guards were waiting to
apprehend the aggressors.

One bystander was quoted:
" So much for tact and subtlety..
Though it makes sense.. The only
resolution to a Hostage Situation is
to either kill the Hostage, or kill,
well, everyone.."

City Admin refused to comment,
simply stating it as:
"Atime efficient and proven

followed after the Directive was procedure."

Citizen under arrest

Maloch Octavia

YO GrRDHE

You Can Die!

Citiz en R egistr y Cor rupted

The technology prevailent in Neocron, is such that
Death is no longer the great hinderance it once was.
At birth, and at regular stages througout your life,
your DNA and Gene Statistics are replicated and
stored for later usage. This means that when you
pass on, through whatever circumstances, you will
be instantly replicated at a GeneReplicator, through
default choice.

Recently though, there have been several anoamlies
recorded, and several Runners have passed into the
beyond, never to return.

What has happened to cause the Runners Data to
corrupt is unknown, and so far all tests have proved
inconclusive. The current loss rate to date, has
apparently been kept very quite, with almost one
thousand total corruptions.

The relevant authorities are currently investigating,
and we shall endevour to keep you updated on this
particularly worrying revelation.

Remember, death is just like going to sleep.. So lets
hope you're not an insomniac.

Maloch Octavia |

OFFICGERSACKED

Of ficer Sac ked

NCPD Shun T heir Own

In breaking news, known and respected NCPD
Officer, Kendo Averly, was today removed from his
position as Operations Lieutenant of Precinct One.
Sources report that CityAdmin officials and Officer
Averly had come to loggerheads with regards
to a variety of issues, and have thus resolved the
matter in what they deem to be a fitting way.

CityAdmin as per usual, have maintained silence on
the matter, with no official statements being issued
as of yet. However, further sources suggest that the
main bone of contention between Officer Averly and
his superiors, were his tolerance of enemy and
neutral Faction Members. This appears to apply
especially towards those whom actively seeked to
cause hindrance and damage to the progression of
CityAdmin as a functioning and organised Faction.
This combined with leaked news that Officer Averly
was following up on certain Investigations which had
already been closed as Unsolved, furthered the
mystery.

We will keep you posted on future developments in
this intriguing situation.

Anonymous |
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It Can Ha ppen T oY ou!

No easy Str eetjob

7:00PM - Quite a normal day, like
most. The rain pattered on the cold
asphalt and the wind was cold. A
good day to trade with Techparts in
the Plaza-Sectors. My Clan always
needs the best stuff. | walked
through the crowd in Plaza Sector 1.
You always find somebody there that
wants to trade one or two Techparts.
As | passed by a dark corner, | saw a
Person, who talked to me:

"Hey man, interested in a run? Are
you able to get enough people? It's
no easy Streetjob. Think hard about
it. No more than four or five runners.
You will receive an eMail in about
half an hour."

| wasn't able to identify the man
because he was wearing a dark coat
and he wasn't willing to tell me more
about that run. Just because |
needed a thrill again after a long
time, | accepted it. | had only 30
Minutes. Just enough time to get a
good team together. Every minute is
precious, so | had to hurry.

8:00PM - The time is running. Over
radio | asked for backup. Astonishing
how helpful the Biotech-employees
are. We met in front of the Biotech
HQ and | had to decide who should
work with me (Rigger-Spy). | chose
Neil, an APU Monk; Arden, a Pistol-
PE; Stechus Kaktus, another APU
Monk; Jack Napier, an agile Pistol-
PE and Leax, a PPU Monk. We
checked our equipment to avoid
mistakes later on. Nervously we
waited for the eMail.

8:30PM - ... eMail received ...
'Please confirm reciept of this eMail,
if you are interested in this Job." |
held off for a moment. What will
happen to me and my team? How
dangerous will it be? And, above all,
how dirty can this run get?! |
acknowledged it and got another
eMail at once: 'I'm waiting in Garriots
Diner in Plaza 4. Come alone and
don't waste any time.'

8:35PM - We arrived at Plaza Sector
4.1 ordered my men to spread
without attracting attention and to
watch every corner. You never know
what might happen. But it was silent.

Too silent. | went into the Diner and
saw: nobody! The tables were empty.
Only the Barkeeper sat bored on his
stool. Was this a joke? You really
can't trust anyone in this cursed
town. | ordered something to drink
and sat down at one of the tables.
Suddenly a strange man with a noble
suit stood in front of the door. Why
didn't my team announce that
somebody is approaching at
Garriots? How was he able to come
by without being noticed? As the
man walked towards me | stood up
and wanted to shake hands with him

"Sit down, Mr. Evil. My Name is Mr.
Johnson and this meeting never took
place. Do you understand that?"
His Ice-cold gaze frightend me a bit.
This guy knew what he wanted.
Don't say a wrong word. | wanted the
job and nodded.

"A Biotech-Scientist ran off with a
new prototype. We want that Disc
back at once. If you accept this job
my client will show his gratitude. Do
you take this job, Mr.Evil?"

Slowly | began to smile again, and |
agreed.

"You will receive another email with
all the Information you need. All this
is between you and me and if any
information goes puplic, this will end
our relations. Good bye, Mr. Evil."

8:45PM - "Guys, he's coming
towards you. Pay attention where
he's walking to!"

"Evil, who do you mean? Nobody
was passing by here. No human soul
here, Sir."

"WHAT? You're standing on every
corner and he is able to pass you
unnoticed?"

| left the Diner stunned and met my
Team at the Grav-Lift.

"And Hardcore-Evil? What's up?
What's the mission? Come on, say
it!"

"Wait. We have to wait ... for another
eMail by Mr. Johnson."

8:55PM - ... eMail received ... 'The
aforesaid Object is in the hands of
Jack Ford, Biotech Gentechnician,
married, 2 children. He hopes he
makes a big deal for himself and his
family by selling the prototype, but he
wont risk his life for the disc. First try

to get the disc by negotiating. If it
isn't possible in any other way you
have to eliminate him.

There is an eyewitness that has seen
Jack Ford leaving the Biotech HQ
with an unknown person. The Name
of the employee isn't known though.
The only thing we know is that he is
from russian ancestry. Find the
eyewitness to learn more.

Should you be able to obtain this
Data-Disc and hand it over to me,
you will receive 1.000.000 Credits by
cash. Should Jack Ford be killed,
your reward will be halved.

Good Luck.'

Yeah! 1 Million Credits! The only
thing | have to do for it is to find a
russian who will give me information
as to where this weird Scientist Jack
Ford is. No Problem for us. Back to
the Bitoech HQ and figure out which
employee is of russian ancestry.

|l opened the door and was
welcomed by hot plasma fire.
"Contact, take care!" Fortunately it
was only one single Twilight
Guardian Runner. Did he surprise us
or we him? Don't care, he was
dispatched quickly. Nice work Team.

9:00PM - "Jack and | will look for the
Russian, you stay here and cover the
entrance. | don't wanna have any
other dumb apes come in here.
Understand?"

"Understood, Sir!"

In a rear room we found a person
that was unknown to us: Juri
Karelow. That had to be the right
man. Juri seemed somewhat
frightened.

"I'm looking for someone, can you
help me? Name is Jack Ford?"
"Pssst, notthat loud, damn!"
Juri looked around and ensured
himself that nobody has followed us.
"You mean the scientist? Yes, | have
Information that could be useful. But
that will be expensive. | have to think
of my wife and my 5 children. And
you don't earn that much as a NEXT-
employee. You understand, dude?"
Oh man, this job is harder then |
thought. Gotta listen to a whining
NEXT-employee. | cut his words:
"Okay, okay, | understood. Is 5k for
one kid enough? So 25k?”
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"l have concerns. NEXT will be
hunting me and | need asylum.
Could you quarter me in Biotech?"
| looked at Jack and he gave a
shrug.

"10k per kid, 25k for the woman and
asylum in Biotech. Is that enough?"
"50k and the asylum are enough.
Thank you ...

... | saw Jack with a Tsunami. They
were very anxious not to show
themselves together in public. But
Takeo Fukuda loves alcohol and is
quite easy to find. But take care: He
is dangerous. Anyway, this guy
always hangs around drunken in the
bars in PepperPark. Probably likes
bars with loud music. Oh, can | give
my woman to you?"

9:15PM - HQ succesfully protected.
We gathered again and talked about
which bar it could be. Because Arden
knows the PepperPark quite well, we
had good cards finding the new
Targetperson as fast as possible, so
we hurried up and went to
PepperPark by Subway.

"Arden, get me something hard to
drink. Money is of no consideration."
"Uhm, you think that's a good idea to
drink during a run?"

"Arden, just trust me, and do it.
Meetingpoint is PepperPark Sector
2,in 5 Minutes."

9:20PM - "Okay, i've got the whiskey
and up there is the discussed pub.
He will be in there surely."

"Guys, holster your weapons and
take off the Power Armors. No
Violence. Don't provoke. In and out
without causing attention."
"Understood, Sir!"

| have never seen a shelter as dirty
as that before. But hey: I'm
accustomed to Via Rosso, where you
don't have to pay for good sex if you
have the right contacts. The air was
sticky, the music loud and at one
table | saw a drooling ... man? As
dirty as this guy was, he could be
called a animal more than a man.
"Are you Fukuda?"

"Hey, shut up, or gimme your bottle.
Shit, empty again, another bottle,
Barkeeper!"

| gave him a bottle of quite hard
whiskey.

"Here, please."

"Don't talk so overblown, idiot.
Fuckin' loser."

"l need your services ..."

"My services are surely to expensive

for YOU. Why don't you go searching
a idiot to help you for a few creds?"
| told my Team to relax, this
conversation would take some time
and sat down.

"Cigar?"

"Why are you dumbasses so friendly,
what do you want?"

"I was told you are able to help me
out..."

"I can help everyone out, but | am
expensive. I'm the best. You know,
the BEST! Arr shit, empty bottle
again."

| gave him another bottle. Sooner or
later he would give me more and
more information. How easy it can be
... if you have enough money, of
course. Fortunately he was so drunk
that he was satisfied with 8000
Credits.

"Do you know the old damn mine?
The old one ... moment ... fuckin'
alcohol. Nevermind, somewhere in F
... about 14 as far as i remember ...
or 13."

"You're talking about Gaya?"
"Damn shit! Gaya, may be. And now
fuck off! I'm visiting Mingu now, the
old whore. I'm really horny for her
now."

We left the Bar and Takeo walked
out after us. He was somewhat in a
hurry.

9:30PM - "Neil, check out which
GenRep near Gaya is accesible."
"Evil, the nearest one is Blackhill,
from there we can walk south to the
Racetrack and then we can drive
east with a Troop Carrier. | will stay
here and try to get more information
from Mingu."

| didn't really believe he only wanted
information from her. But hey, he's
just a man.

"Okay Neil, you stay here and we'll
take the Genrep to Blackhill. C'mon
people, we don't have time to waste."

9:40PM - After we succesfully arrived
in Blackhill, we walked south to the
Garage and jumped into a Troop
Carrier. On our way it was quiet. Too
quiet. Suddenly | felt something
hurting. We didn't recognize a
Warbot standing behind the Garage
which shot at everything moving.
Stechus was able to hold that
monster back, but soon we ran
directly into the arms of a Grim
Reaper which roasted us quite well.
Leax had much to do to keep us
alive. I'm still feeling the wounds.

Hope this will teach me something.

9:50PM - Memo to myself: Don't let
anybody else read a Map again. |
was really happy that we didn't pop
out somewhere at the Military Base
*sob* Do it yourself ... Gaya Mine: A
lonely place. Only some Fire-critters
searching for something to toast.
"Ok Guys, stick together. | don't want
anybody to get lost here."

We walked into Gaya Mine as i got a
message from Neil: 'Be careful, this
slut Mingu told me that some TGs
are going to roll you over from
behind soon.' What the hell? Did
Takeo send us into a trap?

"Stechus and Arden, you watch the
entry. | don't want any Twilight
Guardians here in this mine."
"Roger, Sir."

"Leax and Jack, you will come with
me." Soon | saw | chose the right
Team.

10:00PM - How deep does this mine
go on? How many tunnels are in
here? And why am | constantly
landing in a dead end? AND WHERE
THE FUCK IS THAT DAMN
SCIENTIST? Finally we arrived at
the deepest point of the mine: Where
the defect Stormbot lives. What a
homely rathole. In a dark Corner |
encountered a person ... it was ...

"Sir, Stechus here. We have contact:
Guardians. | repeat: Guardians.
Dunno how many, but as far as i see
we won't have to many chances to
survive here in the TG-territory. We
need shshsssshhhhhh ..."

The contact broke!

| ran to the person. It was our target:
Jack Ford! | gave Leax a handsign.
He knew at once he had to cast a
shelter and deflector. Either Jack
Ford would give us this Disc
voluntarily or | had to use force. The
time was running. It seems he
noticed we were in a hurry, and that
he would lay dead on the ground if
he wouldn't cooperate. He gave me
the Disc for a small ammont of
money. Should i've killed him
anyhow? He was a traitor ... But the
time was running, so we did the deal
and ran out as fast as possible.

"Sir, Stechus again. We were able to
hold off the attack, but we could
need some backup, we have heavy
wounds.
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At least they didn't die. But that was
no reason to slow down. We ran to
our Troop Carrier and drove away
under heavy fire of some Grim and
other flying fire-thingies. Near the
Garage we saw some Runners, |
didn't recognize what faction. We all
just jumped through the Genrep as
fast as we could. It was time to go
back to Neocron.

10:15PM - ... eMail received
...'Report in if you have the object.’
Without thinking any further |
acknowledged that eMail.

‘Come to the old warehouse in
Industrial Sector 1. I'll be waiting for
you.'

It would have been too easy if this
guy wanted us to meetin the
Garriots again. But who cares, so we
took the Subway and went through
PepperPark to the old Industrial
Zone.

"Pay attention team, | don't want so
see any mistakes!"

"Roger, Sir, weapons loaded and
ready to fire."

10:20PM - | didn't know how many

Mutants roam around in Industrial
Sector ...

Correction: roamed! Old Warehouse.
As far as that it's ok, but old doesn't
mean small and if that guy hides in a
dark corner on the roof ... Aah crap.
The only thing | want is to get rid of
this Disc: BioTech ProtoType
Datadisc FX/3. No matter what it is ...
it was surely nothing good. But hey: |
don't care a shit, as long as the
money fits.

"Ah, Mister Evil. Do you have the
object? Please show it to me so | can
verify its authenticity."

| took the Disc out of my Bag and
showed it to him.

"This is the object. Good Work, Mr.
Evil. Here is the promised money. |
think it will cover your expenses."
This is the most beautiful moment of
a run. One Million Credits.

"l will keep your name in mind for
other jobs. Good Runners are rare
these days. As said, a shut mouth
catches no flies. When I've got
another job I'll come back to you. |
gotta go. There's still a lot to do.
Good bye, Mr. Evil."

10:30PM - That's it? Yes, that's it!
Finally! The team seemed eased
after | told them the run was over:
the run was a full success! Everyone
was more then happy as | gave out
the share of the money and thanked
every single Runner for his help. A
strong Team ... Biotech!

10:45PM - | invited everyone in my
new PepperPark Appartment in
Sector 3 and payed for a round for
everyone. Okay, | still was carrying
the Alcohol from Arden. But hey: the
main thing is that it tasted! We sat
down at the table, and looked in
everyones eyes and said nothing ...

| knew, that everyone thought the
same: ...

We've made it!

Hardcore Evil |

NIG RN ANICGHAL

Neocr on Financial Mar

Stoc kX - W hat Goes Up

Must come down, as the saying
goes. It's been known for a long time
that StockX is almost entirely
unpredictable, yet some people still
broker it with a varying degree of
success. One man apparently found
his luck had ran out late last week.

Jenson Herget, a renowned City
broker, had in his career, amassed
more than 14million nc in StockX,
and seemed almost infallible from his
position.

However, his fall from success was a
spectacular one indeed. Known for
not only his results on the Stocks, but
also for his love of the fine wine,
Jenson was seen in Chez Sypher in
ViaRosso Three, enjoying what was
reported to be his tenth bottle of
Synthetic, when he was quoted as
saying:

"It's a dead cert, telling you, gonna
make me a rich man, gonna do it..

k et

Right now.."

Last seen staggering to a nearby
CityTerm, Jenson was later found in
the Wastelands near Jeriko, face
down, naked, in a pool of water, with
a Credit Cube clutched tightly in his
hands.

Examination of the StockX boards
reveal that Jenson made an
investment of 15million NC on
ProtoPharma Stocks, which then
crashed to almost half the purchased
value, wiping his fortune to almost
nothing.

Further investigation has led
authorities to believe that Jenson
invested in the wrong Faction Stocks,
and Neocron CityGates logs indicate
that one Jenson Herget was
recorded by the STORMbots as
running past them, naked, screaming
obscenities, and out into the
Wastelands.

City Admin have re-issued their
StockX Warning:

" StockX May Be Harmful To Your
Health - What Goes Up, Must Come
Down. We recommend regular
psychiatric visits whilst dealing in
StockX Shares. "

Looks like the penny never dropped
for Jenson.

Maloch Octavia |
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Cha pter 4 : Dr

A dark figure slipped almost silently
through the night. Far over the roofs
of the Pepper Park it watched what
was happening in the street; a group
of drug dealers were hanging
around in front of the hover-cab
station. One of them was tall and
thin and his messy brown hair
betrayed that he either hadn't slept
for along time or he had been
sampling his own product. Another
dragged nervously on a cigarette
scanning the streets for any sign of
danger, his hand constantly
combing through his long, black,
greasy hair. Moments later, a third
person ambled around the corner
covered by a long cloak and a hat
that was probably thousand years
out of fashion. He nodded to the
others, apparently not expecting a
response, as if his nodding said
everything that needed to been said.
"Hey, Takeshu!" the one with the
tired glance shouted. The hectic
smoker only nodded intensely
before returning to his own private
paranoia.

"Do you have some new stuff, my
friend?" The hat wearer had a bass
voice that instantly gave people the
creeps.

"Of course, Mario, my friend." The
"friend" didn't sound like he was
genuine in anything he ever said or
did and smiled like a shark.

"Something really new, something
really hot: really fresh dragon eggs!"
Mario smiled and his hand reached
for his non-existent beard. Even the
paranoiac admitted to a smile,
before his gaze darted to a nearby
trashcan, possibly expecting that a
unit of cop-bots or worse would
suddenly jump out of it.

"Well then? How many do you get
for the street, chum?"

The silent figure lunged down the
high building. His long dark cloak
waved like a cape made of shadow
and with incredible precision the
gaunt shape landed in the middle of
the drug dealers. None of the men
had a chance to react. Blades made

y

of titanium tinkled in the light of
neon signs and twirled in a deathly
dance through the night. All three
men were dead before their bodies
fell down to the ground in slowly
growing pools of their own blood.

Across the street, Jagged pressed
against a wall and with his left hand
wiped sweat off of his forehead. In
his right hand he kept his pistol
ready and then nervously peeked
around the corner into the alleyway
at the apartment building of a
wanted drone-user. Feline had
recently hired him and Prayer to
locate the guy and "remind" him of
an overdue debt. In fact Jagged
would rather have danced a tango
with a doom reaper on the other
side of the world rather than hunt
down a killer but something had
damaged his subconscious mind for
a long time. A voice spoke to him...

"Okay, Mr Jagged, we are ready,
now it's your turn", Prayer's low
voice sounded through the
communication device. He took a
final look around, hid the pistol
under his shabby mantle and rushed
to the door of the lift which opened
with a brief squeal like the sound a
cyber-beetle makes just before it
gets squished. He slipped through
quickly, waited for the door to close
and smashed the butt of his pistol
against the filthy control panel.
Sparks and the smell of ozone
satisfied him that the door was now
locked.

Breathing deeply he produced an
old hack-tool and buckled it on his
left forearm. It was of no special
vintage, the only one he could
manage to get in such a short time,
but it would be sufficient for the job
at hand. He drew out the spring-
loaded optical connection and
plugged it into the lift's console,
licked his lips and started the
program. It had been a long time
since he last hacked anything and
the small V.R. techscape appeared
to him far bigger than he was
expecting. He smiled ruefully as he
realised that any local kid could
probably beat him hands down for

both speed and accuracy. This
simple lift system, however, could
be outwitted, even by him, so he
convinced it that he had been sent
by the Diamond maintenance
department and that he urgently
needed the number of an apartment
which a certain "Hot-Jockey" would
own. The pleasant tones of a
synthesized female voice betrayed
to him the number, 23.

Quickly, he disconnected the opti-
connector from the console and let it
wind itself back into hack-tool with a
gentle "snick". Jagged shook his
head sharply to dispel the
disorientation caused by his brief
immersion in the techscape and
spoke quietly via his communication
device. After Prayer had confirmed,
he pressed the relevant buttons on
the lift's panel and ascended rapidly
to apartment number 23. With a
soft rumble the lift stopped, the
doors whispered open and in front
of him Jagged could see the
antechamber of a small Plaza
Apartment. He grasped his pistol
the instant the doors opened,
checked as fast as possible with his
sweaty hands that the ammunition
magazine was present and loaded
with live ammunition, safety off, he
breathed once deeply and rang the
doorbell. The pistol was presented
to the camera at the door patiently.
A bead of sweat dripped into his left
eye causing him to blink violently
and then he heard a sound that he
recognised instantly; it was the
dread sound of a drone's impellers,
and it was close! He instantly
turned icy cold, held his breath and
strained his muscles and in that very
moment realized what stupid idea
this was, probably his last...

...the door opened. Like a hero in
an action movie he leapt into the
room, fired off a couple of wild
shots, more for cover than anything
else and landed inelegantly as a
heavy machine gun began to return
fire, chewing up the wall next to his
head, sending shards of plaster into
his face.

In the next moment a shadow
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passed over him and a new buzzing
sound was heard in the room.
Jagged temporarily ignored the new
sound in favour of finding cover, any
cover. The room was filled with the
noise and smoke of expended
heavy ammo and he reckoned that
any second now his brain would
spread out all over the floor. He
spotted a small plastene dining table
and with leaden feet, a pale face
and ringing ears he dived for its
dubious safety.

The bullet punched into his left leg
like the sting of the biggest damn
bee that ever lived in any nightmare.
His dive to safety instantly
transformed into an ungainly tumble
and the edge of the table rushed at
his head at incredible speed ...
Stunned, he rolled around, raised
his weapon and blinking away tears
he aimed at the shadow soaring
now above him. It seemed to
Jagged that Crahn Himself had
appeared before him seeking
judgement and he was just about to
fire his whole magazine into the
shape when a calm, familiar voice
destroyed the illusion:

"Mr Jagged? Come on, we have to
disappear...cop-bots are on their
way."

Prayer held out a long, dextrous
hand and helped Jagged to sit up.
In that moment Jagged noticed how
flawless that hand was and he
almost laughed out loud. The
thought was instantly destroyed by
daggers of pain when he attempted
to put any weight on his injured leg,
but he managed to stumble to his
feet. Prayer took a step back and
Jagged surveyed what was left of
the room. A small heap of electronic
junk was burning lazily next to the
door, possibly the remains of the
drone, and on the bed a motionless
figure lay face down, the back of his
leather jacket boasting a stark Black
Dragon logo. The blood on the wall
behind the bed made Jagged
painfully aware (in more ways than
one) that the guy wouldn't ever owe
anyone else anything ever again.
Prayer followed Jagged's stare...
"You have been unconscious for a
little while, lots of things went wrong
as you see, Mr Jagged."

Bladestorm |
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ACROSS

1. The bus to Irata Il, will it ever arrive?

7. Stick your tongue out and say '‘Aaaaah’

11. Saviour of Neocron

12. Descended from Heaven

13. Want me to check the oil whilst you wait Sir?
14. Home to many

15. What time is it? The year 2005.

16. Where do you want to go today? Don't know? Me neither.
Good luck.

17. Quickest way to heal a cut

20. Buys cheap, sells cheap

21. The center of Neocron activity

23. Look mum! Eight fingers and my leg fell off!

24. For the upper-class meal

28. Favourite Low Level PK'er Haunt

30. Battle to control, but is the effort worth it?

33. Upholding their beliefs with guns

36. Upholding the faith

37. Afew sips of this would get anyone preaching
38. AoE Rare, drop only

40. Psi Monks are vulernable to this

41. Wasteland travel in speed and style

44. Dig deep to transform the world

47. Protection is advised when dealing with their product
50. Get up close and personal with a little chemical
enhancment

51. Floating like a leaf caught in a breeze

53. NEXT Epic Reward

54. The terrorists home

57. What do you call a dead Spy?

58. Far Eastern friends, or Far Eastern foes?

59. PPU & APU, the best of both worlds?

DOWN

2. Trashy piece of propaganda

3. Death is only a minor hinderance

3. Anywhere, anytime, not anymore!

4. Ready, Set, GO!

5. Home to everyone but the owner. DoY paid a visit too.
6. Still en route, still no contact

8. Spews fire and spawns Minions

9. In Guns We Trust

10. If the price is right, they'll do it

18. You're not a tank without it

19. Lots of legs and a nasty sting

22. May the best man win, look out for that mutant too!
25. Mythical Spy legend, fact or fantasy?

26. Lethal killers in the Wastelands, courtesy of City Admin
27. Interface to the Community

29. Big, bad and it burns

31. Low-class entertainment

32. Big, bad and dumb

34. The latest Fashion at your fingertips

35. Fine piece of journalistic art

39. Round and round the City we go, where we'll stop.. Plaza!
42. Towering steel behemoths

43. Once populated, now a rundown mutant haven
45. Forearms of Steel

46. Insight to history, cause of our destruction

48. Staple GeneTank diet

49. What goes up, must come down

52. Rat infestation and excrement

55. Upholding the law

56. Enemies to the state

Wolfsbane |
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CREDITS

Neocr onic le Staf f & Contact Inf
Chief Editor

Responsible for the content, content editing and layout
Jorg Floren aka Henry Chesterfield

or ma tion

Ar t Dir ector

Design and conversion of coverpage. Graphical layout
and content design.

Holger Natrath

Redaction:

Responsible for reporting and supporting in this edition.
Barry Pepper

Callash

Maloch Octavia

Randolph Bennet

Contributor s:
Players that submitted content for this issue.

Cred Maxwell Swift
Eleanor NeoLojik
Fault Scalper
Hardcore-Evil SL33PY

Judy Hartlocke WhiteKrakBoi

Adv er tising:

Contact Henry Chesterfield if you want to advertise in
the next issue of the Neocronicle. Advertisement space
is limited.

Full page add : 100,000 nc

Half page add : 50,000 nc

Quarter page : 25,000 nc

Add Design on request : 100,000nc

N-Bay :

How to post a message on n-bay?

Send an e-mail to H.Chesterfield@neocron.com and put
‘n-bay’ in the subject.

Personals:

Idem as N-Bay, but with personals in the subject field.
Personals and N-Bay adds only get published if enough
entries are send

Advertising in the Neocronicle Weekly Edition:
Send your text only advertisement to randolph.bennet@
neocron.com

Stor y Editor :
Author of the continuous story.
Jens Bohmer a.k.a. Bladestorm

Content R evision Dir ector
Organising the Neocronicle Magazine translation and
revision progress.

Jan Doerrenhaus

Content R evision T eam:

Translating, spelling checking and very hard working
peoples.

Ascari

Hoppelhasinchen

Nick Milner

Wolfsbane

Comic Editor s:
Design, layout and comic story:
Story by SL33PY

Drawings by Twist

Contributing:

If you would like to contribute for the next issue:

Send your articles, interviews concerning Reakktor.Com
events or Playerevents to H.Chesterfield@neocron.com
with the subject ‘Article’.

You have read the magazine and know what it is we do,
so start writing and send your articles, nbay requests and
personals to us.

Open J obspots:

Freelance Writers:

NeMa is always on the lookout for new writing talents.
Everyone can submit their story and each month more
peoples do just that. The storyline is partially yours when
you write for NeMa. Don’t leave this chance unused.

Special thanks:

Special thanks to the players that were committing to
this project whether it would succeed or not. For this
issue especially super thanks to Wolfsbane who invested
a tremendous ammount of free time in this piece of art.
Aswell as to all my Reakktor.Com co-workers

Neocronicle Media Network Inc. Is a product of Reakktor.Com subdivision of Schwiezer System Ltd. All artwork
and text is copyright protected © 2003-2004 Reakktor.com.
The majority of the content and information contained in this document is copyrighted material. It is illegal to copy
or redistribute this information for personal gain in any way.
The redaction holds the right to alterate the submitted work in order to achieve a higher level of quality. Submitting
work does not mean in any way that it will be published for sure.




