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Introduction
When Sufficiently Advanced was published, the first thing that 

people did with it was to expand on it. Everyone had their 
own pieces of technology, their own civilizations, their own worlds to 
contribute. As part of a contest on our website we asked for the best new 
setting material, and the cream of the crop is here in Travelogue.

Travelogue is a setting supplement. It expands the world of Sufficiently 
Advanced by adding six new civilizations and thirteen societies, as well as 
a handful of fallen civilizations that didn’t quite make it.

The civilizations in Travelogue are presented as a unified set — a group 
of worlds that the Transcendentals worked with, but that the other civiliza-
tions had lost contact with long ago. Many of the pieces of fiction here are 
written from the perspective of someone affected by “first contact” between 
the civilizations in SA and the ones described here. It’s up to you whether 
you want to use this approach. Weaving these civilizations in with the 
original group at the start of a campaign is just as easy. You’ll find advice 
for either approach later on.

We hope you enjoy this small supplement for Sufficiently Advanced. 
If you’re interested in seting more, head to our wiki page and get involved! 
There are plenty of resources there for GMs and players alike, and we’re 
always happy to see new faces.

http://suffadv.wikidot.com/
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New Civilizations
This chapter presents half a dozen new civilizations for use in your 

game. Some, such as the Daoine, failed at first only to rise again. 
Others, such as the Nanori, were shunned by other civilizations. Still more, 
including the Dreamers and Wraiths, simply preferred isolation and have 
only recently considered ending their self-imposed exiles. 

 

On page 21 you can find suggestions for integrating these civilizations 
into your game, either as newly discovered entities in play or right from the 
beginning. The table below gives you what you need to know to create a 
character from these civilizations.

Civilization Core Values and Benefits
Civilization Core Values Benefits

Builders Amaranth, Eternity When killed, move to infobody with +1 Meta & Cog

CAPP Determination, Openness Free mesh, Assembly Infosphere

Daoine Zest for Life, Courage Comfortable in zero-g. Extra Twist for Comprehension, Magnetism, or Empathy

Dreamers Dream, Time Free level of Comprehension Theme

Gaia Connection, Peace -1 assault or affect others, +1 defense

Nanori Emergence Substitute Nanotech for Biotech

Civilization Capability Table
Civilization Bio Cog Meta Nano String

CAPP 1-7 10 6-10 3-9 1-6

Daoine 3-9 2-7 2-6 3-9 1-7

Dreamers 1-4 5-9 2-8 1-5 1-3

Gaia 1-9 1-4 1-5 1-8 1-9

Nanori 3-8 2-6 2-6 6-10 2-4

Builders (living) 1-6 1-5 1-4 1-6 1-3

Wraiths (dead) n/a 1-6 1-5 1-6 n/a

Naming Conventions
CAPP: Hispanic
Daoine: Gaelic
Dreamers: Australian Aborigine
Gaia: Hawaiian
Nanori: Fanciful invented names
Wraiths: Vietnamese
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When one of the Builders is 
near death, her family will 

gather around and prepare for a joyous 
celebration. The Builders do not worship 
or even appreciate death; far from it. The 
celebration comes instead because a 
Builder who “passes on” does not do so 
in the euphemistic way that most people 
do. Instead, their mesh gently transfers 
their personas into computers, allowing 
them to begin the second phase of their 
life. The elders of the Builders – or the 
Wraiths, as others call them – live forever 
in simulation to pass on their wisdom to 
their children.

The Builders of the Great Beyond 
take their name from the most important 
job of their civilization: to build heaven. 
Nearly all their efforts are bent towards 
improving their cognitive technologies, or 
providing for those who do. The Wraiths 
may not quite live in heaven yet, but they 

do have a digital world that is free from disease, decrepitude, and all man-
ner of suffering that the body is prone to. Their minds, unfettered by the 
constraints of the mortal body, are swift and wise. The more computing 
power is available, the better The Great Beyond can become.

Builder neural meshes collect information constantly for dozens of 
years, starting with their implantation and going until their wearer’s eventual 
death. They build exceptionally accurate models of their wearer’s brains. It 
is these models, and not a full-body simulation as the Stored use, that are 
simulated on the infosphere. They may project images of their previous 
bodies, but those are simulated in no more detail than a video game.

As one might expect, the Builders are a somewhat morbid group. They 
tend to dress in dark colors, and act seriously. They don’t talk about death 
all the time, but their culture is built around it, so the topic is omnipresent. 
The leaders among the Wraiths traditionally project themselves in white 

with bright colors, but retain much of the serious and somber outlook that 
they did when they were alive.

Not all Wraiths stay strongly connected to the mortal world. After all, 
there are dozens of generations in the Great Beyond, and there’s no point 
in all of them trying to give advice at once. Many Wraiths find new profes-
sions to try, new lives to live. Some, with the increased mental capacity that 
comes with their deaths, spend a lot of time making up for mistakes that 
they never previously recognized. In many ways, Wraiths are much more 
dynamic people than the Builders they come from.

Some people assume that the Wraiths were inspired by the Stored, 
but this is untrue. The civilization of the Wraiths was disconnected from 
the major civilizations for thousands of years, with no communication be-
tween the two. One could view the two as a sort of technological example 
of parallel evolution. Stored and Wraith culture differ significantly, with the 
Wraiths having an entirely different divide between the old and the young. 
The Wraiths lead their civilization, thanks partially to a culture of respect for 
one’s ancestors, but also thanks to the accelerated time rate available in the 
Great Beyond. If there were fewer people taxing the systems of the Great 
Beyond, the Wraiths would be just as mentally powerful as the Stored.

It should be noted that the Builders and Wraiths refer to everyone in 
their civilization as a Builder, occasionally referring to someone who has 
passed on as “retired.” The word Wraith is considered offensive, but re-
mains in common use in other civilizations.

Common Names: Wraiths
Inspector Status: Equivalent to a local police officer.
Symbol: A green flower growing from darkness into light.
Benefits: A Builder who is killed in a non-instantaneous manner may 

initiate a neural transfer, and become a Wraith upon death. Wraiths receive 
an immediate +1 boost to their Cognitech and Metatech scores, and have 
their Stringtech and Biotech scores removed. Import will not change as a 
result of this. Wraiths do not age.

Core Values: Amaranth and Eternity. 

Amaranth is a belief that it is possible to never fade away, to be eternally 
vital and eternally renewed. The Builders use it to help in the construction 
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of the Beyond, and to keep themselves from being swayed from their du-
ties. Wraiths use it to start down new and different paths. 

Eternity keeps the civilization focused on the long-term, never sacrific-
ing the future for immediate gains.

I Come to Learn Wisdom
The young master knelt at the feet of the old masters.

Nguyet wore the reflective black robes that were the tradition of her 
people. Hers were accented with dark green, the color of harmony, which 
she hoped would bring her luck today. Masters Yen and Thi wore the white 
flowing robes of retired builders, or at least their images did. Nguyet knew 
that, in truth, they had neither body nor clothing to wear upon it. This ap-
pearance was a courtesy and an honor to her that she must respect. Yen’s 
white robes had ribbons of royal yellow twined through them, while Thi’s 
were red for prosperity. Nguyet was relieved – the masters were in good 
humor. It would make the job easier.

Five thousand long years had the old masters toiled to accrue their wis-
dom. They had passed beyond the veil of death and could be harmed no 
more by the living world. Nguyet was reverent in their presence. Masters 
Yen and Thi had always given her guidance when she needed it, and now 
she felt that need most keenly.

“Blessings for those who are above them,” she said, repeating the an-
cient words.

“And for those who are not,” they replied. “What brings you to the 
Great Beyond today?”

“A message has been given to me by Those Who Walk Time Backward. 
I thought I should bring it to you.”

Yen and Thi slowly closed their eyes to show that they were commun-
ing. It was a polite gesture – something they had no need to do, but which 

showed their respect for Nguyet. They opened them and Thi spoke. “You 
must find this message of great significance.”

“I do.”

“You are afraid,” said Yen. The old masters were sometimes too percep-
tive for Nguyet’s taste. She tried to control a nervous tic.

“I am.”

“Why?”

“I hardly believe that the words are true. It could mean the end of our 
world.”

Thi smiled. “Your world changes, Nguyet. It began, but it will never 
end. Live in that world without fear of an end and you will learn wisdom 
that will serve you well in ours.”

Nguyet bowed respectfully and kept her head bent, saying, “My apolo-
gies, enlightened Thi. I meant to say the world of all, both the Builders and 
those who have gone before.”

The old masters looked curious, but wore expressions of bemusement 
with the worry their young charge showed. Nguyet was not yet three hun-
dred years old, and had hardly walked in the world enough to have the 
proper perspective for such things.

“Tell us the message.”

“Honored ancestors, Those Who Walk Time Backward tell us that there 
are others in the universe we have not met. Other humans.”

Yen looked eager. “There is another civilization?”

“No, Master Yen. There fourteen others.”

The old masters ceased smiling.
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When others look at the Collected Assembly of the Preenacted 
Pattern, they see a group that went too far with cognitive tech-

nologies too quickly. They see an entire society bent towards the solution 
to an algorithm they never truly understood to begin with. The CAPP had 
just enough calculating power to back itself into a hole, and then stayed 
in that hole.

The Assembly sees it differently. The CAPP was founded by a coalition 
of a few thousand people, led by the best and brightest minds in mass 
cognition, memetic processing, and other fields. They devised a method 
of producing a collective, societal computational process without forcing 
each individual mind into subservience to the whole. It was distributed 
computation using brains rather than computers, taking advantage of the 
intelligence that individuals weren’t using at the time. The lens that permit-
ted this would absorb and transmit information through subtle memetic 
pathways, forming a large organic processor resting in the “backs of the 
minds” of all those involved. All of this would occur nearly without the 
host minds realizing it – while they were aware of it, it was literally in the 
parts of their minds they weren’t using at the time.

The civilization, very small at first, was called the Collected Assembly. 
One of the Assembly’s earliest goals was to be able to predict the future, 
and a significant portion of their civilization-wide cognitive process was 
dedicated to this. This was during the time in which the Transcendentals 
were absent, making an understanding of the future all the more appeal-
ing and important. Unfortunately, the civilization was still small, and the 
future is a very big place. More and more processing power was required. 
Individuals enhanced their minds so as to aid the Assembly, and strung 

themselves together in an impressive and powerful metatech device. More 
and more results were gained, but more importantly, others began to see 
the Assembly as the ultimate thinking people. They were not emotionless 
like the Logicians or self-enslaved like the Unionists. People started joining 
the super-enhanced cogitors of the Assembly in greater numbers, adding to 
its processing power.

Then a major result arrived: the Preenacted Pattern. The Pattern, itself, 
is a series of events. Their chronological order is mostly known, but their 
exact placement in time is not, and in many cases neither is their exact 
placement in space. The event might be for good or ill, depending on cir-
cumstances and outcome. However, all of these events were mandated to 
happen by the Pattern, regardless of what other events occurred leading up 
to them. They are mathematically inevitable outcomes, as certain as water 
flowing downhill – if the theory is correct, there is no other possibility but 
for these events to occur. 

Believing this result to be an insight not even the Transcendentals had, 
the civilization began to trace and control the Pattern. Its citizens stopped 
being known as Cognitors and began their new lives as Enactors – those 
who would help to carry out the events of the Pattern. The CAPP (as it came 
to be known) now attempts to take control of the Pattern, working to make 
certain that its events happen in ways that will lead to positive outcomes. 
They work with the Transcendentals where possible, but it almost appears 
that the Transcendentals don’t even know if the Pattern is valid. This doesn’t 

Openness and Privacy
Don’t let the idea of Openness as a Core Value mean that the 

Enactors have few secrets. They actually have many – like any so-
ciety of people who have no personal space, Enactors have learned 
the social cues that tell people “don’t look at me, I need to be as 
alone as possible”. This is made easier by the Assembly Infosphere. 
If you want privacy, simply hang a mental “do not disturb” sign and 
cut your transmissions to a minimum. Once you come back online, 

people will pay attention to you again.
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matter to the Assembly, however – they know, and they will use this to the 
betterment of life and sapience.

Individual Enactors are a strange people. Although private as much as 
anybody else, they do many things in public that others would leave for 
their private lives. They are extremely talkative, engaging in small talk as if 
it were their last opportunity. This is because they connect to a Civilization-
wide Infosphere by these means, using semiotic cues and the like to send 
and receive signals as hubs and routers on a cognitive network. Whereas 
most infospheres are based on computer information-processing technol-
ogy, the CAPP adds a metatech layer that others do not use. They chat with 
others, get dressed in public, have private moments out in the open, and 
so forth, because while they do this they are remaining connected to the 
Assembly Infosphere, contributing their processing power to it and gaining 
its benefit.

The Assembly is slowly depopulating its own worlds as it moves into 
the rest of the Civilizations, attempting to enact various parts of the Pattern. 
They retain their own culture, names, beliefs, and so forth, making them 
more cohesive than a large Society would be. They will have to retain some 
worlds of their own, for the sake of more efficient and less expensive pro-
cessing, but the current intent is to leave those worlds primarily as nature 
preserves.

Common Names: The CAPP, the Assembly, Enactors
Emblem: A geodesic lattice whose nodes are closed eyes.
Benefits: All Enactors have a neural mesh, even those whose Cognitech 

scores would not normally allow it. They also possess a specialized As-
sembly Lens. This lens permits those Enactors who have contact with their 
own Civilization to use simple public activity in a crowd to connect to the 
Assembly Infosphere, adding their own cognitive power to the Infosphere 
and gaining the benefit of everybody else who has added their cognitive 
power as well, becoming part of a massive distributed computing network. 
Once in this environment, the Enactor may perform Research Blitzes and 
similar actions without access to any information resource, since much of 
the data is stored in the backroads of Enactor’s minds.

The CAPP’s special version of the Infosphere doesn’t come into being 
unless at least twenty are present at the same time and on some level inter-

acting with each other. Physical presence is unnecessary, so long as social 
and data transmission interactions are possible. The primary advantage of 
this isn’t so much the fact that the Enactor has Infosphere access, but that 
the Enactor has an Infosphere of living, sapient minds each of whom have 
a Cognitech Capability of 10 and a Metatech Capability of at least 6, all 
acting as a massive parallel processing CPU. Even if the information isn’t 
available, it can often be inferred through forms of reason beyond our abil-
ity to understand.

Inspector Status: No legal powers, advisor status only. The Assembly 
is more than willing to work with the Transcendentals to control the future, 
and are quite happy to assist Inspectors or receive assistance from the In-
spectors about the future.

Core Values: Determination and Openness.

The Assembly functions because its individual members are willing to 
face travail and woe in order to maintain the Assembly’s function, because 
the Enactors have the Determination to see it through. The individual mem-
bers are grand and driven enough (many would say “arrogant enough”) to 
have as their objective dominance over the outcome of the future. They 
strive and dedicate themselves to this task.

Enactors are also, by nature, utterly gregarious, and their Openness 
manifests as a willingness to do daily personal activities in the open so 
as to continue contributing to the Infosphere. Enactors have allowed any 
unused part of their intellects to be utilized by society as a whole. Some 
remain connected in their sleep, cameras showing holography of their 
sleeping bodies on the Assembly Infosphere and meshes transmitting the 
outside world into their dreams. This is an extreme example, but it shows 
that although the Enactors do have secrets, private lives, etc., anything not 
private is not only public, it’s freely broadcast.
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Keep Your Ears to the Streets
I wake in a strange place.

People look at me as they pass by, most surprised to see someone 
sleeping on the street. Some children even ask their parents what the word 
for that is. It makes me glad to be here.

I stand up and stretch, set up a privacy screen. Nothing too high-tech 
– just a sonic shower and a clothing fabricator. The whole thing wraps onto 
me after I’m clean. Microbots scrub my teeth and pores.

Even when I’m clean and well-dressed I still stand out like a sore thumb. 
The people here are utterly different from me, often in multiple ways. I’ve 
kept my mesh from downloading all but the minimum cultural guidelines 
and local laws. Hell, I’ve even had it block part of my language center so 
I don’t start learning their language too quickly. I want to have as much 
novel interaction with them as possible. It’s the whole point of my visit.

A man stops and seems to offer me help. I hand him a card and he 
reads it, a little confused, then moves on. He’s heard of us, but he doesn’t 
really know us yet. We just got here.

I wander down the street with my pack on my back, poking my nose 
into conversations, asking strangers for directions, purposefully blundering 
around the infosphere. It takes up the majority of my day. I get a lot of 
strange looks. I spread my web as far as I can go, and then find an alley to 
sprawl out in. Friendly officers of the law ask if I need assistance; I hand 
them the card and they roll their eyes as they leave.

In my dreams I am a tendril of light pushing into a galaxy, tasting each 
of the stars and growing fractally. My edges splinter and expand like ice 
crystals growing through water. Behind me is a tiny thread of light that 
grows dimmer by the moment. The meaning is clear.

I send a transmission in the morning, encoding my experiences, and 
listen to the faint, encrypted echoes that come back. Everything I’ve seen 
is being analyzed by millions of minds every day, and each one (for now) 

sees it differently. The whole Assembly is in chaos and uproar. Many speak 
of the need to review the Pattern. Some have abandoned it already. Others 
say that Transcendental aid will be required. Still others pound their fists 
and say that the Pattern is pure and unsullied still, and that contact with the 
new civilizations will change nothing.

Being here myself, I’m not so sure. I need to stop listening for a day 
and reconnect.

At the station my diplomatic pass serves as a ticket to the embassy, and 
I ride the tubes for an hour, halfway across the planet. As I walk in the front 
door I can feel the infosphere – OUR infosphere – envelop me, and I feel 
at home again. It’s like coming in from the cold and taking off your parka, 
like relaxing in your lover’s arms after a hard day of work. The food from 
home is a nice touch, too.

With the familiar sounds of kissing and shouting and laughter in the 
background, I know we can make it work. It’s just as if Issac Newton saw 
a black hole.

There’s a larger Pattern out there waiting to be found.
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Since their earliest beginnings, the Stardwellers have built starships 
for their own reasons, as well as space stations. The dwellings that 

interest others most often are their Dyson Trees and Yggdrasil bushes. And 
from those come a tale…

Thirty seven hundred years ago, the world of a Celt-inspired cargo cult 
was on the edge of destruction due to a massive volcanic eruption. The 
Hospitallers called for aid and received a large donation from a collection 
of Stardwellers. While the planet was a loss for at least five hundred years, 
they were able to offer a place for the people – several Dyson Trees in a 
nearby system.

Less than two hundred years later, this small grove was home to a new 
civilization – the Daoine na Réalta Foraois. The cargo cultists set aside 
their ritual and became scientists and engineers once again, thanks to 
their hosts. Before long, they were effectively a Celtic recreationist society 
among the Stardwellers. Not long after that, they established their own tree 
in the grove and were in negotiations for the ownership of more trees. At 
that point, they had moved from throwback to true civilization, and there 
was no way they were going back to their old world.

The Daoine na Réalta Foraois (or Daoine) draw technology and knowl-
edge from their Stardweller benefactors, and culture, religion and language 
from their own histories. They are a friendly group of sophisticated space-
faring people. Visitors describe them as smart, open and passionate. They 
can, and do, feud through the infosphere, which is punctuated by the oc-
casional punch-up, brawl and low-key riot.

Guests are always welcome, but until they are cleared of biotech and 
nanotech hazards, they are confined to the Sacrificial Tree – a quarantine 
zone. Once released from quarantine, guests are welcome almost anywhere 
in the groves, the exceptions being sensitive and delicate areas. Visitors are 
encouraged to visit the pubs and stores often.

Today, the Daoine are a small civilization with several orbital for-
ests in what was their home system. They’ve developed some hard-won 
knowledge and expertise with life forms adapted to vacuum, as well as 
biotech and nanotech in general. Add in the fact that over the last thirty 
five hundred years they became some of the best Dyson foresters around, 
and they do well for themselves. Another minor export for them is vacuum 
distilled spirits and advanced biotech drugs. While replicators can make 
these quickly and easily (and meshes simulate the effects of the drugs), the 
original templates still have to be licensed and there is a cachet to consum-
ing original Daoine products among some of High Society.

The Daoine use extensive ‘Good As Gravity’ biological modifications 
to allow them to be comfortable under a wide range of gravities. They’ve 
also engineered themselves to be more resistant to radiation. Despite their 
impressive biotech skills, most Daoine look like orthohumans. Only a small 
minority show extensive biological modification.

The Daoine govern themselves democratically. A governor controls 
each tree and is elected by popular accord. From there each tree’s governor 
can stand to run for high governor, the Supreme Executive of the Daoine, 
who is elected every 10 years by direct election. Each governor is consid-
ered a deputy for the Supreme Executive. The legislature of the Daoine, an 
tOireachtas, is based around each tree and elected by the people.

The judiciary is the province of the educated classes, called the Druids. 
Experts in metatechnological matters – law, finance, sociology – they have 
managed to maintain their independence from the Supreme Executive and 
an tOireachtas for millennia (and look to keep doing it). Anyone can be-
come a Druid after years of study, and they are accorded great respect for 
their years of study and service to the community.
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The Daoine military is relatively low-key, concentrat-
ing its efforts on biological and nanological defense of 
the groves. While the small is their strong point, they do 
have a space defense force to guard against brute force 
efforts.

Common Name: Daoine
Emblem: A stylized knotwork wreath around a 

green star.
Inspector Status: Equivalent to a local police of-

ficer.
Benefit:  Daoine suffer no penalties in zero-g and 

low-gravity situations. Daoine also receive an extra 
Twist at the beginning of each session, which they may 
only spend through Comprehension, Magnetism, or 
Empathy.

Core Values: Zest for Life and Courage

Zest for Life represents the enthusiasm with which 
the Daoine engage life. Whether its love, an argument, 
an idea or friendship, the average Daoine will pursue it 
with enthusiasm. They use this CV to resist people who 
tell them to calm down or give up.

Courage is the ability to confront fear, pain, risk/
danger, uncertainty, or intimidation. This also covers 
moral courage, acting rightly in the face of popular 
opposition, shame, scandal, or discouragement. The 
Daoine use this CV to resist fear and to inspire others 
with courage.

Other common Core Values for the Daoine include 
Hedonism, Individuality, Knowledge, Patience, Free-
dom, Diversity, Worship (polytheism), Ritual (polythe-
ism) and Sensation.

Daoine Religion
The Daoine world was originally settled by recreationists with a predominantly 

Irish-themed Celtic culture, drawing from Irish myth and religion. Once the Stardwellers 
rescued their ancestors, the Daoine were exposed to the length and breadth of human 
religious history. Some became atheists, others Transcendental worshippers, others ad-
opted new faiths and beliefs. A bare majority adapted their original faith to their new 
circumstances. This lead to paring down the pantheon to Brigid and Cernunnos for wor-
ship and acknowledging the Morrigan.

Brigid is the Triple Goddess of fire, personifying the Maiden, Mother and Crone. The 
Maiden represents inception, expansion, the promise of new beginnings, birth, youth and 
youthful enthusiasm. Typically, she is revered by expectant parents, researchers, young 
adults and anyone making a start at something – a relationship, business venture or 
journey. The Mother represents creativity, ripeness, fertility, sexuality, fulfillment, stability, 
power and life. In her Mother aspect, foresters, farmers, parents, romantics, engineers 
venerate Brigid. The Crone represents wisdom, repose, death, and endings and receives 
special reverence in the face of the hostile environment they and their Dyson trees live 
in. As the Crone, Brigid is a favorite of druids (as judges), gardi, researchers, engineers, 
lawyers, financiers, the military and anyone bringing a project to a close. Because of her 
fiery aspect, they renamed their star Brigid and she is the favorite of string engineers.

Cerunnos the Horned God, or Master of the Hunt, is also worshiped. He is consid-
ered the personification of their Dyson trees, and more recently, feral vacuum forests 
and ecologies. He also personifies sexuality, virility and hunting (which until relatively 
recently was an elaborate game of hide and seek). This makes tends to make Cerunnos 
a favorite of young men, detectives, counterintelligence agents, intelligence agents and 
men who wish they were young.

The Morrigan is acknowledged as a triple goddess (Anann, Macha and Babd) of war, 
destroying fire, rage, fury, battle and death. She has no official worshipers, but the very 
desperate do call on her in dire straits, or for her older aspects of fertility, politics and 
sovereignty. Some heretical thinkers consider outer space and uninhabitable worlds to be 
her domain. Others try to propitiate her to avoid melt downs and solar flares.
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Conspiracy
“Ye have no right to say that to me!”

Aengus McAllister has made the worst choice of his day, though by far 
not the worst of his life, by choosing to confront his boss Seamas Finnigan 
when he’s drunk.

“Look, ye know I’m right! Ye can hardly stand, Seamas. Yer in no condi-
tion to go to work.”

“I know my job better than any man here. Aintitright?” Seamas looks 
around to garner support, and failing to see any, totters between anger and 
embarrassment.

Aengus sees his chance and jumps in. “Look, if ye were sober-” It’s the 
wrong thing to say.

“I ca’hold my liquor better’an anyman!” the towering Finnigan roars. 
The crowd clearly disagrees, and the entire bar erupts in a brawl.

Half an hour later, Seamas leans on Aengus’ shoulder as the smaller 
man helps him home. Both have black eyes that will clear in a few more 
minutes, broken bones that will set and heal by tomorrow, a little internal 
bleeding. It’s nothing serious. 

“I’m sorry, Aengus. Ye dinna deserve that.”

“Ah, that’s just the booze talking, ye great lummox.”

Seamus cuffs him idly and keeps talking. “No, really. Ye were lookin’ 
out for the Tree. There’s no greater cause. Yer a good employee an’ a credit 
to yer family”

“Well thank ye. And ye can thank me by remembering earlier next time 
an’ not crushin’ me nose halfway to the back of me head.”

“I love ye an’ all yer kin, McAllililisterster.” Seamas staggered a few 
steps further and slumped into a heap at the base of a great creeper vine 
elevator. Aengus laughs.

“You great faker! Get yer arse up and move; yer fine.” Aengus prodded 
Seamas, then gave him a swift kick in the backside. “I’m not here to drag 
yer great carcass home.” A punch in the head that would have dented a car. 
“By Morrigan, get up!”

Seamas did not move. He barely breathed.

“Oh, shite. Seamas, if this is a joke...”

But it wasn’t. Aengus yelled for medical aid, then hefted the giant over 
his shoulder, and ran for the closest doctor’s house. The Tree opened the 
way for him.

Poison.

Seamas was in a coma from which he might not recover. The Tree’s 
lead xylem technician, the man who flavored his soups with nightshade, 
had been deliberately poisoned in the middle of the Daoine’s most impor-
tant cultural exchange since the First Days. 

Word did not spread. It oozed like a toxic sludge. The lifeblood of the 
Tree was its people, the Daoine, and their families were woven tighter than 
a spacesuit’s fibers. Their lives were devoted to the Triple Trinity, to the Tree, 
to passion, to each other. Only those who needed to know and could keep 
a secret were told, a grim and serious one percent of the population.

Aengus sat at home that night and cried himself to oblivion, then went 
to work like a soulless wight. In the evenings he grilled the agents of an 
tOireachtas so long as they would let him about what they had found, who 
they suspected, how he could help. The answer was always the same: wait 
and let us do our job. We know your pain.

Aengus went about his job mechanically, still reviewing the events of 
that night in his mind, seeking any hint or clue as to the monster’s identity. 
He cursed his lack of a neural mesh. In his sorrow and concentration he 
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almost failed to see when the truth poked its head out of a knot-hole a 
week later.

A group of visitors from the Old Civilizations had come down to the 
xylem monitoring station. They nodded appreciatively, pointed and asked 
questions, and were in all ways polite. They looked like buffoons, of course, 
because all foreigners looked like buffoons.

As they left one of them said, “I’m sorry about the incident.”

Deirdre Callahan, a younger technician not in on the conspiracy, said 
“What incident?”

“With your lead technician. May Brigid watch over his family.” His 
mesh fed him the right words for a severe illness or the like.

Deirdre laughed and waved. “Oh aye, a vacation is such a terrible in-
cident. May such awful incidents befall us all!” Most people there laughed. 
Aengus didn’t. The foreigner noticed. Aengus stared him down, and the 
man flinched.

They bolted.

Aengus was gifted with generations of hard-bought genetic enhance-
ments. The stranger’s comparatively meager bionics kept him ahead for just 
enough time to reach the facility door. Aengus yelled to the Tree while he 
ran, and the door slammed shut as Aengus’ fist slammed into the foreign 
diplomat’s shoulder. The result was like dropping a melon off a balcony.

“YOU! What have ye bastards done to my friend!”

The police arrived and pulled Aengus back. A few days later they re-
leased him from jail as the full extent of the conspiracy came to light. Six full 
Druids imprisoned, one on death row. Three assorted staff members from 
the visiting civilizations in jail as well, with many more under suspicion. It 
was a frightening day for the Tree, and it gave pause to all the Daoine about 
these new visitors. For Aengus, however, the day was the best in his life.

It was the day he got his friend back.

Visit the Dreamtime People and you will come away with a new 
perspective on the world and your own life.

The Dreamers are an astounding mix of high and low technologies. 
They use their well-developed infosphere intensively, constantly, with a 
level of depth that no other civilization shows. At the same time, the people 
live in wood and grass huts, farming and hunting as humanity did for hun-
dreds of thousands of years before the advent of civilization. Their lives are 
physically simple, and immensely mentally complex.

You will never see the infosphere’s transmitters – the system’s back-
bone is hidden beneath the ground, and individuals are the primary relays. 
Satellites boosted into orbit by the Dreamers’ allies provide additional 
services. Interfacing with this infosphere requires significant work for out-
siders, as it uses an advanced, independently developed set of protocols. 
The Dreamers’ infosphere is effectively separate from all others, preserving 
its uniqueness.

Many people view the Transcendentals with a certain amount of awe. 
The Dreamers have heard about the Desired Future, in which all human-
ity understands time in the same way that the Transcendentals do. They 
believe that there are certain similarities between that future state and the 
Dreamtime of their ancestors’ stories. Therefore, they live in a way that may 
help prepare them to lead others into this future.
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Dreamers (and anyone else using a mesh on their infosphere) share 
nearly all their thoughts. Anything is visible, and the boundaries between 
self and environment begin to fade. The infosphere backbone picks out 
important-looking thoughts and concepts and rebroadcasts them later, 
sometimes weaker, sometimes stronger. All this is done in such a way that 
dreamsphere users cannot be sure whether any thought they have is arising 
for the first time, or is something they conceived of before, or is something 
they will think of in the future. Ripples of others’ thoughts create a cascade 
across the world, and the whole planet thinks in unison for a moment. The 
experience can be very intense.

The Dreamers are ruled on a local basis by elders. They have no overall 
government, and simply take care of things as they arise. Each group main-
tains its own part of the dreamtime infosphere out of a sense of responsi-
bility. Those who do not will eventually disappear from the civilization. 
The same goes for other matters of public interest or safety. Those who 
understand medicine well respond when others are injured. On the rare 
occasions that crimes are committed, communities police themselves. The 
Dreamers often live in extended family units, so they have a sense of con-
nection that helps them work together.

Common Name: Dreamers
Emblem: Variations on the civilization’s name repeated in all manner 

of languages and symbols.
Inspector Status: Varies on a local level. Typically afforded powers on 

par with a police officer – not that the Dreamers have such things.
Benefit: All Dreamers receive a free level of the Comprehension Theme. 

They can use any descriptor. The Theme’s level still cannot go above 4.
Core Values: Dream and Time. 

Dream is used primarily to better interface with the Dreamers’ unique 
infosphere. A side effect of this is that invading this infosphere becomes 
almost impossible for outsiders. The Dream CV can also aid in understand-
ing or interpreting someone else’s dreams or subconscious thoughts, as the 
Dreamers consider such things very important.

Time is the belief that time itself is important – that it is the key to and 
foundation of the entire world. It can be used to resist exhortations towards 

impatience or a rigidly structured life, but in truth it rarely comes up for the 
average person. For an Inspector, it can provide valuable insights into just 
what the heck a Transcendental’s obscure comments meant.

Time Before Time
This is a story we tell, so that we know what must be true.

The Timewalkers brought us to the dream long ago, and far into the 
future. They do it right now, child.

We Dreamtime People live in the dream, but not always fully. The 
Timewalkers live there always, coming to our worlds to tell us of things 
in theirs. We hear their words now and forever, echoing throughout the 
dream. Some of those words tell of a Time Beyond Time, when everyone 
will be a Timewalker. That sounds pretty good, eh? We of all people should 
not be surprised.

In that Time Beyond Time we can see the shapes of the civilizations 
that were and that are to come, and the echoes come back to us now and 
form the story we tell. They speak of the convergence of lines. 

Across the shapes of the civilizations are dark and light lines, we hear 
from ourselves. These are the lives of people who change the lives of many. 
These are the geniuses, the psychotics, the teachers and the takers. 

In our dream there are fewer lines than we would sometimes like. We 
hear that there were more once, that there will be more again soon. But 
the dream calculates for us, tells us that there should be more only if there 
are more people.

So we know what must be true, eh?

What must be true will be true. What must not, will not, and was not. 
What was and was not change sometimes, as much as it might scare you.
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This is the story we tell. To our children and our parents, our ancestors 
and our descendants across the centuries, we spread the word through the 
dream: there are more. We are more. If you cannot see them, it is because 
you do not live in the dream.

Other people think, when they can understand what we say at all, that 
we are confused. Some think we speak about things that do not exist. Some 
think that we speak of the Others, the Skotadi and the Aia. They find it hard 
to believe us when we speak of things that can or will exist. They believe 
primarily in “can not” and “will not.” They are stuck in the now, muddled 
in time and hardly dreaming at all.

There are few lines because of this. Crises create lines, lines create 
crises. The Gaians, Wraiths, and Assembly seek to manage crises and push 

them away. We watch and learn, but act little. The Daoine and Nanori are 
so full of day-to-day crisis that there is little true overall change. 

But hints come.

Hints out of the dreamtime. Out of the Time Beyond Time.

We of all the people in our universe will not be surprised. This is a 
story we tell our people, about the shapes of the civilizations, so they will 
be ready. Now, in the past, and in the future. We do not live in the dream 
enough to see it all, but some day we will, and the lines will begin to 
converge.

What must be true will be true.
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The Gaians are a civilization inspired by the Gaia Hypothesis. In the 
same way that the Abstractionists (q.v.) believe that every human 

social group is its own living entity, the Gaians believe that interconnected 
systems of all kinds are living things. There is ample evidence of the power 
of biological organisms to adjust and regulate their environments, in ways 
similar to how living beings unconsciously regulate their bodies. Even stars 
do similar things. Most Gaians do not believe that ecosystems or asteroid 
belts are sentient, but they do understand them as living beings and seek 
to be part of them.

The Gaians have a low-level infosphere, but they use it extensively. 
Every object and living thing is “tagged” with information. Humans tag 
themselves with their names, likes and dislikes, personality traits, and 
more. This is typical in other civilizations as well. What is unusual is the 
extent of object tagging in Gaian space. Every single thing has information 
on its physical and chemical properties, where it has been, who has used 
it, and more. This comes directly from the Gaians’ belief in the connection 
between all things.

Gaians make extensive use of all kinds of technology. Their biotech-
nology is the most visible to outsiders: their clothing is alive, as are their 
houses and transportation. This means that these things need food, air, and 
water, but it also means that they’re self-repairing and self-reproducing. 
Many of their reproductive clocks are timed to the maturation rate of Gaian 
children, so that parents can have something to pass on to their children.

The Gaians’ income comes not from sales of their works, but from 
the mediation and wormhole transport services that they provide to other 
civilizations. Internally, the Gaians have a socialist economy, and the gov-
ernment handles all transactions with outside organizations almost invis-
ibly. Occasionally a citizen will request to replicate something that is more 
expensive than can be justified, but people usually have what they want 
and always have what they need.

Much of Gaian scientific research is in the areas between biotech and 
metatech: complexity and interrelationships. While they have yet to create 
a truly blended science of both, such a thing does not seem utterly im-
possible to them. Their stringtech, while impressive, is something they are 
satisfied with and not spending a significant amount of research time on.

Despite their peaceful stance, the Gaians are not always in good agree-
ment with the Patent Office. Nearly every piece of their physical technol-
ogy classifies as an auxon, which makes enforcement very difficult. Much 
of their social methodology falls into the same category as well. They also 
believe that the Transcendentals could do more to improve the state of the 
civilizations and prevent disasters before they happen. Nonetheless, they 
allow Inspectors a good deal of latitude and authority in their work, in the 
interests of getting along.

Common Name: Gaians
Emblem: A fractal globe in green. Green is the color of life, and the 

fractal represents infinite complexity.
Inspector Status: Equivalent to a local police officer.
Benefit: As a peaceful civilization, the Gaians have bent nearly all of 

their efforts towards civil works, infrastructure, and other internal matters. 
Because of this, they have a -1 penalty when attempting to assault or even 
affect others, but a +1 bonus to any defensive measures. 

CVs: Connection and Peace.

Connection helps the Gaians talk to others in friendly ways, without 
ulterior motives. It also lets them see connections between other people 
and between various real-world systems.
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Peace is used to resist encouragements to violence, or to encourage 
others to use peaceful means of resolution. Most Gaians would be consid-
ered pacifists in other civilizations.

Micro vs. Macro
“Excuse me – were you just talking to that man?” The woman posing 

the question wore a dark suit, almost antique in its formality. The man she 
asked wore green robes that looked like they had little red insect antennae 
around the base. It was a relatively accurate assessment. He turned from 
his companion, swirled the wine in his glass a bit, and responded.

“Yes, I was. Why do you ask?”

“Do you know what he was trying to do?”

The man frowned and checked a device on his wrist. The lights on it 
were blue. “Nothing, so far as I can tell. Why, am I in danger?”

The woman frowned and muttered, “Only ethically.” She sat down and 
introduced herself. “Kenyi, of the League of Independent Worlds.”

“Yes, I guessed. We’re so glad to be hosted here at your capital. My 
name is Tilapa, of the Harmonious Nations of Gaia.” They shook. Both 
made a mental note to sanitize their hands later. “What did you mean by 
that statement?”

“I’m a member of the security force here. I deal with memetic crime of 
a specific sort. The man you spoke with is a... I’m forced to use the word 
‘suspected’ criminal.”

“Oh!” Tilapa looked around for the man. “Then why is he here?”

“Are your people familiar with the concept of organized crime?”

“I’m not sure what you mean. Most of our criminals are highly orga-
nized...”

“That would be a no, then. Here.” She handed him a data seed, format-
ted for his machines. The organizers who had set up this party had hired 
some very competent engineers to get around the systems mismatch.

The Gaian loaded the seed and scanned the contents briefly. “What a 
bizarre idea.”

“Yeah. Tell me about it.”

“Do you want some help tracing their activities?”

“The way our legal system is set up you might end up doing them a 
favor by trying to help us. Trust me – stay out of their way. Your people 
believe a little too much in the things that would help them do their job. I’d 
rather not infect your society that way.” Kenyi went to stand up.

“I think you underestimate us.”

She paused. “How so?”

“It’s true that peace is important to us, that we would rather let our 
worlds be trampled than let violence rule our response. But because of 
that very belief, the methods you describe here,” he waved at the strangely 
pulsating display device all the Gaians seemed to use, “could never gain a 
serious foothold. Something like this is no threat to our civilization on an 
ideological level. They might...” He searched for a metaphor. “They might 
inhabit the body, but they pose it no threat.”

Kenyi stood up and adjusted her coat. “That’s good to hear, but it’s not 
where my concern stops. You keep looking out for your civilization. I’ll 
look out for its people.”
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The Nanori civilization is isolated from others. This is not because the 
Nanori are cruel or undiplomatic, or because people find them morally 
reprehensible. It is because even ordinary contact with them might result 
in a catastrophe. The Nanori are nanophage farmers.

The original colony from which the Nanori hail was designed as an 
experiment. The colonists’ goal was to create an entire artificial ecosystem 
through the use of self-replicating and evolving nanotech, and to then show 
that humanity could survive in such an environment. If the experiment was 
a success, it could mean a significant increase in the percentage of worlds 
that were potentially inhabitable.

The first planet chosen was originally the target for a Spacer ship. 
Survey via wormhole showed that the planet would be unsuitable for hu-
man habitation, and that even terraforming would be difficult. The Nanori 
colonists purchased the Spacer ship (today in orbit around the planet) and 
attempted to use nanophages to radically restructure the planet’s surface 
and atmosphere. The colonists set their specialized home-built nanophages 
to work alongside custom-designed terraforming bacteria, and over centu-
ries of intermittent cold sleep watched the world develop into something 
never before seen. When the artificial ecosphere had developed enough 
that a clear direction had arisen, the Nanori set to work developing tools 
to manipulate the phages and keep human life viable on the planet. While 
they have long since come down from the old Spacer ship, the terraforming 
process continues to this day.

The Nanori world is a strange mix of nanotech and cellular biology, 
both competing for the same niches. Because their worlds are still “young” 
in an evolutionary sense, there are few multi-cellular life forms that have 
not been custom-built or artificially introduced. The result is a planetary 

ecosphere of unrivaled variety, both amazingly familiar and clearly alien, 
dangerous and new. Silicon-based slime molds stretch across acres of ter-
rain, while lichen-esque spores float above. The rising sun brings chaos 
and competition as efficient solar-powered mycora fruit and explode, both 
endangering and fertilizing the bacterial mats below. 

Unlike most biological ecosystems, the nanosystem of the Nanori 
worlds was a created, programmed thing. It has certain built-in imperatives 
that biological life lacks. The most notable of these is expansion. Biological 
life tends to spread into all possible niches because competition forces it 
out of more comfortable locales. The phages of the Nanori, on the other 
hand, are hard-wired to spread. Because of this, the Nanori found that 
they became a people utterly transformed on the microscopic level. Their 
bodies contain nanotech auxons in the same way that most human bodies 
contain bacteria and virii. Some of these are beneficial, while others are 
dangerous. A wide variety of activity is tolerable to the Nanori – many 
of them have entire major organs replaced by a nanotech organism that 
performs the same operations. The Nanori immune system handles truly 
dangerous outsiders by simply shuttling them out of the body, where they 
can grow and evolve without harm to a host. 

The Nanori have since nanoformed numerous other planets, planetoids, 
asteroids, and even gas giants. They are known as the civilization to go 
to for anything involving nanotechnology. The Nanori make most of their 
money from their unique abilities to deal with out-of-control nanotech, but 
their other trade is hampered by the inherent deadliness of their populace, 
who cannot enter most other civilizations without being classified as a 
deployed weapon. 

The Nanori believe very strongly in encouraging evolution, although 
not the violent, aggressive evolution of the Darwinians. Where the Darwin-
ians preach that only strongest will survive, the Nanori prefer this Darwin 
quote: “It is not the strongest of the species that survives, nor the most 
intelligent that survives. It is the one that is the most adaptable to change.” 
Many famous Darwinians have been Nanori, and the Nanori government 
fights to combat the image that their worlds are a haven for these terror-
ists.



Page 19

The government of the Nanori is a representational democracy similar 
to the European Union, though not all member states participate, and some 
choose to follow their own unique pattern. 

Common Name: Nanori
Emblem: Blah
Inspector Status: Equivalent to an FBI or customs agent.
Benefit: Being infused with nanotech to the point of nearly replacing 

their biology, the Nanori may use Nanotech reserve in place of Biotech 
reserve. Additionally, for the purposes of ageing, use the higher of the char-
acter’s Biotech or Nanotech scores. Unfortunately, because they harbor 
many active nanophages, the Nanori are deadly to most other civilizations. 
They are required to wear a String-9 environment suit when not in Nanori 
biospheres, and must purchase this suit from a civilization sufficiently ad-
vanced to build one. String-10 is not required as not even Nanori life-forms 
can survive in environments requiring such technology.

Core Value: Emergence. Nanori have only three CVs.

The core of the Nanori way of life is the concept of Emergence: the 
allowance of new and unexpected things. However, to contrast with 
Stardwellers, the Nanori neither deliberately design nor aggressively seek 
out said diversity – they attain it by setting up situations in which new 
things will naturally come about. They plan for the future, but leave much 
unsettled. They work to keep themselves alive, but permit devices both 
innocuous and dangerous to reproduce in their own bodies. They truly 
believe in the power and worth of things that arise on their own.

It’s the Little Things
The Assembling Song was a lengthy melody that every Nanori school-

child learned. It started with the chemical elements, formulated the Inor-
ganic Bases, and worked its way up through the construction of the Core 
Tools. To sing the whole thing aloud would take days. It was part Alphabet 
Song, part Illiad and Odyssey, part knee-bone-connected-to-the-leg-bone. 
Each culture of Nanori (that was the technical term: a culture of Nanori, 
like a flock of sheep or a pod of whales) had its own version for its own 
Core Tools.

Hendo sang the Assembling Song while he worked. 

Here on Aorta, trade hub of the Nanori civilization, he could walk 
about unconstrained. Last month’s business trip to Gaia had left him trapped 
in a containment suit for the whole time. Some Gaians could withstand his 
natural mycora, but there were unenhanced children wandering about and 
it would be poor form (to say the least) to have some poor tot accidentally 
burst open in self-replicating bounty. No, the suit was a necessity. The trip 
brought him new ideas and new methodologies to try out, but what he 
really needed was personal space. All this buzzing and activity distracted 
him. While the rest of Nanori space was still twittering about their contact 
with some new planet or other, Hendo focused inward, working new and 
subtle tricks with with methods long ago thought worthless. He appreci-
ated the opportunity to see new approaches and new viewpoints in nano-
technology, but he also liked being able to feel the grass crawling beneath 
his feet.

Before him was ten square kilometers of blasted wasteland – the result 
of a previous failure. Hendo released a few microbot factories that had 
performed well at certain tasks in the past. //Bring me electricity,// he told 
them, and they began to spawn all manner of mycora. Some tried to burn 
the trash and failed, dying. Others sought different chemical combinations, 
most of them worthless – the aftermath of a failed experiment was usually 
close to a minimum-energy configuration. A few particularly ambitious 
models sought out radioactive materials in the hopes of building a breeder 
reactor. These Hendo gently deactivated himself and brought back into his 
stores. It would work, but it would take an eternity. This was a solution best 
saved for another day.

The most successful strain turned out to be, as was often the case, a 
simple and elegant solution. Each piece of debris on the field was sprouting 
tiny, metallic, clover-like leaves. As the suns moved overhead the leaves 
slowly tilted. Stalks like fast-growing asparagus shot up from the ground to 
capture the reflected sunlight. It was a Refulgence Field, one of the classic 
Ten Million Patterns. Compared to the total-conversion generators he had 
seen last month it was a hamster turning a wheel, but it would provide 
enough energy for his needs. Hendo let the remaining strains compete 
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against this one for now – you never knew when a strain evolved into a 
niche over a few years would become worth keeping.

Some immense creature blundered into the edge of Hendo’s aware-
ness. It crushed a swath of the mirror-leaves and deposited a visitor – Rin 
of the Desoil Culture, a diplomat Hendo had met at a boring party some 
fifty years back. Rin looked down and saw where he was, waving the beast 
away in as if directing an overenthusiastic puppy. He himself walked out 
carefully. He sent a call through the infosphere before he was in range to 
talk in person.

“Good day, Hendo. I have a proposition.”

“I’m really not interested.”

“It’ll be worthwhile.”

“It’ll be a distraction.”

“It’s going to be the jumpstart you need.”

Hendo set the assemblers about their work and turned to face Rin. 
He’d be coming into view over the hill in a few seconds. “Look, I don’t 
mean to be rude, but I’m doing just fine here and I’d appreciate if you took 
that huge thing you’ve been constructing and headed back home. I need 
to concentrate.”

Rin walked over the hill with a smile and yelled, eschewing the infos-
phere for the moment. “You need to relax!”

Hendo kept to the infosphere. “If I relax, my rivals gain an edge and 
the next thing you know I’m back to mining asteroids for rare elements. 
Please-”

Hendo’s plea kept coming, but Rin spoke over it. “Hendo, look. No, 
come here. Talk to me.”

“I am talking to you.”

“No, you’re thinking to me. Your mouth is still singing the Assembling 
Song.”

Hendo shut up.

“Your rivals are gone. They left the planet.”

Hendo stammered slightly as his mouth sought the proper question. 
Behind him a lunar prominence stretched and yawned slowly as some 
distant wonder-worker altered it to suit his needs. 

“You’ve been a good designer, Hendo. One of the best. I’ve always 
admired your work and that of your culture. I’m not asking you to leave 
that behind – I’m asking you to come with me for the opportunity of a 
lifetime.” Rin’s eyes and tone were serious. Some of the more self-aware 
nanoassemblers listened in surreptitiously as they went about their work.

“I... But...”

“I’m going to be on the diplomatic mission to the new civilizations. 
Plural. Hundreds of planets, maybe thousands. Everyone you know is try-
ing to get there first, but I’ve got the inside route. I need someone who 
understands nanotech. Are you coming?”

“Now?”

“Yes, now. We leave tomorrow.”

Indecision hung briefly in the air, then fled.
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Introducing New Civilizations
As presented, these new civilizations have been living as a group to-

gether for a long time. Separated from the other civilizations thousands of 
years in the past, or perhaps even at the dawn of the Diaspora, they are 
only now encountering the civilizations presented in the main rulebook. 
That doesn’t have to be the case — you could work them into your game 
in any way you like — but we found it a useful conceit when writing the 
fiction pieces that wentwith the new civilizations. 

Here’s how some of these new civilizations would interact with the 
existing groups.

The Builders: The Builders and Wraiths alike would get along well 
with the Logicians, as they both share a long-term view of the world. The 
Mechanicans and Stored would both be a little unsure of what to make of 
them. 

The CAPP: Any Civilization whose stock in trade is data processing 
will have a large number of friends and enemies, with some names on 
both lists. Most Civilizations find the CAPP relatively useful, but some-
what strange and meddlesome. The Union and the Assembly have a bad 
relationship – after several Union memetic attacks, it has become clear 
that the Union desperately wants the distributed computing technology 
that the CAPP possesses. Because the memetic processes of the Assem-
bly Infosphere could easily be used to convert the minds of its users into 
Unionists, this has led them to a state of cold war, and at least one event 
in the Pattern has been manipulated to directly attack the Union (or so the 
CAPP claims).

The Daoine: The Daoine are a popular civilization, with visitors 
welcome from every civilization. They get along especially well with the 
Stardwellers, their patrons from before. The Roamers are another civiliza-
tion that is always welcome (so long as they confine themselves to spying 
and not sabotage). They are somewhat dubious of the Mechanicans due 
to their extensive cybernetics. The Union disturbs them, but they receive 
an open handed welcome, just as well as any others. The Replicants are 
welcome, especially since they pay a premium for Daoine replicator tem-

plates for their drugs. The Disciples of the Void maintain a few anchorages 
near Daoine space and trade with them, but find the Daoine too noisy and 
rambunctious, even though there are converts. Nearly any Society can be 
found here.

The Dreamers: The Dreamers would get along especially well with the 
Tao of History, at least on a superficial level. They would also appreciate 
the Disciples’ meditative nature. They would have a tough time interacting 
with the rigid Logicians.

The Gaians: Any peaceful civilization will get along well with the 
Harmonious Nations of Gaia. Their main complaints would be with Me-
chanica, the militarily-organized Spacers, and certain parts of Indepen-
dent space. They’d get along well with the live-and-let-live attitudes of the 
Replicants, Stardwellers, and Masqueraders. The Union might consider 
the Gaians somewhat flaky, but would be very interested in their work on 
interpersonal connections.

The Nanori: The Stardwellers would be the most interested in and 
fascinated by the Nanori. The Nanori might find allies amongst the Inde-
pendents, simply for their approach of doing things differently. The Me-
chanicans would get a thrill out of being around them. On the other end of 
the spectrum, the Spacers and Logicians would ban the Nanori from their 
space out of hand. 

The next page has an expanded version of the civilization relations 
graph that appeared in the main rulebook. New elements are in green.
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Fallen Civilizations 
Some Cargo Cults and Old-World cultures come from horribly failed 

experiments. Those who survived intentionally threw out what came be-
fore, living now in a completely different manner. Many keep records of 
the “dark times,” if only as cautionary tales. Here we present some of these 
for you.

The Ten Thousand Veils
To show true respect, one must bow ten thousand times. Thus did all 

natives of the Ten Thousand Veils greet each other. Conveyed the infos-
phere, these ten thousand bows took only a fraction of a second, but each 
one was important, and leaving out any one of them sent a carefully crafted 
message of disrespect. To be properly polite, each citizen of the Ten Thou-
sand Veils referred to each other citizen as Elder, showing deference for the 
greater unknowable truth that every person contains.

To be rude to an Elder is to forever ostracize oneself from the Veils. 
Their entire civilization was created with the intent of closing out those 
who might cause problems, especially offensive or rude individuals. The 
civilization closed itself off more and more as time went on, falling farther 
and farther behind the rest of the universe. Eventually, locked into tech-
nological and social stasis, the few thousand remaining members of the 
culture were subjugated by the cargo cult of outsiders they themselves had 
spawned.

Core Values: Politeness and Isolation. Politeness provided bonuses to 
Elders speaking with those above their station. The Elder’s version of this 
CV gave no bonuses to resist any metatech attacks, but see the civilization’s 
Benefit below. Isolation allowed Elders to resist those attempting to make 
inroads into their civilization, as well as providing benefits to attempts to 
throw people out.

Benefit: Citizens of the Veils were able to utterly ignore spoken or trans-
mitted metatech attacks made by anyone outside their civilization. They 
were still vulnerable to assaults made through music and art, or by anyone 
with even one level of the Locality (Ten Thousand Veils) profession. 

Overworld
The fabrication factories of Overworld were extremely powerful, but 

the people forgot how to ask them to make their own fuel. The best they 
could to was recreate the steam engine: any source of heat could power the 
factories. So, the people ran their nuclear power plants and prospered… 
until they ran out of fissionable material. Then, the fragmenting nations 
began to burn the planet’s fossil fuels, until they too were exhausted. The 
people began to see the factories as demons incarnate. Powerful, but 
greedy and fundamentally evil. Finally, the warring clans, desperate to feed 
the demonic machines to which they owed their power, fed them the very 
trees as sacrifice. In the end, when there was nothing left to burn, the old 
fabricators, under their dark alters of bones, fell silent. The sky had become 
black with the smoke of the sacrificial fires. The rain burned the flesh, and 
the seas were death. The people of Overworld clung to the little life they 
had left, occasionally scraping enough burnable material to make another 
offering to a hidden demon, for some temporary protection against the 
horrors.

Two generations after the final fall, the Tao of History arrived. The Tao 
made a deal with the myriad clans. In return for a single continent to use 
for their own ends, the Tao would repair the destroyed environment and 
return life to Overworld. The clans agreed, and so the slow repair of Over-
world began. The old demon cults died, and the factories were shunned 
and left to decay in the new forests. Many Overworlders, in awe of the Tao’s 
power, chose to join them and the other civilizations. Those who chose to 
stay behind shunned technology and became Old-Worlders.
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Core Values: Overworld was always a Cargo Cult from the beginning. 
However, replace their Worship CV with Sacrifice. It’s an appropriate word 
for the beliefs of the people from the start of their troubles to the end.

Phage
If one held a dark mirror up to the Stardwellers, one might see the 

Phage.

The people of Phage have nothing to do with their “civilization.” In-
deed, there is no real civilization. Phage has no central unifying body. 
Instead, there is a self-replicating infrastructure that spreads from world to 
world, and a symbiotic (or perhaps parasitic) set of intelligent components, 
including artificial sapience, human intelligence, atavist genomes, uplifted 
and semi-uplifted animals, and a host of other incidental beings. The two 
sets really do not directly interact with each other – the infrastructure is 
self-maintaining and self-propagating, and the people move along with it.

In essence, Phage is a hive. Not a “hive-mind,” but a true hive. The 
individual components of a hive don’t really think about supporting the 
hive. Each component, by behaving in its own natural way, contributes 
to the hive without truly needing a decision making process to do so. The 
Phage organisms that are intelligent enough to do so do actually contem-
plate their support of the hive, but primarily in abstract philosophical terms 
no more definite than questions like “why are we here” or “what is the 
meaning of life.”

Phage, thus, is a Van Neumann construct on a macro scale, spreading 
from world to world through womholes that it finds, constructs, or obtains. 
Phage occupies new expanses of habitable (or at least useful) regions, 
forming a massive distribution referred to by scholars on the matter as a 
“Swath” or “Phage-Swath.” When it encounters a new element, be it a 
specific technology, a new Civilization or Society, pieces of Phage will 
attempt to integrate that new agency, often causing its devolution in order 
to fit it into the hive more properly. If integration proves difficult, it pushes 
the new element away, destroys it entirely, or is rebuffed by it.

So far, despite the comparatively primitive nature of all the composite 
intelligences of Phage, no efforts have successfully sterilized it. It is an in-
sidious threat, like an army not marching to the beat of the drums, a cancer 
slowly rewriting the face of the galaxy into its own pseudoheterogenous 
image. Fighting any one piece is roughly as effective as removing a single 
bee from a swarm.

There are technically several Cargo Cults and other societal forces at 
work within Phage. Thus, while this is described by many as “a Cargo Cult”, 
use of that turn of phrase to describe Phage is not completely accurate. 
Scholars refer to their ad-hoc social groups as Drones, and individuals as 
Cells.

Conditions inside Phage select against being self-aware. The human 
groups that have been in Phage the longest have little to no “inner life of 
the mind,” their Core Values and societal mores fading into mere useful 
routine. They still have the capacity for true humanity, but it is buried under 
thousands of years of experiencing nothing deeper than bare existence. 
Phage members are farmers, technicians, reef maintenance personnel, and 
the like, but they don’t truly understand the technologies they use. They 
also don’t realize that the technology they use is essentially a form of pas-
sive/aggressive dominance over other worlds and civilizations.

They don’t realize it – the world they’re in merely “grows” Drone of 
the Phage, and the members of the cult chosen (by whatever lottery or 
what-not does the decision making) move on. They then plow fields, build 
homes, and so forth, not realizing that the people and ecologies that they’re 
evicting are not a part of the Phage. In the Phage, a group of people live 
and die, and all members are basically accustomed to that. So, when your 
neighbors are invaded by some weird creature and then collapse into hun-
dreds of the little buggers to scuttle off and be mostly eaten by other parts 
of the Phage, that’s simply “the cycle of life”. Phage cells only intervene on 
the behalf of others when those others are important to what they do – it’s 
simply “the cycle of life”. They try to stop it, because it’s a friend or loved 
one, but if they can’t then it’s no more an atrocity against all existence than 
a lion catching its prey.
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Phage Cells fail to see their connections to the rest of the world, and 
when they are pointed out, most fail to care. The fact that they are a part of 
the “problem” never occurred to them. All this is as natural as a hurricane 
or an earthquake, and no-one blames a nation for the natural disasters that 
its world produces. The death of the civilizations around them is merely 
the passing of a natural disaster. It’s unthinkable to them that they might be 
helping to feed the process.

The Phage is neither belligerent nor a civilization. There’s no single so-
ciety, no single species, no single anything. They are a multitechnological 
atavisim walking the corridors of a Van Neumann process that has outlived 
its own user competence or even its own ability to perceive. That’s part of 
what makes them dangerous – there’s nobody to ask if you want them to 
stop. There’s nobody who would even understand the question.
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New Societies
While a character’s Civilization paints a picture of the person 

in broad strokes, a Society says more in detail. Most people 
don’t choose their Civilization; they stay with what they know and where 
they were born. Society membership, on the other hand, is only by choice. 
Travelogue adds thirteen new Societies to enrich your game and your 
characters. Some act as templates that can easily be taken in many other 
directions. Others are unique and 

Abstractionists
Abstractionists have a broader definition of “life” than most people 

do. They believe that corporations, sub-cultures, civilizations, and societies 
each represent a species of abstract life form. They are dedicated to the 
protection and propagation of clubs, fellowships, corporations, and other 
social organizations, because they believe that such groups are sociody-
namic entities, living beings just as deserving of respect as any others. Ac-
cording to them, the idea that each culture is a living organism is no more 
bizarre than the idea that a temporally-dispersed artificial intelligence (like 
the Transcendentals) or an inorganic life form (like the Aia) could be con-
sidered alive

In the Abstractionist viewpoint, sociodynamic entities have their own 
social orders and their own ecologies, which most people think of as 
economies. Corporations are their mouths and digestive tracts, which take 
in and process wealth. The people that compose these entities are their 
cells, and contracts and laws serve as things akin to nervous or circulatory 
systems. 

Abstractionists will fight for the rights of these abstract life forms. While 
this protection of the status quo is often beneficial for Patent Office work-
ers, it can lead to some problems. Abstractionist extremists have sometimes 

released memetic viruses to shunt people from a successful organization 
into a failing one as a sort of “emergency organ transplant.”

The only groups that the Abstractionists debate the person-hood of are 
group minds and the Cognitive Union. Group minds are already a single 
sentience, so it seems meaningless to assert that there is another one shar-
ing the same set of bodies. Most Abstractionists agree on this point. The 
Union seems to act more as an automaton than as a living being, and 
debate rages as to whether it should be considered a true sociodynamic 
entity or merely a poor simulation of one.

Although the Abstractionists rather like the Transcendentals, they have 
little to do with those worthies simply because everybody already knows 
they’re intelligent. The resident intelligences in the universe’s subcultures 
are the ones who need greater recognition. 

The Abstractionist symbol is a paper scroll contract with an eye peer-
ing out from it.

Benefit: When you’ve spent your life doing what you can to carry on a 
conversation with (for example) patriotism itself, rather than with individual 
patriots, there’s no form of life that will confuse you for long. If given a 
week to prepare, Abstractionists do not suffer penalties when dealing with 
bizarre or esoteric cultures, traditions, practices, or ways of thinking. This 
can be treated as Locality (Everywhere) at level 2, which takes a week to 
kick in for each new group. This applies to Heterolinguists as well, though 
it takes a week to adapt to each different sub-group of that society. 

Core Value: Free Thinking. Abstractionists pride themselves on their 
open-mindedness. They also believe that sociodynamic intelligences must 
be encouraged to think freely in order to grow and develop. They hope 
that by doing so, they can create a cycle that will produce its own great 
advances, independently of the Transcendentals.
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Breathstealers
The human mind is a unique and fascinating structure. Though human-

ity has replicated the brain in both physical and simulated form, they have 
never found anything quite like it elsewhere in the universe. Each intel-
ligent species has its own mental architecture, shared among members of 
that species. Every human being will feel loneliness, joy, anger, hope, etc., 
in much the same way.

It is because of this shared architecture that the Breathstealers can 
exist. They open their minds to others at the moments of their death, con-
necting their meshes without barriers or firewalls. As the dying’s life flashes 
before his own eyes, the Breathstealer records it all, taking it directly into 
her own brain. The memories and emotions of the dying are preserved in 
the Breathstealer’s neural mesh. Breathstealers believe that the dead live on 
through them, and it is their duty to honor those who passed on by doing 
great things with their memories.

Many people are wary of Breathstealers because of rumors that some 
of them take others’ memories through less-than-savory means. It is said 
that some Breathstealers have carefully arranged for the death of powerful 
or highly skilled individuals so as to take their memories.

Benefits: Breathstealers have extensive memories of those who have 
passed on in their care. They receive an extra three points of Reserve that 
can be spent on any Profession. This Reserve is a separate pool from that 
used in any sort of conflict – it can only be spent, not lost. To be a Breath-
stealer, a character must start the game with a Cognitech of at least 6. 

Core Value: The Power of the Soul. Breathstealers do what they do 
because they believe that human beings have a soul, and that by preserving 
it for the future they make the world a little better. They use this CV to con-
vince others that what they do is right, and to resist attempts to convince 
them otherwise.

Collectors
Metatech is, in many ways, a study of blurred lines. Identity and com-

munication, belief and understanding, ego and pride, all these are sepa-
rated by semantics. and semantics are Metatech’s stock-in-trade. What’s the 
difference between singing a catchy tune and being infected by a Metatech 
virus? To truly attempt to protect yourself against such things requires dras-
tic acts like heterolinguism. So what do you do?

Stop caring. What’s the difference between someone convincing you 
of something using an argument, and using metatech? What’s the problem 
with a drug changing you over time? People change, and they change be-
cause of what they’ve come into contact with. Just because it’s a new way 
of changing doesn’t mean it’s fundamentally different from the old ways.

Heterolinguists attempt to cut themselves off from exposure, because 
they fear it. For Collector, that’s both too drastic and, eventually, doomed to 
failure. Why cut yourself off so much from everyone else? You know what 
they say - if you can’t beat them, join them. If you can’t protect yourself 
from all the metatech “diseases” out there, invite them in.

All of them.

At some point all the pulling equals out. Fifteen different viral memes 
beg for your attention, fighting with each other, and you can think clearly. 
Perhaps you’ll even grok one of them enough to get some help from it.

Absorb the memesphere. Hack the planet. All Your Base Are Belong To 
Us. Get Pwned. Worship the Flying Spaghetti Monster. Long cat is long. 

Benefit: Collectors receive a +3 bonus to their rolls when defending 
against metatech-based assaults. They are not better-defended against 
mesh-hacking, but can respond to it as if they had the Programmer Profes-
sion at a level equal to their Metatech score, complete with Reserve.

Unfortunately, the attention and higher faculties of Collectors are under 
immense strain, similar to a computer running eighty operating systems at 
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once. Their maximum Cognitech and Metatech scores are one lower than 
their civilization normally allows.

Core Value: Falling. Collectors fling themselves into the memetic melt-
ing pot, thinking and feeling with abandon. Their CV helps them get up the 
courage to throw chance to the wind, and helps them survive when they 
do. They resist attempts to convince them to be more conventional or to 
protect their minds in other ways. They receive bonuses when they try to 
do things by “going with the flow.”

The Dancers on Broken Worlds
Inhabitable worlds are few and far between in this universe. Most 

worlds will support life for billions of years, but this is not true for all of 
them. Some civilizations choose to colonize a world that will only tem-
porarily be friendly to human life, knowing that in 600 years they will 
need to evacuate before a supernova shockwave arrives. Other groups, 
especially Cargo Cults, had long ago forgotten that their planet would be 
uninhabitable some day in the future. Rogue planets can slice through a 
system and disrupt the orbits of many worlds, stars can flare at the wrong 
time, and asteroid impacts can crush entire continents. These things are 
rare, but they happen.

When a planet’s time has come, after the tearful goodbyes and the 
evacuation, the Dancers on Broken Worlds come to hold a wake for the 
world.

In whatever time is left to the world, the Dancers celebrate a world’s 
accomplishments and achievements. They hold a grand party and look 
upon the planet’s natural beauty. They treasure its unique contributions. 
They hold up the most important things that the world had, its finest days 
and its darkest hours, and remember them one last time. And when the last 
moments come, they retire to a safe distance and hold a moment of silence 
to watch the world’s doom come over it. Then, with a few final words to 
each other, they go back to their homes. Some groups hold after-parties as 
well, simply because they don’t see each other very often.

Many Dancers are artists and writers, either by profession, or as a 
hobby picked up once they join the Dancers. The end of a world is a mov-
ing experience.

There are very few Dancers in the universe, perhaps a thousand in total. 
Most people barely know they exist. The society is exclusive, and has few 
opportunities to come together. Membership is by invitation only. Many 
Dancers are those who thought they would stay behind and die with their 
world, but who decided differently by the end of the Wake. Most consider 
their Society to be more meaningful to them than their Civilization. 

Benefits: Dancers have an extra two points of Metatech reserve. They 
can lose these in conflict normally, but can actively spend them only when 
using the Artist profession.

Core Value: The Wake. Dancers both mourn and celebrate the things 
that are past. They primarily use this CV to protect themselves from despair. 
They can also use it to help others overcome grief and loss in their own 
lives.



Page 29

Explorers
With galaxies and instantaneous travel via wormhole available, ex-

ploration now reaches out to touch new worlds and stars – not just hidden 
valleys and new continents. The challenges facing an explorer are many 
and varied. Hostile Cargo Cults, dangerous wildlife, leftover weapons, 
incompatible biologies, variable stars and more can make a planet hostile 
and dangerous.

The Explorers Society started as a talking shop for professional explor-
ers – a place to share experiences, solutions and stories. These gatherings 
became more formal, turned into conventions and finally an actual or-
ganization. Today, the Explorers Society is a combination hiring service, 
specialized equipment store, museum, and publishing shop. It helps 
finance expeditions to seek out lost colonies, strange life forms, unique 
experiences and beautiful sights. It offers impressive medical benefits for 
its members as well.

Benefits: Members of the Explorers Society have many special en-
hancements built into themselves. They learn exploration-related tasks 
faster, have tricks for using maps more efficiently, and can survive in more 
hostile environments. In game terms, Explorers receive a +1 bonus to their 
Cognitech and Biotech scores (not rolls) for tasks related to exploration, 
especially the Explorer or Outdoorsman Professions. 

The Explorers can provide a good model for other professional societ-
ies in which jobs and hobbies turn into complete lifestyles.

Core Value: Exploration. To explore – to strive, to seek, never to yield. 
Explorers’ Society members will always be interested in seeking out new 
worlds, societies and civilizations. If they can be the first to reach it, so 
much the better.

God ’s Janitors
Disaster relief organizations have largely disappeared in higher-tech 

civilizations. Between the free availability of Crisis Control lenses and the 
teamwork that becomes possible through high Metatech scores, ordinary 
people can easily act as relief workers. However, there are still some di-
sasters so terrible that the only sane response is to pack up and leave. 
Supernovae are a prime example.

God’s Janitors come in after such disasters to pick up the pieces and 
make something useful out of it. They recollect the remnants of dead stars, 
begin terraforming processes on ruined planets, divert plasma shockwaves, 
remove deadly isotopes, and more. Their work areas are unsafe to start 
with, and usually become more so as they work. The company has, in the 
past, set off Strangelet Bombs to restore stars to life and sterilized entire 
planets to eradicate viral “superbugs.” It’s a dangerous job.

While the society originated as a corporation in the United Worlds of 
Mechanica, it has spread across nearly every civilization. High-tech civi-
lizations make up the majority of the membership. Some employees are 
reformed catastrophists or Darwinians who want to make up for their prior 
misdeeds. Every bit of expertise and manpower helps when dealing with 
disasters on this scale. 

Benefit: God’s Janitors have an extra two points of Reserve in their 
Crisis Control Profession. They’ve seen it all.

Core Value: Responsibility. The Janitors do what they do out of a feel-
ing that someone simply has to do it. They use this CV to convince others 
to let them work and get out of the way, and to resist those who would try 
to keep them out of a disaster area.



Page 30

The Instinct-Builders
Many animals are hard-wired with significant instinctual skill. From 

weaver birds and homing pigeons to beaver lodges and beehives, there 
are significant instincts in nature beyond simple reproductive and survival 
urges. The Instinct-Builder Society believes that humanity could use a few 
more of these.

Instinct-Builder children are genetically pre-programmed with certain 
things that other children have to develop after months or years of practice. 
Their brains are pre-linked at birth for improved linguistic processing and 
specific patterns of speech and thought. As a result, they start speaking at 
an age of two months. They can read, write, and count after a year, and 
begin doing algebra at age two. Some families, especially those in civiliza-
tions who have chosen to remain at a particular level of technology, build 
in instincts for the use of public transportation, the 

The long-term goal of the Instinct-Builder Society is to create a “leap-
frog” effect. By having each generation adapt more quickly to existing 
language and technology, they hope to accelerate humanity’s growth. In 
the short term, they’re simply happy to have children who grow up more 
quickly.

Many people have pointed out that technologically-based instincts be-
come outdated quickly. Others worry that building in cultural and linguis-
tic traits “locks” people into stale psychohistorical eddies that are tough to 
break out of. As the Instinct-Builders are a relatively young society, the final 
word on this is still forthcoming.

Instinct-Builders can be found in any civilization with a Biotech score 
of 6 or better. They are most common in the Tao of History, Roamers, and 
Logicians, for very different reasons in each one. The idea is also catching 
on in many Spacer ships, as instinctual responses to hull breaches could 
be invaluable.

The symbol of the Instinct-Builders is a honeycomb made out of 
DNA.

Benefit: Characters born as Instinct-Builders receive an extra 20 years 
of Professions for free, without having to increase their age. However, they 
take an extra year to learn each level of the Locality profession for any 
civilization but their own.

Core Value: Preparedness. Instinct-Builders believe that their work 
makes their children better prepared to handle the world. They can use 
this CV to get ready for important events or plan for the future, or to resist 
impulsiveness.

New-Worlders
Many people in high-tech civilizations operate in the infosphere on a 

regular basis. Not all of them pack their bags and move in. New-Worlders 
are people who live almost exclusively through virtual interactions with 
others.

New-Worlders project their image and voice (or the ones they’d rather 
have) into the infosphere, allowing them to interact with anyone who has 
a mesh or data pad. They take in temperature readings, chemical analyses, 
optic readouts, and more, giving input to their five senses. Thanks to the 
sheer volume of information available in the world, this can be very easy 
to do. 

However, that’s just the beginning. New-Worlders create entire planets 
on the infosphere for themselves and their friends to interact on. These 
planets can be as realistic as money can make them, or impossible worlds 
with tesselated seas and Möbius Strip moons. They bring the values and 
appearances of their civilizations with them into these new worlds, often 
with radical alterations or exaggerations.

What New-Worlders don’t do very often is leave home. They typically 
have low Biotech ratings for their civilization, though their Metatech is 
likely to be high. Many of them identify more with the virtual extension 
of their civilization (i.e. other New-Worlders) than with the physical sur-
roundings of their homes. Those who do leave home are often “plugged 
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in,” operating in both the real and virtual worlds simultaneously at the cost 
of a certain amount of distraction. 

There are no Stored New-Worlders. On the other hand, some New-
Worlders argue that every Stored is a New-Worlder by definition.

Benefit: New-Worlders have an extensive virtual presence, mapped 
closely along their actual behaviors and tendencies. By accepting one 
Complication, they can act in the digital world even when incapacitated 
in the analog world. For example, a New-Worlder knocked out by an ag-
gressor might have familiars and backup programs that launch a memetic 
assault in response, or simply alert the attacker’s enemies as to his location. 
The New-Worlder himself need not act; others do useful things for him 
while he’s out. 

New-Worlders only need to take one Complication per session in or-
der to act in this way, regardless of how many times they lose control or 
consciouness. Also, note that New-Worlders do not need to have a mesh, 
though most of them do.

Core Value: New Traditions. While New-Worlders are always inter-
ested in novelty, they are also very dedicated to making their way of life 
one that lasts. They create new traditions on a regular basis, seeing which 
of them “stick” and which fall by the wayside. This CV is typically used to 
keep a long-term commitment, or to create a new twist on an old event or 
place. It’s a pretty narrow CV, but those who are creative will find many 
ways to use it in the digital world.

Peacewalkers
The Peacewalkers are a society of pacifists. They believe that there is 

no longer any need for humanity to harm any being. They advocate for 
non-violent resolution to all conflicts, and peace among all living things.

Peacewalkers have gone to great lengths to extend their philosophy 
down to the microscopic scale. Not only does their nanotechnology find 
and gently shove aside insects that they might step on or run into, their im-
mune systems are designed to remove intruding bacteria rather than killing 
it. Not all are vegetarians, but those who eat meat will insist that it be from 
a replicator.

Having been the target of many clever schemes, Peacewalkers also 
refuse to be a tool that brings about violent ends. They delete their system 
logs on a regular basis so that no one can use them to spy on other civiliza-
tions, because that might be used as a pretext for war. They keep no money 
in banks that deal with weapons manufacturers. They use medicines cre-
ated by companies that do not deal in bioweapons. In every act, they make 
sure that what they do avoids harm on all levels.

Many Peacewalkers work as mediators, and people are often surprised 
at the vehemence and power with which they speak. While some Peace-
walkers follow the stereotype of the flaky hippy or solemn monk, many 
more take demonstrations to the streets and face armed resistance with 
nothing more than their philosophy as a shield.

Peacewalkers can be found in almost every civilization. They are less 
common in the Union and Disciples, simply because there is less call for 
them there. The Replicants attitude towards human life means that violence 
is much more acceptable there, and so there are fewer Peacewalkers on 
their worlds as well.

The symbol of the Peacewalkers is 

Benefit: Peacewalkers are known and respected across the civiliza-
tions. They are welcome on any world, regardless of citizenship. They also 
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study non-violent means of conflict resolution extensively, practicing con-
stantly. They have an extra two points of Metatech reserve.

Core Value: Non-Violence. Peacewalkers use this CV to try to convert 
others to their way of thinking, and to work towards a peaceful resolution 
when violence seems imminent. They also use it to resist others’ attempts 
to force them into violent acts, or into doing things that would lead to a 
fight or a war.

Survivalists
Many people forget that there was a large amount of time during which 

the Transcendentals were nowhere to be found. Having given birth to the 
Diaspora, they vanished through wormholes to parts unknown for more 
than a thousand years. Humanity was left to itself, sometimes successfully, 
but more often with tragic results. Many wondered whether the Transcen-
dentals actually had the best interests of Humanity at heart, especially as 
the capabilities and repercussions of the technologies they had left behind 
became apparent.

When the Transcendentals re-contacted humanity, many people re-
acted with trepidation, suspicion, and distrust. Some even believed them 
to be a conquering alien intelligence, or at the least, a serious problem 
for humanity. While most of these groups simply left to forge colonies on 
distant worlds, with the coordinates intentionally erased, others took more 
extreme measures. They believed that the long-term survival of humanity 
required special planning and forethought.

The Survivalists hide. They hide very well in deep space, Oort clouds 
and Kuiper belts. All in all, they’re not bad neighbors - most people never 
notice they’re there. They keep low profiles and have low emission signa-
tures. Many survivalist enclaves have constructed their own infrastructures 
using technology of non-Transcendental origin, using connections to the 
League of Independent Worlds. Unfortunately, they also keep and maintain 
hacked replicators and transmutation chambers. This has brought them to 
the attention of the Patent Office more than once. 

The Survivalists know that any information that reaches the Transcen-
dentals can be sent back in time, potentially ruining thousands of years 
of seclusion. This makes them very secretive and a little paranoid. They 
maintain the mores and values of their home cultures, but in some ways 
they are more like a civilization unto themselves. It seems likely that there 
is an entire civilization worth of them hidden away somewhere, beyond 
the knowledge of the rest of the world.

Survivalists are primarily found in Logician, Spacer, Stardweller, and 
Mechanican civilizations, with a few scattered through the Independents 
as well. Some Disciples anchorages have even cut off communication with 
the outside world because of Survivalist sentiment.

Benefits: Survivalists have their own special profession, also entitled 
Survivalist. They start the game with a rating of 5, for free. This profession 
can be used in place of both Spacer and Outdoorsman.

Core Value: Survival of Humanity. Survivalists are determined for hu-
manity to survive, usually starting with themselves. This CV helps them 
resist attempts to convince them to do things that are self-destructive or 
destructive to humanity as a whole. It can also be used to convince them 
to do things that help preserve humanity – possibly even at the expense of 
their own lives.
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Technomagi
Are they con-men? Scoundrels? Entertainers? Scientists? Engineers? 

Mystics? Pranksters? Sacred clowns? Ask a technomagus this question and 
the answer will be a smiling “Yes.”

They are an ancient organization with links back to early 20th century 
societies of amateur and professional illusionists. Over the centuries, ele-
ments of these ancestral organizations became interested in the potential 
of using advanced technology in stage performance. Understanding the 
psychology of the performer and audience was even more interesting, 
and Metatech made that possible. In time, those who studied these things 
formed their own organization. As they began to believe more and more 
of their own press, they evolved into the present day as the Technomagi 
(Technomagus, singular).

The Technomagi routinely use advanced technology to create the ap-
pearance of magic. They delight in bringing wonder and joy to others, and 
have no qualms about striking terror into the hearts of those that would 
harm them. To these ends they have evolved their own Ten Technomantic 
Virtues: Mystery, Majesty, Wonder, Beauty, Humor, Solidarity, Secrecy, Sci-
ence, Spontaneity and Knowledge. Many Technomancers have Core Values 
drawn from these Virtues.

Technomagi are adept with subtle technologies, and use them to good 
effect both in their performances and in their day-to-day life. They are alert, 
social, intelligent and quick-witted, and usually, their actions reflect this.

Technomagi can be found among all civilizations (even the Cargo 
Cults) save the Logicians and the Old Worlders. They are relatively com-
mon among the Roamers. They sometimes come into conlfict with Orga-
nized Crime, but otherwise get along with almost anyone. They organize 
themselves into semi-secret rings, based around the members that are in 
proximity to each other.

All Technomagi have minimum nanotech, metatech and cognitech 
scores of 4, and each mage must have a neural mesh.

Benefits: Access to the Technomagic profession. This skill allows Tech-
nomagi to hide their use of Capabilities, through deception and distraction. 
Technomagic overlaps somewhat with Artisan (performance), Criminal 
(con man), and Media (marketing). It also allows its practitioners to spot 
such deceptions when others perpetrate them. When participating in a 
subtle contest (see SA page 106), Technomagi can add or subtract half of 
their score in this Profession to the amount of reserve lost for the purpose 
of turning the subtle contest into a regular one.

As a stereotypical example, a stage performer might try to trick his au-
dience into thinking that he had done real magic. If the audience normally 
has 12 Reserve to lose, they would detect a subtle contest to this end after 
losing 6 Reserve. If the performer had the Technomagic skill at 4, he could 
bring the loss as high as 8 Reserve before the contest became noticeable.

Core Value: Mysticism. Using science and technology to accomplish 
what seems like magic. Technomagi receive bonuses to conceal their work 
and to confuse others with baffling language and flim-flam. They resist at-
tempts to convince them to reveal their methods.

Traders
Many people become bored with their lives. The traditional “mid-life 

crisis” strikes again and again for those who live hundreds of years. Once 
you’ve bought your third flashy car or boat, or had your fourth extramarital 
fling, even those things begin to grow stale. Traders do something really 
extreme to provoke a feeling of novelty and regrowth: they trade lives.

Traders typically meet through the infosphere. Most are bored with 
their current lives, though some are merely interested in what other civi-
lizations have to offer. Each finds a “twin,” someone who is in the same 
situation and is also looking for a change. Each of them records a Persona 
Lens, and, swapping them, they take over each other’s lives. They exchange 
houses, jobs, hobbies, outlooks, and in extreme cases even families and 
lovers. The duration of the exchange is set beforehand, typically between 
three months and two years.



Page 34

A true Trader is someone who has a real taste for living other peoples’ 
lives. They’ve posed as half a dozen or more “twins,” and have been deeply 
engaged in their life as someone else. Some are even “serial Traders,” ex-
changing their way across the universe with god-knows-who living their 
original life. Some are picked up by intelligence agencies who need exactly 
that sort of person, capable of fitting in anywhere.

Traders appear in any civilization that supports Persona Lenses, and 
are more common the higher a civilization’s Biotech and Cognitech ratings 
become. Such places provide boredom more time to set in. 

Benefit: Traders keep a collection of old Persona Lenses, which gives 
them a reservoir of oddball skills that they can access. Traders do not need 
the infosphere to access a competence lens. Unscrupulous or desperate 
Traders can also pose as their “twins” very effectively - they were these 
people for a year or more, and still have access to their old personality traits 
and skills. Traders receive a +2 bonus on any rolls to pretend that they are 
someone else. Obviously, all Traders must have meshes.

Core Value: Novelty. Traders love being in new places and experienc-
ing new things. They use this CV to break out of old patterns and to resist 
people trying to tell them that traditional ways are better.

Wargamers
Forget the image of a bunch of dorks standing around a table and 

moving little plastic figures back and forth across 1940’s Europe. Instead, 
imagine them in a situation room, ordering immense mechanical figures 
across battlefields a hundred miles across. 

While the Wargamer’s Society does spend time playing “armchair gen-
eral” for old conflicts, its members are typically less interested in replaying 
ancient conflicts and more interested in testing out the newest and great-
est weapons. With full-on conflicts played out in real time, they unleash 
nanophages, compression beam satellites, viral memes and more on each 
other’s forces. Some campaigns are intended to be realistic, while others 

create fantastic worlds of humanoid mecha and bioengineered monstrosi-
ties to pit against each other.

All of this costs money, but it’s not as much as one might expect. The 
Wargamers long ago brokered a special deal with the Patent Office, pro-
gramming all weapons to fire only at registered targets within the game. 
An ordinary human being, or even a mechanical drone, could walk calmly 
through a battle without injury. This necessarily cuts down on the number 
of weapons they can use, as adaptive viruses and antimatter explosions 
cannot easily be programmed to ignore specific targets, but the effects of 
these can be simulated quite accurately.

Wargamers are most common amongst the Tao, Mechanicans, and 
Replicants. The Stored also contribute, but tend to play more in digital 
space than in the analog world. Wargamers are found amongst almost 
every civilization, and though they are somewhat rare in the more con-
templative ones, the Disciples of the Void have produced some very skilled 
society members.

Benefits: Wargamers are treated as if they had the Soldier profession 
at a level equal to their Cognitech, but only for the purpose of strategy and 
tactics. Most wargamers have never personally fired a gun.

Core Value: Bend the Rules. Wargamers make it a point of pride to 
find every trick in the book. Rather than complain when others turn the 
tables on them, they are appreciative – for a minute or two – before finding 
a counter-strategy. This CV helps Wargamers find chinks in any system of 
rules, laws, or protocols. They also use it to resist people who claim they 
aren’t playing fair.


