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Inner Kingdom Games is proud to bring 
you the long-awaited reprint of one of 

the finest expansions ever made!

Available as a ransom reprint item right now 
in the on-line show at shadowfist.com
Orders will be shipped after the initial 
ransom period, ending August 31st!



National Championshipship Deck
“Pure Martian Programming” by Matthew Wolff

2 Purist Aspirant
2 Mathemagician 

5 Mars Colonist 
4 Mars Program Executive

1 Akamatsu Mitsusuke
1 Jessica Ng (Syndicate version)

1 Hirake Kazuko
1 Tattooed Man

1 Echo and Silence
2 Dr Timbul Damiri

1 Primus
1 Joshua Norton

1 Inoue Oram
1 36-Legged Horror!

1 Mutator
1 Void

1 Uncertainty Spirit
1 The Gray

3 Entropy Tap
3 Entropy Sphere
2 Catching Bullets
1 Solar Flare

2 Material Transcendance
3 Portal Nexus

2 Quantum Sorcery
1 Supercomputer

3 Ancient Stone Arch
2 The Great Wall

2 Mountain Fortress
1 Whirlpool of Blood

1 Sacred Heart Hospital
1 Dragon Mountain

1 Fox Pass
1 Endless Corridor 

1 The Wireless
1 Nexus Tower



Origins: Comrades in Arms
Peter Shah’s Winning Dragon Designator Deck

5 Friends of the Dragon
5 Student of the Dragon
3 Hacker

1 Captain Jake Malloy
1 Concourse Godard
1 Dr. Amanda Snow
1 Dr. John Haynes
1 The Golden Gunman
1 malloc()
2 Reluctant Hero
1 Six Bottles Hwang
1 Steven Wu
1 Swift Eagle
1 Ting Ting
1 Tom Donovan

1 Ashes of the Fallen
4 Back for Seconds
3 Dirk Wisely’s Gambit
2 Final Brawl
3 Flying Kick
3 Golden Comeback
1 Got my Mojo Working
1 Kiii-YAAAH!
2 Never Surrender
1 Stunt Driving

3 Claw of the Dragon

2 Dragon Dojo

2 City Park
1 Disco

4 Dragon Graveyard
1 Mah-Jongg Parlor

4 Nine Dragon Temple
1 Stone Dolmens



2 Material Trancendance
4 Origami Handguns

2 Disco
3 Dragon Graveyard
3 Mobius Gardens
3 Moon Base

5 Mathemagician
3 Morphic Spirit

5 Manchu Soldiers
2 Mountain Hermit

1 Damon Winter
3 Memory Spirit

4 Mutator
2 Ordinal Spirit 

3 Delay the Inevitable
1 Memory Palace
2 Moonlight Raid

5 Operation Killdeer
2 Discerning Fire

Origins: Ritual of the Unnameable
“The Deck of DOoM” by Peter Shah



Origins: New Heroes
“Out of the Fire” by Daniel Griego, played by Matt Wolff

5 Fire Engineers
5 Rebel Without a Cause
1 Suicide Squad

2 Fire Woman
2 Blasting Crew
3 Flambards
1 Avenging Darkness
1 Johnny Amok
2 Jayne Insane
2 Reentry Squad
3 Cyborg Mermaid
1 The Gimp

1 Consuming Darkness
1 Stolen Thunder
2 Ice Blessing
2 Wriggling Skin Suit
2 Isothermal Zodiac
3 Back in Black
2 Out of the Barrel
1 Potlatch
1 Revenge on the Patent Office!
1 Auspicious Thermite
1 Apae Shall Kill Ape

1 Ancient Stone Arch
2 Arctic Fortress
1 Bamboo Forest

1 Boot Hill
1 Forgotten Temple

2 Hydroponic Garden
1 Mirrored Lake

1 Moon Base
1 Summer Fire Palace

1 Single-Action Devolver
1 Netherflitter

1 Explosive Motorcycle
1 Bouncing the Rubble



5 Railroad Workers
4 Little Grasshopper

3 Blue Mandarin
5 Redeemed Pirate

3 Red Master
1 Cop on Vacation

3 The Willow Bends...
3 Iron and Silk

4 Secrets of Shaolin
2 Heat of Battle

2 High Noon
2 Crane Stance

3 Violet Meditation

5 Proving Ground
2 Puzzle Garden

2 LaGrange Four
1 Mobius Garden

Origins: Who’s The Big Man Now?
“Really? Another Pirate?” by Daniel Griego

“Call me Fernando”



GenCon 2011 Shadowfist Schedule of Events

1. Who Wants Some?   All Weekend Long!
2. Demo and Learn to Play  Thursday 1000 2 hours
3. Who’s the Big Man Now? Thursday 1300 4 hours
4. Comrades in Arms   Thursday 1800 4 hours
5. Whirlpool of Blood   Friday  1000 6 hours
6. New Heroes (Worlds)  Friday  1700 4 hours
7. New Heroes Finals   Friday  2100 2 hours
8. Demo and Learn to Play  Friday   2100 2 hours
9. Final Brawl (Worlds)   Saturday 1000 6 hours
10. Final Brawl Finals   Saturday 1600 2 hours
11. Exclusive Invitational  Saturday 2000 4 hours
12. Ritual of the Unnameable Sunday  1000 4 hours

GenCon Indy 2011
August 4-7, 2011

Indiana Convention Center
& Lucas Oil Stadium

100 South Capitol Ave.
Indianapolis, Indiana 46225



 The wind howled a mournful cry as it 
whistled through the pass between the mesas. 
Sand clouded the sky, turning what little light 
the sun gave dark and ominous. Just beyond 
the pass, an Indian village braved the storm. At 
the center of the village sat a large communal 
wigwam. Inside, hides lined the floor in a cir-
cle around a small fire, each one with several 
people perched upon it. Their shadows danced 
along the walls with the flickering fire.
 Toward the entrance of the wigwam, 
a small group of young men were arguing. 
Among them was a brave named Swift Eagle. 
He sat on one side of a large hide urging his 
compatriots to heed what he was saying. Their 
status was the same, and yet the others on the 
opposite side of the hide viewed him with 
contempt. His aim shot true, his spirit old and 
wise, and he had many prospects for the more 
sought after unmarried women. He could have 
easily gained a higher ranking within his tribe, 
were he not a pariah.
 “What we are doing here is not right for 
the village or its people,” Swift Eagle pleaded. 
“We are asking for strength from an unknown 
stranger. I fear for what may become of us if 
we bargain with an evil spirit.”
 The others sitting across from him 
laughed. “And what makes you think this? Did 
the white man tell you this? Are you trying to 
scare us into giving away what little we have 
left?” They stood up and glared at Swift Eagle, 
who now seemed preoccupied with the ground. 
“Wherever you got this story from, it doesn’t 
matter. We won’t listen to a coyote sent by the 
white man. They keep dogs as pets. Did they 
bribe you with a reward of meat? You should 
go tell your masters that we will not be fooled 
again! Now run to them with your tail between

 your legs.” They walked away laughing, leav-
ing Swift Eagle alone with his thoughts.
 He looked around the large room. Many 
small groups were sitting about chatting, or 
busying themselves with making new equip-
ment, weapons, and rope. Children were danc-
ing around the fire, trying to turn their shadows 
into monsters and chortling all the while.  He 
recalled the dream he had shortly after they 
met the foreigner king.
 He was out hunting and spotted a rabbit just 
outside of its burrow, sniffing the air. He took aim with 
his bow and let loose an arrow. The rabbit fell to the 
dirt before it even noticed the danger it was in. He 
walked over to remove the arrow and pick the rabbit 
up, when it jumped back up and turned toward him. 
It had turned into a strange and twisted creature. It 
snarled and hissed at him as he backed away. 
 He was stopped suddenly by an obstacle that 
wasn’t there before. He quickly spun around and saw 
a man clad in iron and stone towering before him. The 
creature that was once a rabbit was still hissing at 
him as it edged closer. He ran away from the strange 
beings and was suddenly outside of his village; only 
something about it was terribly wrong.

“Swift Eagle” by Damian Breslin



 A large bonfire roared in the center while dark 
clouds rolled in. Around it danced his tribe mates. 
They were painted in unnatural colors and their 
movements seemed stiff and awkward. A thunderclap 
echoed through the mesa valley as the clouds pressed 
down upon them. At once he realized why they looked 
so strange. They were all dead.
 Out from one of the larger wigwams limped the 
chief, Naikute. In one hand he held a blood-soaked 
hatchet, in the other he held what looked like a heart. 
Naikute looked proudly at the still beating heart be-
fore he limped to the bonfire and held it high above 
his head. He turned his back to the fire and cackled as 
blood ran in streams down his arm.
 Swift Eagle turned to see what his chief was star-
ing at. High atop the mesa perched a giant, wretched 
looking bird. It took to the air as the thunder rolled 
through the valley. It swooped down and landed in 
front of Naikute who continued his insane laughter. In 
one swift movement, the bird grabbed the chief with 
its beak, tossed him into the air, and swallowed him 
whole.
 “Swift Eagle, you are called for.”
 Swift Eagle snapped to reality and looked 
up. A young boy of about 15 years of age stood 

above him with his arms folded.
“Chief Naikute wishes to speak with you,” The 
young brave said in a stern voice. “You should 
come at once.”
 Swift Eagle rose to his feet as all the eyes 
in the wigwam fell upon him. The boy handed 
him a cloak as he put one on himself. Whispers 
and muffled gasps filled the air as he pulled the 
leather hood of the cloak over his head. The 
boy spun around and began marching to the 
entrance, stepping over people when need be. 
Swift Eagle followed him to the flap covering 
the opening and pushed open. Sand rained in 
as he and the boy departed.
 Outside, the storm tore at their clothes as 
it whipped to and fro. As the wind rose to beat 
more sand and debris upon them, it sounded 
as if it were saying something. The sky was 
choked with dust as the storm pushed through 
the mesa pass. Swift Eagle listened closely as 
they walked the short distance to the chief’s 
wigwam. If only for a moment, he thought he 
heard it sighing.
 The boy stopped short of the wigwam 
and stepped to the side, motioning Swift Eagle 
to go in. Swift Eagle pulled back the leather 
and walked in, the boy not far behind. Inside, 
it smelled of smoke and death. There were two 
guards, one on either side of the entrance. They 
wore trinkets made of metal and clothes made 
of chain. They stared emotionlessly at Swift 
Eagle as he passed.
 “I have done as you asked, Chief,” the 
boy said as he stood before the chief, his eyes 
averted out of respect. Naikute stared past the 
boy as he finished, his eyes fixed on Swift Ea-
gle. “May the sky give you strength to walk the 
path you desire.” The boy then turned and left 
the wigwam to brave the storm yet again.

“Swift Eagle” by Damian Breslin
Continued



 “That young brave will make an excel-
lent warrior someday.” Naikute looked at a 
small deer hide in front of him and motioned 
at Swift Eagle. “Sit, so we may speak.”
 Swift Eagle did as his chief asked and sat 
in front of him. He looked around the room as 
Naikute lit some incense on a small stand near-
by. He noticed the stand was made of wood not 
native to the area. Much of the things around 
him were foreign, including a gold statue of 
the foreigner king himself. His stomach turned 
as he looked up at his chief, whom he barely 
recognized as the great man he once knew.
 Naikute looked sternly at Swift Eagle. “I 
hear you’ve had some worries, and bad dreams. 
You’ve been telling the village that the torture 
given to us by the white man will come again. 
I asked you here to show you that there is noth-
ing to worry about.” The chief pulled a small 
box out from underneath a silky, purple cloth. 
He set it in front of Swift Eagle as he looked up 
and grinned. “In this box lies the safety of our 
people, our land, and our pride.”

 The scent of an unknown wood filled the 
air as Swift Eagle opened the box. Inside lay 
a sword gilded in gold and silver. With both 
hands, Swift Eagle delicately took the sword 
from where it lay, and held it in front of him. 
As he pulled it closer to his face, he saw some-
thing he recognized within the reflection of 
the golden hilt. The iron man he had seen in 
his dream stared back, his eyes glinting from 
within his stone mask.
 He stared at Naikute, almost in shock. 
“How will this bring us peace?”
 The chief took back the sword and re-
turned it to the box. “With greater strength, we 
will be able to protect ourselves from our en-
emies,” he said as he covered the box with the 
silk cloth and pulled out something else Swift 
Eagle recognized. In front of him, Naikute held 
a black handgun. “These are what the white 
man used to drive us from our land, cause us 
such pain, and tear our tribe apart. Now that we 
have them, we are stronger.”

“Swift Eagle” by Damian Breslin
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 Swift Eagle was horrified. “How can you 
believe that? These weapons of yours, though 
they shine like the sun, are drenched in blood. 
We can’t protect ourselves from the white man 
by selling our souls to some stranger that claims 
to wield the power of a god! He will take what 
little we have left and strip it from us. At least 
we still had our pride after the white man came. 
Can you hope to say the same after this?”
 Naikute stared coldly at Swift Eagle. “I 
had hoped you would see that this it for the 
best. I can’t let you spread lies throughout the 
village because of a bad dream. You are a good 
hunter and would make a fine soldier. You will 
either stand by my side or walk the path of a 
lone wolf, left alone to feed on scraps.”
 Swift Eagle sprung to his feet as the wind 
outside howled one last time before petering 
out. “If that is the way it must be.” He turned 
to leave but was stopped by the guards.
 Naikute glared at Swift Eagle’s back as 
the guards blocked the entrance of the wig-

“Swift Eagle” by Damian Breslin
Continued

wam. “Very well, but know this. You are no 
longer of this tribe and should you ever come 
back, you will be greeted as an enemy.” Swift 
Eagle’s heart sunk at the thought of losing ev-
erything he had ever known. He stared at the 
ground as the guards took him by the arm and 
led him out of the wigwam.
 Outside, the sandstorm had all but died. 
His things were set just outside the door tied in 
leather. Naikute had already known he couldn’t 
accept what was happening and would turn 
down his offer. He looked up to see the vil-
lage staring at him from their doorways. No 
one made a sound. He picked up his things and 
turned toward the mesa pass. As he walked 
away from his home, the wind picked up, push-
ing at his back as if it were telling him to leave.
 As he allowed it to guide him, sorrow 
settled into his heart. He walked toward the 
pass, resisting the urge to look back for just 
once more glimpse of the place he thought 
he’d never see again.



Thank you for reading this month’s issue of The Inner Kingdom 
Update. Contact us at icediadem@yahoo.com with feedback and 
suggestions on how to better service the Shadowfist community. 

Inner Kingdom Games, Inc. is  Daniel Griego of 
Austin, Texas and Braz King of Toronto, Ontario

I’m in your site structure.

Turning your Shui to dust.

Too much of me 

is a bad thing.

No, seriously...

Card Spotlight:
The combo that almost broke dueling
This year at Origins, Clifford Grimm featured a dueling deck based on a very direct premise: 
destroy the opponent’s Feng Shui Sites. He did this by combining two rarely-used cards in the 
game: Obsidian Mountain and Echo Distortion. By copying his own Obsidian Mountain’s text 
onto his opponent’s Feng Shui Site, and carefully reading section 6.7 of the rulebook (“Any 
self-referential portion of the text will refer to the card it is copied to, unless the self-reference is 
by title in quotation marks or by designator.”), Cliff realized that the copied Obsidian Mountain 
would take the damage otherwise given only to other sites, because the copied site isn’t an “Ob-
sidian Mountain,” thus creating an infinite loop of damage that can wipe out an entire site struc-
ture. Works best if you   copy the text onto your opponent’s site with the highest 
body. We are    working on how to best correct this, but the most likely 
solution will     be to make Obsidian    Mountain uncopy-
able.      Kudos to Cliff for      discovering  
        such a cool trick!


