
Connecting JackPoint VPN …
… Matrix Access ID Spoofed.
… Encryption Keys Generated.
… Connected to Onion Routers.
> Login
****************************
> Enter Passcode

****************************
… Biometric Scan Confi rmed.
Connected to <ERROR: NODE UNKNOWN>

“Vous êtes stupide.”

JackPoint Stats___

MONTREAL 2074

15 users currently active
in the network

Latest News
I’m looking for the user who dropped 
the entire source code for Broken 
Windows onto the shared storage. I 
suggest you come forward before I 
fi nd you. —FastJack

Personal Alerts
* You have 23 private messages.
* There are 178 users monitoring 
your relationship status on 
HorizonDating.
* Your booking agent has located 
three Bellevue clubs requesting your 
band’s services.
* Your international fl ight clearance 
has been approved.

First Degree
Three members are online and in 
your area.

Your Current Rep Score: 1,614 
(88% positive)

Current Time: 13 Dec 2074, 0315 hrs

Welcome back to JackPoint, chummer; 
your last connection was severed: 9 
hours, 15 minutes, 11 seconds ago.

Today’s Heads Up
*There have been requests for more 

international coverage after so 
many gearhead downloads, so 
here’s a little info on our French-
speaking cousins to the northeast. Now 
stop whining. —FastJack

Incoming
* These are the toys out grandparents had to use, along with a lot of info you dang youngsters will 

skip. [Eurowar Antiques]
* If there’s something consistent with politics, it’s the closets all contain skeletons. [Dirty Tricks]
* The razorboys and gillettes are getting more lethal every day, and we’re not just talking about their 

hygiene. [Way of the Samurai]

Top News Items
 * Lewis Cranston was arrested in Manhattan yesterday afternoon. The broker has been implicated 

in insider trading of Ares Macrotechnology stocks. He was transferred to an undisclosed facility 
shortly after his detainment. Link

* Three elf corpses were found outside of Renton’s city hall last week. Public commentary was 
roughly summed up as, “Whatever, they were just daisy eaters anyway.” The Knight Errant 
investigation is ongoing. Link

* A routine Knight Errant sweep located 300 kilograms of tempo in a Puyallup warehouse. The 
identities of the persons responsible for the shipment remain unknown. Link

Posts/Files tagged with 
“Montreal 2074”
The Republic of Québec
Northern Dark
Neighborhoods
Movers, Shakers, and Bikers

[More]
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been tasked with coming here to see Rosetta and receiving a 
small data package, drinking tea, and listening to the personal 
stories of the elderly. She was a kind lady, but more importantly, 
she was supposed to be one of them. Gringoire may have been a 
new recruit, but he thought he had no illusions about it all. Still, 
he found that he couldn’t understand this.

“Why did you do it, Rosetta?” he asked simply.
The silence hung as heavy as the dust in the air for a mo-

ment. The old ork couldn’t be sure yet, so she prodded. “What 
do you mean, dear?”

“Why did you betray us, Rosetta? I don’t get it. You were 
there from the start. You met the Old Man, for fuck’s sake. 
Tabarnack, you were knee deep in it, throughout the years. You 
were there.” Gringoire realized he’d let too much emotion slip. He 
could visualize Bourassa’s disappointing frown at his lack of 
professionalism. He composed himself. “How could you?”

The old ork lady fi xed him with a steely gaze that had noth-
ing to do with elderly kindness. In retrospect, the fi rst sign that 
he may have been played by her was the fl atness of her voice 
when she responded. “Yes, I was there. I worked with Lucien. 
Directly, even. I took orders from him, did extraordinary things, 
and questionable things. What are you, twenty-six, twenty-
seven?” She cut him off as he opened his mouth. “It doesn’t 
matter. You were recruited now. Not then. Then, things are dif-
ferent for all of us. We were in hiding, hunted, gunned down in 
the streets sometimes. No, that’s not it. I’m not afraid. I never 
was. Thing is, little pup, I never stopped believing. Bourassa sent 
you here to do his dirty work. He was always a little shit. The 
things I’ve done and continue to do … even relativity loses its 
meaning. Fact is, to my dying breath I believe, and to my dying 
breath I’ll do what I think is best to make that dream happen. 
Even if that means fucking you over.”

Gringoire stared hard into her eyes. He wasn’t thinking, 
really. Nothing changed. He was just letting the moment seep 

Gringoire checked the time. He was a little early. It was 
just shy of seven a.m.. The city was starting to wake up; a few 
songbirds were already at it. All things considered, this wasn’t 
a bad neighborhood. The apartment whose steps he was about 
to climb was a nearly two-century-old rickety thing. It was just 
a street south of bustling René-Levesque, corner Lucien L’Allier, 
nestled on a residential street. The tired duplexes faced the rear 
of a long-abandoned garage or warehouse of some sort. It was 
covered in graffi ti, mostly gang tags. That didn’t stop an enter-
prising dwarf from setting up a restaurant in a small restored 
section, advertising The Best Poutine in Town. It was a front, of 
course. They sold beetles out of the back, a Hellsouls thing.

The duplexes, interspersed by grey trees, reminded 
Gringoire of bent old widows. He let a car pass then jogged 
across the street and went up the stairs. He considered the door. 
He thought about knocking but decided to ring the doorbell. In 
the stillness of the morning air, he heard the faint echo of the 
ring. The fl oor creaked as the occupant came to open the door.

The old ork woman at the door gave a kindly smile and 
a nod, and she moved aside to let him in. Rosetta must have 
been about seventy, which made her especially old for her race. 
Gringoire walked in past her, accepting the usual offer of tea. 
They both settled in creaky wooden chairs next to her round 
walnut table. She took good care of that table. It was freshly 
waxed, as always.

He let Rosetta babble through her usual small talk, me-
andering across several subjects of no importance. Gringoire 
politely sipped his tea and made sounds of acquiescence and 
inquisition when appropriate. After the old lady fi nished tell-
ing what may have been a funny tale, her laughter died a little 
faster as she noticed a defi nite lack of interest on his part.

“Something on your mind today?” she asked him, busying 
herself with the teapot.

Gringoire didn’t answer at fi rst. For eight months, he had 
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allow trade, and the world-friendly nuyen was adopted as the 
official currency. Social stigma towards Anglos softened, and, 
generally speaking, the whole place was turning into a nice 
place to live. It seemed the irreducible Quebecois were actu-
ally going to succeed in having their cake and eating it too—a 
distinct society with a unique culture, but not so isolated that 
it did not prosper. 

� en came Crash 2.0. With Lucien Cross` untimely death in 
an accident, the following months saw the complete unraveling of 
his empire to Damien Knight’s vengeful corporate onslaught. Jean-
Marie Cross, his son and heir, was powerless in the face of such 
a brutally e�  cient rival. A� er the core subsidiaries were bought 
out or forced into bankruptcy, what remained was picked apart 
by other corporations, big and small. E� ectively, Quebec lost both 
the guiding hand of its political system as well as the main driver of 
its economy. � e results were, predictably, disastrous.

It was no secret Quebec’s entire political scene, from 
the liberal elements in power to the tempering effect of the 
pro-Francophone conservative opposition, had come to be 
controlled by Lucien Cross. With Lucien suddenly gone, it became 
apparent how nobody knew how to run a country. Until then, 
Quebec’s economy was mostly owned by local elements—mostly 
by Cross, but several other homegrown corporations thrived as 
well, thanks to the country’s protectionism. Suddenly, due to 
buyouts and takeovers of former CATco subsidiaries, foreign 
corporations controlled the majority of Quebec`s economic 

NORTHERN DARK
Posted by: Traveler Jones 

It may seem to the shadowrunner community that la Belle 
Province, as Quebec used to be known when it was part of Canada, 
has been quietly revolving around itself for a while. What’s been 
happening northeast of the border has been of little concern for 
most of us. � at is no surprise, as until only a few years ago getting 
across the border was near impossible, and even if you did, there 
was little work for outsiders, unless you were running a job against 
Cross Applied Technology, the local titan.

� at may not be true anymore. Since Crash 2.0, the Republic 
of Quebec has gone through major changes a� ecting the fabric 
of its society, and demand for shadowrunners, local and foreign 
alike, booming. � e surprising part, however, is where business 
may bring you in Quebec: the city of Montreal. � e former failed 
city is where all the shadow action is happening these days, the 
battleground—in a quite literal sense—between the ever-present 
corporate agenda and people about to be suckered into being good 
little mindless consumers.

APRÈS CROSS
Shortly before Crash 2.0, Quebec was looking good. The 

economy was strong thanks to Cross Applied Technology; 
wealth and comfort softened attitudes, bringing tentative steps 
to liberalize the country. The borders opened up slightly to 

in and settle. He realized his actions weren’t going to change. 
But previous hints from Rosetta didn’t save him from the fact 
the old lady could read him fast—too fast. She kicked the table, 
hard, with the force of six men. It pushed him against the wall 
and knocked the wind out of him. He snarled and rallied his 
strength, pushing the table off as he cleared his pistol. With a 
prodigious leap Rosetta cleared the obstructions in the kitchen 
and bounded out the front door. Gringoire’s silenced pistol shots 
made thuds as they landed in the door, inches from where the 
ork’s head had been. He cursed and ran out after her. Her 
powerful legs, obviously augmented, pumped as she ran at an 
astounding speed across the street. Gringoire powered after her. 
She cleared a fence with a single bound. Gringoire slammed into 
it and kicked up it, still slower than the seventy year-old. He 
started wishing he’d paid more attention to Bourassa’s advice 
not to underestimate her. 

He pumped hard after her, but already she had a good thir-
ty meters on him. She turned her head just a fraction to gauge 
his distance, but Gringoire saw the glint of malice and triumph 
in her eyes. Rosetta, ex-Seraphim fi eld agent, had never stopped 
being a killer and a manipulator. They never do.

But for her raw physical perfection, Gringoire had tricks of 
his own. Mentally, he accessed her hidden node, which he’d un-
covered weeks ago without telling her, and initiated an intrusion. 
While not savvy enough to have stopped him from getting at her 

node in the fi rst place, she knew enough to recognize her mistake 
now. She veered off the street and bee-lined for the backyard of 
a duplex, perhaps hoping to lose him rather than outrun him. 
In any case, she was a fl y in his web now, struggling before the 
spider descended. He breached her security and turned off her 
cyberlegs as she was vaulting another fence. She fell limply to 
the ground.

Gringoire fi nished his run and hopped the fence, landing 
next to her. She was sprawled on the fl oor, a garbage can over-
turned, her clothes and hair a mess. She huffed deep breathes, 
but for all the world looked more like a twenty-year-old than a 
seventy. She started him in the eyes, with hate.

“Gringoire ... a fucking poet, huh?” she asked.
The young man raised his gun and shot her. Instinctively, 

she’d raised a hand. The bullet blew a chunk of it off, red and 
messy. She soundlessly grimaced, as Gringoire fi red several more 
shots, hitting her in the collarbone and heart, then the head. He 
fi red a few more shots after she went limp.

He stared at her corpse for a moment, messy holes disfi gur-
ing her. He snapped out of it, frowned, and headed back towards 
to his car. He thought about what she’d said in that kitchen and 
settled in his car, turned on the ignition, fl ashed right and pulled 
off. He called Bourassa. “It’s done” is all he said into the silence 
when his boss picked up.

The Fallen. They had picked their name well.
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accidents and tra�  c jams the likes of which few other modern 
cities see anymore.

BOOM, BUST, SLIGHTLY LESS BUST
Montreal su� ers. Once upon a time, she was quite a looker 

and a fun one too. Quebec City was always the political capital but 
Montreal was the economic heart; culturally diverse and bustling, 
with three times the population of the capital. However, amidst 
the world going to hell at the turn of the century, the then-province 
of Quebec separated and became the Republic of Quebec in 2010. 
For the next half-century, xenophobia and isolationism sheltered 
Quebec’s culture from the outside world while a government-
backed economy de� ed the Business Recognition Accord and 
protected homegrown business champions.

Unfortunately for Montreal, the new Republic of Quebec 
was a quasi-mythical homeland borne by idealists. These 
idealists had long viewed Montreal as being tainted by outside 
forces. � e new Republic, with its infamous draconian language 
and cultural laws, wanted as little to do with the metropolis 
as possible. Quebec City, the pure, and already the provincial 
capital, saw no expense spared to raise it to the status it 
deserved. As funds poured into it, so did jobs and the people. 
All of Montreal’s powerful law � rms, services � rms, � nancial 
� rms and corporate headquarters moved to the shiny capital. 
� e Francophone middle and upper classes followed suit. All 
the wealthy Anglophones left the country. Some swallowed 
the bitter pill, or got decent linguaso� s, and stayed on, though 
most faced a decline in economic and social standing. Montreal 
was devastated. � e talent pool drained and the money � ed 
elsewhere, as the city’s location as a shipping hub no longer 
relevant due to the closed borders. Montreal became the city 
of the le�  behind, full of the poor and unwanted. Social ills, 

power. These corporate interests had different ideas of how 
Quebec should be run. Speci� cally, the whole distinct society crap 
was really in the way of doing business. It was not di�  cult for the 
various corporate interests to start buying all the little-lost-sheep 
politicians they wanted in order to further their agenda.

� e � rst order of business of the newly empowered foreign 
interests was to take control of the media. Quebec society had 
long been used to push media convergence and its mind-numbing 
e� ects. Little of the middle-class sought out actual independent 
news. Once foreign interests had control of the media outlets, 
dissident voices—namely the pro-Quebec conservatives, who 
would surely repel any foreign invaders—were e� ectively muted. 
� e people of Quebec were bombarded with positive news about 
how a new age of economic prosperity, good for everyone, was 
rejuvenating the country. Bere�  of any real media outlet, dissident 
voices were marginalized. Activists either abandoned the � ght or 
became underground extremists.

Two years a� er Crash 2.0, buoyed by electoral campaign 
funding and non-stop media propaganda, the familiar Démocrates 
Mondain ran with an Anglophone Premier, Robert Foster, and 
won. For the � rst time in its entire history, � rst as a province of 
Canada, then as a country, Quebec had an Anglophone leader 
(who, to be fair, spoke excellent French). Francophone hardliners 
grumbled in their corners, but the majority of the population 
bought into the hope that Crash 2.0 and the loss of Cross had 
not, as they feared, undone them. � at it had, just like the trid said, 
ushered a long overdue era of prosperity for all.

How wrong they were.

GETTING IN AND AROUND
� e Republic of Quebec shares borders with the UCAS and 

the Algonkian-Manitou Council. � ere are four o�  cial entry points 
with the UCAS and one with the AMC. All are heavily forti� ed 
and manned by Gendarmerie agents, though scrutiny has relaxed 
in recent years. Visas are still required, but you can apply for them 
while crossing the border. All you need is a valid SIN; the border 
guards usually do not harass anyone that does not cause trouble. 

Alternatively, you may choose to arrive by plane. Quebec City 
and Montreal both have international airports. Most � ights land 
in Quebec City, but more � ights are landing in Montreal these 
days. Once again, the same rules apply as the overland crossings.

If o�  cial entry points are not an option, the thousands of 
miles of open border or illegal runways sit waiting for you. Quebec 
used to throw a lot of resources at monitoring, but policy shi� s 
mean this is a viable option. Border guards are not the only danger, 
though. Quebec’s infamous and dangerous paranormal fauna may 
well cause you a whole other problem.

Once you’re in, getting around is its own challenge. Quebec’s 
roads, especially in the cities, speci� cally in Montreal, are among 
the worst in any industrialized country. Nids-de-poules, literally 
“chicken’s nests,” as the locals call potholes, are the norm rather 
than the exception. It’s more a question of there being some road 
around holes than there being holes in the road. To compound 
the matter, as bad as the roads are—or perhaps as an evolutionary 
response to them—drivers in Quebec are the worst in North 
America. Due to the extensive and perpetual road damage, either 
GridGuide does not work or people willfully turn it o�  so they can 
manually dodge obstacles. Unsurprisingly, this leads to numerous 

Facts at a Glance .........

accidents and tra�  c jams the likes of which few other modern 

MONTRE AL
Population: 1,736,519

Human: 75%
Elf: 8%
Dwarf: 6%
Ork: 9%
Troll: 2%
Other: <1%

Density: 4,755/km2
Per Capita Income: 20,500¥
Estimated SINless: 32%
Below Poverty Level: 49%
Corporate Affi liation: 16%

Neighborhood Ratings
AAA: Corporate Sector (Downtown), Westmount
AA: Outremont
A: Most of Downtown
B: Ville Saint-Laurent Industrial Park
C: Plateau Mont-Royal, Saint-Leonard, Montreal 

North, Ville Saint-Laurent
D: West End, Old Montreal
E: West Island, East Montreal
Z: Remote areas of the West Island, some parts of 

East Montreal

Sa
m

pl
e 

file



6
Montreal 2074

M
ON

TR
EA

L 
20

74
  . .

 . .
 . .

 . .
 . .

 . .
 . .

 . .
 . .

 . .
 . .

 . .
 . .

 . 

traitors. Consequentially, these moneyed individuals protect 
themselves from the angry masses by regarding them as weak-
willed peasants and ignoramuses to be spared no consideration. 
Clothing plays an important part in this divide. � e elite dress 
overly fancy in Neo-Renaissance clothing of rich fabrics with 
fanciful garment � ourishes, while the huddled masses pretty much 
go for whatever clothing they can a� ord.

Montreal is a city in � ux and thus full of opportunities for 
shadowrunners. Corporations are carving out domains amid 
little or no regulations, and even less will to enforce them. Crime 
syndicates are at each other’s throats, the hierarchy of power seems 
to be threatening to topple over, while powerful politiclubs/
terrorist groups galvanize the people toward social upheaval. 
Bonjour Matin, Montreal m’attends, as the song goes.

violent crime, and desperation took hold. Quebec used it as a 
dirty industry and menial work dumping ground.

Ironically, Montreal is probably one of the few places that 
greatly benefited from the second Crash. The total collapse 
of Matrix infrastructure coincidentally left Montreal in an 
advantageous position. Its factories were already churning out 
electronics, speci� cally Matrix infrastructure components. Only 
a few adjustments saw those same factories produce components 
for the new wireless Matrix.

Even more recently, Montreal was chosen to harbor the 
� agship of the new foreign corporate interests, the Consortium 
for the Development of Quebec. � e seating of the heavy-handed 
corporate lobby in the city has led to a boost in associated industry, 
bringing better-paying jobs and thus li� ing the city up that much 
more. Another big booster for Montreal was the Republic’s 
ratification of the Business Recognition Accords (BRA). Prior 
to this, Quebec had peculiar Enterprise Zones that restricted 
corporations’ extraterritoriality to specifically designated slots 
of urban land, and then only for short terms. Now freed of these 
limitations, AA and AAA subsidiaries are looking for real estate 
where they can expand. Quebec City is too crowded, but Montreal 
is enviably empty. Sprawling factory complexes are springing up in 
the city, needing only a few bulldozers to displace SINless squatters.

Culture-wise, even with the population and social diversity 
drain it faced, Montrealers have managed to maintain the spirit 
of earlier days. � ey are still obsessed by hockey, perhaps more 
rabidly and violently than ever before, as the constant win-or-
lose riots a� er Canadiens games suggest. An island of foodies, 
Montreal still holds some � ne but unassuming restaurants and 
excellent groceries. Soy- and krill-based products may compose 
the bulk of weekday meals, but many families still try to cook 
with real produce on weekends. What happened to the city has 
not been ignored by its remaining citizens, though. As a result of 
their abandonment by the Republic, they have grown cold and 
apathetic. Politics are rarely discussed or cared about. Disillusion 
and the harshness of daily conditions have made residents 
unfriendly and slow to trust outsiders. � e sharp divide between 
the few Haves versus the Have-Nots within the city created a 
hostile social climate. � ose that have money are thought to have 
fucked over people to get where they are, and are thus considered 

Incoming Message ......

traitors. Consequentially, these moneyed individuals protect 

Hope you were paying attention to the part about 
the classes dressing differently: this is life-or-death 
important. When you’re dealing with the upper corpo-
rate classes, pumping them for information or walking 
among them with the intent of being inconspicuous, 
you’ll need to be careful to dress the part or security will 
be on you faster than you can say poutine. Once you get 
here, make sure to hit the high-end stores on Sainte-
Catherine. Just ask the girl for assistance in picking your 
clothes. Oh, and make sure you’ve got a couple thou-
sand creds available.

Conversely, once you’re back out in the streets, 
you’ve got two options. Either dress down and hope the 
gangers leave you alone, or gamble and stay dressed up. 
If you stay glammed up, one of two things will happen. 
Either you’ll look like you’re one of those rich sadistic 
fuckers that has his bodyguard execute any street scum 
that looks at him funny, and you’ll be left alone; or 
you’ll look like a little lost corporate sheep and then the 
gangers will kill you out of principle.

Your choice of clothing is serious business in 
Montreal, chummer.
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that were nailed down, selling every piece of copper, tin, kitchen 
sink, and abandoned furniture le�  behind. Many still live in the 
West, either in ugly apartment blocks lining the main boulevards 
or in gated enclaves with private security, but most of the inner 
neighborhoods of once-a�  uent single family homes lie crumbling 
along deserted roads pierced by growing weeds.

Gangs roam the barely policed West Island, but these groups 
tend to be for neighborhood protection and sheer survival more 
than anything else. While uncontrolled � res have already ravaged 
entire blocks, the abandoned houses make ideal hiding spots for 
miscreants. While criminals from the city proper rarely come to 
the West Island and nobody but those who live there ever visits, 
the free housing far from prying eyes draws a variety of dangerous 
occupants. � e many large, wooded parks and unused � elds of 
the West are also dangerous due to critters. Gabriel hounds are 
especially thick in these parts, though on a moonless night the 
unwary can run afoul of a variety of HMHVV creatures, including 
shadowhounds and even incubi.

� e exception to this derelict post-human hellhole is the 
length of Highway 40 running down the West Island. All along 
this highway, factories, warehouses and distribution centers have 
continued to survive. Most are walled compounds with perimeter 
security to keep the things away and to keep employees from 
disappearing when they go on cigarette breaks, but many well-
known megacorp subsidiaries operate here.

NEIGHBORHOODS

WEST ISLAND 
� e large area colloquially known as the West Island covers 

all municipalities roughly west of Ville St Laurent, these being 
Sainte Anne-De-Bellevue, Baie D’Urfée, Kirkland, Beacons� eld, 
Pierrefonds, Sainte Geneviève, Pointe Claire, Dollard Des 
Ormeaux, Roxboro, Dorval, and Lachine. � is may seem like 
a lot of municipalities to tether together under one area, but 
the entire region is basically homogeneous suburbia. Or at 
least it used to be. Before the advent of the Republic, the West 
Island was known as quiet, rich Anglophone suburb. In a way, 
it was the area the most a� ected by the new Republic’s harsh 
discriminatory laws. Most of the unwanted Anglophones had 
the means to leave, and they did. � e district was thus in decline 
sooner than the rest of Montreal. By the time Quebec City had 
fully supplanted Montreal as the de facto cultural and economic 
heart of the nation, the West Island was little more than deserted 
squatter land.

When these people started leaving, the West Island’s housing 
market took a nosedive. Real estate deeds weren’t worth the paper 
they were printed on, and more and more neighborhoods ended 
up as abandoned land. At � rst this created a bottom-feeder revival, 
as squatter and scavengers came in, prying loose even the things 

NEIGHBORHOODSNEIGHBORHOODSNEIGHBORHOODSNEIGHBORHOODS

WEST ISLAND WEST ISLAND 

all municipalities roughly west of Ville St Laurent, these being 
Sainte Anne-De-Bellevue, Baie D’Urfée, Kirkland, Beacons� eld, 
Pierrefonds, Sainte Geneviève, Pointe Claire, Dollard Des 
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