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INTRODUCTION

Whenever I hear the word “pulp” it begins to conjure
images of foreign places, exotic people and action, lots and lots of
LA action. As a child growing up I found a unique solace in reading
; and rereading tales of Doc Savage, the Shadow, G-8, and a host
: of others. I guess you could say it pushed me into the business I'm
; \/\L' in today; crafting stories. I'm glad you took the time to pick up
(7
’/

this quick little guide to our new world of “Forbidden Kingdoms”.
We look forward to bringing you an exciting new possibility for
the d20 system, as well as sharing our love for the Pulp Genre. We
TR may not be the first, but we strive to be the best.

2 Who are these guys?

T When the news of the d20 System™ hit, we at
NI OtherWorld Creations, Inc. were excited at the thought of be-
ing able to publish product in conjunction with a fantastic game
mechanic. As is par for the coarse with so many independent
press companies, we felt the need to express ourselves in every
way imaginable. The Open Gaming License gave us a chance to

— step to the forefront in the mid-range publishing market, while,
"> at the same time, allowing us to utilize our ideas to ‘build worlds’
A\ as it were. That is the core of OWC; building worlds, settings,
L) and scenarios to be used with the d20 System™. We take the

mechanics, see how far we can stretch them, and then create
< worlds for people to play in, hence the reason for our name. We
realize however, that gamers are creators of their own worlds,
with their own core beliefs and rules they go by. What we offer is
a chance to take anything we create and transpose it to your (yes
you) creation. It's ultimately left up to you to decide whether or
not something fits into your world.

What is the Pulp Genre?

Danger, excitement, action and adventure are the trade-
marks of the pulp genre. Where else do you have masked men,
dastardly villains and scantily clad women in peril? The pulps
derive their name from the cheap wood pulp used to make the
formulaic fiction magazines of the early 20" century and could
be akin to dime novels of the earlier century. More to the point,
they were a cheap form of entertainment at a time when readers
weren't particularly picky about what they read. With the daring
rescues and clifthanger endings that they provided the pulps cap-
tured an audience in escapist fantasy that took them away from
the harsh reality of the Great Depression. Pulps were more a state
of mind, where one could be adventurous, daring and haphazard
without the fear of repercussion or injury. They were crafted in a
fr~ much simpler time, when morality was black and white, not shades

] of gray. The core of the pulp novel is simply this: good is good and
-5 : evil is evil. If you read about the villain in a pulp novel, you knew
‘ he was evil. You didn't care why he was evil, just that he was. If

the hero of the book did good, unselfish and brave things, then
_you knew he was the Hero. No questions asked. It was a much
simpler time, where simple truths held true. There was no in-
depth detailing-of how the Crimson Skull came to be the nefari-
ous villajn thaf hé wis. He was just that evil. There wasn’t any

; _psychological profilingof the character, covering up for, or ex-

plaining away the reasons why he was the “Bad Guy”. He was L
going to explain himself anyway by chapter thirteen when he had b
our hero bested in some supposedly “inescapable” deathtrap. With

a blend of Weird Science, exotic locations and a world still ripe

with places yet unexplored that teemed with lost civilizations,

the reader was thrown headlong into adventure. The Pulps were

a starting point for many a great author as they used the constant
employment to ‘fine tune’ their craft. E.R. Burroughs wrote for

the pulps and saw his creation, Tarzan, come to light in the pages

of Argosy. There are a host of other writers you may know, Isaac

Asimov, Ray Bradbury, Robert Bloch, Robert Heinlein, Arthur

C. Clarke, Tennessee Williams, Dashiell Hammett, Raymond
Chandler, Erle Stanley Gardner, John D. MacDonald, H.P
Lovecraft, Robert E. Howard, Luke Short, Max Brand and Louis

LAmour, just to name a few. Pulps were written with two things

in mind: Action and Adventure. They were, and still are, a great

source of escapist fantasy where the hero gets the girl and the

bad guy gets beaten at his own game.

Pulp Elements

The Pulps covered a wide variety of subjects, from
Crimefighting Tales (which featured such heroes as The Shadow
and the Spider) to Spicy Stories and beyond. Whatever the genre,
a few things could be assured: The story had a Hero, a Villain
(who was whole heartedly Evil), and it was set in an exotic local.
There were hundreds of variants on the same theme, and at its
height the pulp genre boasted over 1200 individual titles, most of
which quit being produced after the first three or four issues, while
others simply changed their titles after initial release. The follow-
ing section gives you a little information on how wide a selection
the pulps actually covered.

Crimefighting Tales usually consisted of the main Hero
and his group of aides/sidekicks taking on the criminal element.
The Shadow had his group, fighting the forces of evil on the un-
derworld front while Doc Savage sought to make the world a -
better place by using Science to rehabilitate crooks. There was'
always some global scheme going on that the hera stumbled upon
and no one could stop it except for him. o

Spy Stories were the ones that dealt in the-glitz and
glamour of international proportion. Rubbing elbows with enemy
agents and trying to extract secrets from them while in the mid-
dle of dinner became an every evening event. No matter what, |
the hero always seemed to keep his cool and look good while "~
doing his job. A classic example of this genre is Tan Fleming’s -
James Bond or Simon Templar, better known as the Saint.

&

Action and Adventure scemed to go hand in handand " . 0.
was often quite common in storylines. The hero would be called © "
off to a strange new place because someone had sent him aletter-
saying they were in dire straights. Exploration played a vital rele **
in these stories, the likes of which Arthur Conan Doyle usedin .
his novel “The Lost World”, as well as Verne's “fourney toithe ! 21 20
Center of the Eart/h”. E.R. Burroughs’s John Cg.rtef is a prime "+ .
example of this elément, and for more modern thinkers there'is'" -
also the “Indiana Jones” trilogy. : 2




One of the most popular elements used in pulp fiction
was the Horror Story. The authors used a unique style to take
the seemingly ordinary and turned it into the macabre. H.P.
Lovecraft and Robert Bloch were masters of this. Their protago-
nists would combat forces in which they had little to no hope of
ever defeating, and slowly they would lapse into insanity. It was
always the use of innocents that triggered the Evil that lie in wait
for most of our heroes. Bram Stoker epitomized mankind’s evil in
his classic horror Dracula, as did Shelley in her tale of Frankenstein.

The list goes on and on, encompassing a myriad of sub-
jects. To illustrate this fact, here is but a sample of titles to show
you the range in which the pulp genre spanned: Air Trails, Ar-
gosy, Black Mask, Crack Shot, Dime Mystery, Excitement, Far East
Stories, Foreign Legion Stories, G-Men, Hollywood Detective, Imagi-
nary Worlds, Jungle Stories, Ka-Zar, Love Story, Magic Carpet Maga-
zne, Nickel Western, Oriental Stories, Planet Stories, Quick Trigger,
Rapid Fire Action Stories, Six Gun, Spicy Mystery, Strange Detective
Mysteries, The Thrill Book, Underworld Romance, Weird Tales, Youth,
Wings and Zing.

So you can see there was a lot to choose from.

What does all of this have to do with Forbidden King-
doms? Everything. We've taken all of the aspects that were found
in the pulp genre and have made a role playing game out of them.
You can take on the role of the Explorer, going out into the un-
known to strange and exciting new places. Or the Academic
as you delve into mysteries about the past long shrouded in
secrecy. Maybe you're the two fisted Soldier of Fortune hired
by an exotic cabal to guard an ancient temple. No matter what
-you want to play, we can help you bring your imagination to

-~ life.

Remember...the d20 System™ is not just for fantasy anymore!

- THE WORLD
OF FORBIDDEN KINGDOMS

i " By and 1arge the world of Forbidden ngdoms is very

sl o - much like our own. The timeline for the setting spans 50 years
from'1889 to 1939 and it captures the full reign of the Pulp era.
We've set the stage on an alternate Earth that is full of “what

. if”possibilities. One of the main concerns that we had when
developing this project was the enormous expanse of techno-
logical development during this time that we had presented.

- "Instead of limiting ourselves to something linear I asked the
: - "test of the developient team to extrapolate on existing infor-
IR matjon that we had gathered, thereby turning it into a specula-
: " -tivé exercise. For example, one of the most popular logistical
strahds is the development of Babbage’s Analytical engine.
What if (I really love saying that) he had gotten the funds to

. ctaft his machine and it had actually worked? The computer
! ',‘«" age would have developed sooner, wouldn’t you agree? Com-
_putations on a mass scale could be accomphshed much quicker,
“and who knows where that might've led to early on.

"N, 4
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adventure in it, where you can still traverse the darkest parts of - *

Africa in search of hidden caches of treasure or stop the World

Crime League from taking over the world. It is a place where "

Good vs. Evil is as simple as black and white, and where “the
seed of crime” does indeed bear bitter fruit.

The world in which we live is oftentimes an angry place,
filled with strife, angst, depression and malice. Travel with us,
back to a time when life was easier and all you needed was a
trusty .45 and a good right hook.

THE PEOPLE
OF FORBIDDEN KINGDOMS

In each of us there is a hero waiting to be set free. The
makings of such a person replies upon timing and ingenuity. In
every great story there are a set of circumstances that allow for
us, as readers, to empathize with the protagonist as we silently
cheer him on towards victory. Such is also the case when you
create a hero in Forbidden Kingdoms. When you take up the book
and begin to read about the world before you, you start to be-
come a part of it. Every persona you create helps to enliven the
world you play in, every story you tell creates an ongoing history
that you chronicle. Soon your game world is populated by your
imaginations. Continue on and meet our heroes.
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- THE ACADEMIC

Travis looked at his watch, then back to the rolling boil on the
main Bunsen burner. Only two minutes more before finding out the
answer to the question that had been nagging him for the past week.
Wias it really gold? He mused silently, thinking back to the nights previ-
ous. Where had the strangely dressed Incan warrior come from and
why was he in the middle of Los Angeles in the middle of the 1920’s?
Too many strange and unexplained circumstances surrounded the
Incan’s death, and now it lay upon Travis’ shoulders to figure out this
mystery. He picked up a heavy pair of womn leather gloves and slid
them on up to his elbows. Gingerly he lifted the beaker off of the flame
and deftly set it to the side to begin cooling. Travis stripped off one of
the gloves and looked at his watch again, then turned back to extin-

AIA guish the burner’s flame, noticing for the first time the woman standing
in the lab with him.

She was everything he ever read about in books; Tall, elegant
and beautiful. Not a hair was out of place, nor a wrinkle found on her
dark, velveteen dress. When she smiled at him his heart nearly stopped
beating. Travis turned to face her, his own face was flush with excite-
ment, but not from his discovery.

“Herr Smythe?” she purred. Something about the way she said his
name made his teeth stand on edge. German? Austrian? Something
‘ didn't fit quite right, and that ‘something’ snapped Travis out of his -
- schoolboy revelry.

e “Actually,” he said coolly, “it’s professor. Professor Alexan-
{ > der-Smythe.” He lay the gloves over the still cooling beaker to hide the
N smelted gold within, then mowed to block her way from his work.

“How can I be of service?” he smiled as he extended his hand. - '

A

7%

AN The Academic is the steadfast pursuer of fact over fic-
\’ tion. No matter what the cost, they will doggedly continue their

P research until the matter is resolved. Many a scholar has de- -
scended into the abyss in the quest for knowledge. Some never,
/ return, others are Changed when the abyss looks back. In almost
‘ every civilization that has the capacity for higher learning you
SR e
7 will find these people. They are the ones who spend a vast major-
ity of their time chasing after knowledge in all forms and fashion,
AT learning things that “mankind was not meant to know”. Often
X they are rebuked by society for their “crackpot ideologies”, but
isn’t that always the curse of true genius?

The Academic character class allows for quick devel-
opment in the proficiency of several skills. It is not uncommon to ) ;
see several characters with at least one level in academic before : : e
moving on to another Class as they progress. Two classic exam- A
ples of this character class are giants in literary fiction, Sir Arthur ’ o e .
Conan Doyle’s Sherlock Holmes and Dr. John Watson. B s




THE CLERGY

The branches of the large bush parted way giving the Mon-
signor a clear view of the plateau that was ahead. He took a kerchief
out and patted his damp brow, trying to stem the tide of sweat that
seemed ever present since he arrived in the jungle’s interior. “This is the
last time I track down one of Travis’ leads.” He thought as he removed
the frosted glasses he used to cut the glare of the sun and cleaned them
off. He squinted against the brightness of the day recalling how just
that morning had seen them shrouded in a damp, heavy fog that seemed
to come from nowhere, and now they had just broken through it to
reveal the lush landscape. The Monsignor returned the glasses to the
bridge of his nose and hefted the weight of his pack, taking the momen-
tary break to switch sides from left to right. Once he was situated he
continued on up the gradual incline and out into the open. Soft, hushed
murmurs began to spread throughout the tribesmen he had hired to
carry his personal effects, as well as the other baggage of those who
had chosen to accompany him. He looked back, bright blue eyes peered

from behind the frosted glasses, at the restless natives in curiosity. He -

motioned for them to step forward, but they refused and began shaking
their heads to reiterate their answer. The Monsignor sighed and turned
back towards the clearing where he proceeded without them. As he
stepped onto the solid footing of the plateau he was met with an arrow,

shot cleanly at his feet. It was no doubt a warning, but from where?
Who? The landing appeared to be empty. It was then that he saw -
Them, standing perfectly still against the backdrop of the green foliage * ~

that made up the jungle surrounding him. They were all painted in
various shades of green, making them nigh invisible against the back-
drop of the jungle... A lesser man would not have spotted them.

: He nodded to them and slowly dropped his rucksack to the
- ground, raising his hands after he had done so. He took off his glasses

so the natives could see his eyes. He had heard stories back in the
village that the Lost Ttribe found blue eyes to be a mark of good for- .

tune, he only hoped that it would hold true.

“I have come from a far off place to see you.” The Monsig-
nor haltingly proclaimed in the native’s tongue. He sighed softly, watch-

" " ing the movements o either side of him. None of the tribesmen moved

forward onto the plateau, so he moved closer to them. He stopped as
they raised their bows and blowguns in protest, then he backed away
slowly.

SRS bring a miessage from God.” He said, overly loud so they
all could hear him.
One member of the tribesmen stepped forward, out of the jungle and

- "poirited to a high cliff that hung overhead. A lone figure, powerful in

-"build and dressed i the skins of black pamhers stood there, arms
K folded across his hulking chest.

i “ HE i§ our god.” Said the warrion, as he looked back at the
i clergyman hzs face amask of growing confusion.

< “ Oh dear, “ the Monsignor said softly to himself, “ I can see
: \' Lhat thls is going to be a mﬂe more dlfflcu t than I ﬁrst thought.”

AR 3 X .
BN LA

there are those who have been called upon to spread the word of - ¢
their god’s “divine message”, a calling-if you will. These are the
people that take this word to the masses, with full support in their "

god’s doctrine. Amongst the Clergy there are those that are ben-
eficial, wise, and kindly, but also within these ranks lay the fa-
natical, cultists, and followers of the Darker Faiths that are the
diametric opposite of their goodly brethren. One cannot count

just how many belief systems there are out there, from the an-
cient pagan gods to the singular belief in the All Mighty. None
are wrong if that is what they believe. Witch doctors, shamans,
priests, druids, etc all fall under this class heading.

The Clergy character class allows for a direct tie to the ®

Character’s Belief and the particular deity that the Character
worships. This class allows for certain special ablhmesgobe granted
if the characters faith is pure, as well as prov1du‘1g sp1r1tual guid-
ance in times of need.

ot




THE EXPLORER

Jack wheeled the truck to a halt in front of the small village,
cut the engine and looked around. It was the same in every remote part
of the world; tiny mud huts with half naked savages running around.
He shook his head and wondered why on earth was the Monsignor out
this far in Peru. A wizened old man with a face made of wrinkles
looked Jack over and smiled a toothless smile, waving feebly at him as
he passed. Jack nodded in reply and headed for what appeared to be
the central hut, looking around at the unwashed faces of the children
that followed him. A sense of unease came over him as he walked, and

£ although it was nothing he could put his finger on, he knew that some-
:’\}_ ¢ thing was not quite right. Jack stopped in his tracks and looked around.
b2 Other than the handful of children, and the old man that he had passed,
S there were no other people in sight. It was right about then that the
T feeling he had been getting increased, and he slowly began dropping his -
AN hand towards his .45.
2 “That won’t be necessary Herr Savage.” A thickly accented
" male’s voice broke the silence. Jack turned to see who it was that ad-
. dressed him. As he watched the children scatter, their job done, he was
2 not surprised the see long time nemesis, Udo Horst, or as the under-

world knew him better “ Herr Totenmeister”, the Master of Death. He
stood well over six feet and weighed, Jack guessed, a good two hundred
and eighty pounds. Udo was a giant of a man who took considerable
pleasure in causing other people pain, and right now he was inflicting

I

L the tribal leader with his unique brand of restraint. His massive, beefy
a3 hand was clamped around the diminutive indian’s neck and every so

SdL. often he'd squeeze to accentuate his remarks.

7N
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N “ Not like you to be off your leash, Udo. Where’s Krieger?”

o Jack asked as he shifted his gaze to sweep the area. His answer wasn’t

long in coming as a wiry, officious looking man stepped from the con-
fines of the hut that Udo had exited. He wore the uniform of a German
officer with arrogance, every buckled shined in the moring sun. Krieger
lit a cigarette and smirked at Savage.

“1 am glad to see that you are well, Jack. After our last
encounter I had given you up for dead.” The German chuckled softly,
his eyes never leaving the rugged explorer for an instant. Jack nar-
rowed his eyes, weighing his options of escape. The two krauts had him
at a disadvantage, especially since they had a hostage.

“We can play this one of two ways Heinrich. You let the
&% villagers go and I promise that no one gets hurt. You get to walk away
( a free man.” Savaged hoped that there was enough bravado in his
woice to sway the young colonel’s mind. Jack let out a soft sigh and
slowly eased his weight to hid back leg. If there was going to be trouble
he might as well be prepared for it.

“ And the second option?” inquired the amused officer.

“T've got 6 bullets. What's it going to be?” Jack knew it was
going to be a very bad day.

Tra&nedem the arts of investigation, deduction and ex-
ploratlon, the éxplorérs are known for their keen minds and dar-
ing adventures. Even aschildren they wanted to know more about

the world around them, as well as the world beyond. As they
grow into adults, they never lose that sense of wonder. Always
willing to take whatever risk is necessary to reveal the Truth, the
explorer sometimes forgets the danger into which this endeavor
may lead them.

Often brash, headstrong and straight forward, the Ex-
plorer character class is a well-blended mix of investigator, and

combatant, with 4 dash of the criminal element thrown in for: ™~

good measure. A fine example of this class is Allan Quatermafn
of “King Solomon’s Mines” fame.




~~ THEIDLE RICH

Ursula looked up from her journal to see that painted sav-
ages were leading the Monsignor off into the dense undergrowth of the
Peruvian jungle. With a quick look back the Monsignor locked eyes
with her and shook his head “no” in an almost imperceptive manner.
She had been a friend to the enigmatic priest long enough to know
better than to question his decision, just as he knew that she wouldn’t
follow his orders. Ursula stowed her journal and writing utensils in the
confines of her small rucksack and hoisted it up onto her shoulder. She
checked the Schofield .38 she kept holstered at her side when she was
“on safari”, as her uncle would put it, and then called for her faithful
guide T'alla to accompany her into the jungle. They watched as the
rest of the natives they had hired in the small village days earlier began’
to separate and run off back the way they had come.

T’alla grunted softly as he hefted up his spear, shaking his
head in disgust. Ursula looked back at him and wrinkled a brow. He
merely smiled softly and motioned with his head towards the fleeing
backs of the Indians. “They fear the jungle.” He said solemnly. She
merely nodded and began to quicken her pace to catch up with the
Monsignor and his captures. As she ran she began to think of home, -
and all of its elegance. She missed old Randolph, who would wake her
with breakfast every morning since she was a tiny little girl. She re-
called how the tray he carried was of the finest silver, and how often it
was overburdened with colorful fruits, juices, teas of all flavors and
wvarious fare. She was so far into her revelry that she became startled
when T’alla touched her arm softly to get her attention. Ursula fol-
lowed the length of his sinewy, ebon arm as he pointed out the clearing
that the Lost tribesmen had brought the Monsignor out onto.

She nodded to T’alla and motioned for her rifle. The Zulu
warrior nodded once and began to unwrap the Enfield from its field
cloth case. The smell of gun oil permeated the air as T alla slipped one
of the magazines into the loading chamber. He quickly handed over the

- bolt-action rifle to his charge; where Ursula deftly slid a round into the

-+ firing position. She knelt with the grace of a predatory cat, the years of

" her dance training showing in her finely honed form. She blew an er-

" rant blond-white hair from out of her eyes as she bore down the sight of

L her intended target: a rocky outcropping of loose stones that appeared

it to be holding a much larger boulder in check. All that was left to do
e S A now was wdit.

.+ Some call them ‘dilettantes’, others refer to them as *

"Ne'er-do-wells’; either way, these people have so much money

that they have to hire advisors just to handle all of it. Most of

- "thein have the very best that money can buy: elegant cars, cloth-

: . ling, houses, jewelry-even an education. The problem is, they

IR haven’t settled on a particular path in life, and have decided to
: " -ty Everything.

Unfortunately, this drive means they tend to lose fervor
. i their current interest rather quickly. They tend to be flashy,
o sqphisticated, charming, and the life of the party, but from an
-« ousider’s ﬁ)oing of view. they mayseem shallow and insincere.
"+ " 'That is the price one pays to stave off a jadea‘view of the world.




- THE MYSTIC

«_amples of this character class.

; et
e N -

The Most Venerable Master W slipped silently into the labo-
ratory moments behind the statuesque blond woman. He had seen her
talking to Travis and had become concerned when the two large men
remained stationed just outside the door. Using the disciplines from the
Temple of the Four Winds he had neutralized the ruffians with little
trouble at all, and now he stood there, nigh invisible to the woman’s
senses. Wu watched her closely, analyzing every movement the blond
made, so it came as no surprise to him when she pulled a small pistol
from her purse and pointed it at Travis. A quick flick of his wrist dis-
armed the surprised woman, who now looked at Wu with a puzzled
expression on her face. Another blindingly fast maneuver rendered the
WOMAN UNCoNscious.

Travis looked at Wu in utter amazement. He reached down
and retrieved the pistol that had fallen to the floor, putting into the
waistband of his trousers. By the time he looked up Wu had trussed the
woman up like a Thanksgiving turkey and was awaiting the authori- ©
ties. The diminutive oriental looked at Travis with the smallest hint of
a smile playing on his lips. He plucked a piece of lint off of his chi-gong - -~
and addressed the young academic.

“You let yourself be wooed by the soft tones of a woman’s
wvoice,” Wi chided softly to his pupil, “ next time it may get you killed.”
He let the words hang in silence so they would sink in. Travis nodded,
but did not reply. The mystic softly padded over to the young man and’
poked him in the stomach, just hard enough to get his attention. When

The elder’s eyes burned with such ferocity that they almost seemed to -
glow. Jus then there was a sharp and sudden sound that exploded in the
small room. Travis blinked, trying to clear the cobwebs from his mind.
After a few moments he seemed to be free from whatever hold the - _
Master had held him in, and now he gazed upon the old man in anew -
light. Master Wu held open his tiny hand, and within lay a still ,
smoldering piece of lead. Again both men gazed at each other, this time
the mystic was smiling.

“ Time for lesson number two.” He said, motioning to the
door where the two former unconscious brutes stood brandishing guns.

The Mystic is a rare breed indeed, one that delves into
the very depths of the unknown without fear of what lies there.
Whether it is Eastern philosophies or modern Spiritualism, the
Mystic is always at the heart, searching for answers to unspoken
questions.

With a colorful assortment of unexplainable “gifts” at ‘ s .
their disposal, the Mystic leads the way in matters of the Occult, : . 5 iy
but this power comes with an exacting toll. Society instinctively o
distances from that which it does not understand. A wise Mystic . BT
reinforces this stigma in order to preserve their mystique. Eastern o oo
monks, Spiritualists, Mediums, and Escapologists are all good ex-




THE SCOUNDREL

The smoke hung thick within the confines of the seedy bar, so
thick in fact that Randall thought he might have to cut his way through
it. He wove in and out of the patrons as everyone jostled around each
other. He kept one hand on his wallet and the other on the knife he kept
hidden in his jacket. He finally spotted one of his contacts leaning against
the far wall, away from the crowd. Randall nodded to the bartender, a
friend of his from the old neighborhood, and proceeded to take the drinks
he ordered to his table. He caught his contacts eye and motioned, ever
so slightly, to the chair in front of himself. The swarthy looking gentle-
man looked around then peeled himself off the wall, heading for Randall.

After a brief exchange Randall slipped a fin to his man, mak-
ing sure to keep it well out of sight. The Black Bird wasn'’t a place
where one flashed any sort of money, it was also a place where the
police were loath to go. When both parties were satisfied that all was
well business began. The sailor squinted in the dim light, looking at
Randall for a brief moment before speaking in a low whisper.

“Ye know that Big John is lookin’ fer ye, why’'d ye come up
fer air?”

The scoundrel coolly scanned the Bird, looking for any signs
of the aforementioned Big John. With a sly smile, he leaned forward
withdrawing his knife and held it to the old man’s chest.

“ The business I have with Jonathan is between he and I,
understood? Are you interested in leaving this lovely establishment in
one piece?” Bright, cold eyes accentuated his point. The seaman swal-
lowed hard and nodded as Randall removed the knife, letting it slip out

- of sight. His smile widened and a soft chuckle escaped his lips.

“Good man, Sidney, You have the knack for survival. I like
that. I also like your knack for ferreting out information of a somewhat
- lascivious sort. What can you tell me about Germany?”
Sidney's eyes widened, then he licked his lips. He nervously looked
around, as if ghosts were to jump from the very rafters themselves. He
" turned his attention back to Randall and shook his head.

: “ Nuthin’ mate. Nuthin’ at all. “ The man lied, and he knew
Randall knew he lied.

" The Englishinan sighed heavily and looked back at his con-
tact. Someone had already gotten to him; the question that remained
was who? He nodded solemnly and took a sip of his drink, thinking of

- " whom to try next. His thoughts were soon interrupted as the front door

-."of the Black Bird exploded in a hail of gunfire. Instinctually he ducked
« " behind his table and interposed as many bodies as he could between
*_-himself and.the commotion.

. Three ﬁgures all dressed in long, black leather trench coats,

< ho dmg Thonipson submachine guns, stormed into the bar and began
. tofize into the aiv. There was a fourth figure, a beautiful blond woman,
< entering behmd them, her. heels making a soft < 1ckmg noise as she

: wa lked.

The .«)éil«‘she wore did nothing to hide the slight bruising that

showed on her left che: ] etté fmm
end, pausing s ight?é‘f of ng'the smé;ke add to the bar’s
own. She smiled a s than.d child’s tombstone. Her
voice was a mixture Ff smoke and hor{:ey as she addressed the denizens

of the Black Bird.

“I'm looking for a man by the name of Randall Holcombe.
No one needs to die if he is brought forth immediately. “ She smiled a
most perfect, predatory smile.
Randall slowly eased further down behind the table, softly sighing.

“ Bugger me.” He bemoaned as he began crawling for the

back door.

Sometimes the loud mouth braggart, oftentimes the
dashing rake, the Scoundrel never ceases to keep himself out of
trouble. That's because he’s always IN trouble. Quick with a joke,
relying on their wits to get them out of the thick of things they
live on the razor’s edge. They walk the fine line between right
and wrong, doing what needs doing to ensure that the bad guys
don’t win. Sure, their methods are a bit unorthodox, but the end
result is well worth whatever trouble they cook up in the process
of getting the job done.

They have contacts everywhere, most of them being of 7 o
the more disreputable sort. If you need object d’art smuggled into

the country, then the Scoundrel is the person to see. Unfortu-
nately for the Scoundrel, local law enforcemert knpws this tru-
ism too. A very good example of this character dlass is Han Solo,
although he is not of thé pulp genre (unfortunate forus). .




~“SOLDIER OF FORTUNE

Trent checked his watch for the fifth time in the past two
minutes. He cursed himself for allowing Randall to walk into the bar
by himself, almost as much as he cursed Ursula for going off on that
fool’s errand for Travis with the Monsignor. He distrusted the priest, he
made no bones about it, and to take a woman into the face of danger
was just unthinkable. His head snapped up as he heard the staccato of
machinegun fire erupt in the night.

“Randall...” he felt his stomach tighten. For
all his faults he counted the Englishman as one of his
closest friends. Trent pulled his twin .45’s from their
shoulder holsters and ran across the street to the back
LIA exit in the nearby alley. He stopped short as he saw a
shadowy figure emerge from the alleyway leveling a
Thompson at him. With a snarl Trent dove to the ground
as the submachine gun let loose, sending tiny messen-
gers of death where once he stood. As he rolled Trent
began to fire, sending his reply in a much more accurate
fashion. The bullets caught the assassin square in the
chest, ripping through his trench coat as if it were made
of tissue paper. The Thompson clattered to the ground
right before the man did. Trent stopped his roll and be-
gan to move, first to his feet, then to a run. As he passed
the dead machine gunner he scooped up the Tommy gun
and took a position near the back door of the Black Bird.
He was soon rewarded as he saw Randall come flying
out of the back, running as if his life depended on it.
Trent had seen this maneuver one too many times in
their long, enduring friendship, too often to question why
his compatriot was running. In a hail of gunfire the door
was riddled behind Randall, then kicked off its hinges.
Trent let loose with the Thompson, spraying the interior
of the Black Bird’s back room, then dropped the spent
machine gun, running to catch up with his partner.

“One day you HAVE to tell me what you say
to get these people so lathered at you!” Trent exclaimed
as he followed Randall into the night.

This two fisted man of action leaps head-
long into danger and doesn’t really worry about the
consequences that follow. The Soldier-of-Fortune is a hands-on,
no-nonsense, take-charge kind of guy. At the core, they push
towards excellence, in both physical prowess as well as in martial
superiority.

foos They are highly trained combatants, lending their skills
to those in need. Single-mindedness is a two edge sword; Sol-
diers-of -Fortune rarely walk away from a fight, but every one of
them has a story to tell about a fight they could have thought




SAMPLE ADVENTURES

The world of Forbidden Kingdoms is left open to your imaginations; it allows you to travel to far off Barsoom or in to the interior ]

of the jungles of Peru, whatever your fancy may be. The three sample adventures that are presented here are to give you an idea of
what kind of adventures you can craft. Enjoy!

Tale of the Seven Tombs

Deep in the heart of the Egyptian desert lies a relic of unimaginable power and evil. Created by Rahotep, Chief Wizard and
Priest of Set during the reign of Pharaoh Aahotepre of the 16% Dynasty, the Nephesh, or Heart of Set, was used to sow discord and pain
for many years. Only when Djhutmose, the Priest of Ra defeated Rahotep in a duel was the Upper Kingdom saved from total subjuga-
tion to Set. Once the Pharaoh was released from the powerful charm cast by Rahotep he ordered the evil wizard mummified alive and
entombed in a secret location, along with his dreaded Nephesh. Now, centuries later, tales of evil and misery have reached the ears of
Professor Keith William Alexander of Harvard and he has hired a group of stout hearted professionals to investigate these rumors and
if necessary, send the mummy of Rahotep back to the realm of the dead!

The Jade Feather

Long ago, before Hernan Cortez and his Conquistadors changed the face of Mesoamerica forever, a local tribe of Maya had in
their possession an artifact that was rumored to have been created by the god of the north star himself, Xaman Ek. This artifact, a piece
of jade carved in the form of a quetzal feather, protected the tribe from the predations of their more warlike neighbors, the Mexica.
And thus the tribe has been protected until the current day. Now, a group of ruffians calling themselves the Sons of Ah Puch (The
Maya god of the underworld) have gone in search of the carving, knowing that whoever controls it will be unstoppable. Can you
protect the peaceful tribe of Maya and in so doing protect the world?

Land of the Lost

Based out of London, England, Ursula Hardwig is a famous and well-respected Anthropologist whose main area of study has

" been the Gu-bjartur tribe of Iceland, a stone-age people with unknown origins. Now, two months have passed with no word from

Ursula and her uncle, Professor Ulrich Hardwig of Cambridge, has hired a group of adventurers to travel to Iceland and learn the fate

of his niece. Armed only with a small amount of equipment, and a few strange devices given to you by the Professor, you head to
Iceland in search of knowledge and fame.

s D

_In Closing...
" The world of Forbidden Kingdoms is ripe for adventure, and ready to be explored. Pick up the classics and rediscover the
- hero that is in each of us. Reinvent the world around you, as we're doing with the world of Forbidden Kingdoms. Inside the Master
Codex you will find inclusive rules for firearms, which range from muzzleloading black powder weapons, to modern automatics,
and everything in between. You will also be able to create firearms of your own design for use in any campaign. We have also

) B 1n(;1uded definitive martial arts rules, pulled from the real world, and have created packages (styles) to simulate their effectiveness as
7 -ahand to hand combat system. But that's not all. We have also redefined the psionic system to provide you with an alternative for use in
S world you choose. Three new sets of rules, all in one book. What more could you ask for?

s Look for the release of Farbidden Kingdoms in November ar your local retail and habby store. 1 hope you've enjoyed this
o br1ef peek as to whats coming out from QtherWorld Creations, Inc. and we thank you for your continued interest.




OPEN GAME LICENSE Version 1.0a

The following text is the property of Wizards of the Coast,
Inc. and is Copyright 2000 Wizards of the Coast, Inc (“Wizards”).
All Rights Reserved.

1. Definitions: (a)”Contributors” means the copyright
and/or trademark owners who have contributed Open Game
Content; (b)”"Derivative Material” means copyrighted material
including derivative works and translations (including into other
computer languages), potation, modification, correction, addi-
tion, extension, upgrade, improvement, compilation, abridgment
or other form in which an existing work may be recast, trans-
7 formed or adapted; (c) “Distribute” means to reproduce, license,
AN rent, lease, sell, broadcast, publicly display, transmit or otherwise

distribute; (d)"Open Game Content” means the game mechanic

and includes the methods, procedures, processes and routines to

195 the extent such content does not embody the Product Identity
) and is an enhancement over the prior art and any additional con-
> tent clearly identified as Open Game Content by the Contribu-
tor, and means any work covered by this License, including trans-
lations and derivative works under copyright law, but specifically
excludes Product Identity. (e) “Product Identity” means product
:’\\ and product line names, logos and identifying marks including
Y trade dress; artifacts; creatures characters; stories, storylines, plots,
% thematic elements, dialogue, incidents, language, artwork, sym-
bols, designs, depictions, likenesses, formats, poses, concepts,
themes and graphic, photographic and other visual or audio rep-
resentations; names and descriptions of characters, spells, en-
chantments, personalities, teams, personas, likenesses and spe-
cial abilities; places, locations, environments, creatures, equip-
ment, magical or supernatural abilities or effects, logos, symbols,
or graphic designs; and any other trademark or registered trade-

-\,, mark clearly identified as Product identity by the owner of the
N Product Identity, and which specifically excludes the Open Game

e « » .
7 Content; (f) “Trademark” means the logos, names, mark, sign,

motto, designs that are used by a Contributor to identify itself or
its products or the associated products contributed to the Open
Game License by the Contributor (g) “Use”, “Used” or “Using”
means to use, Distribute, copy, edit, format, modify, translate and
otherwise create Derivative Material of Open Game Content.
(h) “You” or “Your” means the licensee in terms of this agree-
ment.

2. The License: This License applies to any Open Game

Content that contains a notice indicating that the Open Game

Content may only be Used under and in terms of this License.

You must affix such a notice to any Open Game Content that

you Use. No terms may be added to or subtracted from this Li-

cense except as described by the License itself. No other terms or

" conditions may be applied to any Open Game Content distrib-
* _uted using this License.

3 Offewand Acceptance: By Using the Open Game
Conten: You mdlcate Your acceptance of the terms of this Li-

4. Grant and Consideration: In consideration for agree- i
ing to use this License, the Contributors grant You a perpetual,
worldwide, royalty-free, non-exclusive license with the exact
terms of this License to Use, the Open Game Content.

5.Representation of Authority to Contribute: If You are
contributing original material as Open Game Content, You rep-
resent that Your Contributions are Your original creation and/or
You have sufficient rights to grant the rights conveyed by this
License.

6.Notice of License Copyright: You must update the
COPYRIGHT NOTICE portion of this License to include the
exact text of the COPYRIGHT NOTICE of any Open Game
Content You are copying, modifying or distributing, and You must
add the title, the copyright date, and the copyright holder’s name
to the COPYRIGHT NOTICE of any original Open Game Con-
tent you Distribute.

7. Use of Product Identity: You agree not to Use any
Product Identity, including as an indication as to compatibility,
except as expressly licensed in another, independent Agreement
with the owner of each element of that Product Identity. You
agree not to indicate compatibility or co-adaptability with any
Trademark or Registered Trademark in conjunction with a work
containing Open Game Content except as expressly licensed in
another, independent Agreement with the owner of such Trade-
mark or Registered Trademark. The use of any Product Identity
in Open Game Content does not constitute a challenge to the
ownership of that Product Identity. The owner of any Product
Identity used in Open Game Content shall retain all rights, title
and interest in and to that Product Identity.

8. Identification: If you distribute Open Game Content
You must clearly indicate which portjons of the work that you are
distributing are Open Game Content.

9. Updating the License: Wizards or its designated
Agents may publish updated versions of this License. You may
use any authorjzed version of this License to copy, modify and -
distribute any Open Game Content or1g1nally dlsmbuted under o
any version of this License. . ‘ T M

10 Copy of this License: You MUST include a copy of
this License with every copy of the Open'Game Content You
Distribute.

11. Use of Contributor Credits: You may not market or
advertise the Open Game Content using the¢ name of any Con-*,
tributor unless You have written permission from the Conmbu— A S e i
tor to do so. T

12 Inability tp Comply: If it is impossible for You to com- 7.
ply with any of the terms of this License with respect to some or R ey
all of the Open Game Content due to statute, judicial order, or 7" e
governmental regulat1on then You may not Use any Open Game et ;
Material so affected &




13 Termination: This License will terminate automati-
cally if You fail to comply with all terms herein and fail to cure
such breach within 30 days of becoming aware of the breach. All
sublicenses shall survive the termination of this License.

14 Reformation: If any provision of this License is held
to be unenforceable, such provision shall be reformed only to the
extent necessary to make it enforceable.

15 COPYRIGHT NOTICE

Open Game License v 1.0 Copyright 2000, Wizards of
the Coast, Inc.

Forbidden Kingdoms: Introductory Kit © 2001,
OtherWorld Creations, Inc.® The OtherWorld Creations, Inc.
logo, and Forbidden Kingdoms® are Trademarks of OtherWorld
Creations, Inc. All rights reserved.




