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INTRODUCTION

2 002 Fhe drag problem in the United

States has grown Lo staggering pro-
portions. Although then cocaand marijuana crops have
been desuoved by speciathy engineeredyinuses the Drug
Lords have endured. They have tned the resources ol
then plantanons and cmpires toward the production of
snthenc dirngs mam of which aee Lo deadlicr than the
it All [EIR TR l]l('\ A l('|)|4ll |”:_;. }“.\( ('(l \\ill] WY O8N .lLlli“:‘,"

problemcand polincal disaster the ULS Government

strigeles ton asolution.,

2 00 3 The White House, firmidy under the

control of the Gang of Four, makes
an lated deasion. Al other measures have failed. Ina
tinalattempt to destroy the problemoat the source Ameri-
can tioops are deploved in Colombia, Panama, Northern
Venezuclhoand Fonador. Their orders are to destrov the
plantitions, estates anmes and manufachring, capabili-
tes ol the diag Tords, The press refers to the fighting as
the "Contral Amcnican Acoon.” The name s crroncous,
as the bulk ol the combatis actually taking place in the

South Amertcan countries of Colombraand Venezuceli

2 00 5 I'he fighting has escaliated and ULS.

lorces have bogeed down. Not only
are they faang opposition from the tough and well orga-
nized resources of the Drug Lords, butalso from the
national armies of the target counudes. The Central
Amertcan \cton has become the Centrad American War
lo Amencas popular sentimentagamst the war is rising.

Notsince Vietnam have ULS forces hbeen in combat tora

continuous pertod longer than fowr months.

2 0 0 7 Fotal cvberwar consumes southern
Central America and northern
South America Regrional destabilization caused by the

frehiting has spread the war north into Costa Rica,

Nicaragua and Honduaras, and south into Peru and

Northern Brazib In this audable the ortginal mission of

mterdicting the drag flow has become secondars, Sur-

vival s job one. Opposition to the war rages at home.

Congressand the White House clash.

2 0 l 0 The ULS. admits defeat after seven

vears of war, Wearv and numb, the
remaming Cobersoldiers are called home and the
palul process ol reintegration hegins. An entire gov-
comment s sweptout of office ina fury of reform. Noth-
g was solved. One hundred and (ifty thousand Ameri-
cansare dead. Huandreds of thousands move are

phvsicath and cmotionally scarved. No one who was

therewill ever be the same again.

2 02 0\\1'1( ome to the Forlor Hope.

VETERANS OF
THE CYBERWARS

any American Soloscut their teeth assoldiers in the Cen-
tral Americait Wars. They left the U.S. asmany things;
farm-boys and girls,fresh faced high school graduates,
earnest college graduates; blue collar laborers and
career soldiers. Upon returning home they found them-
selves a breed apart. Most had been in country at least two years, some as
long as five or six. They were veterans of.the toughest combat units;
Rangers, SEALS, Green Berets and black ops,groups so secret that they
had no names. Their reactions had long since adapted to survival under
combat conditionsimthe inhospitable mountains of Central and South
America. Sonie suffered from the aftereffects of combat drugs. Many
more had combat cybetware. While their comrades in arms readjusted to
the drone of everyday life, these few struggled to find their niche. They
were creatures of the edge, addicted to the adrenaline rush, with only one
marketable skill. Inthe endjitwas inevitable that they become Solos. And,
itwas onlynatural that they seek the company of their own kind.

Forlorn Hope is an adventure pack and source supplement based
around a NightCity club owned and run by South American veterans
and frequented by Solos and Cyberpunks of various backgrounds. The
supplement includes a description and history of the bar and detailed
backgrounds of the staff and most interesting clients. The bar can serve
as a backdrop for any number of adventures and makes a good hangout
andallying point for player characters who are tough enough to prove
that they belong there. The people who patronize and work at the club
form a useful pool of NPCs to draw from. Use them to cover for weak-
nesses\in player character teams, or just to flesh out your adventures.
Remember, if the NPCs seem powerful this is because they are primarily
tools to keep adventures moving. If used wisely, they will add to the
action without overshadowing the abilities of player characters. Remem-
ber also that most of the NPCs are older and more experienced than the
average Cyberpunk characters.

This supplement contains eight short adventures, each designed to
be completed in one play session. The adventures are not connected
plot-wise, but each is based around a major NPC from the bar. There are
detailed descriptions of all adventure-related NPCs, Feel free to impro-
vise off of the adventures and adjust the power level to fit your group of
players. The adventures are designed tobe run in sequence, but this can
be changed with minor modifications.

When running adventures from Forlorn Hope, or when using the bar
in your adventures it is important to capture the atmosphere. The
patrons of the bar are a close-knit group. Unfamiliar faces will be treated
with distrust, reticence or outright hostility. New patrons must prove
themselves in some way before they are accepted. But once accepted, a
character will have few friends as loyal as those he or she makes at the
Forlorn Hope. The first time your characters hang out at the bar, make
sure they know that they are not part of the group. The first adventure or
two will be their chance to earn the respect of the NPCs.

Now, relax and enjoy yourself as slightly gonzo Media C_J. O'Reilly
takes you on a guided tour of the Forlorn Hope and its personalities!

Willam Moss
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-J. O'Reilly

few weeks looking for

ently took him to Night_City
late usual ecast o

THE FORLORN HOPE—BACK FROM
THE FAR SIDE OF CHAOS

Special to Solo Of Fortune By C.J. O’Reilly

-Night City

into a perfect community;
hands of an Incorrup
city for the world.

8o sorry, Dick. Yo
tycoons (who are rel
renderings that still si
the “City Fatheprs”

ing of Richard Night. Once it wag a
a board-walk. Now it's given over mostly to warehouses
ked away in one corner, among the few remaining buildings from the previoug
e8n’t advertise, not eéven in the Yellow Pages. It doesn't attract kids or big-
quented by the corporate power-lunch set. It’s not a gang
- Its customers are all regulars, and .
they’'ve dll been to the edge . . .ang beyond.
Like you ‘and I, they seek the company of their
own kind, in a Place where the only code of
behavior\is their own. Whers people understand
why your eyes are al

Seconds. Where peo -
granted. Where people keep the stories inside the }
bar. Where people understand what you feel when
you get a case of the shakes; they won’t
condescend or try to make you explain it. They




Forlorn
ho
ver, ]Ope n bopo ;.

already know the story, they've been there themselves. Just & nod, & pat on fof 4
the back and another drink. vou’ll be there when it catches up with them. | pe ginen' detached
Where people understand. That's what the customers are Jooking for. And [g the attack. N,
they've found it here. The neon above the door says “The Forlorn Hope.”
The Forlorn Hope is something of a legend among Solos, Nomads,
Netrunners, and other edge teasers. It's said that once ¥
need never prove yourself again. 1 was intrigued by hope » With wordp
1 knew 1 was going to be passing through Night [ 1841 a

‘
hOpe againgt

but it is listed in the Th& Shorter Oxg

d to speak to the Dictionary ord .

to give his name Prinoiples, ¢, Historioal §

es, third ,

ying that my reputation would edition, §

make an jmpression. Heck, everybody needs a little ghameless 6g0 gratification. No such

Juck. When I identified myself, the only response was a clipped “So?” Having crashed and burned with

the BIG MEDIA PERSONALITY ploy, 1 opted instead for humility. 1 told the nameless man on the other

end that I was touring the country for Solo of Fortune special editions, taking interesting stories as 1

could find them.

The Forlorn Hope had a reputation, and I was hoping 1 on the place and & few
of its regulars. The man said that some of ght take a dim view of
media exposure. Faced with rejection, I m : dle and concession gambit. 1
said I would speak only to people who Vo unteered themselves. Photographs would be taken only with
the approval of the management and the subjects. Ag' a fellow veteran, 1 could understand the
gensitivities of his customers. I suggested that he poll them to 866 what they felt about me dropping
py. After somse deliberation, he agreed to that proposal. He said he'd call me back.

1 spent two hours sitting in my botel room waiting for the call back. 1 was beginning to think that
1'd been given the brushoff, when the phone finally buzzed. It was tHe man I'd spoken to. This time he
identified himself as Dr. John Freeman, OWI aid that several regulars
had agreed to speak with me, with him. He wanted to meet
me persona.ny first. He suggested that A come down talk with him. If he liked
what he heard, he would give me the Tun of the place fora couple O gue with an
invitation, no mastter how guarded, T agreed.

An hour later & taxi dropped me off at the address that Freeman had given. It turned out to be a
pig, old, four story Victorian fiotel left over from the Del Coronado days. A neon sign over the wide,
corner doorway gave the/name: Forlorn Hope. Behind that, the faded remains of the previous sign
were visible: Hotel Sierra. That made me laugh. Hotel Sierra . . .Sierra Hotel. 1 wondered if that was
why Freeman chosefthis building. Music leaked out from behind the double doors. It would have been
louder if the ground floor windows weren’t bricked up. Only narrow slits remained. That was all right,
there wasn't much left to see in that particular neighborhood. I pushed on through the doors.

1t didn’t take long for me to, start feeling uncomfortable. The moment I walked through the door
everyone Jooked at me. If 1'd been a regular, I'm quite sure everyonse would have gone back to their
drinksfand jokes. As an unfamiliar face, though, everyone continued to stare. Conversation didn't
stop{ but there was & noticeable drop in volume. At least the band didn’t stop playing. I put on my best
casual look‘and headed for the bar. The Forlorn Hope is in the grand lobby of the old Hotel Slerra, and
the bar i8 where the reception desk once was, at the back of the room, diagonally opposite the front
door. It took maybe thirty seconds for me 10 thread my way through the crowded tables across the
room. It felt like a . As I passed each table, the people sitting there would grow silent,
pesuming their conv .

At least I got & good look room. The lobby had been extensively
remodeled to fit the bar. To the left, where once had been & grand staircase, there was & projecting
stage just big enough to accommodate the pand that was busy jamming away. Further left was & wide

gtairs, the backstage area and a couple of restroom cubicles. A line of booths
starte d toward the door. The wall to the right of the par was almost
completely lined w . nty-five small tables dotted the floor, leaving only
enough free space for a small dance-floor. It was impossible to tell what else occupied the upper levels,
or lower, if any.

hOpev

1 reached the bar pefore dying of acute self-consciousness, but only barely. Behind the bar was &
large woman dressed in a black outfit that clashed nicely with her shocking pink hair. I flagged her




