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GAMES DAY 1992

Following on from the success of this
year’s Golden Demon Awards, Games
Workshop’s other major gaming event
of the year, Games Day also makes a
move to the Pavillion at the Birmingham
NEC on Sunday the 27th September.

Due to unprecedented demand, this will
be a ticket only event. There will be no
ticket sales on the day and no admission
without a ticket, so make sure you get
yours in advance.

Games Day 92 will feature all the best
in our hobby including massive
exhibition and participation games.
There’ll be huge displays of painted
miniatures and artwork and all of the
Games Workshop staff will be there to
chat about what’s new in our hobby.

If you play Warhammer Fantasy Battle,
Warhammer 40,000 or Space Marine
and want to represent your area at
Games Day 1992 then pop into your
local Games Workshop store and have a
chat with one of the staff. Throughout
August, all Games Workshop stores in
the UK will be running special events as
a taster of what to expect at Games Day
so see you there!

OFFICIAL RUMOURS

Official Rumours is a newsletter written
by the American sales staff exclusively
for the US and Canadian retailer. It
contains detailed information on all the
new releases from Games Workshop
and Citadel Miniatures, White Dwarf
commentary, and future White Dwarf
highlights as well as special sales,
promotions and preview deal details. If
you’ve not received Issue #1 sent out in
July, please contact the Games
Workshop Sales Staff and ask to be
included on our subscription list. The
newsletter is free to all retailers in the
US and Canada.

Call on (410) 644 1400 or write to:
Games Workshop US, 3431-C Benson
Avenue, Baltimore, Maryland 21227-
1072.

GLI SPACE MARINES VENGONO IN ITALIA!

Games Workshop‘world of hobby
games (or where you can buy them
locally), get in touch with RIPA sas at:

For a number of years now, Games
Workshop games and Citadel
Miniatures have been acquiring a
following in other European countries.
In France, our games have been growing
steadily in popularity thanks to the
sterling efforts of Dani¢le Gaudry and
Alain Boisseau of Agmat in Paris.Now
it’s Italy’s turn.

RIPA - GAMES WORKSHOP’S
SOLE ITALIAN DISTRIBUTOR

The full range of Citadel Miniatures and
Games Workshop hobby games have
already been distributed throughout
Italy by RIPA sas of Milan for a
number of years. Of course, the fact that
our games are published in English
means that their popularity has been
somewhat limited — but all that is about
to change. Last year, RIPA published
Italian editions of Talisman and
Advanced Heroquest under a licensing
agreement. Next comes Space Marine.
As the first stage of a major
collaboration, Giuseppe Riso — head of
RIPA - is providing us with a complete
translation of the Space Marine game,
which Games Workshop hope to
publish in the autumn. Publishing in a
foreign language is a completely new
venture for us — much more exciting
(and difficult) than granting licenses to
allow overseas companies to publish
their own translations. Hopefully, the
Italian Space Marine game is just the
beginning — eventually we intend to
publish all our major games systems not
just in Italian, but in French, Spanish
and German. Signor Riso is even
drawing up plans to publish an Italian
White Dwarf!

As you can see from the Italian "Eavy
Metal page in this issue of White Dwarf,
there’s a lot of talent out there, so if
you’re an Italian gamer or retailer and
you’d like to know more about the

Via Mondovi 5, 20132 Milano
Telephone: 39 - (0)2 — 27 20 8282
Fax: 39 - (0)2 — 25 90 965)

GOLDEN DEMON AWARDS

In last month’s issue of White Dwarf,
we featured the winners and a selection
of the best models from the 1992
Golden Demon Award Grand Finals. As
you can imagine with hundreds of

miniatures to choose from it’s just not

possible to show pictures of every
model. Our apologies must go to Dusty
Miller whose Greater Daemon of
Khorne was labelled as painted by
Richard Barnes and to Leigh Read
whose second place Diorama we missed
out altogether! We look forward to
seeing your entries in the 1993 Golden
Demon Awards.

US LIMITED EDITION SPACE
MARINE OFFER.

When the new Space Marine Devastator
Squad boxed set is released in the
United States in July some of the boxes
will contain a special voucher entitling
the purchaser to a free Limited Edition
Space Marine Captain as given away at
the 1991 UK Golden Demon Awards.
This miniature has never been sold by
Games Workshop in the US or UK and
has never been available through
independent Games  Workshop
Retailers. Each box packaged on the
first production run will be identified by
a special sticker and may contain a
certificate that you can send into Games
Workshop US and exchange for your
free miniature. Stocks of this special
model are almost exhausted so take your
chance now and see if you can be one of
the lucky owners of this unique Jes

Goodwin model.




MASSIMO COLOMBARI

Even though he hadn’t entered his miniatures in the '92 Golden Demon awards,
Massimo travelled all the way from Bologna in Italy just to show them to us. We
were all so impressed by the standard of his work that we thought everyone should
have a chance to see it. The attractive painting style and sheer exuberance of the
miniatures are quite breathtaking. Massimo has carefully worked up the highlights to
produce an almost Iuminescent finish. This jewel-like quality, along with the careful
modeiling and some beautiful scratch built elements, really make the miniatures shine
out. The models vary from the un-altered Empire soldiers and Dwarfs to the more
bizarre chaos conversions. The attention to detail and flair for painting mark Massimo
out as a truly exceptional painter, and we hope to see more of his work in the future.

PINK HORROR CONVERSION

NOTE THE AMAZING DETAIL MASSIMO HAS PUT
INTO THE BASES OF THESE NURGLINGS

DETAIL OF THE CAGED
NURGLING AND SQUIG

MARAUDER FIGHTER

CONVERTED

——

DWARF WIZARD

T

CONVERTED
MARAUDER DWARF

CONVERTED SQUAT
ADVENTURER

MARAUDER
TROLL SLAYER
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USING.CITADEL TRANSFERS

by Mike McVey

On the cover of this month’s White Dwarf you’ll have found a free Citadel Miniatures
transfer sheet. In this article Mike McVey explains how to apply transfers to your
miniatures. He also provides his hints and tips on using transfers to create the kind of fine
detail you see on the models at the Golden Demon awards and on the ’Eavy Metal pages of

White Dwarf.

Dark Angels Space Marine Medic. The transfer designs add the
finishing touches to both the bike and rider.

One of the most demanding areas of miniature painting is the
addition of fine details and insignia to your models. To look
good, the designs should be really crisp and sharply rendered.
This is something which even the very best miniature painters
find hard to achieve when working at such a small scale.
Citadel transfers are ideal for adding all sorts of designs, and
decoration to individual miniatures and regiments. They are
simple to apply and with a little effort can be made to look like
really top flight hand-painted designs.

Citadel make a huge range of transfers, and new and exciting
designs are being brought out all the time to go with the latest
miniature releases. Transfers can be used on Warhammer
Fantasy Battle or Warhammer 40,000 miniatures as well as
epic scale models for Space Marine. They are perfect for flags
and banners and are particularly useful when you are building
up squads or regiments and want to have similar markings on
the shields or armour of all the miniatures in the unit.

Each transfer sheet is printed in a variety of colours so no
matter what base colour you are working over, there should
always be a transfer that is suitable. The choice of base colour
is one of the most important factors in how a transfer will look
once its been positioned on a model. Its not difficult to see
which transfers will work over which base colours. If you are

WD4

working over a light base colour then its best to use a dark
coloured transfer and vice-versa. White and yellow designs
look very pale against the white backing sheet, but are
stunning when applied over a dark colour such as Chaos Black
or Space Marine blue.

When you uvse transfers on your models its essential that all
the paint on the miniature is completely dry. If not, the paint
will run as soon as you get any water on it and you’ll end up
with a terrible mess!

APPLYING YOUR TRANSFERS

Once you’ve picked an appropriate design for your model, it’s
a good idea to make sure that it will fit the area of the
miniature onto which you intend to place it. Transfers work
best when they are applied to smooth flat areas on the
miniature such as shields, shoulder pads or horse barding.
Curved surfaces such as those on the Eldar Dreadnought will
take transfers but just need a little more care to get them into
psition. The only surfaces you should try to avoid are rounded
or domed areas or heavily textured surfaces such as chainmail.
Where a surface has some detail, like the riveting on an Ork
Gargant, its perfectly fine to file away two or three of the
rivets to make a smooth surface for the transfer.

The actual transfer design sits on a microscopically thin
carrier film which is attached to thicker backing paper. All
you need to do is to measure the design and make sure that it’s
not bigger than the space and remember to allow a couple of
millimetres around the design for the carrier film.

When the transfer is soaked in water, the film comes away
from the backing paper allowing you to position the design on
your miniature. You obviously don’t want to soak the whole

Carefully trim around the transfer you want to use.
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sheet just to get a single design off, so the first thing to do is
carefully cut round the design with either a craft knife or a pair
of sharp scissors. Take your time and be careful not to damage
the other designs or your fingers! Ideally you want to leave as
much backing paper around the design as you can, as this
makes the whole thing easier to handle.

Soak the transfer for thirty seconds in a shallow bowl.

The best way to soak the transfer is to put a little water in a
shallow dish and submerge the design in that. If you use a
deep container you’ll find it difficult to get the transfer out
again. Its really handy to have a pair of tweezers to help you
with this, but if not, the best way to retrieve the transfer is to
use a craft knife. Carefully spear the edge of the backing paper
with the tip of the blade and just lift it out. It doesn’t take long
for the transfer to come free, thirty seconds to a minute should
be plenty of time. Much longer then that and the film will float
off the backing paper and it will be difficult to retrieve it from
the water without it bending or folding back on itself. All you
are aiming to do is to loosen the design so that it slides freely
on the backing paper.

While the transfer is soaking, use a clean paint brush to
moisten the area of the miniature to which you’re going to
apply the design. If the area is dry, you may find that the
transfer will adhere before you’ve positioned it correctly.

Gently slide the transfer onto the surface of the miniature

Once you’ve lifted the transfer out of the water, hold it next to
the miniature (I find tweezers really handy for this) and use an
old brush to slide the design off the backing paper and onto the
model. Don’t try and lift the transfer right off the sheet as the
design will fold over and become very difficult to handle.
When you are sure the design is in the right place, use a piece
of absorbent tissue to remove the excess water from the
model. Use the edge of the tissue to gently draw the water off
the miniature. Try not to dab the transfer at this point,
otherwise you will alter it’s position. If everything looks OK
then place the model on one side to completely dry.

USING YOUR TRANSFERS

Remove the excess water with a piece of tissue paper.

If the design does stick in the wrong place, all you need to do
is ‘flood’ the area with water until it comes loose again.
Carefully re-position the transfer with your brush and once
again dry off the area with a tissue.

Once the transfer is in position, you’ll find that there is a very
slight ‘lip’ all around the design caused by the carrier film.
Some people don’t mind this but if you would rather get rid of
it, all you need to do is carefully paint over the edge of the film
with a little of the background colour and this will blend it in.

PAINTING YOUR TRANSFERS

Once you’ve mastered the basic technique of getting transfers
onto your miniatures, there are several things you can do to to
further enhance their appearance. The easiest technique is to
alter the background colour. On coloured designs the areas

R . l

Eldar Dreadnought from the Alaitoc Crafiworld. With a little care,
transfers were easily applied to the curved surfaces of this model.
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" CITADEL TRANSFERS

All the miniatures on these
pages have had Citadel
transfers added to them. Their
use ranges from single designs
applied to shields, armour or
clothing, to the more intricate
work visible on the shield of
the Champion of Slaanesh.
The banner on the Ork Mekboy
Gargant  involved  the
application of a dozen or more
different glyphs around the
central Evil Sunz head to create
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this stunning design.
ELDAR STRIKING SLAANESH CHAOS
SCORPION ASPECT RENEGADE
WARRIOR

ORC WARRIOR EMPIRE SWORDSMAN

CHAMPION OF SLAANESH ELDAR WARLOCK GENESTEALER MAGUS




FOREST GOBLIN

DWARF IRONBREAKER

FOREST GOBLIN

NURGLE BEASTMAN

EPIC CHAOS CHAMPION
STAND

REIKSGUARD KNIGHT

MEKBOY GARGANT WITH KRUSHA ARM




USING CITADEL TRANSFERS

that appear to be white against the backing paper are in fact
clear. You can take advantage of this by adding colour to these
areas of the model before you add the transfer. For instance;
before you apply a transfer of a skull to a model or banner,
paint in a small red area where the eyes will appear. When the
transfer is in place the eyes will stand out red. It is far easier to
do it this way round than to wait until the transfer is in place
and then try and neatly paint in areas of colour. The stage by
stage example shows a design being applied to the shield of
one of Kevin Adams’ as yet unreleased range of Forest
Goblins. Note how the shield has been shaded from yellow in
the centre to red at the edges. This makes the web design look
particularly effective once it is in position. Although you
should be as neat as possible, the shading doesn’t have to be
totally smooth, as once the transfer is in place, the whole
design will ‘tighten up’.

The next step is to highlight and shade the transfer design
itself. This is a bit more tricky and requires practice to get just
the right effect. Try and mix a base colour that is an exact
match to the transfer and then lighten it by adding a little white
for most colours or yellow if you are using red or green. The
secret is to not overdo the highlights.Try to be quite subtle and
you will be surprised by the result. Highlight near to the edges
of areas rather then in the middle as this is where objects
naturally catch the light.

Transfer designs can be altered and new ones created by either
cutting elements off the transfers while they are still on the
backing sheet or applying different transfers one on top of an
other. When you are overlaying designs, make sure that the
first one is fully dry before you attempt to apply the second. If
you want to cut elements off the transfers I find it best to cut
right through the backing paper before you start, leaving the
elements of the design that you don’t want attached to the
backing sheet.

Sometimes, if you are applying a transfer to a curved surface,
you may find that the design doesn’t sit flat on the miniature
or some wrinkles have formed around the design. Its possible
to get rid of these but it does require a bit of patience. The best
way to flatten down a design is to wait until it is almost dry
and then very carefully smooth it out with the handle of a
brush, using it almost like a roller. Really bad creases can be
cut out with a sharp craft knife. Wait until the design is dry
and then very carefully cut a slit down the length of the crease
with a sharp new blade. To stick the transfer back down you
will need to paint over it with a damp brush to re-wet the
carrier film and then smooth it down.

Banners designs are one of the areas of miniature painting that
people have most difficulty with, but which can turn a well
painted model into a spectacular centre piece for an army.
Transfers can be readily used on banners as an alternative to
hand-painted designs. Apply the design exactly as you would
on a miniature. Paper banners rapidly soak up water and so the
transfer usually has to go straight onto the dry surface. As a
result, you need to be fairly accurate when you place the
design. There should be a little play, but the carrier film will
dry out a lot faster.

As with most miniature painting techniques, the secret of
success is to take it slowly and be patient. The uses for
transfers are almost limitless. Miniatures, vehicles, shields
and banners will all benefit from the addition of a couple of
well placed designs. Don’t expect miracles on your first few
attempts. After you’ve successfully applied a few designs,
your confidence and ability will grow and you’ll find that
applying transfers becomes a normal part of your miniature

painting processM /A\ (/WV/{?
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A selection from the vast range of Citadel Miniatures transfer designs.
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Citadel Miniatures Transfers.

On the cover of this White Dwarf is a free sheet of transfers
that has been especially put together to give you a sample
of the enormous range of Citadel Miniatures transfer
designs. On the "Eavy Metal pages and in Mike’s McVey s
guide, you’ll find examples of some of the ways in which
you can use transfers on your miniatures to create some
truly stunning effects. We asked Mike to take us through
the special transfer sheet and comment on some of the uses
for the different designs.

This Empire eagle design can be used on
anything from regimental banners to
individual shields. This transfer has been
applied over a yellow background to create a
dramatic shield for the Empire Swordsman

These classic heraldic designs are primarily
intended for use on Bretonnian Knights. The
transfers can be applied to shields, horse
barding and banners. Each design has been
printed in a bright strong colour to allow it to
stand out against the background

This eight pointed star of Chaos can be used
on almost any Chaos miniature. It could form
the centre of an epic Chaos banner or equally
fit on the shoulder pad of a Chaos Space
Marine.

This transfer has been used on the shield of a
Nurgle Beastman. The rotting skull is a
common device for the Lord of Decay. The
shield has been given a bright red rim and
this really helps to set the design off.

This transfer probably has more uses then
any other design on the entire sheet. The
skull, symbol of death, is a common device
for many of the Warhammer races. We’ve
applied it to the shield of a Reiksguard
Knight and combined it with an emblazoned
scroll to make a strong design.

These Orc designs have been applied to two
of Kev Adams’ new Orc boyz, due for release
soon. The crossed axes look particularly
effective against the bright yellow shield.

V.

w Before applying the skull and crossbones
design the shield was painted a light bone
colour. When the design was put in place, the
bone colour showed through the ‘clear’ areas
and a realistic effect effect was achieved.

This is another Empire device that can be
added to any large, smooth surface. We chose
to place it on the back of the Reiksguard
Knight's horse along with some small skulls
from another transfer sheet. Note how the
skulls have been set against a black strip to
make them really stand out.

This Space Marine chapter badge has been
printed in bright red so that it stands out
against the grey or yellow shoulder pads
typical of the Space Wolves. It can also be
used to good effect on vehicles and banners.

&

These designs are intended for use on the
forthcoming range of Forest and Night
Goblins. The Spider and Web designs have
both been set against shields that fade from
yellow to red at the edges. The yellow centre
really helps to make the design stand out.

The Moonface design is intended for use
primarily on Night Goblins, but there is no
reason why you can’t use it on your Bad
Moon Orks.

o 3 &

This transfer is primarily designed to be used
on the banner of an Eldar Striking Scorpion
Aspect Warrior but it would also make a
spectacular shield design for an EIf Warrior.

-

Squat ancestor head designs look good on
both Warhammer 40,000 and Space Marine
miniatures, but there is no reason why the
can’t be used to decorate the shields of
fantasy Dwarves as shown here.

This transfer can be used as a banner design
on either a Warhammer 40,000 Eldar Fire
Dragon Aspect Warrior or a fantasy EIf.

R ®

The Imperial Eagle is another design
that can be used on a wide variety of
miniatures. At this size it is probably
best suited to banners and vehicles.

A

As you become more confident at applying transfers to
your models, you’ll find that you come up with more and
more different ways of using them. Its true to say that
almost any miniature will benefit from the application of
one or two carefully chosen designs and by combining or
altering your transfers you’ll find you can create an endless
variety of designs to enhance the look of your models.
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THE SOUTH

BRIGHTON
7 NILE PAVILIONS, NILE ST.
BRIGHTON, BN1 1HW.
CONTACT: PAUL
TEL: 0273 203333

BRISTOL
13 BROAD WEIR, BRISTOL
CONTACT. SHANE
TEL: 0272 251533

LUTON
12 PARK ST. LUTON LU1 3EP.
CONTACT. JOHN
TEL: 0582 417474

MAIDSTONE
UNIT 6, 1-9 PUDDING LANE,
MAIDSTONE
CONTACT. NEIL
TEL: 0622 677435

OXFORD
1A BUSH HOUSE,
NEW INN HALL STREET, OXFORD
CONTACT: ANDREW
TEL: 0865 242182

STORES

Games Workshop Stores are much more than just places where you buy games — they are the centre
of hobby gaming in your area. Our friendly staff are more than happy to help you with any questions
or queries you might have about the Games Workshop world of hobby gaming. There are exciting
activities all year long, including modelling and painting demonstrations, club nights, and not
forgetting the mighty Chaos Roadshow! Everyone is welcome, so drop in to or call your local Games
Workshop Store for up-to-the-minute news of all the new products and latest special events.

NEW STORE

SWINDON
17 FLEET STREET, SWINDON

NEW STORE

PORTSMOUTH
34 ARUNDEL STREET,
PORTSMOUTH P01 INL

CONTACT: DOUG
TEL: 0705 876266

GRAND OPENING 15TH AUGUST

PLYMOUTH
84 CORNWALL STREET
PLYMOUTH, PL1 1LR
CONTACT: MARTIN
TEL: 0752 254121

READING
UNIT 3, CHEAPSIDE. READING
GAMES NIGHTS:
WED AND THURS TILL 8.00
CONTACT: BOB
TEL: 0734 598693
CHAOS ROADSHOW 29th AUGUST!

SOUTHAMPTON
23 BAST STREET.
SOUTHAMPTON 501 tHG
CONTACT: REES
TEL: 0703 331962

TORQUAY
12 MARKET STREET,
TORQUAY
CLOSED TUESDAY
CONTACT: JASON
TEL: 0803 201036

EAST ANGLIA

CAMBRIDGE
4 QUAYSIDE,
(OFF BRIDGE ST),
CAMBRIDGE
TEL: 0223 313350
CHAOS ROADSHOW 1st AUGUST!

NORWICH
12-14 EXCHANGE STREET,
NORWICH
CONTACT: MARK
TEL:0603 767656

MIDLANDS

BIRMINGHAM
116 CORPORATION STREET,
BIRMINGHAM B4 65X
CONTACT-TED
TEL: 021 236 7880

COVENTRY
14 CITY ARCADE, COVENTRY
CONTACT: RICHARD
TEL: 0203 227311

DERBY
42 SADLER GATE, DERBY DE1 3NL
CONTACT: JiIM
TEL: 0332 371657
CHAOS ROADSHOW 15th AUGUST!

DUDLEY
KIOSK U, UPPER LEVEL,
MERRY HILL CENTRE,
BRIERLEY HILL.
DUDLEY

GAMES NIGHT: THURS TILL 9.00
OPEN 10.00 TILL 8.00 MON - FRI

9.00 TILL 7.00 SAT

TEL: 0384 481818

NEW STORE

. LEICESTER

16/20 SILVER ST, LEICESTER.
CONTACT: DAVE
TEL: 0533 530510

GRAND OPENING 22ND AUGUST

NOTTINGHAM
34a FRIAR LANE,
NOTTINGHAM NG 3DU,
CONTACT: DAVE
TEL: 0602 480651

THE NORTH

CHESTER
112 FOREGATE STREET, CHESTER
CONTACT. WILL
TEL: 0244 311967

HULL
30 PARAGON STREET, HULL
CONTACT: ALAN
TEL: 0482 589576

LEEDS
12-16 CENTRAL ROAD,
LEEDS LS1 6DF.
CONTACT: GARY
TEL: 0532 420834

LIVERPOOL
47 LORD STREET,
LIVERPOOL, L1 4DJ
CONTACT: 1M
TEL: 051 258 1404
CHAOS ROADSHOW 8th AUGUST!

MANCHESTER
UNIT 1, 3 BROWN STREET.
MANCHESTER M4 3AB.
CONTACT: KARL
TEL. 061 832 6863

MIDDLESBROUGH
39 DUNDAS ST,
MIDDLESBROUGH
CONTACT: IAN
TEL: 0642 254091

NEWCASTLE
63 CLAYTON STREET,
NEWCASTLE-UPON-TYNE
CONTACT: AN
TEL: 091 232 2418

PRESTON
15 MILLER ARCADE, PRESTON
CONTACT: SPENCER
TEL: 0772 821855

SHEFFIELD

16 FITZWILLIAM GATE, SHEFFIELD
CONTACT; JOHN
TEL: 0742 750114

NEW STORE

MEADOWHALL

SHEFFIELD
UNIT 91B. HIGH STREET.
UPPER MALL,
MEADOWHALL CENTRE,
SHEFFIELD
OPEN 10.00 TILL 8.00
MON - THU
10.00 TILL 9.00 FRI
9.00 TILL 7.00 SAT
12.00 TILL 4.00 SUN
CONTACT: JOHN
TEL: 0742 569836

YORK
26 GOODRAMGATE,
YORK Y01 2LG
CONTACT: EVAN
TEL: 0904 653575
CHAOS ROADSHOW 22nd AUGUST!

WALES

CARDIFF
29-30, HIGH STREET
CARDIFF. CF1 2DA
CONTACT: RICHARD
TEL: 0222 644917

SCOTLAND

EDINBURGH
136 HIGH ST,
EDINBURGH, EH1 1QS
OPEN SUNDAY 11.00~-5.00
TEL: 031 220 6540

GLASGOW
66 QUEEN ST,
GLASGOW, G1 3DS
CONTACT: ALISDAIR
TEL: 041 226 3762
CHAOS ROADSHOW 5th SEPTEMBER!
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LONDON o’
BECKENHAM ‘

292-294 HIGH ST,

[
BECKENHAM.
KENT, BR3 iDY
TEL: 081 658 8102 .

CENTRAL LONDON
UNIT 10, THE PLAZA,
116-128 OXFORD ST
OPEN 10.00-7.00 MON TO FRI
10.00-7.00 SAT
GAMES NIGHTS: MON TO SAT
CONTACT. ED

TEL: 071 436 0839
CROYDON ‘

UNIT3S, DRUMMOND CENTRE,
KEELEY ROAD,
CROYDON
TEL: 081 680 4600

HAMMERSMITH
1 DALLING ROAD,
HAMMERSMITH,
LONDON, W6 0ID
CONTACT: JOE
TEL: 081 741 3445

HARROW
296 STATION RD, HARROW
CONTACT: JAMIE
TEL: 081 861 2350

GAMES NIGHTS

Every UK Games Workshop store holds
weekly games nights where you can join
in with games of Warhammer 40,000,
Warhammer Fantasy Battle, Space Hulk
and Space Marine.

Games nights are on Thursday evenings
until 8pm. unless noted otherwise.

OPENING TIMES

All UK Games Workshop stores are
open from 10.00am until 6.00pm
Monday to Friday and from 9.30am
until 5.30pm Saturdays
unless otherwise stated.

EWCASTLE

DDLESBROUGH

1

.

EsS WORKSHOP

= USA & CANADA

LOS ANGELES
313 SANTA MONICA BLVD
SANTA MONICA CA 9040F
OPENING HOURS
MONDAY: 12.00 - 8.00
TUESDAY: CLOSED
WED TO SUN: 12.00 - 8.00
GAMES NIGHTS: WED TO SUN
CONTACT: DAVE
TEL: (310) 395 6711

“. BALTIMORE FAIRFAX
‘.0 714 YORK ROAD, FAIR CITY MALL, 9600G MAIN
; TOWSON, STREET
LR MD2t04 FAIRFAX VA 22031

' =" OPENING HOURS OPENING HOURS

* MON TO SAT: 11.00~7.30
* SUNDAY: 12.00-6.00
" TUESDAY: CLOSED
'+, CONTACT: CRAIG

-+ TBL (410) 821 5444

COLLEGE PARK

MON TOFRI' 1130-7.30
SATURDAY: 11.00-9.00
SUNDAY: 12.00 - 6.00
GAMES NIGHTS: EVERY NIGHT
CONTACT: OWEN
TEL: (410) 503 9284

UNIVERSITY OF MARYLAND PHILADELPHIA
LEHIGH ROAD 424 SOUTH STREET
COLLEGE PARK PHILADELPHIA PA 19147

MD 20740 OPENING HOURS
OPENING HOURS MONDAY: 12.00 ~8.00

MONDAY: 11.00-7.00
TUESDAY: CLOSED
WED TOFRI 11.00-7.00

SATURDAY" 11.00 - 8.00 SUNDAY: 12.00 - 6.00
SUNDAY. 12.00-6.00 GAMES NIGHTS: WED TO SUN
CONTACT: JEREMY CONTACT: JOE

TEL. (301) 864 5668 TEL. (215) 829 0554

TUESDAY: CLOSED
WED TO FRI 1200-8.00
SATURDAY: 11.00-9.00

VANCOUVER
205 CARRALL STREET
VANCOUVER
BRITISH COLUMBIA
V6B 22
OPENING HOURS
MON TO SAT: 12.00 -8.00
SUNDAY: 12.00- 6.00
GAMES NIGHTS: EVERY NIGHT
CONTACT: GROFF
TEL: (604) 685 8823

TORONTO
331 QUEEEN STREET WEST
TORONTO.
ONTARIO
M5V 244
OPENING HOURS
MON TO SAT. 10.00~-7.00
SUNDAY: 11.00-6.00
GAMES NIGHTS: EVERY NIGHT
CONTACT: LOGAN
TEL: (416) 595 1159

SANVO o STHOLS dOHSHHOM SINVO » SIHOLS dOHSHHOM SINVO

STORES » GAMES WORKSHOP STORES »



Captain Gabriel glanced quickly at his scanner. The glowing screen showed three red blips
moving in quickly from the east and two stationary blips somewhere dead ahead. Sliding back the
portal, he raised his armoured power fist and motioned to the four Space Marines that made up
the rest of his squad. His words of command echoed through the comlinks in their Terminator

armour. “Squad Gabriel advance! Fire at will!”

The crowds at the Golden Demon Awards were stunned by Electronic Arts’ brilliant
demonstration Space Hulk computer game. For all the Space Hulk gamers who haven’t
seen it yet, we asked Electronic Arts’ Kevin Shrapnell to provide us with some screen shots
and a brief background to the development of the game. Space Hulk should be out on
Amiga and PC formats at the end of the year, and on the basis of what we’ve seen already,

we can’t wait.

briefing.

After selecting a mission, the Imperial C der gives you a missi

“From the first time we saw Space Hulk we knew that we
wanted to do a computer version of the game. The struggle to
the death in the corridors and rooms of an alien craft coupled
with the rich background of the Warhammer 40,000 universe
seemed to just lend itself to the kind of real-time strategy
games we like to produce.

Games Workshop were very keen for us to have a go at
producing the game, and over the next few months we made a
number of visits to the Design Studio to talk to the people there
about the best way to capture all of the tension and excitement
of a miniatures based game system on a computer screen.
Although we’d produced lots of games before, this was the
first time we’d tried a conversion of this kind. The Games
Workshop designers clearly understood how to put exciting
games together but weren’t exactly sure what could and
couldn’t be done with computers. It was out of this kind of
exchange of ideas that the Space Hulk project grew.

Bringing a game like Space Hulk to the computer is not as easy
as it may seem. First of all you have to thoroughly understand
every aspect of the gameplay, and this involved playing
endless games of Space Hulk. Fortunately this was no problem
as Space Hulk is such a great game and having once acquired
the habit, many of Electronic Arts programmers are now
having trouble giving it up!

The next step was to create a detailed list of every element of
the board game and figure out how the various game factors
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could be presented on a computer. When you are actually
playing the miniatures game, this seems like a simple process.
You can see the board with the corridors and passages and you
just pick up the models, count off the action points and move
them to their new positions. If you want to do any special
actions such as overwatch then you just place a counter by the
model. Combat is simply resolved by rolling dice.

In a computer game, the process is far more complex. Not only
do you have to create programming routines to enable the
player to tell the computer what you want to do, but the
computer must also be able to give the players visual
information on what is happening in the game. In Space Hulk,
you control a squad of five Space Marines, and at any moment
in the game you have to be able to specify who you’re
ordering, what you want them to do and in what order you
want them to do it!

The tactical map showing the c d icons for giving orders to your squad.

Not only that, but all of this must be achieved in a way that’s
simple to use and doesn’t interfere with the flow of the game.
We think we’ve achieved this in Space Hulk by using a series
of symbols or icons, each of which represents a possible action
such as move forward, turn right, fire weapon etc. By pointing
and clicking with a mouse or joystick, the player can rapidly
give orders to his squad and then watch them move into action.

The key difference in the gameplay between the board vérsion
and the computer is the way in which time is handled. In the
miniatures game, the Space Marine player is kept under
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Space Marine weapons. In the p version you always play the Space
Marines, the computer controls the Genestealers.

pressure by having only two or three minutes in which to
prepare and implement his moves. When we started to work
with ideas for the game, we thought about allowing the game
to proceed in turns but felt that this really wasn’t using the
technology to its full potential.

One of the things that computers do well is process large
amounts of information simultaneously, thus allowing you to
give orders to your forces at the same time as the computer is
controlling the Genestealers. Computer games call this real-
time because as in real life, time doesn’t stop for you to make
decisions. As a result the action becomes fast and furious and
the whole experience more becomes terrifyingly real, calling
for quick reflexes and a steady nerve.

Main screen: as you look back down the corridor, you see a brother Space
Marine covering your rear.

In an arcade style game it’s easy to play in real-time as you
usually only have to control one person or character. However,
in a strategy game such as Space Hulk, you command between
five and ten Space Marines, each one of which can and should
act independently. Not surprisingly, we decided that to make
the player plan his strategy, give orders, and fire the weapons
for his entire squad in real-time is asking a bit much.

To get round this problem, we came up with an ingenious
compromise: in a staggered form of real-time that we call
Jfreeze time. This means you can pause the game to give orders
to all of your Space Marines before returning to the action.
However there’s a catch, freeze time can run out! As you play
in real time, you earn “freeze time”. When you pause the
game, freeze time ticks away. If you run out of freeze time
completely, then the game automatically switches back to real
time. At this point, the game becomes very nasty as the
computer controlled Genestealers can move extremely quickly
and show no mercy.

SPACE HULK

Computers are also extremely good at creating the kind of
special effects that you get in films but might miss in a board
game. We realised that rather than just setting up the computer
screen as a 3D version of the boardgame, we wanted the player
to feel as though he’d become a Space Marine, moving into the
dark and terrifying depths of the Space Hulk. As you can see
from the screen shots, in addition to viewing a tactical map,
you can switch to a viewpoint through the eyes of each one of
your squad of Space Marines. You actually get to see the
rooms and corridors and feel the terror as you see a horde of
Genestealers running down the corridor towards you. When
you are controlling a Space Marine on the main screen, you
can also aim and fire his weapons and watch the Genestealers
crumple in a pool of gore.

It looks bad for the Imperium as the Genestealers move in for the kill,

Like the Games Workshop game, Space Hulk will come with a
range of missions. Some of them are adaptations of the
missions that come with the original game and others have
been specially created for the computer. There is also a
complete “Deathwing” campaign.

It’s important to note that these are still “work in progress”
screen shots and that the final version will undoubtedly
undergo changes and improvements. In the final version,
special sound effects such as digitised comlink transmissions,
gunfire and explosions as well as background noises of
dripping water, distant movements and groans will also add to
the atmosphere of the game.

While most of the game is now working, the graphics and
sound are still being produced and perfected. The whole thing
must then be tested for game balance and playability and any
adjustments made ready for release on Amiga and PC formats
at the end of the year.”

A close-up view of a Genestealer — probably the lst thing you'll ever see! The
blacked out screen indicates that one of your squad members is down.
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COMMISSAR YARRICK AND WARLORD
GHAZGHKULL MAG URUK THRAKA

By Jervis Johnson

The two main characters in Games Workshop’s latest game - the Battle for
Armageddon - are Imperial Commissar Yarrick and Ork Warlord Ghazghkull
Thraka. Inspired by the game’s background, Citadel designers Jes Goodwin and
Kevin Adams have created special character miniatures for these mighty warriors.
In this article, Jervis Johnson provides rules for including Yarrick and Ghazghkull

_in your Warhammer 40,000 and Space Marine armies.

GHAZGHKULL MAG URUK THRAKA,
MIGHTY ORK WARLORD AND LEADER OF
THE WAAARGH!

“He was an avalanche from an unexpected quarter. He
was a thunderbolt from a clear sky”
Commissar Yarrick, on Ghazghkull Thraka

Ghazghkull Mag Uruk Thraka started his career as a common
Ork trooper on the backwater planet of Urk. During the course
of a raid a bolter shell pulped a large area of his cranium and
he suffered extensive brain damage. An Ork painboy called
Dok Grotsnik replaced part of his cerebellum with a bionic
device. It may be that this device somehow triggered latent
psychic powers or it may be that Ghazghkull simply suffered
from delusions, but, for whatever reason, he claimed to be in
contact with the Ork deities Gork and Mork.

Some dark power certainly favoured him, for his rise to
prominence among the Orks of Urk was meteoric. He swiftly
fought his way through the ranks till he achieved the position
of supreme planetary boss. Orks are simple, brutal creatures,
respecting little other than courage and battle prowess. It
cannot be doubted that Ghazghkull possessed both these
qualities in abundance. In addition he had something most
Orks lack: he had vision. He stirred the Orks with
impassioned speeches telling them that it was their mission to
congquer the galaxy, to force all others to bow before them and
pay tribute. He gave them a common purpose and an
overwhelming sense of destiny. All this might of come to
nought had not Urk’s sun started to flicker and die.
Ghazghkull told the Orks that this was a sign from the Gork
that the time had come to launch the Waaargh! Those who
wanted to join the great crusade would follow Ghazghkull.
Those who wished to disobey their gods would die. To an Ork
they chose to follow Ghazghkull. They would conquer the
galaxy or die in the attempt!
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The first Imperial planet to be attacked by Ghazghkull’s
hordes was the hive world Armageddon. The full story of the
cataclysmic conflict that ensued can be found in the Games
Workshop game of the same name, but for the moment suffice
to say that Ghazghkull's hordes were defeated and he was
presumed killed. However, it is now known that he managed
to escape, and is at large within the Imperium. He is rumoured
to have been spotted at over half a dozen battles fought in
recent months, lending his support to local Ork Warbosses in
return for pledges of their support for him in the future. The
galaxy has not heard the last of Ghazghkull Thraka!

In battie Ghazghkull is a masterly opportunist and a great
tactician, ever ready to exploit any weakness an opponent
might present. His only real flaw as a commander is his
respect for a particularly courageous or cunning opponent and
he has often been known to spare their lives and offer them
positions in his retinue. Once combat is joined Ghazghkull
will always be found in the thick of the fighting, roaming the
battlefield in his highly mobile battlewagon so that he can
ensure that everything is going according to “da plan”, joining
in the fighting at a critical moment, and then moving on
quickly to the next crisis point. In close combat Ghazghkull is
a truly awesome opponent, gunning down his enemies with
his specially kustomised kombi-weapon and demonstrating
the devastating effects of his stainless steel skull when the
fighting gets ‘up close and personal’.

GHAZGHKULL IN WARHAMMER 40,000

Ghazghkull may be included in any Warhammer 40,000 Ork
army at a cost of 250 points. Ghazghkull wears a specially
modified suit of power armour which confers a saving throw
of 3, 4, 5 or 6 on a D6. He is armed with a chain sword, a
kustom kombi-weapon with two barrels - a kustomised
meltagun and kustomised bolter - and 3 grenades generated at
random from the random grenade tables in ‘Ere We Go’ or
‘Freebooters’. The characteristics for all of these weapons,
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apart from the grenades, are included below. Note that they
are somewhat different to the standard characteristics for a
normal weapon of the same type.

Ghazghkull’s steel skull seems to act as a strange form of
communications device with the Ork gods that live in the
Warp. Once per game he may call on these gods to invoke the
power of the Waaargh! He may do this at any time, including
his opponent’s turn. As soon as this is declared, any routing
Ork units immediately rally. As long as the effect continues
Ghazghkull is immune to any damage — he cannot be harmed
in any way at all — and all of the Orks on the table (including
Ghazghkull himself) receive a +1 modifier to hit in hand to
hand combat. However, the Orks are far too excited to aim
very carefully and so suffer a -1 to hit modifier with any
ranged weapons. The effect lasts for the rest of the turn and all

GHAZGHKULL MAG URUK THRAKA

YARRICK AND GHAZGHKULL

of the next turn, and then fades away and all of the Orks return
to normal.

Ghazghkull’s steel skull also allows him to deliver a truly
awesome head butt! He may head butt an opponent in close
combat instead of making a normal attack. If he does this then
he may only roll one dice in the close combat he can’t use his
power sword to parry. If he wins he only scores 1 hit, no
matter what the margin between his own and his opponent’s
score. The head butt has a strength of 10 and a -4 saving throw
modifier, and causes 1D3 wounds. In addition to any damage
the victim (or his dead body...) is hurled back a number of
inches equal to the number of wounds suffered, only stopping
if it collides with something. In the case of a collision both the
victim and the thing crashed into take a strength 3 hit which
will cause 1 wound.

Model M WS BS S w I A Ld Save
Ghazghkull 4 6 6 4 4 5 3 10 3+

Range To Hit Strength Damage SaveMod Armour Pen Special Rules
Weapon Short Long Short Long
Kustom Meltagun 0-6  6-24  +1 0 8 1D12 -4 D12+4D6+8 Kustom Meltagun
Kustom Bolter  0-12  12-24 +1 0 5 1 -1 D6+5 Sustained Fire
Power Sword  Close Combat - 5 1 -3 D6+5 May be used to parry
Head Butt Close Combat - 10 1D3 -4 D6+D3+10 See special rules above.

MAKARI, GHAZGHKULL’S BANNER BEARER

Makari has been Ghazghkull’s banner-bearer for longer than
either can remember, and now Ghazghkull would feel quite
lost without the pointy-headed little chap. Makari can be
included in any Ork army that also includes Ghazghkull at no
extra cost in points. He must attempt to remain within 2 of
Ghazghkull at all times. Makari doesn’t carry any weapons.

The main reason for Makari’s longevity is his quite
extraordinary good luck. The number of times bolter shells
have been deflected by medals, grenades landing at his feet
proved duds, or attackers have slipped on a patch of oil is
legendary. Makari’s incredible good luck is represented by a
special saving throw of 2+, which is never modified for any
reason, and which he gets against any and all damage that he
suffers for whatever reason. Such is Makari’s reputation that
any Gretchin feel that little bit safer while he is around. As
long as he is alive and holding Ghazghkull’s banner aloft then
any Gretchin within 24” that have a line of sight to the banner
may reroll any tests that cause them to rout. If Makari should
be killed then Ghazghkull will be extremely upset and will
immediately call on the power of the Waaargh! if he has not
used it already in the game.

A Ld Save
1

Model M WSBS S T W I
3 31 2 7 2+

Makari 4 2 3

GHAZGHKULL’S BATTLEWAGON AND RETINUE

Ghazghkull often rides into battle on his battlewagon
accompanied by his personal retinue. If Ghazghkull is
included in your army you may take a battlewagon for him to
ride around in for free. You may also include a Goff
Warboss’s retinue chosen from the Goff army list in "Ere We
Go. Note that you must pay the points for the retinue; you
don’t get them for free!
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YARRICK AND GHAZGHKULL

GHAZGHKULL IN SPACE MARINE

Ghazghkull may be included in any Epic scale Ork army by
using the new Special Card printed below. He should be
represented in the same way as a Warboss or Warlord stand
(see page 40 of the Space Marine rules). An example of the
banner used for the new Warhammer 40,000 Ghazghkull
miniature is included in ‘Eavy Metal, and simply making a
reduced size photo copy will provide you with an excellent
Epic scale banner for your Ghazghkuil stand.

Ghazghkull and his retinue are counted as a command unit
and so never have to be given orders and never have to check
morale, even if broken. Ghazghkull and his retinue can give
orders to other Ork units that are within 10cm in the same way
as any other Ork command unit. In addition, any Ork units
within 25cm of Ghazghkull’s stand may add +1 to any morale
rolls they have to make.

Once per game Ghazghkull may invoke the power of the
Waaargh! As soon as this is declared any broken Ork units
immediately rally, and for the remainder of the turn
Ghazghkull is immune to any damage and all Orks roll an
extra dice in close combat. However, the Orks are far too
excited to aim very carefully and so suffer a -1 to hit modifier
with any ranged weapons. The effect lasts for one turn, and
then fades away and all of the Orks return to normal.

Ghazghkull is very tough and is protected by an excellent suit
of extra-special power armour. To represent this, Ghazghkull
has an armour saving throw of 4, 5 or 6 on a D6. Furthermore,
because of the special nature of his armour, as well as the
benefit of small size and agility, the save never drops below 4,
5 or 6, so even a hit from a volcano cannon, tempest laser or
other powerful weapon can be saved on 4 or more.

Weapon

Troop Type Move | Saving | CAF Weapons Range | Attack Roll to Target's | Notes
Throw Dice Hit Save Mod.
Ghazghkull Thraka 10cm 4+ +8 |Kustom Kombi | 25cm 2 4+ 2 May use the power of

Waaargh! (see above)
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COMMISSAR YARRICK, DEFENDER OF
HADES HIVE AND HERO OF THE IMPERIUM

“There will be no retreat from Hades Hive.
We will fight to the end.”

Commissar Yarrick was an old man when the siege of Hades
hive began. He had a long career of distinguished service in
the Planetary Defence Force behind him and was scheduled
for retirement at the Feast of the Ascension. Yarrick had a
reputation for being utterly loyal to the Imperium and an
inspiring leader of men. In his youth he had learned the
language of the Orks from a captured Ork raider and he was
an expert on the way the Ork mind worked. A better leader
than Herman Von Strab - Imperial Overlord of Armageddon -
would have paid more attention to what he said, but instead
Von Strab grew angry with the old man for daring to
contradict his views of what the Orks planned to do and
banished him to Hades Hive. As it turned out this was one of
the few wise decisions that Von Strab made during the
campaign.

The Ork attack on Armageddon Secundus shattered the
Imperial front line and destroyed most of the Imperial army.
Everywhere Imperial forces were in retreat, and hive after
hive fell. But then the Orks reached Hades hive, and here
Commissar Yarrick supervised the defences. The siege of
Hades hive began with a mammoth Ork assault led by
Warlord Ugulhard of the Snakebites clan. Outnumbered three
to one, the Imperial defenders were being beaten back, and
everywhere ferocious hand to hand fights took place between
Ork and Human.

At this vital moment Ugulhard and Yarrick met. With a
mighty roar the Ork Warboss threw himself at Yarrick. his
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battle claw snickered and snapped, and Yarrick’s right arm
was torn off at the elbow. But Ugulhard’s bellow of triumph
quickly turned to a scream of horror. Ignoring pain so intense
that any normal man would have passed out instantly, Yarrick
swung his chainsword and with one slice lopped off
Ugulhard’s head. The Ork’s body stood upright for a moment,
fountaining green blood, and then crashed to the ground.
Yarrick calmly bent down, pulled the power claw from the
Ork’s body, and held it above his head in triumph. For a
moment a hush fell over the battlefield. Then with a huge
cheer the Imperial troops crashed into the stunned Orks and
hurled them back. Only once he was sure that Hades had been
saved did Yarrick allow himself to pass out.

ZeF

The events of that day gave Yarrick a terrifying reputation
among the Orks, and he was to become one of the very few
humans that ever inspired fear (or something like fear) in that
warlike and brutal race. It was a commonly held Ork belief
that Yarrick could not be killed, and that he had the ‘evil eye’
which could kill an Ork with a glance. Yarrick understood
Ork psychology well, and played on these primitive fears. He
kept Ugulhard’s battle claw and had it specially modified so
that he could use it. Whenever he entered battle he wore the
battle claw, and it quickly became a symbol that inspired fear
in the Ork attackers and steadfastness in the Imperial
defenders. He even had his own left eye modified with a
special bionic implant that could fire a powerful pulse of laser
energy. If the Orks thought he had the evil eye then, by the
Emperor, an evil eye he would have!

For six months the defenders of Hades Hive held out. Who
knows what feats of heroism and horror took place in that
place, at that time? Those who survived do not talk much
about it, save to praise the bravery of Yarrick. In those dark
days he seemed to be everywhere, raising the spirits of a
people with his own unquenchable belief in vltimate victory.
Amazingly he welded together a ragtag army capable of
standing off the invaders. The time they bought in blood and
death allowed fresh Imperial forces, including three chapters
of Space Marines, to arrive and turn the tide against the Orks.
Even as the final assault on Hades began a relief force headed
by the Salamanders, Blood Angels and Ultra-Marines raced in
an effort to relieve the hive. But tragically, just as the Space
Marines broke through the Ork lines, Hades fell. Commissar
Yarrick was one of the few survivors. His terribly wounded
body was found in the ruins, dozens of Ork bodies heaped at
his feet.

It took Yarrick many months to recover from his wounds, and
by the time he had done so the Battle For Armageddon was
over. At last he was able to retire, and for a brief period he
was able to find some peace tending the small garden that was
the only luxury he allowed himself. Even so, he was deeply
troubled by the memories of what had happened at Hades
hive, and nearly every night he woke screaming from
nightmares spawned by those terrible times. But then the
news of Ghazghkull’s survival reached him. It is said that the
look of fury and hatred that crossed his face was so terrible
that the messenger cowered and grovelled before him, fearing
for his own life. But Yarrick’s hatred was reserved for one
being, and one only, Ghazghkull. Spinning on his heel he
ordered his valet to bring his famous black uniform and battle
claw. Yarrick was coming out of retirement, and he would not
rest until he had avenged the brave defenders of Hades hive
by spilling the life blood of Ghazghkull Thraka...

YARRICK AND GHAZGHKULL

COMMISSAR YARRICK
IN WARHAMMER 40,000

Yarrick may be included in any Warhammer 40,000 Imperial
Guard army at a cost of 250 points. He is armed with a battle
claw, a specially modified storm bolter which has a strength
of 5 rather than 4, and two grenades generated at random from
the tables in the Imperial Guard army list in the Warhammer
40,000 Compendium. As described above, Yarrick had his
left eye replaced with a special bionic implant. The implant
may be used at the start of any combat phase to attack one
opponent who is engaged by Yarrick in hand to hand combat.
The attack automatically hits, has a strength of 4 and a -1
saving throw modifier. Yarrick wears mesh armour under his
uniform which confers a saving roll of 5 or 6 on an D6, and
he has a refractor field which reduces the strength of any
attack that hits him by 1D6 points.

As we have described above, Yarrick became a highly
inspirational figure and his presence of the battlefield has a
highly beneficial effect on the morale of any Imperial Guard
troops. To represent this, any Imperial Guard units that have a
line of sight to his model will automatically pass any rout tests
or panic tests that they are called to take - as long as at least
one model in the unit can see Yarrick you don’t even have to
bother rolling the dice! In addition, the presence of Yarrick
will strike fear into the hearts of any Orks. Any Ork unit that
is charged by Yarrick must immediately take a rout test or
rout away in terror. In addition, if Yarrick’s ‘evil eye’ attack
kills an Ork model then any other Ork units within 12" and
with a line of sight must take a rout test.

Yarrick has tremendous willpower, ignoring wounds that
would disable another man. To represent this, do not remove
Yarrick when his wounds are reduced to 0. Instead, roll once
on the wound table to see what damage Yarrick suffered. Note
that you only roll once on the table, no matter how much
damage Yarrick took from the attack. However, if Yarrick
takes damage again in the same turn you do have to roll on the
table again.

D6 Result Effect

1-2 Superficial Wound  It’s only a scratch - Yarrick
carries on as normal.

34 Light Wound Yarrick suffers a -1 penalty
to both his weapon skill &
ballistic skill for the rest of

the game.

Yarrick suffers a -2 penalty
to his weapon skill &
ballistic skill. In addition his
movement rate is reduced
by 1 point.

5 Serious Wound

6 Critical Wound Out of game. Remove model

as casualty.

If any of Yarrick’s characteristics are reduced to 0, then he
collapses from loss of blood and is removed from play as a
casualty. Assuming that Yarrick does not suffer a critical
wound or pass out, then his wounds characteristic is restored
to 1 point. As an example of how this works, assume that
Yarrick has been hit by a lascannon which causes 7 wounds.
This (not surprisingly!) reduces Yarrick’s wounds
characteristic to 0, so the player who made the attack gets to
roll to see how badly Yarrick has been hurt. Luckily for
Yarrick the player only rolls a 1. This is just a superficial
wound, which means that Yarrick carries on as normal and
has his wounds characteristic restored to 1 point.
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~ COMMISSAR YARRICK AND WARLORD GHAZGHKULL

WARHAMMER 40,000 PERSONALITY MINIATURES

N COMMISSAR YARRICK

Commissar Yarrick was an old man when the siege of Hades Hive began.
He had a long career of distinguished service in the Planetary Defence
Force behind him and was scheduled for retirement on the Feast of the
Ascension. Yarrick had a reputation for being utterly loyal to the
Imperium and an inspiring leader of men. ‘

@ HiH
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COMMISSAR
YARRICK’S
PERSONAL |
IMPERIAL COMMISSAR YARRICK BACK BANNER : |
HIS PERSONAL BACK BANNER TELLS R, A el
THE STORY OF THE LOSS OF HIS ARM :
S e R B RoariE

WARLORD
GHAZGHKULL THRAKA

Ghazghkull Thraka had half his
head blown off by an enemy .
bolter shell and was lucky enough
to have his brain rebuilt by a
talented painboy called Dok
Grotsnik. The bionik device
activated Ghazghkuil’s latent
psychic powers, and he became an
Ork with a mission, convinced he
was in communication with the
Ork deities Gork and Mork.
Ghazghkuoll saw himself as the
leader of a great crusade for
Orkishness across the universe.
He was a masterly opportunist and
a great tactician, ever ready to

~ exploit any weakness an opponent  WARLORD GHAZGHKULL THRAKA WITH PERSONAL BACK BANNER AND |
SRRt e, GRETCHIN SERVANT CARRYING GHAZGHKULL'’S BOSSPOLE.




Imperial Commissar Yarrick and
Ork Warlord Ghazghkull Mag Uruk Thraka

The main characters in the Games Workshop’s newest game —
The Battle for Armageddon — are Imperial Commissar
Yarrick and Ork Warlord Ghazghkull Thraka. Inspired by the
game’s background, Citadel miniature designers Jes Goodwin
and Kevin Adams have created two very special personality
models of Ghazghkull and Yarrick. As you can see, these
really are stunning miniatures, covered with elaborate
attention to detail. Jes and Kevin enjoyed designing the
models so much that they can’t wait to do some more and we
hope that these will be the first in a series of special
Warhammer personality miniatures. Elsewhere in this issue
you will find full rules, statistics and epic armycards for the
miniatures so that you can use them in your games of
Warhammer 40,000 and Space Marine.

As with any other miniature, the first thing to do before you
start painting is clean up and assemble your model. Both
miniatures were glued onto their bases with superglue and
Yarrick’s backpack and banner pole were also attached to the
model in the same way. Once the miniatures are secure on
their bases, use a sharp craft knife or needle file to gently
remove any flash or mould lines on the castings. Be careful
when you do this, as with so much fine detail on the models
it’s only too easy to make a slip and damage the miniature.

Once the models have been cleaned up, they are ready for
undercoating. Yarrick and Makari, Ghazghkull’s Gretchin
standard bearer, were sprayed with white undercoat. As
Ghazghkull is a Goff and was going to end up mainly black, I
decided to give him a black undercoat.

COMMISSAR YARRICK

The standard uniform for Commissars is black and so this
would be the basic colour for most of Yarrick’s clothes. The
other large areas on the model are the breast plate and the huge
Ork power claw. Whenever you are painting large areas of
black on a model, it’s fairly essential to create a contrast with
a bright colour to avoid making the model look too dull. In
this case I decided to paint most of the edging and piping on
Yarrick’s uniform in a bright golden yellow colour. This was a
mix of Sunburst Yellow and Hobgoblin Orange which I
highlighted with Skull White. I also used bright red on some
of the uniform details such as the cuffs, cap front and his
honour sash.

By far the most dominant feature of the miniature is Yarrick’s
power claw. Yarrick took this from the same Ork that cut off
his right arm. The skull of the Ork now decorates the top of his
banner pole! To make it really stand out and to give it the
feeling of a natural crab claw, I painted it in a bright blend of
yellow and deep red paint. This was achieved by first painting
the whole claw with Sunburst Yellow. When this was dry it

acted as an undercoat for the top colours. The next step was to.

mix a little Go Fasta Red in with the yellow to produce a
deeper tone. This was then thinned down with a little water
and applied to the claw starting from just below the tip. The
whole process is then repeated over and over again. Each time
a little more red is added and the deeper shade is painted
slightly further down the claw. The more colours you use
when doing this, the subtler the finished effect will be.

The white breast plate is another striking feature of
Commissar Yarrick’s uniform. I gave this a base coat of EIf
Grey and highlighted it with Skull White. When it was
finished, I carefully outlined the whole thing with Chaos
Black to make it really stand out. To give the whole model a
feeling of baroque richness and antiquity I painted in areas of
intricate detail on the gun, bayonet and uniform cuffs. The
bayonet was first painted Chaos Black and fine swirling lines
of Skull White were overlaid on this. When the white was
thoroughly dry, the whole blade was given several thin glazes
of Yellow Ink to give it a rich golden sheen. The cuff was
painted first painted red and then fine lines of deep red were
painted over it to create a similar effect.

WARLORD GHAZGHKULL

The model of Goff Warlord Ghazghull Thraka reflects his
status as the leader of the Waa Ork on Armageddon. Basically
he is the biggest, toughest, fiercest Ork theré is! The miniature
is so covered in intricate detail it was difficult to know where
to start painting. The black undercoat helps, as it provides
plenty of the deep shading allowing the detail to be easily
picked out. With Ghazghkull I literally started from the feet
and worked up. Most areas were painted in the classic Goff
colours of black and red, with bone and gold used as contrasts.
The huge homns are a dominant feature of the model and were
painted in a similar way to the claw on Commissar Yarrick,
but fading from red to black instead of yellow to red. When
you are blending colours together it is usually best to paint the
whole area in the lightest colour and then blend in the darker.
In this case the horns were first painted Blood Red and then a
little Chaos Black was added and painted onto the model.

To get a rusty and well worn effect on the kustom Meltagun I
first painted Chainmail over the black undercoat and then
lightly drybrushed it with Mithril Silver. When this was dry
several thin washes of Brown and Blue ink were applied to
tone it all down. To contrast with this the gun barrel was
painted bright red.

In contrast to the other two miniatures, Ghazghull’s Gretchin
standard bearer was fairly quick and easy to paint. The flesh
areas were given a base coat of Goblin Green highlighted with
Bad Moon Yellow and Skull White. A realistic effect was
achieved by shading the horns on the helmet from white to
dark brown.

BANNERS

All the banners shown on the miniatures have been printed
here in colour for you to cut out and use on your miniatures

. and in black and white, for you to paint in your own colours.

Commissar Yarrick’s banner shows his struggle and heroic
victory over the Ork Warlord to whom he lost his arm.
Ghazghkull’s banner is rendered in stylized Ork pictograms
and shows him as a mighty Ork destroying his foes and
leading the Ork conquest of space. The boss pole shows the
Goff clan symbol and his family backplate design, along with
the Ork glyphs which read — ‘Deadly Ork Boss leads many
mighty Warbands’
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YARRICK AND GHAZGHKULL

Model M WS BS S T

Commissar Yarrick 4 6 6 4 4
Range To Hit

Weapon Short Long Short Long

Storm Bolter 0-12  12-24 +1 0 5

Power Claw Close Combat -

Evil Eye Close Combat Auto 4

COMMISSAR YARRICK IN SPACE MARINE

Yarrick may be included in any Epic scale Imperial Guard
army by using the new Special Card printed below. He should
be represented in the same way as a Commissar stand (see
page 57 of the Armies of the Imperium rules). An example of
the banner used for the new Warhammer 40,000 Yarrick
miniature is included in "Eavy Metal, and simply making a
reduced size photo copy will provide you with-an excellent
Epic scale banner for your Yarrick stand.

Yarrick plus his attendant Rhino are counted as a command
unit and so never have to be given orders and never have to
check morale, even if broken. Yarrick can give move to
within 6cm of any Imperial Guard unit and give them orders
in the same way as any other Commissar. In addition, any
Imperial Guard units that can see Yarrick’s stand

IMPERIAL COMMISSAR YARRICK

Strength Damage Save Mod Armour Pen

w 1 A Ld Save
3 6 3 10 5+
Special Rules

1 -1 1D6+4 Sustained Fire
1D6 -5 2D6+8
1 -1 1D6+4  See special rules above.

automatically pass any morale rolls that they are called to
take, including broken units that are on fall back orders and
that are attempting to rally.

Any Ork units that are attacked by Yarrick in close combat
must take a morale test. If the Orks fail the test then they go
onto fall back orders and suffer a -2 penalty to their close
assault factor. See the main Space Marine rule book for
details of the fall back rule.

Yarrick is extremely tough, ignoring wounds that would have
killed a lesser man. To represent this, Yarrick has an armour
saving throw of 3, 4, 5 or 6 on a D6. Furthermore, because of
the special nature of this saving roll, as well as the benefit of
small size and agility, the save never drops below 3, 4, 5 or 6,
so even a hit from a volcano cannon, tempest laser or other
powerful weapon can be saved on 3 or more.

Troop Type Move | Saving | CAF Weapons Range | Attack | Rollto | Target’s | Notes
Throw Dice Hit Save Mod.
Commissar Yarrick 10cm 3+ +8 Storm Bolter 25cm 2 4+ 0 See above

o «; 4 SATAVANL '_'_-’l‘!:llff_'; 5! ?f |

i

WD2o




GHAZGHKULL AND YARRICK EPIC CARDS
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COMMISSAR YARRICK AND ORK WARLORD GHAZGHKULL THRAKA
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GHAZGHKULL AND YARRICK EPIC CARDS

SPECIAL CARD

GHAZGHKULL THRAKA

Ghazghkull Thraka is one of the greatest Ork Warlords of all
time. He and his retinue are represented by a single unit
consisting of Ghazghkull’s stand and 5 Nobz stands with 2
Battlewagons. A Battlewagon can carry up to 3 stands.

POINTS VALUE 350

GHAZGHKULL THRAKA

Ghazghkull and his retinue form a single command unit and so
do not need orders and never check morale. Any Ork units
within 25cm of Ghazghull’s stand may add +1 to any morale
rolls that they have to make.

Once per game Ghazghkull may invoke the power of the
Waaargh! The Waaargh makes Ghazghkull immune to any
damage, all Orks on the table suffer a -1 modifier to hit them
with ranged fire and all Orks roll an extra dice in close combat.
The Waaargh lasts for one turn and then fades away and all of
the Orks return to normal.

Thanks to his special armour and the benefits of relatively
small size compared to a vehicle Ghazghkull’s armour saving
throw never drops below 4+ on a D6.

BREAK POINT: Ghazghkull’s unit is only ever broken if
Ghazghkull is killed; the unit cannot be broken by the
destruction of the accompanying retinue.

AT
it e

VICTORY POINTS 4
Your opponent gains 4 VPs when Ghazghkull is killed.

ooa
Qoo
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| SPECIAL CARD

COMMISSAR YARRICK

Commissar Yarrick is one of the bravest hero’s in the
Imperium. He is represented by a single unit consisting of a
Commissar stand and a Rhino.

' POINTS VALUE 150

COMMISSAR YARRICK

Yarrick plus his attendent Rhino are counted as a command
unit and so never have to be given orders and never have to
check morale.

Yarrick can give orders to any Imperial Guard unit within
6cms. Any Imperial Guard units that can see Yarrick’s stand
automatically pass any morale rolls.

Any Ork units that are attacked by Yarrick in close combat
must take a morale test to avoid going onto fall back orders.
Yarrick has a fixed armour saving throw of 3,4,5 or 6 on a D6.
The saving throw never drops below this score.

BREAK POINT: Yarrick’s unit is only ever broken if
Yarrick is killed; the unit cannot be broken by the destruction
of the accompanying Rhino.

VICTORY POINTS 2
Your opponent gains 2 VPs when Yarrick is killed.

© Copyright Games Workshop Ltd, 1992 All rights reserved.
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GAMES DAY 92

SUNDAY 27th SEPTEMBER, The Pavilion, Birmingham NEC.

e

This year’s Games Day will be bigger and better than ever!

* More participation games than ever before! ¢ Spectacular exhibition games of Warhammer Fantasy Battle,
Warhammer 40,000 and Space Marine » Meet Games Workshop’s games designers and artists * Special events
all day long ¢ Amazing displays of original Games Workshop artwork °
» Thousands of superbly painted Citadel Miniatures to see ¢
Entry to Games Day *92 will be by ticket only. There will be no ticket sales on the day —
you must buy your ticket in advance! Tickets £5, available NOW from Games

Workshop stores or post free from Games Workshop Mail Order (0773 713213).

Special Games Day coaches will be running to the NEC from your local Games Workshop store. Please ask your shop manager for details.
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SKAVEN’S CLA
By Bill King

a Gotrek Gurnisson is a Troll Slayer, a Dwarf sworn to seek heroic death for some never-to-be-
, mentioned disgrace. Felix Jaeger is the former poet and political agitator who Gotrek rescued
from under the hooves of the Emperor’s cavalry during the great tax riots in Altdorf. After a ‘
mammoth night’s drinking Felix discovered that he was sworn to follow Gotrek and record his }
doom in an epic poem. Bound by his oath, he has followed the Troll Slayer’s ill fated quest across

the kingdoms of the Old World. After many bizarre adventures, they have fallen on hard times in
the city-state of Nuln...

Felix and Gotrek’s earlier adventures can be found in the anthologies: Ignorant Armies, Wolf
Riders and Red Thirst, all available from GW Books.
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“ tuck in a sewer, hunting goblins. What a
life,” muttered Felix Jaeger with feeling. He
cursed all the Gods roundly. In his time he
had come to consider himself something of

an expert on unprepossessing surroundings but this

must surely take the prize. Twenty feet overhead the
population of the city of Nuln went about its lawful
daily business. And here he was, in the dark,
creeping along narrow walkways where a single slip
could put him over his head in foulness. His back
ached from stooping for hours on end. Truly, in all
of his long association with the Trollslayer Gotrek

Gurnisson, he had never before plumbed such

depths.

“Stop moaning, manling. It’s a job isn’t it?” said Gotrek
cheerfully, paying not the slightest heed to the smell or the
narrowness of the ledge or the closeness of the bubbling broth
of excrement the sewerjacks called the ‘Stew’.

The Trollslayer looked right at home here in the endless maze
of brickwork and channels. Gotrek’s squat muscular form was
far better adapted to the work than Felix’s own. He picked his
way along the ledges surefooted as a cat. In the two weeks
they had been part of the Sewer Watch Gotrek had become far
more adroit at it than ten year veterans of the service. But then
he was a Dwarf, his people grew up in the lightless places
beneath the old world. It probably helped that he could see in
the dark, Felix thought, and did not have to depend on the
flickering light of the watchmen’s lanterns. That still did not
explain how he endured the stink though. Felix doubted
whether even the dwarfholds smelled quite so bad. The stench
was exquisitely vile. His head swam from the fumes.

Felix looked at his friend curiously. The Trollslayer looked
odd without his usual weapon. Felix had come to think of the
battleaxe as being grafted to his hand. Now he had his huge
starmetal axe strapped across his back. There was not enough
space to swing it in most areas of the sewer. Felix had tried to
get Gotrek to leave the weapon in the watch armoury but
failed. Not even the prospect of his weight dragging him
below the sewage if he fell in could cause the Trollslayer to
part with his beloved ancestral heirloom.

In its place he carried a throwing hatchet in his right hand and
amilitary pick in the other. Felix shuddered when he imagined
the weapon being used. It resembled a large hammer with a
cruel hooked spike on one side. Driven by the dwarf’s
awesome strength he did not doubt that it could shatter bone
and tear through muscle with ease.

Felix tightened his grip on his own short stabbing sword and
wished that he still carried the Templar Albrecht’s dragon-
hilted mageblade. The prospect of facing goblins in the dark
made him long for the re-assurance of using his familiar

weapon. Perhaps Gotrek was right to keep his axe so close
after all.

In the gloom of the lanternlight his fellow sewerjacks were
ominous shadowy figures. They wore no uniform save their
ubiquitous scarves wrapped round their heads like Arab
turbans with a long fold obscuring their mouths. Over the last
two weeks, Felix had become familiar enough with them to
recognise their silhouettes.

:I'here was tall spare Gant whose scarf concealed a face turned
Into a moonscape by pockmarks and whose neck was a
volcanic archipelago of erupting boils. If ever there was a
g0od advertisement for not staying a sewerjack for twenty

SKAVEN’S CLAW

years Gant was it. The thought of his bad breath, bad jokes and
toothless smile made Felix want to cringe. He never pointed
this out to Gant’s face. The sergeant had hinted that he had
killed many a man for it.

There was the squat ape-like giant Rudi with his massive
barrel chest and hands almost as big as Gotrek’s. He and the
Trollslayer often arm-wrestled in the tavern after work.
Despite straining till the sweat ran down his bald pate Rudi
had never beaten the dwarf although he had come closer than
any man Felix had ever seen.

Then there was Hef and Spider, the new boys, as Gant liked to
call them. They had only been part of the Sewer Watch for
seven years. They were identical twins who lived with the
same woman on the surface and who had the habit of finishing
each other’s sentences. So strange were their long lantern-
jawed faces and their fish-like staring eyes, that Felix
suspected that in-breeding or mutation was part of their
heritage. He did not doubt their deadliness in hand to hand
combat though or their dedication to each other and their girl
Gilda. He had seen them do terrible things with their long
hook-bladed knives to a pimp who had insulted her one night.

Along with burly, one-eyed dwarf, these were the men he
worked with, as desperate a crew as he had ever known. They
were vicious men who couldn’t find work that suited them
anywhere else and who had finally found an employer who
asked no questions.

There were times when he felt like going to the office of his
father’s company and begging for money. He knew they
would give him it. He was still the son of Gustav Jaeger, one
of the Empire’s wealthiest merchants.

But he also knew that word of his capitulation would get back
to his family. They would know that he had come crawling
back to them after all his fine boasts. They would know he had
taken the money he had affected to so despise.

Of course it had been easy to despise money on the day he had
stormed from the house, he had never known the lack of it. His
father’s threat to disown him was meaningless because he
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simply had not understood it. He had grown up rich. The poor
were a different species: sad, sickly things that begged on
street corners and obstructed the path of one’s coach. He had
learned since that day. He had endured hardship and he
thought he could take it.

But this was nearly the last straw: being forced to become a
sewerjack, the lowest of the low among the hired bravoes of
Nuln. There simply had been nothing else for it. No-one else
would hire two such down at heel rogues as himself and
Gotrek. It pained Felix to think of how he must have looked
seeking work in his tattered britches and patched cloak. He
had always been such a fine dresser. His self-image was one
of a certain casual elegance.

Now they needed the money; their long trek through the land
of the Border Princes had yielded no reward. They had found
the lost treasure of Carag Eight Peaks but they had left it to the
ghosts of its owners. It was find work, steal or starve and both
he and the Trollslayer were too proud to steal or beg. So here
they were in the sewers below the Empire’s second greatest
city, crawling beneath a seat of learning that Felix had once
dreamed of visiting, haunting slimy tunnels below the home of
the Elector Countess Emmanuelle, most famous beauty of the
nation.

It was not to be borne. Felix wondered what ill-omened star
had marked his birth. Still, he consoled himself with the
thought that at least things were quiet. It might be dirty work
but so far it had not proved dangerous.

“Tracks!” he heard Gant shout. “Ha! Ha! We’ve found some
of the little buggers. Prepare yourselves for action lads.”

“Good,” rumbled Gotrek.
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“Damn!” muttered Felix. Even as inexperienced a sewerjack
as Felix could spot these tracks.

“Skaven,” Gotrek hawked and spat a huge gob of phlegm out
into the main channel of the sewer. It glistened atop a patch of
phosphorescent algae. “Rat-men, spawn of Chaos.”

Felix cursed; on the job only two weeks and already he was
about to meet some of the creatures of the depths. He had
almost been able to dismiss Gant’s stories as simply the
imaginings of a man who had nothing better to fill his long
tedious hours with.

Felix wondered if there really could be a whole demented sub-
world beneath the city as Gant had hinted. Were there
colonies of outcast mutants who sought refuge in the warm
darkness and crept out at night to raid the market for scraps?
Could there actually be cellars where forbidden cults held
ghastly rituals and offered up human sacrifices to the powers
of Chaos? Was it possible that giant rats that mocked the form
of man really scuttled through the depths. Looking at those
tracks it suddenly seemed all too possible. '

Felix stood frozen in thought, remembering Gotrek’s tales of
the Skaven and their continent-spanning webwork of tunnels.
Gant tugged his sleeve.

“Well let’s get on with it,” said the sergeant. “We ain’t got all
day.” ’
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“Never been here before,” whispered Hef, his voice echoing
away down the long stretch of corridor.

“Never want to come here again,” added Spider, rubbing the
arachnid tattoo on his cheek. For once Felix was forced to
agree with them. Even by the standards of Nuln sewers this
was a dismal place. The walls had a crumbled rotten look to
them, the little gargoyles on the support arches were blurred
by age till their features were no longer visible. The stew
bubbled and tiny whisps of vapour rose when the bubbles
burst. The air was close, fetid and hot.

And there was something more — the place had an even more
oppressive air than usual. The hair on the back of Felix’s neck
prickled, as it sometimes did when the he sensed the
undercurrents of sorcery nearby.

“Doesn’t look safe,” said Rudi, looking at a support arch
dubiously. Gotrek’s face twisted as if this were a personal
insult.

“Nonsense,” he said. “These tunnels were dwarf-built a
thousand years ago. This is Khazalid workmanship. It’ll last
an eternity.”

To prove his point he banged the arch with his fist. Perhaps it
was just bad luck but the gargoyle chose this moment to fall
forward from its perch. The Trollslayer had to leap to one side
to avoid being hit on the cranium and narrowly avoided
skidding into the stew.

“Of course,” he added, “Some of the labour was done by
human artisans. That gargoyle for instance — typical shoddy
manling workmanship.” No-one laughed. Only Felix dared
even smile. Gant stared up at the ceiling. The lamp set down at
his feet underlit his face making him look eerie and daemonic.




“We must be below the Old Quarter,” he said wistfully. Felix
could see he was contemplating the district of palaces. A
strange melancholy expression transfigured his gaunt, bony
features. Felix wondered whether he was pondering the
difference between his life and the gilded existence of those
above, contemplating the splendours he would never know
and the opportunities he would never have. Momentarily he
felt a certain sympathy for the man.

“There must be a fortune up there,” said Gant. “Wish I could
climb up and get it. Well no sense in wasting time. Let’s get
on with it.”
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“What was that?” Gotrek asked suddenly. The others looked
around startled.

“What was what?” asked Hef. “And where was what?” added
Spider.

“I heard something. Down that way.” All their gazes followed
the direction indicated by the Troll Slayer’s pointing finger.

“You’re imagining things,” said Rudi.
“Dwarfs don’t imagine things.”

“Aw — sarge, do we have to look into this — I want to get
home.”

Gant rubbed his left eye with the knuckles of right fist. He
seemed to be concentrating. Felix could see he was wavering.
He wanted to get out and to the tavern just as quickly as the
rest of them but this was his responsibility. If something was
wrong beneath the palaces and anyone found out they had
been there and done nothing about it then it was his neck for
the block.

“We’d better look into it,” he said eventually, ignoring the
groans of his fellow sewerjacks.

“It shouldn’t take long. I’ll lay odds it’s probably nothing
anyway.” Knowing his luck, Felix decided that was a bet he
wouldn’t take.

Water dripped down from the arch of the tunnel. Gant had
narrowed the aperture of his lantern so that only the faintest
glimmering of light was visible. From ahead came the sound
of voices. Even Felix could hear them now.

One of them was human, with an aristocratic accent; it was
impossible to believe the other voice belonged to a man. It
was high-pitched eerie and chittering. If a rat had been given
the voice of a human being it would have sounded like that.

Gant stopped and turned to look back at his men. His face was
pale and worried. He obviously didn’t want to go on. Glancing
round the faces of his fellow sewerjacks Felix knew they all
felt the same.
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It was the end of the day, they were all tired and scared and up
ahead was something they didn’t want to meet. But they were
sewerjacks; men whose only virtue was courage and the
willingness to face what others would not in a place where
others would not go. They had a certain pride.

Gotrek tossed the hatchet into the air. It spun upward, blades
catching a little of the light. With no apparent effort the
Trollslayer caught it by the haft as it fell. Spider pulled his
long-bladed knife from its sheath and shrugged. Hef smiled
ferally. Rudi looked down at his shortsword and nodded. Gant
grinned. The Trollslayer looked pleased. He was in the
company of the sort of maniacs he could understand.

Gant gestured and they shuffled forward, picking their way
carefully and quietly along the slimy ledge. As they tumed the
bend he opened up his lantern to illuminate their prey.

“Your payment, a token of my esteem. Something for your
own personal use,” he heard the upper-crust voice say. Two
figures stood frozen like trolls in a fairy tale, petrified by the
sudden bright light. One was a tall man, garbed in a long black
robe like a monk’s. His face was patrician: fine-boned, cold
and aloof. His black hair was cut short, ending in a widow’s
peak above his forehead. He was reaching forward to hand the
other figure something that glowed eerily. Felix recognised it.

He had seen the substance before, in the. abandoned dwarfish
fortress of Carag Eight Peaks. It was a ball of warpstone. The
recipient was short and inhuman. Its fur was white, its eyes
pink; its long hairless tail reminded Felix of a great worm.

As it turned to squint at the light the tail lashed. It reached
inside its long, patchwork robes and clutched something in its
taloned paws. From its belt hung an unscabbarded rusty, saw-
toothed blade.

“Skaven,” roared Gotrek. “Prepare to die.”

“Fool-fool, you said you were not followed,” it chittered.
“You said no-one knew.”

“Stay where you are,” said Gant. “Whoever you are you’re
under arrest on suspicion of witchcraft, treason and unnatural
practices with animals.”

The sergeant’s confidence had been restored by the fact there
were only two of them. Even the fact that one of the
perpetrators was a monster seemed to leave him undaunted.

“Hef, Spider, take them and bind them.” The rat-thing
suddenly threw the sphere it had withdrawn from its clothing.

“Die-die, foolish manthings.” Gotrek’s hatchet hurtled
forward simultaneously.

“Hold your breath, manling,” he shouted. The Skaven’s
sphere tinkled and shattered like glass and an unhealthy
looking green cloud billowed outward. Gotrek grabbed Rudi
and pulled him back and pushed Felix back down the corridor.
From inside the gas-cloud came the sound of gurgling, and
choking. Felix felt his eyes begin to water.

Suddenly everything went dark as the lantern went out. It was
like being caught in a nightmare. He couldn’t see, he was
afraid to take a breath, he was stuck in a narrow corridor
underground and somewhere out there was a monster armed
with deadly, incomprehensible weapons.

Felix felt the slick slime of the stone under his hands. As he
fumbled he suddenly felt nothing. His hand was over the stew.
He felt unbalanced and afraid to move as if he could suddenly
topple in any direction. and plunge into the sewage. He closed
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his eyes to keep them from stinging and forced himself to
move on. His heart pounded. His lungs felt as if they were
about to burst. The flesh between his shoulder blades crawled.

Momentarily he expected a saw-toothed blade to be plunged
into his back. He could hear someone trying to scream behind
him and failing. They gurgled and gasped and their breathing
sounded terribly laboured as if their lungs had filled with
fluid.

It was the gas, Felix realised. Gotrek had told him of the foul
weapons the Skaven used. The products of a chaos-inspired
alchemy allied to a warped and inhuman imagination. He
knew that to take one breath of that foul smelling air was to
die. He also knew that he could not keep from breathing
indefinitely.

Think, he told himself. Find a place where the air is clear.
Keep moving. Get away from the killing cloud. Don’t panic.
Don’t think about the huge rat-like shape creeping ever closer
in the dark with its blade bared. As long as you keep calm
you’ll be safe. Slowly, inch by torturous inch, while his lungs
screamed for air, he forced himself to crawl towards safety.

Then the weight fell on him. Silver stars flickered before his
eyes and all the air was driven from his lungs. He screamed.
And before he could stop himself took in a mouthful of the
foul air. He lay in the dark gasping and slowly it dawned on
him that he wasn’t dead. He wasn’t choking. No knife had
been driven into his back. He forced himself to try and move.
He couldn’t. It was as if a great weight lay across him. Terror
flashed through his mind. Maybe his back was broken. Maybe
he was a cripple.

“Is that you, Felix?” he heard Rudi whisper. Felix almost
laughed with relief. His burden was his huge fellow
sewerjack.

“Yes, where are the others?”
“I’m all right,” he heard Hef say.
“Me too, brother.” That was Spider.

“Gotrek, where are you?” No answer. Had the gas got him? It
seemed impossible. The Trollslayer couldn’t be dead. Nothing
as insidious as gas could have killed him. It wouldn’t be fair.

“Where’s the sarge?”
“Anybody got some light?”

It became light again. Felix saw that someone was shining the
lantern directly at them. Instinctively his hand reached for his
sword. It wasn’t there. He had dropped it when he fell. The
others stood poised along the ledge.

“It’s me.” said the Trollslayer. “Bloody aristo got away. His
legs were longer.”

“Where’s Gant?” asked Felix.
“Look for yourself manling.”

Felix squeezed past and went to do so. The gas had vanished
as quickly as it appeared. But it had done its work on sergeant
Gant. He lay there in a pool of blood. His eyes were wide and
staring, trickles of red emerged from his nostrils and mouth.

Felix checked his body. It was already cooling and there was
no pulse. There was no wound on him.

“How did he die, Gotrek?” Felix knew about magic but the
fact that a man could be killed and no mark left on him made
his mind reel.
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“He drowned, manling. He drowned in his own blood.” The
Trollslayer’s voice was cold and furious.

Was that how he dealt with fear, Felix wondered? By turning
it into anger. Only after the dwarf went over and started
kicking the corpse did he notice the dead Skaven. Its skull had
been split by the hatchet.
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Wearily Felix lay on his pallet of straw and stared at the
cracked ceiling, too tired even to sleep. From below came the
sound of shouting as Lisabette argued with one of her
seemingly interminable stream of customers.

Felix felt like banging on the floor and telling them to either
shut up or get out, but he knew that it would only cause more
trouble than it would solve. As he did every night he resolved
that he would begin looking for another rooming house
tomorrow. He knew that tomorrow night he would be too tired
to start.

Ideas chased each other like frolicking rats inside the cavern
of his brain. He was at that stage where weariness made his
thoughts strange even to himself. Odd conjunctions of images
and maze-like chains of reasoning came from nowhere and
went nowhere in his mind.

He was too tired now even to be angry about the fate of
Sergeant Gant; killed in the line of duty and destined for a
pauper’s grave on the fringes of the fields of Morr. A watch
Captain too bored to pay much attention to reports of monsters
in the sewers. No family to mourn him, no friends save his
fellow sewerjacks who were even now toasting his memory in
the Drunken Guardsman. Gant was a cold corpse now.

And the same thing could so easily have happened to me,
Felix thought. If I had been in the wrong place when the globe
exploded. If Gotrek had not told me to hold my breath, if he
had not pushed me away. It was another debt to add to the
many he owed the dwarf. He wondered if he would ever get to
repay them. If. If. If. So many ifs.

What was he doing anyway? Was this how he intended to
spend the rest of his days; chasing monsters in the dark. His
life seemed to have no reason to it any more; it merely moved
from one violent episode to the next.

He thought of the alternatives. Where would he have been
now if he had not killed Krassner in that duel, had not been
expelled from University, had not been disinherited by his
father?. Would he be like his brothers working in the family
business; married, secure, settled? Or would something else
have gone wrong? Who could tell?

A rat scuttled across the rafters of the room. When he had first
viewed this attic with its one small window he had imagined
that it would be at least be free from the rats that infested all
the buildings in the New Quarter. He had deluded himself
with the thought that they would have heart attacks from the
effort of climbing all those stairs. He had been wrong.

The rats of the New Quarter were bold and adventurous and
looked better fed than many of the humans. He had seen some
of the larger ones chasing a cat. He wished he had not started
thinking about rats — it made him think of the mysterious
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aristocrat and the Skaven in the sewers. What had been the
purpose of that clandestine meeting? What profit could any
man find in dealing with such alien monstrosities? And how
could it be that outside folk could roister and whore through
the teeming streets of Nuln and be unaware of the fact that evil
things burrowed and crawled and nested not six yards beneath
their feet?

Perhaps they just didn’t want to know. Perhaps it was true, as
some philosophers claimed, that the end of the world was
coming and it was best to simply lose oneself in whatever
pleasures one could find.

Footsteps approached on the stair. He could hear the old
rickety boards creak under the weight. He had been going to
complain that the whole place was a firetrap but Frau Zorin
had always seemed too pitiful and poor to bother.

The footsteps did not stop on the landing below but continued
to come closer. Felix reached for his knife. He could think of
no-one who would be visiting him at this time of night and
Frau Zorin’s was right in the roughest part of the New
Quarter.

Noiselessly he rose and padded on bare feet to the door. He
stifled a curse as a splinter embedded itself in the sole of his
foot. There was a knock on the door.

“Who is it?” Felix asked, although he already knew the
answer. He recognised the old widow woman’s wheezing
breath even through the thin wood.

“It’s me,” shrieked Frau Zorin. “You have visitors, Herr
Jaeger.”

Cautiously Felix opened the door. Outside stood two huge
burly men. They carried clubs in their hands and looked as if
they knew how to use them. It was the man they flanked that
interested Felix. He was handing the landlady a gold coin
which they she took with an ingratiating smile. As the man
turned to look at the door Felix recognised him. It was his
brother Otto.

Von Halstadt sat among his files and brooded. That damned
dwarf had come within an inch of catching him. He had
actually tried to lay his filthy hands on him. He had come so
near to undoing all his good work. One blow would have been
enough. It would have brought Chaos and darkness to the city
Von Halstadt was sworn to protect.

Von Halstadt reached out and raised his cut glass pitcher. The
water was still warm. Good, the servants had boiled it for
exactly eleven minutes as he commanded. He was to be
commended. Von Halstadt poured some into a glass and
inspected it. He raised the glass to the light and checked it for
sediment, for stuff floating in it. Good there was none. No
contamination.

Chaos could come so easily. It was everywhere. The wise
knew that and used it to their advantage. Chaos could take
many forms; some were worse than others. There were
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relatively benign forms, like the Skaven, and there was the
festering evil of mutation.

The Rat-men just wanted to be left alone, to rule their
underground kingdom and pursue their own form of
civilisation. They were intelligent and sophisticated and they
could be dealt with. If you had what they wanted they would
make and keep bargains.

Certainly they had their own plans but that made them
comprehensible, manipulable. They were not like mutants:
vile, insidious, evil things that lurked everywhere, that hid in
secret and manipulated the world.

We could all so easily be puppets on the end of their foul
strings, he thought. That is why we must be vigilant. The
enemy are everywhere and more and more are spawned all the
time. The commoners were the worst for it, spawning an
endless string of slovenly, lazy good for nothings.

Most mutants were born among the herd. It made sense. There
were more of them and they were notoriously immoral and
lewd and licentious. The thought made him rigid with horror.

He knew that the mutants took advantage of it; they were
clever. The used the ill-educated, lazy oafs: filled their heads
with seditious nonsense, fed their envious anger of their
betters. Whipped them up to riot and loot and destroy.

Look at how they had ruined his poor father, burned the estate
to the ground in one of their brutish uprisings. And his father
had been the kindest and gentlest man who had ever lived.
Well — he would not make that mistake. He was too clever and
too strong. He knew how to deal with revolutionaries and
upstarts. He would stand guard and protect mankind from the
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menace of the mutant. He would fight them with their own
weapons.

That’s why he kept the files: all lovingly detailed and
carefully cross-indexed. Information was power. He knew
who the potential revolutionaries were. His web of spies and
agents provocateur kept him informed. He knew which nobles
secretly belonged to the dark cults and had them watched.

He had sources that could penetrate any meeting place, and
who no-one ever suspected. That was part of his bargain with
the Skaven. They knew many things and could find out many
more. Their little spies were everywhere, unsuspected. He
used their dark wisdom and dealt with the lesser of two evils
to keep the greater anarchy at bay. His beloved Emmanuelle
laughed at the files, called them his secret pornography. He
picked up the small framed portrait she had given him and
licked his thin lips, shocked that she had used such a word,
even knew what it meant. It must be that brother of hers, he
was a bad influence, that Leos. Emmanuelle was too good, too
pure, too unsullied to have learned such a word herself.
Perhaps he should put his spies on her just too watch out for....

No, she was his ruler, he did this for her, though she could not
see its worth now, one day she would. Spying on her would be
crossing a line he had set for himself. Besides sometimes he
suspected that the lies that he heard about her might just
conceivably contain a kernel of truth and finding out that
would be too painful. He put the picture back down on his
desk. He had been allowing himself to drift from the main
problem.

The dwarf and the sewerjacks. Could they have recognised
him? And what would he do about it if they had. They were
simple men doing their job, like him struggling to keep Chaos
at bay. But would they understand the necessity of what he
did. If they did not perhaps they would understand that it was
necessary to ensure their silence forever.

“Come in,” said Felix, holding the door open. Otto stood
staring at him for a long time, as if he couldn’t quite recognise
his younger brother. Then he strode into the room.

“Franz, Karl, remain outside,” he said quietly. His voice
carried an authority that Felix had not heard in it before, an
echo of their father’s calm, curt manner.

Felix was suddenly acutely aware of the poverty of his
surroundings, the uncarpeted floor, the straw pallet, the bare
walls, the hole in the sloping roof. He saw the whole scene
through his brother’s eyes and wasn’t at all impressed.

“What do you want, Otto?” he asked brusquely.

“Your taste in accommodation hasn’t changed much, has it?
Still slumming.”

“You haven’t come all the way from Altdorf to discuss my
domestic arrangements. What do you want?”

“Do you have to hold that knife so ready. I'm not going to rob
you. If I was I think would have brought Karl and Franz in.”

Felix slid the knife back into its scabbard. “Maybe I would
surprise Karl and Franz.”
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Otto tilted his head to one side and studied Felix’s face.
“Maybe you would at that. You’ve changed, little brother.”

“So have you.” It was true. Otto was still the same height as
Felix but he was broader. He had put on weight. His chest had
thickened and his hips broadened. His large soft belly strained
against his broad leather belt. Felix guessed that his thick
blond beard hid several chins. His cheeks were fatter and
seemed padded. His hair was thinner and there were bags
under his eyes. His head jutted forward aggressively. He had
grown to resemble the old man. “You look more like father.”

Otto smiled wryly. “Sad but true. Too much good living 'm
afraid. You look like you could use some yourself. You've
become very skinny.”

“How did you find me?”

“Come on, Felix. How do you think I found you. We have our
agents and we wanted to find you. How many tall blonde men
travelling in the company of dwarven Trollslayers do you
think there are in the Empire? When the report came into my
office about two mercenaries answering the description I
thought I'd better investigate.”

“Your office?”

“I run the business in Nuln now.”
“What happened to Schaffer?”
“Vanished.”

“With money?”

“Apparently not. We think he was deemed politically
undesirable. The Countess has a very efficient secret police.
These things happen in Nuln these days.”

“Not Schaffer, there was never a more loyal citizen in the
Empire. He used to think the sun shone out of the Emperor’s
fundament.”

“Nuln is only just part of the Empire, brother. The Countess
Emmanuelle rules the city-state.”

“But she’s the most flighty woman in the Empire, or so they
say.”

“Von Halstadt, her Chief Magistrate is very efficient. He’s the
real ruler of Nuln, He hates mutants. Rumour has it that
Schaffer had begun to show stigmata.”

“Never.”

“That’s what I said. But believe this, little brother, Nuln is no
place to come under suspicion of being a mutant. Such people
vanish.”

“But it’s the most liberal city of the Empire.”

“Not any more.” Otto looked around fearfully as if realising
that he had said too much. Felix shook his head ruefully.
“Don’t worry, brother. No spies here.”

“Don’t be too sure about that Felix,” he said quietly. “One
hears rumours. These days, in this city, walls have ears.”
When he spoke again his voice was loud and held a note of
false heartiness. “Anyway I came around to ask if you’d like
to dine with me tomorrow. We can eat out if you’d like.”

Felix half-wanted to refuse and half-wanted to talk to his
brother some more. There was much family news to catch up
on and perhaps the possibility of returning to the fold. That
thought alone frightened him as well as intrigued him.
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“Yes, I'd like that.”
“Good. I'll have my coach collect you from here.”

«After I’ve finished work.” Otto shook his head. “Of course,
Felix. Of course.” They said their goodbyes. It was only after
his brother had left that Felix began to wonder what could so
frighten a man of Otto’s power and influence that he would
worry about eavesdroppers in a place like Frau Zorin’s.

Slowly the hungover sewerjacks lowered themselves into the
depths. One by one they clambered down the ladders lowered
through the access ports. Rudi, now acting sergeant, lit the
lantern and illuminated the tunnel.

The stink hit Felix like a hammer even as he carefully stepped
from the ladder onto the ledge. This was the trickiest part of
the operation. There was only about one foot clearance
between the ladder and the edge of the walkway. A misstep
had carried many a still-drunk sewerjack into the Stew.

“You missed yourself last night, young Felix,” said Hef.

“We gave the sarge a fine send-off,” added Spider.

‘“Gotrek downed seven jacks of ale one after the other and

wasn’t even sick. We took a week’s wages off the First
Watch.”

“I’'m very pleased for you,” said Felix. Gotrek looked none the
worse for his exploits. Of all the sewerjacks he was the only
one who didn’t appear ill. The rest were ghastly, pale, and
walked with the shuffling gait of old men.

“Ah, there’s nothing like the smell of the stew to clear your
head in the morning,” said Hef, proceeding to stick his head
out over the edge of the walkway and be violently sick.

“Fair clears the head it does,” added Rudi with no trace of
irony.

“I can see that,” said Felix.

“We’re going to sweep through the area where the sarge got
taken,” said Rudi. “We decided it last night. We want to see if
we can find the scumbag who deals with the skaven. And
maybe if we can’t find him we’ll find some of his pink-tailed
little friends.

“And what if they’ve got more of those gas bombs?” asked
Felix.

“Not to worry. Gotrek is an old tunnel fighter. He explained
how to deal with it.”

“Oh did he? Well, I’'m sure he would know.”

“Yes. We soak our scarves in piss and breath through them.
That cuts out the gas.”

“I'knew it would be something like that,” said Felix, glaring at
the Trollslayer, wondering if the others were really convinced
by Gotrek’s claims or whether they were simply humouring
him. One look at their haggard, determined faces convinced
him that it was the former.

“It’s true, manling. My ancestors fought the Skaven at Carag
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Eight Peaks and it worked for them.”

“If you say so,” said Felix. He could tell it was going to be a
long day.

5 3854

They followed the route of the previous day towards the area
beneath the old quarter. As they went Felix had time to reflect
on how strange his life was. His brother’s house was
somewhere above his head and he had not known it. He had
not even known Otto was in the city. The fact that his brother
had found him was a testimony to the efficiency of his spy
network.

Felix was starting to suspect that such things were necessary
to anyone who wanted to do business in Nuln. What Otto had
said about Schaffer and the Countess’s secret police was
worrying too. Felix was sorry for the old man but he was more
worried about himself. Both he and the Trollslayer were
wanted by the law for their part in the great Window Tax riots
in Altdorf.

If the secret police were so efficient here and he and Gotrek
were really so recognisable then they too might vanish. He
consoled himself with the thought that the capital was a long
way away and that the local authorities would probably not be
interested in what happened outside their jurisdiction.

In a way it was even more reassuring that they were part of the
Sewer Watch. It was tacitly understood that the Watch did not
look too closely into the backgrounds of those who
volunteered for it. Indeed it was said to be a sure way of
having them ignore your previous crimes.

All of the others had been involved in acts of criminal
violence at some point in their lives - or so they claimed. No,
there wasn’t too much to worry about. He hoped.

More immediately worrying was the prospect that they might
actually come across some Skaven. He did not fancy facing
such well — adapted vicious foes in their own environment.
Frantically he tried to recall what Gotrek had told him of
them; searching through the information, hoping to find
something that would give him an edge if it came to a fight. -

He knew that they were a race of vicious mutant rats, products
of warpstone in ancient times. They were said to inhabit a
great polluted city called Skavenblight, the location of which
nobody knew. Rumour had it that they were divided up into
clans, each of which had their own function; the practise of
sorcery, the making of war, the breeding of monsters and so
forth. They were lighter than a man but faster and more
vicious and possessed of a feral intelligence that made them
deadly enemies.

He could recall books he had read about the battles of the
ancients that described their few interventions on surface
battlefields: their terrifying charges in great, chittering hordes,
their twisted evil and their penchant for torturing their
prisoners. It had been a skaven horde that had undermined the
walls of Castle Seigfreid and broke the siege after two years of

trying.

Legend said that Prince Karsten had paid a terrible price for
the service of his allies. Sigmar himself destroyed an army of
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them before his ascension to the heavens. It had been one of
his less well-known labours. There was not a lot known about
the Skaven save whispered rumours and terrible hints in some
of the ancient histories. i

Felix himself had seen some evidence of their handywork in
Carag Eight Peaks. The thought of the warpstone polluted
wells and the great mutated troll gave him the chills even after
all this time. He hoped that he would not have to face any
more of their monstrous creations in his lifetime. Looking at
the others he could tell that they did not share his hope.

Until yesterday Felix had never given a second thought to the
number of rats in the sewers. Now he saw that they were
everywhere. They scuttled away from the lights as the
watchmen approached and he could hear the pitter-patter of
their feet behind them after they had gone. Their eyes caught
the reflection of the lantern and glittered like tiny stars far off
in the darkness of the undercity.

He found himself wondering now if there was any connection
between the rats and the Skaven. He started to imagine the
little ones as spies for their larger brethren. It was a madman’s
fantasy he knew, one straight out of the tales of sorcery he had
read as a boy, but the more he thought of it the more terrifying
the prospect became.

Rats were everywhere in the great cities of man, living amid
the garbage and refuse of civilisation. They could see much
and overhear much and go, if not unnoticed, at least
unsuspected.

He began to feel their cold eyes staring malevolently at him
even as he walked. The walls of the sewerway seemed to close
in about him threateningly and he imagined himself caught in
a vast warren. Thinking of the Skaven out there, it suddenly
seemed possible to him that he was in a vast burrow; that he
and the others had been shrunk to the size of mice and that the
skaven were ordinary rats, walking upright and dressed in a
fashion that aped man.

The fantasy became so vivid and compelling that he began to
wonder whether the fumes of the stew were going to his head
or whether the scent deadening narcotics prescribed by the
city alchemists had hallucinatory side-effects.

“Steady, manling,” he heard Gotrek say. “You’re looking very
pale there.”

“I was just thinking about the rats.”

“As was L. Don’t let them get to you. In the tunnels your mind
creates its own foes. It’s the first thing a tunnel fighter learns
to guard against.”

“You’ve done this sort of thing before then,” said Felix half-
sarcastically.

“Yes, manling. I was fighting in the depths before ever your
father was born. The ways around the Everpeak are never free
of foes and all the citizens of the King’s Council do their share
of military service in the depths. More young dwarfs die that
way than any other.”

Gotrek was being unusually forthright as he sometimes was
before moments of great peril. Danger made him garrulous as
if he wanted to communicate with others only when he
realised he might never get another chance. Or perhaps he was
simply drunk from the night before. Felix realised he would
never know. Fathoming the dwarf’s alien mind was nearly as
far beyond him as was understanding a Skaven.

“I can remember my first time in the tunnels. Everything
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seemed cramped and every sound was the tread of some secret
enemy. If you listen with fearful ears you are soon surrounded
by foes. When the true foe comes you have no idea from
which quarter. Stay calm, manling. You’ll live longer.”

“Easy for you to say,” Felix muttered as the Trollslayer
moved past. All the same he was re-assured by Gotrek’s
presence.

With some trepidation they approached the place where Gant
had been killed. Mist still rose from the surface of the stew
and in places a slow current was evident in the sludge. The
area of the fight looked very much the same as Felix
remembered it except that the body was gone. The area where
the corpse had lain was disturbed.

There was a trail in the slime that suddenly ended at the
ledgeside, as if the body had been dragged a short way then
dumped. He knew they should have shifted it yesterday, when
they had the chance but they had been too shaken, disturbed
and excited by what had happened to do so. No-one had
wanted to carry the mangy, rat-man body. Now it wasn’t
there.

“Someone took it,” said Hef.

“Wonder who?” said Spider. Gotrek scanned the ledge where
the body had been. He bent down and peered closely at the
tracks. Then rubbed his eyepatch with his right fist. The
hatchet that had killed the Skaven came dangerously close to
his tattooed scalp.

“Wasn’t aman anyway. That’s for sure. *

“All sorts of scavengers in the sewers,” said Rudi. He voiced
the common belief of all sewerjacks. “There are things you
wouldn’t believe living in the stew.”

“I don’t think it was any scavenging animal,” said Gotrek.
“Skaven,” said Felix, voicing their unspoken thoughts.

“Too big. One of them was anyway. The other tracks might be
Skaven.” Felix peered out into the gloom; it suddenly
appeared even more menacing.

“How big?” He cursed himself for taking on the same
monosyllabic way of speaking as the others. “How large
exactly was this creature you referred to Gotrek.”

“I'm not an expert, manling. Perhaps taller than you, perhaps
heavier than Rudi.”

“Could it be one of the mutants you say the Skaven breed? A
hybrid of some sort.”

“That seems like the most likely explanation.”

“But how can all those prints simply vanish?” Felix asked.
“They can’t all have thrown themselves in the stew, can
they?”

“Sorcery,” said Hef.
“Of the blackest sort,” added Spider. Gotrek looked down at
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the ledge and cursed in his native tongue. He was angry and
his beard bristled. The light of mad violence shone in his one
good eye.

“They can’t just disappear,” he said. “It’s not possible.”

“Could they have used a boat,” asked Felix. The idea had just
struck him. The others looked at him incredulously.

“Use a boat?” said Hef. “In the stew,” said Spider. “Don’t be
stupid,” said Rudi. Felix flushed.

“I'm not being stupid. Look the tracks end here. It would be
quite simple for someone to step down from the ledge into a
small skiff.”

“That’s the daftest thing I’ve ever heard,” said Rudi. “You’ve
got some imagination young Felix. Who’d ever have thought
of using a boat down here?”

“There’s a lot of things you’d never think of,” snapped Felix.
“But then thinking’s not your strong suit is it.”

He looked at the other sewerjacks and shook his head.
“You’re right — a boat doesn’t make sense. Much better to
believe they vanished by magic. A cloud of pixies obviously
wafted in and carried them away.”

“That’s right — a cloud of pixies. That’s more like it,” said
Rudi.

“He’s being sarcastic, Rudi,” said Spider.
“A very sarcastic fellow, young Felix,” added Hef.

“He’s probably right though,” said Gotrek. “A small boat
would make sense. It wouldn’t be too hard to come by either.
The sewers eventually all flow into the Reik, don’t they? A
small boat could easily be stolen.”

“But the outflows into the river all have bars,” said Rudi. “To
stop vagrants getting in.”

“And what’s our job, if not hunting down those self-same
vagrants,” asked Felix. He could see the idea was starting to
filter into even Rudi’s thick skull.

“But why, manling? Why use boats.” Felix felt briefly elated.
It wasn’t often the Trollslayer admitted that Felix might know
more than him. He considered it the matter rapidly.

“Well for a start they don’t leave tracks. And they might be
connected with a smuggling operation. Suppose someone was
bringing warpstone in by river, for instance. Our noble skulker
yesterday seemed to be paying the rat-man off with it.”

“The only thing I hate more than boats is elves. They make me
sick,” said Gotrek.

They searched for the rest of the day and found no trace,
although they did find that the bars had been sawn away on
one of the outflows to the Reik.
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Felix stepped out of the street and into the Golden Hammer.
He stepped from reality into a dream. The doorman held the
great oak door for him. Servile waiters ushered him away.
from the squalor of the streets into a vast dining hall.

SKAVEN’S CLAW

Here richly clad people sat at well-filled tables and dined and
talked by the light that sparkled from huge crystal chandeliers.
Portraits of great Imperial heroes watched the diners sternly
from the walls. Felix recognised Sigmar and Magnus and
Frederick the Bold. The style of the brushwork was
Vespasian’s, the most famous Nulner painter of the past three
centuries. The far wall was dominated by a portrait of the
Elector Emmanuelle, a ravishing raven — haired beauty garbed
in a less than modest ball gown.

Felix wished his borrowed clothing fitted him better. He was
wearing some of his brother’s old garments. Once he and Otto
had been of the same size and build but in the years of his
wandering Felix had grown thinner and Otto more stout.

The linen shirt felt baggy and the velvet vest felt loose. The
trousers had been cinched with a leather belt tightened to its
last notch. The boots were a comfortable fit though, as was the
cap. He had tilted it to a rakish angle to show off the peacock
feather in the band. He let his hand toy idly with golden
pomander that dangled from its chain round his neck. The
smell of fine Brettonian perfume wafted up from it. It was nice
to smell something other than the sewers

The servant led him to a booth in the comer in which Otto sat.
He had a leatherbound accounts book in front of him and was
ticking things off in it with a quill pen. As Felix approached he
looked up and smiled. “Welcome, little brother. You’re
looking much better for a bath and a change of clothes.”

Having studied himself in the great silvered mirror in Otto’s
townhouse earlier, Felix was forced to agree. A warm bath,
scented oil and a change of clothing had made him feel like a
new man. In the looking glass he had seen the foppish young
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dandy he once had been albeit with more lines round the eyes
and a firmer, narrower set to the mouth.

“This is a very charming establishment,” he said.

“You could dine here every evening if you wished.”

“What do you mean brother?”

“Simply that there is a place for you in the family business.”

Felix looked around to see if they were being overheard. “You
know I'm still a wanted man in Altdorf because of the window
tax business.”

“You exaggerate your notoriety, little brother. No-one knows
who the leaders of that riot were. Altdorf isn’t Nuln you
know.”

“You’ve said yourself Gotrek is a very easily recognisable
figure.”

“We’re not offering the Trollslayer employment. We’re
offering you your birthright.” And there it was; what Felix had
half-hoped for and half-feared. His family would take him
back. He could give up the restless uncomfortable life of the
adventurer and return once more to Altdorf and his books. It
would mean a life chained to the ledgers and the warehouses
but it would be safe.

And one day he would be rich. It was a tempting prospect. No
more crawling around in sewers. No more beatings at the
hands of thugs. No more catching strange illnesses in terrible
out-of-the-way places. No more muscle-searing treks through
wild, savage lands. No more descents into darkness. No more
confrontations with the chaos worshipping minions of obscure
cults. No more adventures.

He wouldn’t have to put up with Gotrek’s sullenness or his
whims any more. He could forget his oath to follow the
Trollslayer and record his doom in an epic poem. The promise
had been made when he was drunk; surely it didn’t count. He
would be his own master. Still, something held him back.

“I’ll have to think about it,” he said.

“What is there to think about, man? You can’t actually tell me
that you prefer being a sewerjack to being a merchant, can
you? Most people would kill to be given this opportunity.”

“I said: I’ll think about it.”

They ate in uncomfortable silence. The door to the chamber
opened and a tall man was led in by the servant. He was clad
in black and his monkish robes made him seem out of place in
his opulent setting. His face was thin and ascetic and his black
hair ended above his forehead in a widow’s peak.

As he crossed the room, silence spread in his wake. Felix saw
that the wealthy diners were afraid of him. As he passed close
to the table Felix was shocked by the fact he recognised him:
it was the man he had seen in the sewers with the Skaven. His
mind reeled.

He had assumed that the man was some kind of sorcerer or
renegade. He pictured a cultist or a desperado. He had not
expected to see him here in the haunts of Nuln’s wealthiest
and most respectable citizens.

“What’s the matter, brother. You look like you’ve seen a
ghost.”

“Who is that man?”

Otto let out a long sigh. “You don’t want to know. He’s not a
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man that you ask questions of. He asks them of you.”

“Who is he, Otto? Do I have to go over and ask him?” Felix
saw a look of alarm and admiration pass across his brother’s
face.

“I do believe you would too, Felix. Very well, he’s Chief
Magistrate Fritz Von Halstadt, the head of Emmanuelle’s
secret police.”

“Tell me about him.”

“There are those who see him as the enemy of corruption
everywhere. He is hard working and no-one doubts his
sincerity. He sincerely hates mutants and for that reason he
has the backing of the Temple of Ulric. His home is guarded
by their Templars.”

“I thought the temple of Ulric had no power here, that the
Elector disliked it.”

“That was before Von Halstadt’s rise. He came from being a
minor court functionary to the most powerful man in the city-
state very quickly. Some say it was by blackmail, some say his
enemies have a habit of being found dead under mysterious
circumstances. He’s risen far for a man whose father was a
minor nobleman in an out of the way province. A callous
cunning old swine by all accounts.

Von Halstadt is cold, cruel and dangerous, not just because of
his influence. He's a deadly blade. He’s killed several people
because they’ve insulted the honour of the Countess.”

“I would have thought her brother Leos did enough of that
without him having to.”

“Leos is not always about and rumour has it that our chief
magistrate would be prepared to fight him over the Countess.
Apparently he’s got it hard for her.”

“Then he’s mad. Leos is the deadliest blade in the Empire and
Emmanuelle’s not worth fighting over.”

Otto shrugged. Felix stared at Von Halstadt, wondering what
the connection between the Skaven and the head of the
Elector’s secret police could be. And hoping against hope that
the man did not recognise him.

Von Halstadt was tired. Not even his usual excellent supper
could cheer him. His mind was filled with worry and the cares
of high office. He looked around at his fellow diners and
returned their smiles. In his heart of hearts he despised them.

Shallow, indolent cattle. Garbed liked nobles but with the
hearts of shopkeepers. He knew that they needed him. They
needed him to keep Chaos at bay. They needed him to do the
work they were too soft to do themselves. They were barely
worth his contempt.

It had been a trying day. Young Helmut Slazinger had failed
to confess despite Von Halstadt himself supervising the
torture implements. It was strange how some of them
maintained their innocence even unto the grave. Even when
they knew that he knew they were guilty.
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His secret sources had told him that Slazinger belonged to a
clandestine cell of Slaanesh cultists. The jailors had been
unable to find any of the usual tattoos that marked coven
members but that meant nothing. His most trusted informants
had let him in on the secret. That in fear of his ruthless crusade
his hidden enemies had taken to using sorcerous tattoos
visible only to fellow coven members.

Gods, how insidious the mutant fiends were! Now they could
be everywhere: they could be sitting right in this very room,
their initiation tattoos plain to each other on their faces and he
would not know. They could be sitting there right now
mocking him and there was nothing he could do about it. That
lanky young fellow in the ill-fitting clothes could be one. He
was certainly studying Von Halstadt intently enough. And
come to think of it there was something quite sinister about
him. Perhaps he should be the next subject of an of official
investigation.

No, get a grip on yourself. They cannot hide for ever. The
blinding light of logic can pierce the deepest darkness of
falsity. So his father had always told him before yet another
beating for his sins real or imagined. No - his father had been
correct. Von Halstadt had done wrong. Even if he could not
work out exactly what. The beatings had been for his own
good, to drive out sin.

His father had been a good man, doing the work of the
righteous. That was why he smiled as he punished him. He
didn’t enjoy it. He told him that often and often. It was for his
own good. In a way it had been a great lesson. He had learned
that it was often necessary to do painful, bad things for the
greater good.

It had made him hard; it enabled him to do what he had to
today, free from the weakness of lesser men. It enabled him to
stand up for right. It had made him into a man his father could
be proud of and he should be grateful. He was strong without
being malicious. He was like his father.

He had taken no pleasure in the torture of young Slazinger. He
had taken no pleasure in the Skaven report that the nobleman
was a Slaanesh cultist. Although he had to admit that it was a
fortunate coincidence, given the rumours concerning
Slazinger and Emmanuelle.

More malicious lies: someone so pure as the Countess would
not, could not, have anything to do with the likes of Slazinger;
a notorious rake, the sort of handsome young dandy who
thought it witty to speak out against the lawful servants of the
state, to criticise the harsh measures needed to maintain law
and order in this festering sink of iniquity and sin.

He pushed Slazinger from his mind and gave his thoughts
over to other matters. His agent in the Watch-house had
brought him the report on the Gant incident. No action was
being taken. It would cost too much to make a full sweep
through the sewers beneath the Old Quarter and that would cut
into the take the Watch Captain got from his station’s
financial allocation. Well, even corruption sometimes has its
uses, thought Von Halstadt.

His spy had brought him word that Gant’s patrol had been
nosing around in the area of his death though which was more
worrying. They might accidentally come across some more
Skaven going about their business. They might even discover
the skiffs that ran from the docks to Van Niek’s Emporium.
He doubted that they would discover that the shop was simply
a government front which channelled warpstone from outside
the city to the Skaven in payment for their services. He smiled.
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It was an arrangement with a certain pleasing symmetry. He
paid the Skaven in the currency they wanted. They did not
seem to realise it was both useless and dangerous. Warpstone
actually caused mutation. The Skaven claimed to use it as
food. Well, it was a relatively harmless way of disposing of an
incredibly dangerous substance and it provided him with a
fine source of information at the same time.

Yes, a pleasing symmetry indeed. In a way it was a pity that he
could not make known the service he was doing the Empire by
disposing of the evil stuff in a safe way. It had been a lucky
day for all mankind when Von Halstadt had gotten lost in the
sewers and stumbled across the Skaven.

It was fortunate they had recognised him as a man they could
do business with. He must get some more. This very evening
he must contact another Skaven agent and see to it that the
watchmen met with an accident. He was sorry to have to do
that to men who were only doing their duty but his security
must come first.

He was the only man who understood the real dangers
threatening Nuln and he was the only man who could save the
city. He knew this wasn’t simply vanity; it was the truth.
Tonight he would contact the new Skaven leader Thanquil and
order him to eliminate his enemies. The thought of this secret
use of his power made him shiver. He told himself it was not
with pleasure.

“I’'m telling you I saw him last night,” said Felix. He saw the
others staring at him out of the gloom. Overhead he heard the
thunder of wheels as a cart passed over a manhole cover. “At
the Golden Hammer. He was standing not twenty feet away
from me. His name is Fritz Von Halstadt and he’s the man we
saw dealing with the Skaven.”

“Sure,” said Rudi, glancing back worriedly. “He was having
dinner with the Countess Emmanuelle and the Enchanter
Drachenfels. What were you doing in the Golden Hammer
anyway. It’s where the nobs go. They wouldn’t let 2 sewerjack
in if his clothes were made of spun gold. You don’t expect us
to believe you were there.”

“My brother took me. He’s a merchant. And I'm telling you
that’s where I saw our man, Von Halstadt.”

“You’re not from Nuln, are you young Felix?” enquired Hef.
He spoke calmly and helpfully, as if he were genuinely
concerned with clearing up any misapprehension the young
sewerjack might have. “Do you know who Fritz von Halstadt
is?”

“The Head of the Elector’s secret police, is who he is. The
scourge of mutant scum in this city.” said Spider. A tic moved
somewhere far back in the twin’s jaw. Felix had not realised
the twins were such great admirers of Von Halstadt’s. “And
the head of the secret police don’t go about consorting with
rat-men.”

“Why not?”

“Because he’s the head of the secret police and the head of the
secret police wouldn’t do that sort of thing. It stands to reason,
don’tit.”
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“Well — that is irrefutable logic, Rudi. I'm telling you I saw
him with my own eyes. It was the man from the sewers.”

“Are you sure you’re not mistaken, manling. It was very dark
down there and human eyesight is not good in the dark.”

“I’m certain.” said Felix. “I’ve never been more certain of
anything in my life.”

“Well young Felix, even if you're right, and I’m not saying
that you are mind, what can we do about it? We can hardly go
marching up to the Countess Emmanuelle and say — by the
way your majesty, did you know your most trusted advisor has
been sneaking around the sewers below your palace in the
company of giant talking rats.” Hef didn’t smile as he said
this.

“She’d ask you how much weirdroot you’d been chewing and
order her Kislevite lover to throw you in the cells,” said
Spider. Felix could see their point. What could they do? They
were just ordinary watchmen and the man he was talking
about was the most powerful person in the city. Perhaps it
would be best just to forget the whole thing. He was seeing
Otto again this evening, was going to have a fine meal in his
townhouse. Soon he could be far from here and it wasn’t his
problem.

But the thought nagged at him. What was the terrible and
feared master of the Countess’s secret police doing in the
company of Skaven? What hold could they possibly have over
him?

“Right, lads enough of this,” said Rudi. “Back to go to work.”

Hostleader Tzerkual Varmatz looked back at his
Stormvermin. They filled this tunnel chamber and the smell of
their musk was sweet. His heart swelled with something akin
to pride. These were big, burly Skaven and their black fur was
sleek and well — groomed. It matched their fine lacquered
black armour and their rune-encrusted helms of black iron.
They were elite: well-fed, well-turned out, disciplined, as far
above the lowly clanrats and slaves as he was above them. He
commanded two dozen of the finest warriors his clan could
field. In war this would be swelled to two hundred or more.

He did not need the full force for this mission: this was simple.
The elimination of some pink flesh manthings. Easy. Grey
Seer Thanquil had made it plain it would be so. Even though
he didn’t like Skrequal’s replacement he agreed. He doubted
he would even need four claws of Stormvermin to deal with
some lowly manthing warriors. Behind him Thanquil gave a
discreet little bark of impatience. The rat-ogre that
accompanied the sorcerer rumbled angrily.

A little shimmer of fear passed through Tzerkual when he
contemplated the giant hybrid’s formidable muscles and
claws. He would not want to face it in battle. It must have cost
the Grey Seer a fair stash of warpstone to purchase from the
Pack-masters of Clan Moulder, and from what Tzerkual had
heard it would prove worth every ounce.
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Still he would not let himself be hurried by a youthful upstart
like Thanquil. Tzerkual was of his clan’s tenth birthing,
Thanquil was a mere twelth. There were certain proprieties to
be observed. He must keep face in front of his troops. He
allowed none of his anxiety to show in his bearing and he
controlled the urge to squirt the musk of fear.

He twitched his nose authoritatively and then lashed his tail to
get their attention. Two dozen pairs of alert pink eyes turned
to look at him. “We go to the bigstink below the mancity,” he
told them. “We go to kill five manthings who guard the
tunnels. They are enemies of our clanlord and have killed-
dead a clanbrother. Vengeance and manblood will be ours.
Fight well and more breeders and more warptokens will be
yours. Fight badly and I will chew your guts with my own
fangs.”

“We hear Hostleader,” they squeaked thunderously. “Glory to
the clan. Vengeance for our clanbrother.”

“Yes-yes, blood-vengeance for our clanbrother.” Tzerkual
smiled, revealing row on row of sharp-serrated teeth. In
Skaven it was a gesture of menace and his men fell silent. He
was pleased by the fear he had imposed on them.

Yes, he wanted vengeance for Skrequal. They had belonged to
the same birthing, had fought their way to the top of their clan
together. Had connived and killed and assassinated their way
to power. He understood his brother’s ambitions and insofar
as he trusted anybody he had trusted Skrequal. He wanted the
blood of his killers. It would in some way make up for the
inconvenience of having to find another ally in the great game
of clan politics.

Perhaps Thanquil might do, if the youngling didn’t attempt to
slip a sawknife into his back first. Well, only the future would
tell.

He covered his teeth once more and the stormvermin relaxed.
He was looking forward to visiting the undercity once more.
He liked slinking through the vast stinking maze that
reminded him of Skavenblight. It made a change from the
hideously barren outpost he had been forced to occupy since
his clanlord dispatched him here. He was glad the stupid
manthing had enough sense to contact them about his
problem. The guards were potentially a threat to the great
plan. Nothing must menace their pawn before they took over
the city.

He wasn’t sure what the great plan was but that didn’t matter.
He was a simple and vicious soldier, it was not his place to
philosophise on the ways the Thirteen Lords of Decay chose
to order the Universe. It was his task simply to kill the
enemies of his clan. That’s what he intended to do.
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Felix was worried. It wasn’t just the number of rats he had
seen, it was the way they followed him that was worrying. He
told himself not to be stupid. The rats weren’t following him.
They were just there, like they always were in the sewers. His
imagination was playing tricks on him, as it always did.

He gazed round what the other sewerjacks called the
cathedral. It was a major confluence of several of the city’s
greatest sewerways. It had been designed in a style he thought
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he recognised from the halls of Carag Eight Peaks. He called it
Dwarven Imperial. The dwarfs who had built these sewers
were refugees, he knew. They had fled from the Worlds Edge
Mountains when they became too dangerous to remain in.
They had come to the human lands bringing a great store of
engineering knowledge and a great nostalgia for their
ancestral homes under the mountains.

The Elector of Nuln had been an enlightened man. He put
their knowledge and skills to good use improving the
sanitation of his fast-growing city. They had responded to the
challenge by creating places that resembled great temples
rather than sewers. Mighty arches supported masonry that had
lasted nearly a thousand years. Intricate carved stonework
adorned the arches, revealing the traditional dwarfish hammer
and shield designs.

The work had been made beautiful in its way as well as
functional. Of course time had eroded much of it, coarse
patchworks of plaster and brick filled gaps where human
repair teams less skilled than the original builders had been at
work. But this place almost directly below the Elector’s palace
was a sewer fit for an Emperor.

Then suddenly he saw it, he saw how vulnerable those ancient
master builders had made the city. He remembered Gotrek’s
tale of how the Skaven had attacked Carag Eight Peaks from
the direction least expected: from below.

The sewers provided a means of access to below any place of
importance in the city. Teams of assassins or shocktroops
could be moved through them by a foe adapted to the
darkness. They were a perfect highway for a Skaven invasion.
The great walls of Nuln would prove no barrier to them. The
watchers on the roof of the temple of Myrmidia would notice
nothing.

The peril to the city was even greater if its own Chief
Magistrate were in league with the rat-men. The pieces
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clicked. He knew how Von Halstadt’s foes disappeared. They
were dragged down into the depths by the Skaven. He would
bet anything that a web of access tunnels existed that gave
access to the palaces and walled houses above. If nothing else
a small enough assassin could gain access through the sewage
channels, gross as that thought was.

The question now was why? Why was Von Halstadt doing it?
What did he stand to gain? The demise of his enemies?
Perhaps he was a mutant in league with the forces of darkness.
Perhaps he was mad. Felix asked himself whether he could
walk away now, knowing what he did. Could he take the offer
of a safe job alongside his brothers and leave the second
greatest city of the Empire in the hands of its enemies.

It was infuriating; there was nothing he could do. No-one
would believe him if he accused the chief magistrate. The
word of a sewerjack against that of the most influential man in
the city. And if he revealed who he really was that would only
get him into deeper trouble.

He was a known revolutionary and an associate of the dwarf
who had slaughtered ten of the Emperor’s own elite household
cavalry. No-one would be too bothered if he himself
disappeared. Perhaps it would be best to let things be. It was
only then as he came to his decision that he noticed that the
rats had vanished and the sound of soft padding could be heard
behind him. :

“We’re being followed, manling,” said Gotrek. “By several
groups. One behind. Two taking tunnels parallel to us. I
wouldn’t be surprised if there’s more up ahead.”

“By what?” Felix had to force his words out. His throat felt
constricted and his voice was barely louder than a whisper.
“Skaven?”

“Probably. It’s not humans. I think we’re going to be
ambushed. Our scuttling little friends should be quieter.
Dwarf ears are keen.”

“What can we do?”
“Fight bravely and if need be die heroically, manling.”

“That’s all very well for you — you’re a Trollslayer. The rest of
us aren’t quite so keen to get ourselves killed.”

Gotrek glared at him contemptuously. Felix felt the need to
find an excuse for his fear. “What if it’s an invasion. Someone
has to warn the city. It’s our duty. Remember the oath we
swore when we joined the Watch.”

He could see this made an impression on the Trollslayer.
Dwarfs were always impressed by talk of duty and of oaths.

“You have a point, manling. At least one of us should get
away and warn the city. Best talk with the others and make up
aplan.”

The climactic second part of ‘Skaven’s Claw’ will
be published in next month’s issue of White Dwarf.
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HILLS AND WOODS
by Adrian Wild

Many of you will have seen examples of Adrian’s stunning gaming terrain at this year’s
Golden Demon Grand Finals. We receive lots of letters requesting information on how the
terrain that appears in our photographs and battle reports has been made, and so we asked
Adrian to describe some of his basic modelling techniques. In this month’s article he covers
the two items of basic terrain that most gamers will want to build - hills and woods.

Making gaming terrain is all part of the fun of our hobby.
Although its perfectly practical to play a game of Warhammer
Fantasy Battle, Space Marine or Warhammer 40,000 on the
kitchen table or your bedroom floor, with a few books and
boxes to represent hills and buildings almost all gamers will
eventually begin to collect a few items of gaming terrain.
Having spent time and effort on collecting and painting your
army, it only seems fair they should have the opportunity to
battle it out over some exciting and well modelled terrain.

When people write in and ask me about individual pieces —
such as the Dwarf Fortress — that have appeared in White

Dwarf, they usually ask me how I have gone about making a
specific model. This is by far the most difficult question to
answer as normally I don’t work from plans. More than
anything else, successful model making is about applying a
few simple techniques to the job in hand. In the ‘Rivers’
article I wrote for White Dwarf 148, I talked about how to go
about creating rocky patches in the water. This involves
ghiing increasingly fine grades of material — gravel, cat litter
and coral sand to the model. This technique is precisely the
same for any rocky area whether it is the base of a building, a
scree slope on a hill, or a simple area of rocks. The same idea
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A basic two layer stepped hill

applies to creating grassy areas, stone or wood effects and
even the fine details of a model such as the roof tiles or
window frames. Once you have mastered a few basic
techniques you should be able to apply them to any model you
wish to. When I start a new model I sometimes look through a
few books on landscape or architecture to get ideas or possibly
even make a sketch or two on how I want the finished model
to look, but for the most part I just get an idea and start to
build. Once you begin your model, you’ll be surprised how
new ideas will occur to you as you go along.

Although it helps to have a supply of card and other materials
at hand to work with, you’ll also find that all sorts of bits and
pieces will find their way into your model making. Part of the
pleasure in building terrain lies in the fact that almost all the
materials are either free or very cheap. Most modellers soon
develop an eye for spotting and collecting interesting bits of
seemingly junk material, particularly polystyrene packaging
and cardboard which they can add to their bits box.

When people say to me “How did you make that model?”, I'll
often reply “Have a go and you’ll find out!”. I can give you
lots of tips and shortcuts to help you, but the best way to learn
how to make a model is to get stuck in!

GETTING STARTED

Woods and hills are the most commonly used and practical
items of terrain you can make. Even with the most basic set-
up, one or two hills together a wooded area will make your
battlefield come alive and present all manner of tactical
problems for you to solve. Should you place your troops on
the hilltop where they have good lines of fire but can also be
shot at in turn? Will that wood protect your units from attack?
or will it merely block their advance? The list is endless.

All of the hills that you see at Games Day and the Golden
Demon Awards or in the pages of White Dwarf are made out
of layers of expanded polystyrene glued together.

Polystyrene is cheap to buy either in the form of 10mm thick
ceiling tiles or 25mm insulating board. Both of these are
readily available from hardware stores of DIY shops. You can
also scrounge suitable polystyrene from hi-fi packaging and
the like although sometimes this is moulded into solid shapes.

I normally use the thinner material for epic scale terrain and
the thicker stuff for Warhammer 40,000 or Warhammer
Fantasy Battle terrain. If you’ve only got the equivalent of
ceiling tiles, then there’s no problem in gluing two or three
pieces together to give you a greater thickness.

MODELLING WORKSHOP

The only thing to be careful about when working with
polystyrene is your choice of glue. Solvent based adhesives
such as polystyrene cement, Bostick or Uhu will dissolve the
polystyrene. Always use a non-solvent glue such as PVA or
Copydex. If you are unsure, try out the glue on a piece of scrap
material as there’s nothing worse than watching your carefully
contoured hill melt before your eyes!

MAKING A STEPPED HILL

Before you start to cut out or stick anything the first thing to
do is decide how large an area you want the hill to cover. This
will normally be determined by the size of polystyrene you
have to work with. It is possible to glue several bits together to
make a really large area, but if this is your first go then it’s
probably best to use your largest piece as the first layer.

When you've decided on the size of the hill, mark out the area
on your polystyrene sheet, or tile. I find a felt tipped pen or
marker the best for this. Your hill can be any shape you like,
circular, oval or completely irregular. the photographs in
White Dwarf should give you some ideas.

There are several methods of actually cutting the polystyrene.
You can buy a polystyrene cutter consisting of a handle
attached to a heated wire, powered by a low voltage battery.
These tend to have only a limited use, being restricted in the
thickness of polystyrene that they can easily cut. The most
readily available tool is a general purpose hacksaw blade. This
has a long cutting edge with which you can shave the
polystyrene into shape. You can use a sharp craft knife but be
very careful and always make cuts away from yourself. If you
press too hard, the polystyrene might snap and the blade could
end up in your leg or worse!

Once you’ve cut out your first contour you can then mark out
the next layer on another piece of polystyrene. Remember to
leave sufficient room around the edges of the contours to
stand your miniatures. You should aim for a gap of about 25
millimetres all round. If you want to slope the edges of your
hill, then use your hacksaw blade or knife to shave the
polystyrene at an angle of about 45 degrees. To get a really
smooth finish you can always lightly sand off any roughness
with fine or medium grade foam sanding block.

Using this method, you can build up your hill, one layer at a
time. We find that three layers of insulating board are
normally enough for Warhammer Fantasy Battle or
Warhammer 40,000 hills but it’s really up to you.
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The rugged cliff-face that's been added to this hill makes a dramatic piece of epic scale terrain.

All of the hills you see in White Dwarf have been glued onto
hardboard bases. This helps them stand up to the constant
wear and tear of endless battles in the Studio without the edges
getting chipped and broken. If you want to base your hills,
then hardboard or stiff cardboard — such as artist’s lineboard —~
are probably the best materials. Mark out the area of the first
contour on your material, cut out the shape and use a non-
solvent type glue to join the polystyrene to the base. You can
then place some heavy books on the section and get on with
cutting out some more contours while it dries.

Should you want to disguise the joins between the base
section and the hill, or the joins between the different
contours, this can be done with either Das modelling clay or a
general purpose filler such as Polyfilla or Tetrion. Apply the
Das or filler around the bottom edge of each section, and
smooth it off with a wet finger. This will make it conform to
the shape of the hill more closely.

ADDING TEXTURE

If you want to you can now paint your model. For small hills
you can use Citadel paints, but for larger models, this will
prove impractical. Decorating suppliers or DIY stores carry a
good choice of paints and some shops will even custom mix
paint colours to your choice. I normally use a matt green
emulsion of about the same shade as Citadel Goblin Green
and give the model two good coats.

However, you may have decided that after putting this much
effort into the construction of your hill you would rather take
the finish to a higher standard by giving it a textured surface
before the final paint job. This can be done in a number of
ways.

The easiest method is to use a textured paint. This is available
from decorating material outlets in different grades of grain
sizes — from fine to coarse. I tend to use the general purpose
textured paint for nearly all of my terrain pieces. If I need a
heavy texture I use it unthinned. and for lighter textures I add
water to the paint to thin it out.

The alternative to textured paint is to make up a thin mix of
Tetrion, or Pollyfilla. This will not be as damage resistant as
textured paint, so some maintenance will be needed from time
to time.

A third option is to cover your hill with sand. Cover your work
surface with a plastic bin liner or some large sheets of
newspaper. Paint undiluted PVA all over the hill and then
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cover it all over with the sand. I actually
bury the terrain piece under a mound of
sand to ensure that everywhere gets
coated. Lift the hill out of the sand, tap
away the excess and put it on one side
to dry. If you have missed anywhere,
then brush some more glue onto the
bare patch and re-coat with sand. To
tidy away the excess sand, fold up the
bin liner or newspaper and funnel the
sand into a box.

Once you have textured your hill, you
can finish it off by giving it a couple of
coats of green paint.

If you want to take your model one
stage further, you can apply a layer or
several layers of modeller’s flock to
your hill. (Flock is the name given to a
fine covering material consisting of
dyed wood dust. You can buy it from Games Workshop stores
or Model Railway shops.) This method of covering your
model looks very appealing and is the way we make the
terrain you see in photographs in White Dwarf. The technique
is exactly the same as the one used for the sand. First of all,
cover your work surface with plastic or paper. Paint neat PVA
glue over your hill and cover it in green flock. Tip away the
excess material onto the paper and put the model on one side
to dry. We find that with lots of use the flock gets worn away,
and so from time to time I have to re-cover our hills to keep
them looking good.

MAKING SHAPED HILLS

As you can see from the photographs on the pages and
elsewhere in White Dwarf, many of the hills I make are
actually shaped and contoured and lots of extra details such as
trees and rubble have been added.

This Squat stronghold has been built with scrap card and polystyrene.




I like to do it in this way because each piece becomes a unique
model — a bit like painting a miniature. The techniques are
almost exactly the same as with the stepped hill but it just
takes a little longer. Shaped hills look great and work best in
Space Marine games due to the fact that epic models are very
stable and tend not to fall over when placed on a slope.
Warhammer Fantasy Battle and Warhammer 40,000 models
are far more likely to topple over when placed on a sloping
surface. Although shaped hills do look good, it can be very
irritating when your models keep falling over at a critical
stage of the battle. Which kind of hills you make really
depends upon which games you play the most, what level of
realism you want and how much inconvenience you are
prepared to put up with!

As before, decide upon the size of your hill and cut out the
first section of polystyrene. If you are going to base your
model, you need to do it at this stage. Continue to add extra
layers of polystyrene until you have built up the hill to the
rough shape and size you want. Unlike the stepped hill, don’t
worry too much about cutting or shaping the edges of the
different layers. When the layers of polystyrene have dried,
form your hill by carving it into the shape that you want with a
craft knife or hacksaw blade. As you work, you should test the
slope of the hill to make sure that your gaming miniatures will
stand up on it. Place a typical model on the slope and if it
teeters or falls, you’ll need to remove a bit more polystyrene.
Use sandpaper or a foam sanding block to remove any
roughness from the polystyrene before you texture it using
one of the methods described earlier.

MAKING WOODS

As with hills, there are many different ways to make a wooded
area for your tabletop games. We’ll start with the simplest
type and explain the ways in which you can add increasing
amounts of detail to your model.

First of all, you’ll need to choose a material onto which to
build your wood. Thick card is cheap (possibly even free) and
easy to cut. However, it is prone to warping when you glue
things to it. Plastic sheet or plasticard is another alternative,
but the thinner varieties suffer from the same problems as card
board and the thicker sizes can be difficult to cut into rounded
shapes. I generally opt for hardboard which you can buy from
DIY stores or as cheap off-cuts from timber yards. I cut the

A basic wood section for Warhammer Fantasy Battle
or Warhammer 40,000.

MODELLING WORKSHOP
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The uneven surface and ruined building add character to this epic
scale wood.

basic shape with a hacksaw and then angle the edges with a
strong craft knife. Any rough spots are sanded off with the
sanding block. The big advantage of hardboard is that it will
not warp when you glue things onto it and it gives a firm solid
base to your model.

There are large number of ready-made trees available for
hobbyists and modellers in a variety of scales. Games
Workshop stores sell one of the best types and we use these on
all of our models. We also use the metal tree bases you can
buy in your local Games Workshop store. These can be glued
to your wood base and any joins covered over with Das putty.
If you want to make your own trees, then the best way is to use
small twigs with lichen or flock covered steel wool glued onto
them. These can then be glued onto your base with PVA and
any gaps covered up with small stones, plaster filler or Das.

Once all of the trees are in place you can texture the wood
base using one of the methods we described earlier for the
hills.

ADDING MORE DETAIL

One of the problems with basic terrain is that your tabletop
can end up looking a bit like a golf course rather than a wild
and dangerous mountain pass or the corner of some far flung
world. The basic woods described above, although perfectly
good models, will sometimes look a bit flat and dull. As your
confidence grows, you’ll be able to add more detail to your
terrain pieces and the individual models will each take on their
own character.

To give our woods a more natural appearance we normally
vary the ground level before adding the trees. We do this by
carving small mounds from polystyrene off-cuts, and gluing
them to the wood base. When these are dry, you can sand them
down to give a more natural look. These mounds can be used
to vary the height of the trees and this looks particularly
effective if you are using the ready made ones that are
normally all the same height. As you can seen from the
photographs I also like to model additional details such as
rocks, ruined buildings, fallen trees etc onto each section to
enhance the look of each piece.

If you decide to have a go at this, you should consider the fact
that wooded areas with lots of extra details become less
clearly defined than other terrain types. This is because in the
real world woods aren’t normally a discrete item, but grow on
and cover other types of terrain feature. For example, trees
grow both on hills and in valleys, and are found along river
banks, cliff edges, and so on.
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The only thing to remember is that no
matter how good your terrain looks, it is
useless unless your models and war
machines can move over it. In this
sense, you should always be prepared to
compromise ‘realism’ for ‘playability’.
You should also ensure that both you
and your opponent understand what
each model represents before the game
starts in order to avoid any arguments
later on.

CLIFFS AND ROCKS

Cliffs are easy to model and help make
your terrain look more ragged and
weatherbeaten. The simplest way to
make a cliff is to build up a shaped hill,
as we’ve previously described and then
cut a sheer drop into the side of the
model where you want the cliff to be. To create the effect of
broken and jagged rocks, you can carve out the face of the
cliff with a craft knife, or alternatively actually ‘melt’the
polystyrene to get the rocky effect. As we mentioned earlier,
certain types of adhesive actually dissolve polystyrene.
Normally you want to avoid using these, but in this case you
can take advantage of this property. You should experiment
with a bit of waste material before you have a go at your brand
new hill, but used carefully this is a really useful technique to
create craggy broken areas on your terrain.

o

Once you’ve weathered the cliff face, you can cover it with
textured paint or, one of the alternatives. I normally paint the
cliff face black. and highlight it by drybrushing with
increasingly lighter shades of brown.

Rocky areas at the base of cliffs or around your hills can be
built up using the technique I described for rivers in White
Dwarf 148. What you do, is glue the ‘rock’ material to your
model starting with the largest size first. I hormally use four
grades of material: small stones, cat litter, coral sand, and bird
sand. In this way, the smaller stones or sand fill in the gaps left
by the previous layer. Use a brush to apply a fairly generous
amount of PVA where you want to have the rocky patches,
working around any stones you have already glued into place.
Then add the next grade of texture, in my case the cat litter,
and tip the whole section upside down to remove any excess.
Repeat the process for each grade of material, allowing the
glue to dry thoroughly between each stage.
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The cliff-face on this wood was sculpted by ‘melting’ the polystyrene with glue.
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When the glue has dried, paint a thin wash of thinned P.V.A.
glue over the glued down textures. This will help to fix the
different sizes of stones/sand to each other, and thus increase
the resistance to wear and tear.

You can use the same technique for making craters. These can
very easily be modelled by rolling out 4 thin sausage of Das,
and moulding it into the outline of the crater with a cocktail
stick. Add a little rubble effect around the crater using the
method for doing the rocky patches.

To model undergrowth or scrub you can use lichen,
drybrushed to vary the shade, or the shredded foam. This is
sold as “coarse turf” in model railway shops. Stick either of
these to the hill with PVA, preferably after you have
completed the initial texturing.

Ruins can look effective, either on a hill or in a wood. The
most easy way to represent a ruin is to suggest that a building
was there. This overcomes the need to actually construct an
extensive ruined building. Simply use small shattered wall
sections with the rest of the supposed building represented by
rubble. Add the odd beam or girder, depending on the type of
ruin. Try to work the ruin into the terrain so that it doesn’t
Jook like its been added as an after thought. The range of extra
details you can add is endless. With a little thought, hedges,
walls, pipe lines, fortifications etc will all add to the realism of
your model and still enable it to be used as a piece of gaming
terrain.

As I said at the start of this article, the best way for you to find
out how to make a model is to get stuck in and have a go. In
future White Dwarfs I'11 be talking about other aspects of
terrain building and modelling but it really is true that once
you’ve mastered a few basic ways of working, you’ll be able
to go on and create any piece you want to.

Good modelling,

Adrian Wild
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The Games Workshop Chaos
Roadshow has been on the road for
several months now, bringing madness,
mayhem and anarchy to innocent,
unsuspecting Games Workshop stores.
The response to the Roadshows has
been really great with loads of gamers
turning up and bringing along their
models and armies to join in the fun.

Don’t miss the Roadshow when
it storms into your local Games
Workshop store. You’ll have a chance
to meet and talk to Games Workshop
artists, designers and miniature
painters. You can join in the exciting
Warhammer participation games, and

watch ’Eavy Metal painting demo’s and
modelling workshops. All through the
day we’ll be running special offers and
competitions with great prizes. Don’t
forget to bring along your best painted
army banner - you could win a prize!

SATURDAY 1st AUGUST
PHONE: 0223 313350

2 2

SATURDAY 15th AUGUST
CONTACT JIM: 0332 371657

SATURDAY 8th AUGUST
CONTACT JIM: 051 258 1404

SATURDAY 22nd AUGUST
CONTACT EVAN: 904 653575

5 REDIG k@ GLISGON @ |

SATURDAY 29th AUGUST
CONTACT BOB: 0734 598693

SATURDAY 05th SEPTEMBER
CONTACT ALISDAIR: 041 226 3762
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IMPERIAL OUTRIDERS
By Rick Priestley

The Engineers School of Altdorf is famous for the war
machines and engines it builds for the army of the Empire. Its
skilled artisans have created such powerful devices as the
Steam Tank and the Hellblaster Volley Gun. In battle the
Engineers provide many trained men to work these devices
and to repair them when they go wrong. The Engineers also
provide troops. These carry finely made and extremely
complex weapons, such as the repeater musket which can
shoot several shots at once. Some fight from heavily armoured
War Wagons pulled by mightily armoured horses. Rules for
the War Wagon and troops armed with Hochland Long Rifles,
Repeater Muskets, Blunderbuss, Giant ball and Chain, Man
Catchers and Hook Halberds are covered in White Dwarf 149.
Other troops fight mounted on horseback. They are the most
mobile of the Engineers and their task is to accompany
valuable machines and protect them from unexpected enemy
attacks. These are known as Outriders.

Outriders carry repeater weapons such as the repeater musket
and pistol. These combine several barrels loaded with
gunpowder and a lead ball. Unlike an ordinary hand gun these
weapons can fire several shots. As each shot is fired the
warrior can revolve the barrel so that a fresh charge is
presented. A repeater weapon must be very carefully made
from brass and fine quality steel parts, as an inexactitude in
construction or weakness in materials would cause the
weapon to fail.

Repeater Musket. The repeater musket is a bulky weapon
with six separate barrels, and is extremely heavy. The
chamber is spun round and heavy firing pins ignite the barrels
in turn, unleashing a volley of fire. When you shoot the
repeater musket you can antomatically shoot again if you hit,
and you can keep on shooting so long as each shot hits, up to a
maximum of 6 shots. It doesn’t matter whether hits score
wounds or whether these are saved; the repeater musket can
continue to fire so long as it hits. Each shot can be at the same
target or you can change targets so long as the new one is
within 2” of the previous one. This means you can shoot down
a row of troops, picking off each one in turn. The weapon has
arange of 20” and a strength value of 4. However, the repeater
musket is not an especially reliable weapon. If you roll a 1 on
your first to hit roll that turn then the gun has jammed and may
not shoot for the remainder of the game. The player must keep
a record of any weapons which are unable to shoot and may
choose to remove such models as casualties where they occur.
Note that this jam rule also applies to the repeater musket in
the War Wagon, although it wasn’t included in the original
description. '

Repeater Pistol. The repeater pistol is a much smaller version
of the revolving barrelled repeater weapon. The Engineers are
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notoriously fond of these clever little devices even though
they don’t always work very well. The pistol has a range of
10” and a strength of 3. As with the musket, you can shoot
again if you score a hit, and may continue to shoot up to 6
shots so long as you keep hitting. You can continue to shoot at
the same target, or choose a new target within 2 of the last
one. Should the first to hit roll of the turn be a 1 then the gun
has jammed solid and cannot be used for the rest of the game.
You must make a note of weapons which have jammed.

Outriders wear an armoured breastplate and ride armoured
horses. Their armour is emblazoned with the devices of the
Altdorf Engineers. They do not carry shields as they need both
hands to hold their muskets, and pistol armed warriors carry a
sword in addition. A unit of Qutriders may contain both types
of weapon mixed together. Musket armed warriors suffer a -1
to hit penalty in hand-to-hand fighting because their weapon is
so bulky. Pistol armed warriors do not suffer this penalty but
cannot use their pistols in close fighting - they have only one
attack from their swords. The characteristics of the Engineers
are normal for a human warrior - their movement value
include a '/." encumbrance penalty for weight of armour.

Model
Outrider 7'/ 3

M WSBS S TWTI A Ld Save
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Weapon Range Strength
Repeater Musket 20” 4
Repeater Pistol 10” 3
Points Value

Each model costs 26 points and the unit must be at least 5
strong for 130 points. An Empire Army may include 1 unit of
Engineer Outriders.

Quite a few players have written in to ask the points value of a
Halfling Hot-Pot. The Hot-Pot costs 50 points and you may
have 2 maximum of 1 for every Halfling regiment in the army.

Other players would like to know the points value of the
Steam Tank! We have played a quite a few games with the
Steam Tank and our estimation is 200 points. Steam Tanks
can definitely be battle winning machines if you get them
stuck into the thick of things - as witnessed during our Oxford
Chaos Roadshow where a Steam Tank ran over two units of
Orcs and pretty much spelled the end for the Orc player! You
may include a maximum of 1 Steam Tank for every 2 human
infantry regiments in your army.
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IMPERIAL OUTRIDERS AND KNIGHTS
OF THE BLAZING SUN

The Knights of the Blazing Sun and the Empire Outriders are
two new types of Imperial cavalry from the talented hands of
Michael and Alan Perry.

IMPERIAL OUTRIDERS

Imperial Outriders are recruited from within the Engineers
Guild and dress in their characteristic bright uniforms. The
task of Outriders on the battlefield is to accompany Imperial
war machines such as the War Wagon snd Steam Tank and
protect them from surprise enemy attacks. We decided that
these two Outriders would accompany our Steam Tank into
battle and so we decided to paint them in colour schemes that
would contrast with those of the tank itself. Our Steam Tank
has been painted mainly blue, so a predominantly yellow
scheme was chosen for the horse armour, with a band of bright
decoration around the hind quarters.

The yellow areas were given a base coat of Sunburst Yellow
with a little Blood Angel Orange added to deepen the tone.
This was highlighted with Sunburst Yellow and Skull White.
A broad band of Chaos Black was painted around the base of
the armour, and when this was dry a thinner band of Skull
White was applied leaving about 3mm of black showing
round the top. This area was then decorated with thin lines of
Skull White. The band of white was painted Go Fasta Red and
highlighted with Blood Angel Orange. The gem stones and
crosses were painted in Chaos Black before being painted in
the relevant colour.

The Outriders themselves have been painted in a similar
colour scheme to the commander of the Steam Tank (shown in
White Dwarf 151), with blue and gold armour, and red and
yellow slashed clothing. The blue armour looks particular
effective and is a good demonstration of how you shouldn’t
feel that you have to paint every surface on a model that
represents metal in a grey or metallic cover. You only have to
look old historical prints and in particular Samurai armour to
see how richly it was painted and decorated. The armoured
areas were given a base coat of Moody Blue and highlighted
with Enchanted Blue mixed with Skull White. The rest of the
armoured areas were given a base coat of Dwarf Bronze and
were highlighted with Glistening Gold.

KNIGHTS OF THE BLAZING SUN

A different kind of paint effect was used on the Knights of the
Blazing Sun, where we wanted a dazzling yellow gold. This
was achieved by mixing a little Yellow Ink with Glistening
Gold and applying this straight over a white undercoat. When
this is dry you will find that the white shows through on the

raised areas but there is no deep shading. This can be rectified
by giving the armour a wash of Yellow and Brown Ink, which
runs into the crevices to give definition, but leaves the white
showing for the highlights.

To contrast with the knight’s gold armour, the horse armour
was given a coat of Chaos Black. This was carefully
highlighted with Space Wolf Grey and given a coat of gloss
varnish to produce a shining laquered effect. The Sun in
Splendour design on the Grand Master’s horse was first
painted in Skull White and then coloured with Sunburst
Yellow. The features were then painted.on in Brown Ink using
a 00 brush. All the other sun designs on the horse and Knights’
shields are transfers from the Bretonnian transfer set. Many of
these are general heraldic designs and are useful for
decorating both Empire and Bretonnian models. The sun
transfers were originally white and were painted yellow once
they’d been applied to the model and were dry.

S

BLOOD ANGELS AND ULTRAMARINE
SPACE MARINE SQUADS

In the article on Citadel transfers elsewhere in this issue we
mainly talk about applying transfers to individual models and
banners. In addition, transfers are incredibly useful for
applying designs and unit markings onto squads_ and
regiments of troops. This used to be a demanding task that
would take hours of patient effort to complete when painting
the designs by hand. With the use of transfers, the same, if not
better effect can be accomplished in a fraction of the time. In
most cases you’ll want to apply the same symbol to all of the
models in a squad or regiment of troops for Warhammer
40,000 or Warhammer Fantasy Battle. Leaders and champions
can then be given extra detail to mark them out from the rest
of the regiment and display their status.

On the inside front cover, are two examples of the use of
Citadel transfers on a unit of Blood Angels Space Marines and
an Ultramarine Devastator squad. Notice how the chapter
insignia visually links all the miniatures together to create a
coherent unit.
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PORTSMOUTH

GRAND OPENING SAT 15th AUGUST

OF OUR NEW STORE AT
34 ARUNDEL STREET, PORTSMOUTH P01 1NL. Tel: 0705 876266

Usual opening hours:
10.00am - 6.00pm Mon-Fri
9.30am - 5.30am Saturday

Games Night Thursday till 8.00pm
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DOORS OPEN 9.00am

BUY ANY 2 RED DOT ITEMS
AND GET 1 YELLOW DOT ITEM

FREE!

EG: BUY TERMINATORS AND WARHAMMER 40,000 AND
GET THE WARHAMMER COMPILATION

FREE!

BUY ANY 2 BLISTER PACKS AT £3.99-OR OVER AND GET
ONE ADDITIONAL £3.99 BLISTER PACK

FREE!

OFFERS OPEN ALL DAY (WHILE STOCKS LAST)

PLEASE NOTE: YOU CANNOT USE THE VOUCHERS WITH ANY OF THE ABOVE
OFFERS. OR ON MB GAMES’ HEROQUEST AND SPACE CRUSADE



SPACE MARINE
DEVASTATORS

The Space Marine Devastators box contains five new Space Marine models designed by
sculptors Jes Goodwin and Norman Swales. Four Space Marines carry awesome heavy
weapons: two have Heavy Bolters, ideal for laying down a withering curtain of fire; one is
armed with a Lascannon, the ultimate tank buster of the 41st Millennium and the fourth
has a Missile Launcher, a long ranged weapon which can fire either armour penetrating
shells or explosives. The fifth Space Marine is a
sergeant armed with a deadly power fist - an
energised gauntlet that can tear apart armour and
crush enemies in hand-to-hand combat.

These Space Marines with heavy weapons make an

excellent addition to a Devastator Squad or Tactical

Space Marine Squad from any Space Marine Chapter.

We’ve chosen to paint our Space Marines as the

heavy-weapon element from an Ultramarines
Devastator Squad.

All five of the Space Marines are supplied
with separate metal weapons and plastic
arms and shoulder pads, allowing you to
assemble them in a variety of combinations
and poses.

Models supplied unpamtad: Bannars not supplied.

E""‘DE" WARNING! This modsl contains lead and may be hasmiul if chewad or swallowed. Citadel Miniatures are
t not recommended for chuidren under 14 years of age.

Spacs Mannas designad by Jos Goodwin and Norman Swales.
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Spece Maanes designed by Jes Goodwin and Noman Swales.

JOHN BLANCHE

® FANTASY BATTLE o

The Dwarf Realms

Craaraaaaaaaws By Nigel Stillman

The Dwarfs are one of the most ancient races of the
Warhammer world. From the beginning of time their
traditional homeland has been the Worlds Edge Mountains, the
vast, forbidding mountain chain that marks the eastern
boundary of the Old World. Here amidst the high peaks and
tumbling chasms, the Dwarfs created their legendary empire,
now all but a memory told in ancient sagas sung in the halls of
the Strongholds that still remain.
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Dwarfs live by extracting the metals, precious stones and the
mineral wealth buried deep beneath their mountain homes.
Beneath each Dwarf stronghold there exists a labyrinth of
caverns and delvings created and enlarged over centuries as
the Dwarfs dug ever deeper in search of new riches.

In addition to mining, craftsmanship of all kinds is the Dwarfs’
supreme skill. Metals and gems are worked into artifacts of
great cunning and brilliance which are sought after throughout
the world. Whether it be forging of weapons and armour, the
construction of fortifications or the mechanical inventions of
the Engineers Guild, the ingenuity and.technical ability of
Dwarfs is unsurpassed anywhere in the Old World.

Dwarf societies thrive by trading minerals, ores and artifacts
with their neighbouring peoples. A few basic crops are grown
within the walls of Dwarf strongholds and hardy livestock do
graze on the high pastures, but good land is scarce in the
mountains and Dwarfs are not great farmers. Produce such as
grain, hides and fruits are brought into the mountains by
merchant caravans and exchanged in the strongholds for
metalwork and gold. If trade routes are cut by war and the
strongholds are besieged, the dour Dwarfs tighten their belts
and dine on dragon meat or troll flesh, made almost palatable
when washed down with Dwarf ale! Indeed, Dwarf ale is so
good and nourishing that Dwarfs can survive for weeks on this
alone and every stronghold has a great store of barrels.

In character, Dwarfs are as grim as the mountains and tough as
the rocks. They respect only three things: age, wealth and skill.
Unless slain in battle, or some other mishap befalls them,
Dwarfs live to a very great age and take exceptional pride in
their beards. Hence a Dwarf’s age and wisdom is shown by the
length and fullness of his beard. This means that Dwarfs are
always well organised in any task they are doing, because if in
doubt they always do what the Dwarf with the longest beard
tells them. This is invariably the wisest solution. Among
Dwarfs, if something is old it is automatically assumed to be
good. Knowing this, young apprentices will sometimes
attempt to fake age and patina on their newly made artifacts, in
order that buyers take them more seriously. All Dwarf master
craftsmen are adept at re-forging ancient weapons or
incorporating ancient relics into their new works.

Hoarding wealth is a great passion among Dwarfs. They are an
industrious race and work hard for their riches and
possessions. The more important a Dwarf is, the greater his
hoard will be. When he dies his possessions are divided
amongst his family and so are passed on from generation to
generation. A family’s treasure is held very dear as it is both a
source of wealth and a tangible link to its honoured ancestors.
No Dwarf feels secure unless his treasure hoard is heaped high
enough for him to sit on. The hoards of Dwarf lords and
strongholds are of legendary proportions and rumours of their
size attract covetous armies and adventurers time and again to
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the Dwarf realms where most of their bones still remain.
Nevertheless, over the millennia several great and proud
strongholds have fallen to Orcs and other invaders: their
populations dispersed and slain, and their hordes of gold and
artifacts broken and scattered across the world.

All Dwarfs have a rigid sense of pride and honour. This centres
upon the bond or promise. If a Dwarf makes a deal he will
remember it and keep to it. Most Dwarfs will honour the word
of an ancestor even if it was made centuries before. If anyone
should break faith with a Dwarf, it is the worst possible
offence to him. A broken bond will be remembered for ever.
At best, the Dwarfs will never trust the offender again, at
worst, they will seek vengeance. Great breaches of faith
against the Dwarf people or their rulers are recorded in a
massive tome known as the Book of Grudges. No dealings are
entered into with anybody without reference to this book. The
book almost amounts to a chronicle of Dwarf history. It is part
of Dwarf folklore and many Dwarfs will know by heart the
great wrongs done to their ancestors which are recorded in it.

Dwarfs have little knowledge of magic as it is used by Elves
and Humans and they have no wizards equivalent to theirs.
The true magical lore of the Dwarfs is bound up with their
craftsmanship in weaponry, armour and other arcane artifacts.
Even though few of the Dwarf runesmiths themselves
understand the theory of Magic as it is known by Men and
Elves, their knowledge of runic lore has been passed down by
word of mouth from the days of the ancestors. Magical essence
pervades the metals, rocks, gems and relics with which they
work, and in the fires of the forge and the cold, quenching
waters this essence can be bound into an artifact by those who
know the secret ways of making. Runesmiths know these
secrets and they know how to trap this power in the form of
runes.
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Among Dwarfs, ancestor worship is their religion. Even the
Dwarf gods, like Grungni, god of mining, are really ancestor
figures. Grungni is reputed to be the first Dwarf to delve into
the rock to discover metals. Of course, although this happened
before the dawn of time, many rulers trace their ancestry back
to Grungni, who is therefore made into a kind of folk ancestor
of all the Dwarfs.

Dwarfs live in extended clan families with strong ties of blood,
pride and honour. Ancestor veneration ties the clan together
even more. Skill at craftsmanship and engineering is a matter
for utmost pride and respect among the Dwarfs and the very
names of great craftsmen of the past are considered to have
talismanic if not magical power.

Most professions are hereditary and the various craftsmens
guilds are often also clans, tracing descent from a common
ancestor. Unlike ordinary clans, however, the guilds have
spread out with branches in all the important Dwarf
strongholds and even beyond in the cities of the Empire. These
are a unifying force among the Dwarfs since it creates ties of
blood between separate and sometimes rival Dwarf
communities. The complex web of bonds which have been
made between clans and guilds and strongholds over the
millennia mean that the Dwarfs always show great solidarity in
the face of outsiders and enemies. As a result of these
traditions, the great Dwarf Empire of the past still exists in
spirit if not in physical reality.
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THE DWARF STRONGHOLDS

The Dwarf strongholds of the World’s Edge Mountains are
remnants of the once great Dwarf empire known as Karaz-
Ankor (The Ever-Realm).This vast Empire was centered on
the great city of Karaz a Karak (Everpeak).

In Karaz a Karak, the Dwarf High King sat upon his carved
throne and presided over the Dwarf Lords who ruled the other
great strongholds. This was the golden age of the Dwarfs,
when in friendship with the Elves from the west, they explored
the Old World for its riches. Trade flourished between these
two ancient peoples who lived side by side in the trading ports
and cities set up in the old world. At this time, men were
divided into primitive tribes, eager only to learn from older and
wiser races. Elves and Dwarfs were perhaps not as wise as men
had thought, for Elven arrogance and Dwarf obstinacy led to
friction and eventually outright war. A terrible long slaughter
began, which lasted for an entire age until the Elves retreated
across the seas to Ulthuan and into the trackless forests of the
Old World. The Dwarfs were left to dominate the Old World,
but the glory and vigour of the Dwarf race had been expended.
The Golden Age was drawing to its close.

The end came amid earthquakes and volcanic eruptions along
the entire length of the Worlds Edge Mountains in the heart of
the Dwarf realm. The great walls surrounding the strongholds
were broken, the subterranean highways collapsed and mine
workings were shattered and flooded. Lava poured into the
cavernous vaults beneath the Dwarf cities and the Dwarf
Empire was thrown into disarray. In the wake of these natural
disasters came hordes of Goblins, Orcs, Skaven and the vile
followers of Chaos. They infiltrated the Dwarf tunnel system
and overwhelmed the beleaguered outposts and strongholds
with surprise attacks from deep below the ground.

Karak Varn was shattered by an earthquake and soon after fell
to the invaders. After a bitter siege lasting many years, Karak
Azgul was stormed and sacked, but its treasure horde was
never found. The Orcs abandoned its vaults in anger leaving
the ruins to became a nest for dragons and its catacombs the
lair of monsters. Karak Eight Peaks finally fell after a
desperate and protracted struggle in the vast network of
tunnels and vaults beneath the great city. Karaz a Karak and
the remaining strongholds were isolated but held out. Besieged
on all sides by the vile hordes of Orcdom and Chaos. The
glorious Dwarf Empire lay shattered and in ruins. Its power
broken forever, its treasures scattered among the conquering
hordes. Orcs and Goblins infested the great subterranean halls
where Dwarf bards once recited their heroic sagas, Trolls
desecrated the tombs of kings and gnawed upon their bones
and fetid Skaven scuttled through the catacombs and passages
spreading disease and decay.

The few remaining Dwarfs grimly held onto their surviving
strongholds and honed their axes in bitterness.

This was the time in which many Dwarfs forsook their ancient
homeland and wandered into the emerging Human realms of
the west. Many settled in the cities of what is now the Empire.
Here the great Sigmar was welding the tribes together and
founding the Empire to defend Humanity against the invading
Chaos hordes and the skill of the Dwarfs in metalwork and
armaments was much sought after. It was an age of war in
which men could make good use of every sword forged by a
Dwarf smith, and pay for it in gold. When the Empire was
strong, and Sigmar stood triumphant over his enemies, he
entered into a bond with the Dwarfs and sent his battle
hardened warriors to help the beleagered Dwarf strongholds.
The Orcs and their vile allies were beaten back from the gates
of the remaining strongholds and the Dwarfs with their new
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found friends went onto the offensive. This heralded a new age
of reconquest which brings us up to the present time. One by
one the ruined strongholds were reconquered and resettled by
the descendants of the clans who had fled long ago. This is a
long and slow process which is still continuing. Sometimes
only a tiny handful of Dwarfs grimly hold on to their hard won
foothold amid the ruins of their ancestor’s splendour.

The Orcs and their evil allies do not give up their ground
easily. Every cavern, tunnel and vault must be fought for and
paid for in Dwarf blood. But Dwarfs forget nothing, and they
will never let the sword rest or lay the axe aside while their
ancestors are dishonoured, and their tombs are desecrated.
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East of The Empire, east of Kislev rise the ancient, snow
capped peaks of Worlds Edge Mountains. Along their length,
ridge after jagged ridge thrusts ever upward marking the end of
the civilised world, and extinct and still smoking volcanos
mark the great fault line that lies deep beneath the earth crust.
Here are the rich veins of mineral wealth which the Dwarfs
delve deep to find. As the Great Ice retreated from the world,
grinding and shattering the rock into twisted peaks and deep
chasms, the first Dwarf prospectors led their people into this
region in search of riches. Following the way of Grungni, they
discovered the wealth of the mountains, hewed their mines into
the rock and founded their strongholds amid the loftiest peaks
and the most inaccessible valleys.

The Dwarfs were not the only ones to make their homes in the
mountains. As their settlements grew, they encountered other
ancient races in the Orcs, Goblins, Giants, Trolls and Dragons.
Both above the ground amidst the peaks and valleys and in the
dark beneath the world, the Dwarfs were forced to battle for
their homes and treasures. So began the constant struggle for
survival which the Dwarfs fight even to this day and so was
forged the Dwarf race, determined, defiant, enterprising and
brave.

WAYNE ENGLAND
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Black Water

Known as ‘Varn Drazh’ in the Dwarfen tongue, this high
mountain lake is really a vast meteorite crater filled with the
melt water of mountain glaciers. Before the Great Ice, a vast
meteor crashed from the sky to pound this huge gaping crater
out of the rock All around the shores are to be found strange
metal ores, including the much prized meteoric iron, known as
Gromril, with which the hardest blades and armour are forged.
Strongholds were founded here to mine the meteoric metals,
and also to harness the mountain torrents which gush from the
lake. These raging waters wash the ore extracted from the
mines and drive the huge waterwheels which power the drop-
hammers in the great subterranean forges. The lake itself is
black in its depth, and inhabited by dark monsters, locked
within since the age before the ice.

Black Fire Pass

Called ‘Haz-Drazh-Kadrin’ by the Dwarfs, this deep chasm
was formed when volcanic eruptions rent apart the mountains
in the distant past. Now the chasm is an eerie cleft of twisted
lava and high black cliffs of polished volcanic glass. Strange
black vapour blows from volcanic vents at the base of the
cliffs. The pass is a favourite route through the mountains for
the dark hordes of Chaos and their Goblin allies who
sometimes harness the power of the vents for their own evil
purposes. Dwarfs sometimes come here to quarry volcanic
glass and other rare gems.

Mad Dog Pass

‘Varag Kadrin’ in the Dwarf tongue and so called because it is
the principle route through the mountains for tribes of Goblin
raiders. These are the tribes who capture savage wolves to ride
to war or harness them to their chariots and wagons. Any
Dwarf caravan travelling through the pass risks being set upon
by hordes of howling, slavering wolves ridden by screaming
Goblins intent on loot and bloodshed. They sweep down from
the many Goblin forts surmounting the rocky crags that flank
the pass.

Black Crag

‘Karag-Drazh’ as the Dwarfs call it, is the largest and most
menacing of the Orc strongholds encroaching on the territory
of the former Dwarf empire. This evil fortress overlooks
another important route through the mountain chain. The crag
and pass are named after the massive black granite outcrops
and boulders, which give the whole region a brooding, grim
and evil look, especially at dawn and dusk when the mountains
throw their shadows over the land. The Orcs of black crag are
ruled by a treacherous warlord known as Gorfang Troll-Eater
and are in a perpetual state of war with the Dwarfs of the
neighbouring strongholds.

Volcanoes

There are two active volcanos at the southern end of the
Worlds Edge Mountains. These are Karag-Haraz (flaming
mountain) and Karag Dron (thunder mountain). Volcanic
activity here continually throws up new riches from the depths
of the world, which the most enterprising Dwarf prospectors
and miners come here to gather and extract. Mines and mining
settlements are frequently destroyed by volcanic explosions or
buried beneath ash or lava. Even in the face of this danger, the
lure of wealth draws a constant stream of young Dwarfs from
far away strongholds who continue to work undeterred.

The Imperial Dwarf Highway

All the cities of the former Dwarf Empire were linked by
underground roads hacked through the solid rock. From these
highways, tunnels led off to mining communities and outlying




strongholds where Dwarf warriors guarded the routes and kept
watch for intruders. Now the tunnels have been invaded by
Orcs, Goblins, Trolls and worse and the greater part of the
cavern system is in ruins. In recent years, routes through to
each of the still inhabited strongholds and outposts have been
cleared and Dwarf expeditions are frequently despatched to
explore and clear further sections of the old system. This is
extremely perilous since the tunnel system itself was invaded
from below. Goblins, Orcs and Skaven broke through into the
deeper workings and were able to penetrate right into some of
the Dwarf strongholds. Where this happened the great walled
fortresses built on the peaks by the Dwarfs of old were no
avail. Proud strongholds fell after bitter fighting in the tunnels
and caverns. The defenders were overwhelmed from below.
The enemy are still able to enter the tunnels in this way,
although every effort is made to wall up any breaches which
are found. Some delvings have been lost completely and have
become breeding grounds for Goblins, Trolls and all maner of
evil things made more hideous by the taint of Chaos which
seems to seep into everything.

Karak-Ungor

In the Dwarf tongue this transates as ‘Delving Hold’ and is so
called because of the vast network of deep caverns beneath the
mountain on which the stronghold is built. The mines here are
the deepest in the old Dwarf realm and the reason they dug so
deep was to reach the rich veins of rare and precious metals in
the great fault line which lies beneath the Worlds Edge
Mountains. But some say the Dwarfs of old burrowed too
deeply and created so many caverns that they forgot exactly
where they all led. Karak Ungor was the first of the
strongholds to fall by surprise attack through the caverns from
below. Goblins found their way in through unguarded and
abandoned workings. By the time the Dwarfs were alerted, it
was too late. One by one the tunnels fell and were abandoned
to the enemy. Eventually they swarmed into the stronghold
itself forcing the last remaing Dwarfs to abandon the city to its
fate.

Karak Ungor has never been retaken, but such is the lure of its
legendary mines that expeditions are regularly sent out from
Karaz a Karak to re-open the old workings and gain a foothold
in the old city in the face of determined Goblin resistance.
Many expeditions have never returned or dissappeared without
trace.

Karak-Kadrin

Called ‘Peak Pass’ in the Dwarf tongue because it guards one
of the main trading routes through the Worlds Edge Mountains
from the distant east to the cities of the Old World. It is also an
invasion route for Chaos Hordes and the rampaging armies of
Orcs and Goblins. Karak Kadrin has never fallen, despite
being besieged on many occasions. Perhaps this is because it is
the home of the renowned warrior clans of the Troll Slayers
and the Giant Slayers as well as other Dwarf elite warrior
castes who have set themselves the task of keeping the pass
open. Karak Kadrin remains a wealthy centre for trade with the
outside world, standing as it does overlooking the caravan
route from the eastern steppes of Kislev through the mountains
into the Empire. The Dwarfs collect much gold in tolls, paid
willingly by merchants in return for the protection of the
Dwarf warriors who garrison the many outposts along the way.
It is said that there are no Trolls for miles around on account of
the Troll Slayers who stray ever wider in search of their prey.
Similarly, the Ice Giants are hemmed in to the most
inaccessible peaks. As for Orcs and Goblins, their bones litter
the slopes around the city, visible among the rocky scree to the
hawk-eyed traveller.

THE DWARF REALMS

Karak-Varn

Known as ‘Crag Mere’, because it was hewn out of the cliffs
overlooking Black Water. This vast crater was made by a
meteorite before the dawn of time and has filled with the melt
waters of the high glaciers. The rim of the crater is loaded with
strata of strange meteoric minerals including the highly prized
meteoric iron, known to Dwarfs as Gromril. This exceptionally
hard metal is forged ito the best swords, axes and armour. The
mines became ever deeper and more extensive, until the cliffs
over looking the lake were honeycombed below the water
level. When the region was struck by a devastating earthquake
this proved disastrous. The waters of the lake poured into the
lower mine workings through fissures in the rock. Thousands
of Dwarfs perished and a great hoard of treasure was washed
away.

As the Dwarfs struggled to rebuild, the Skaven came. Some
say they were attracted by traces of warpstone revealed as the
waters drained from the lake. They invaded through the
wrecked tunnels, bringing Goblins, Orcs and Trolls in their
wake. Soon the taint of Chaos had spread throughout the city
and no Dwarfs could tolerate living there. The city was
abandoned, and it remains uninhabited to this day, except for
the horrors that lurk there. Nonetheless the Dwarfs have not
forgotten the precious Gromril and expeditions frequently
brave the terror of the dark to penetrate into the deepest and
most poisoned catacombs in search of the precious metal.
Dwarf engineers have devised ingenious diving machines for
exploring the deepest and richest workings which are
permanently flooded. Needless to say, this is done in the face
of the most vicious opposition from the Skaven and other vile
creatures which now dwell in Karak-Varn.
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Zhufbar

Appropriately, this name means ‘Torrent Gate’ because it
stands in the deep chasm down the mountainside from lake
Varn, barely a day’s trek from Karak Varn. High above the
city, a huge waterfall cascades from the lake and rushes
fiercely down the chasm. Here the ingenious Dwarfs have
constructed thousands of water wheels to power their drop
hammers, ore crushers and washing pans. The chasm resounds
to the noise of mining operations, creaking wheels and the
rushing waters. Here the Dwarf Engineers Guild has its
traditional home and the city is a centre for metalwork and
every kind of industry. At night the chasm glows with a
thousand furnace fires. Here was where the meteoric iron
Gromril mined in Karak Varn was smelted.

Every Orc Warlord and many Chaos Lords look down upon
Zhufbar with covetous eyes. Their chance came shortly after
the disaster at Karak Varn. As the lake drained, the waterfall
diminished to a mere trickle. The giant wheels creaked to a halt
and the great drop hammers fell silent. Then the enemy
attacked. Zhufbar was besieged on all sides. Fighting spread
along the entire length of the chasm and much machinery was
wrecked. Eventually the defenders were driven out and hid
among the caves and peaks. One of them, a renowned smith
known as Alaric the Mad was sent.to find help from wherever
he could. Alaric found the way through to the other surviving
Dwarf strongholds was barred by enemies. He set out for the
west, encouraged by rumours of a powerful ruler whom no one
could stand against. Indeed, he found Sigmar at the height of
his power.

Alaric promised Sigmar twelve swords of fabled Gromril
inscribed with his own invincible runes in return for his aid in
recapturing Zhufbar. Sigmar knew the worth of such weapons
and that the word of a Dwarf would always be kept. Sigmar
despatched his best troops with Alaric. They broke through the
cordon of evil around Zhufbar and joined up with the
beleaguered Dwarfs. In the battle which followed, the chasm
ran black with Goblin blood. In the winters that followed, the
cleansing melt waters again gushed forth down the chasm
turning the great wheels. The lake had refilled. Alaric set to
work on his long task to forge the twelve runefangs which he
would ultimately deliver to the twelve elector counts of the
Empire. Though Sigmar had long passed from his worldly
form, the Dwarf kept his promise.

Karaz a Karak

The Dwarf name for the high city of ‘Ever Peak’. This mighty
and populous city was and remains the ancient capital of the
old Dwarf empire and the stronghold of the high king. The
high kingship has resided with the clans of Karaz a Karak since
the founding of the Dwarf cities in these mountains many
thousands of years ago. This is certainly because the noble
clans of Karaz a Karak can trace a direct line of ancestry back
to the Dwarf gods themselves. Here are the temples of the
venerated ancestor figures Grungni, Grimnir and Valaya. Here
is kept the Book of Grudges and the Book of Remembering
which are objects of awe and veneration in their own right. The
Dwarf Empire may have crumbled and the Dwarf realm is but
a shadow of its former grandeur, but the spiritual capital
remains Karaz.

Karaz never fell to the Orcs or any other besiegers. It is the
biggest, oldest and most fortified Dwarf stronghold. Here the
traditions of the old Dwarf Empire are kept alive in their purest
form. It is a city of ritual, temples, statues hewn from the rock
and tombs in deep vaults below the city. The high king holds
court in a vast vault large enough to engulf a small human
town. The forest of pillars which form the mile-long nave are
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of truly colossal proportions. The whole vastness is
illuminated by shafts of light, glowgems, and great braziers so
that everywhere is the glint of gold, the gleam of bronze and
the warm glow of the rock. The tumult of the great throng
assembled before the throne in council or in feasting, echoes in
the vaults. Karaz a Karak has endured through ages past and
will endure forever.

Karag Eight Peaks

In its heyday, the city of Eight Peaks almost rivalled Karaz in
splendour. It was originally called the ‘Queen of the Silver
Depths’ (Vala-Azril-Ungol). The city was built in a great bowl
ringed by eight high peaks: Karag Zilfin, Karag Yar, Karag
Mhonar, Karagril (Silverhorn), Karag Lhune, Karag Rhyn,
Karag Nar and Kvinn-Wyr (The White Lady). Not only was
the city difficult to approach, protected as it was by eight lofty,
snow-clad mountains, but its fortifications were formidable.
The walls encompassed a vast area, but there was even more
below the surface of the rock than stood above, for here were
the great vaulted courts and plazas, deep mines and the tombs
of kings. '

The end came for Karag Eight Peaks when the volcanoes to the
south exploded and belched forth a great smothering cloud of
ash. The ashen rain and the clouds that blotted out the sun
caused the crops on the terraces to wither. The Dwarfs living
outside the walls retreated into the city for safety. The
surrounding land was left to marauding Orcs. Thinking
themselves secure, the Dwarfs were suddenly attacked by
surprise through the tunnels and caves beneath their own city.
It was the same sad tale as befell other strongholds. The
Dwarfs fought a rearguard action, tunnel by tunnel, cave by
cave, vault by vault, dying where they stood. Gradually they
were overwhelmed by Orcs, Goblins and their terrible allies,
the Skaven. The ratmen brought warpstone up from the hidden
depths or perhaps they found it in the ash spewed from the
volcanoes, but somehow it polluted the wells and subterranean
rivers that fed the city’s water supply. The Dwarfs finally
abandoned the city, after sealing up what treasures they could
not save, and the sacred shrines of their ancestors. The caverns
were left to the hideous warped things which bred there,
tainted by the fouled water.

The ruin of the city was completed by the warring Goblin
tribes which moved in and established their strongholds there.
In the following centuries, many expeditions tried in vain to
recapture and resettle Karag Eight Peaks. Even those who went
only to explore or recover relics seldom returned. Such was the
fame of Karag Eight Peaks and its treasure that not all of these
adventurers were Dwarfs. Some were men from the western
realms. The last expedition was led by Belegar, leading
descendants of the clans that once ruled the stronghold.
Despite constant fighting, and the slow attrition of their
colony, they grimly hold on to a small portion of the ruins
which have been reclaimed. It is a slow and costly process,
finding and sealing the tunnels by which the Goblins and
Skaven entered the city, and walling up those caverns too
poisoned by Chaos to be reclaimed. It was here that Gotrek
Gurnisson the Troll Slayer and his companion Felix Jaeger
slew the monstrous warped Troll who’d desecrated the tomb
vaults. When the monster was dead they laid to rest the spirits
of the ancestors and reclaimed the sword Karaghul, for which
many had tried and perished.

Karak-Azul

The name means ‘Iron Peak’ in the Dwarf language. Here are
to be found the richest metal mines. Many metals are found
here, especially iron. Naturally the city has become a centre of
metalworking and has a great number of skilled weaponsmiths.
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Karak Azul never fell to Orc or Goblin invaders. It was
attacked through tunnels, but was so well defended with many
good, well-armed warriors that the caverns were held and the
invaders turned back. They were then sealed with colossal
masonry, unbreachable even by the engines and beasts of
Chaos. It was just as well that the city held, because Karak
Azul supplied the remaining Dwarf strongholds with
armaments throughout the great struggle and continues to do
so. Many rune weapons are forged here where the secret art of
runes is well understood. Weapons are conveyed by caravans
through hidden mountain trails and along the subterranean
highway to beleaguered strongholds. They are escorted by elite
warriors from the clans of Karak Azul.

Karak-Azgal

The name means ‘Hoard Peak’. The stronghold was formerly
called Karag-Drakk (Dragon’s Crag) during the time of the
Dragon, but its original name during the golden age was
Karak-Izril, ‘City of Jewels’. Here precious metals were mined
and gems of all kinds were washed from the gravels of the
mountain steams. The city was home to a great and famous
guild of jewelsmiths. Not surprisingly, rumours of the city’s
great wealth and hoard of precious things reached the ears of
Orc warlords and men bent to the ways of Chaos. The city was
attacked time and again, finally falling to an overwhelming
onslaught after the great tower had been brought down in the
earthquakes. The invaders ransacked the city but found little
gold or jewels. They had been too well hidden by the Dwarfs
before they were overwhelmed. Barely a handful of the
inhabitants, including some of the best jewelsmiths had
escaped. They lived on in exile, handing on their skills to each
new generation and retelling the story of their city until the
time when it would be regained.

Meanwhile monsters groped their way into the vaults of Karak
Azgal. A dragon known as ‘Graug the Terrible’ tunnelled
through the ruins and somehow smelt out the jewel hoard. It is
well known that dragons gather glittering things to decorate
their craggy nests so as to attract a mate. This dragon sat upon
the ancient hoard for 1000 years. As the dragon grew older and
bigger, so the mound of treasure grew with the artifacts which
the dragon gleaned from the scorched ruins of the towns and
castles that he preyed upon. Eventually rumours of the
enormous size of the dragon’s hoard began to attract
adventurers from the Empire and Bretonnia seeking to slay the
dragon and claim the treasures.

Naturally the Dwarfs of the jewelsmith’s guild claimed title to
their ancient treasures and sent many expeditions of their own
to secure the treasure. Eventually a young Dwarf called Skalf,
later known as ‘the Dragonslayer’, penetrated the dragon’s
secret bower and discovered the high heap of gold, liberally
scattered with the tarnishing armour and mouldering bones of
Bretonnian knights! The dragon was sleeping, and awoke at
the very instant that Skalf’s gromril runeblade cleft through the
horny scale hide of his throat. Runes glowed in dragon’s blood
and gold scattered about the dark vault as the monster lashed
out in his death spasm.

The dragon’s bones remain in the vault on top of the treasure
heap. The Dwarf jewelsmiths have returned and their hammers
ring once more in the workshops. The ivory of the dragon’s
teeth are fashioned into the hilts of runeswords, its scale hide
into shields. The hollow bones of his wings are now the
bellows pipes of the gold furnace. Ancient jewels adorn the
plump necks of Dwarven princesses of the house of Skalf
Dragonslayer. .
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Barak-Varr

The name means ‘Sea Gate’ in Khazalid. Barak Varr is unlike
any other Dwarf cities, since it is located on the coast and in
the lowlands. Barak Varr is a trading port on apex of the Black
Gulf. It functions as a seaport for the Dwarf realm, and is the
home of the Dwarf fleet. Here Dwarf gold and metalwork is
exchanged for the riches of many lands and adventurers have
set out to found colonies in far off Lustria and other lands.

The city was founded in the time of the Dwarf Empire, before
the Border Princedoms were established in this wilderness
region. Barak—Varr is the most cosmopolitan of Dwarf cities.
Traders from every realm intermingle. The trade route inland
to the Dwarf hinterlands in the mountains follows the course of
the Blood river. In the high valleys of the foothills are the
workshops and shipyards where the Dwarf Ironclad battleships
are built and launched. The ships move downstream to the port
and upstream again for refits and repairs. This area was never
dominated by Orc invaders, mainly because the Orcs were
unable to cross the Blood river in the face of the Dwarf
gunboats patrolling its entire length. Indeed thie Border Princes
benefit greatly from Dwarf domination of Blood river valley,
which would otherwise have been the front line against the
Orc onslaughts.

Dwarf ships are built and launched on the headwaters of the
Blood river and steam down to the sea. If the captains see
Goblins massing on the southern banks of the river, they will
open fire on them. Dwarfs regularly test the guns of their new
ships on any enemies seen on the horizon from the bridges of
their Ironclads. The immediate area south of the river is now
cleared of Goblin encampments, but further south some
enterprising Orc warlords have enlisted the help of Chaos
Dwarfs from the far north and built their own coastal
strongholds to challenge the supremacy of Barak—Varr.

OTHER DWARF ENCLAVES

During the Age of Ancestors, when the Dwarfs first settled in
the Worlds Edge Mountains, bands of Dwarfs wandered yet
further into the Black mountains, the Grey mountains and the
mountains of far off Norsca. They followed the retreating
Great Ice, seeking the riches which were easily prospected in
the ice shattered rock.

Black Mountains and the Grey Mountains

Here are to be found Dwarf mines and trading outposts which
are not linked by the cavern route of the old Imperial highway.
They are approached by treacherous mountain passes and cliff-
hanging tracks. Rich deposits of precious metals and iron are
found here, but as the mountains are not volcanic like the
Worlds Edge range, there are fewer lodes of the rarer metals
and gems. This means that none of the settlements here have
become wealthy or powerful enough to rival the great
strongholds of the old Dwarf realm. However they are closer
and more accessible to the markets of the Empire, Bretonnia
and Tilea and act as trading centres for Dwarf work brought by
caravans from further east.

These ranges thrust deep into the Old World and were the
scene of the bitterest fighting during the EIf and Dwarf wars.
There are many ancient fortresses here from which the Dwarf
warriors went forth to attack the Elves of the lowlands.

The Vaults

These deep ice-cut valleys and towering heights form the
junction between the Black Mountains and the Grey
Mountains. There are very rich loads of iron, copper, tin and
other metals here and consequently some of the biggest and
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deepest mine workings outside the old Dwarf homeland. Many
refugee clans came here after the fall of their original
strongholds in the east. The valleys offered them seclusion
from the outside world where they could work, remember the
past and plan their ultimate return. The valleys and chasms are
so difficult to reach that few Goblins or Chaos warriors have
ever trod here.

Norse Dwarfs

Dwarfs entered the mountains of Norsca so long ago that over
the centuries they evolved a culture and language slightly
different from that of the Imperial Dwarfs. In many ways they
resemble the mannish folk of Norsca in their expressions, arts
and temperament, or perhaps it is the Norse who have been
influenced by the Dwarfs who arrived when they were merely
primitive ice age hunters wearing skins.

There are several great and strong Norse Dwarf strongholds in
the mountains of Norsca. Here the Dwarfs mine for iron and
precious metals and prospect along the coastline for amber.

Chaos Dwarfs

Across the ice to the north and east are the windswept Chaos
Wastes. Since the seas are frozen for most of the year, it is
possible for Chaos incursions to penetrate Norsca even into the
mountains of the Norse Dwarfs. The Dwarfs are sometimes
reckless enough to wander into the wastes in search of the rare
metals and gems to be found there. Not surprisingly this
unfortunate contact has made its mark on some Dwarfs who
have been tainted with Chaos. Many Chaos Dwarfs originate
from among the Norse Dwarfs, a cause of great mistrust

between Imperial Dwarfs and their northern cousins. Several
coastal settlements of Norse Dwarfs located in remote fjords
on the edges of the Chaos Wastes have become Chaos Dwarf
strongholds where the cunning ingenuity of the Dwarf race is
willingly put at the service of foul Chaos Lords. Chaos hordes
would have few means of crossing the sea if it were not for the
artifice of renegade Dwarfs. These strongholds are the bane of
Norse Dwarfs, Norsemen, Kislevites and the Empire since
they menace the trade routes in the Sea of Claws and threaten
the coastlines of the Old World.

Expatriate Dwarfs

Even before the breaking of the Dwarf Empire, Dwarf smiths
were to be found in their own quarters in the cities of the
Empire, Bretonnia, Kislev and elsewhere in the Old World, as
well as colonies in more distant lands. Three things lead to
Dwarf settlements in foreign lands. One is the lure of gold
which attracts Dwarf artisans to human lands where their work
commands a high price. Another is the Dwarf code of honour
which forces into exile any Dwarfs who have fallen out with
their kinsmen, their lord or who have fallen foul of some long
standing grudge. Such exiles set up home far away in foreign
lands, and if their offence is irredeemable they might become
renegades, ultimately swelling the ranks of the Chaos Dwarfs.
Finally, there are the refugees from the many lost and fallen
strongholds and fortresses of the mountains. You might
encounter such a Dwarf anywhere in the Old World and you
can ever be sure of one thing — the burden of the past will
always weigh heavily down upon him.

AR ENEAETEE - Dwarf Chronology (@ a el elatlGlalalla

The Dwarfs of the Old World start their reckoning of time from the founding of the Kingdom of Karaz-a-Karak in the Worlds Edge
Mountains. Prior to this event is a 3000 year period known as the Time of the Ancestors which lives on in Dwarf legend. This was
preceeded by the Era of Migration which reaches back into the history and origins of the Dwarfs themselves and about which

almost nothing is known.

Date Events

-3500 The end of the period of the Great Ice. The ice sheets retreat to reveal the Worlds Edge Mountains.
The Era of Migration. The Dwarfs begin to move northward and settle in the Worlds Edge Mountains.
Some reach as far as Norsca. Grungni discovers metal ore beneath the ground and so alters the history
of the Dwarf race.

-3000 The Time of the Ancestors. The Dwarfs establish their footholds in the mountains. All of the ancient
strongholds are founded. Rune lore begins.

0 The Founding of the Dwarf Empire. The golden age of the Dwarfs begins with the establishment of
Karaz-a-Karak as their capital.

500 The Elf/Dwarf Alliance. The cave tunnels for the Great Highway are cut.

500 - 1000 The Dwarfs expand their empire into the Black Mountains, the Grey Mountains and The Vaults.

1000 - 1400 The Age of War. The Elf/Dwarf wars begin. The Elves retreat from the Old World but the Dwarf Empire
is seriously weakened.

1500 The Age of Darkness. Volcanic activity shatters the Dwarf Empire and the Goblin Wars begin. Karak
Ungol falls. Karak Varn is flooded and Zhufbar falls.

2500 The rise of humanity sees the first contact between the Dwarfs and Humans. Dwarf communities are
established to trade with the emerging human realms. Karak Azgul is taken by the dragon ‘Graug the
Terrible’. Black Crag is founded and Karag Eight Peaks falls.

3000 The Age of Reconquest. Aided by Sigmar, the Dwarfs defeat the Goblins and retake the strongholds.
Zhufbar is recaptured and Alaric ‘the mad’ forges the Runefangs.

5300 The Chaos incursions. The Norse Dwarfs and humans together repel the invaders. Karag Eight Peaks is
re-occupied.

5500 Modern times.
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WOULD YOU LIKE TO WORK
FOR GAMES WORKSHOP?

Games Workshop is a growing business, and our chain of hobby stores is
constantly expanding. To satisfy our current and future staff requirements
we need to recruit bright, enthusiastic young people NOW!

Have you ever been into one of our
stores and wondered what it would be
like to work there? Have you ever looked
at the staff adverts in White Dwarf and
thought it would be great to have a job
where the main focus of your work is
your hobby?

looking for staff for our retail
stores. We like to employ bright
enthusiastic young people who

are actively involved in the Games
Workshop world of hobby gaming.
People who are avid players of
Warhammer 40,000, Warhammer Fantasy
Battle or Space Marine (or maybe all
three!), and who love collecting and
painting Citadel Miniatures.

If you are over 18 years old we may be
able to offer you a job as a Store Assistant
or Trainee Retail Manager. Do well, and
you could soon be managing your own
store.

We're also an expanding company and
there are many opportunities for the
right people. Whether your ultimate
ambition is to be a shop manager, a sales
representative or become involved in the
production of our games, in most cases
the best way to get started is by working
in one our stores.

At Games Workshop, we're more
interested in a genuine enthusiasm for
our games than a string of qualifications
or years of retail experience.

So if you’re at all interested in a
career with Games Workshop then
please phone the chaps in our retail
office on: 0773 769731 now.

We’re waiting to hear from you!
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GRAND OPENING SAT 22nd AUGUST

OF OUR NEW STORE AT
16/20 SILVER STREET, LEICESTER. Tel: 0533 530510

| DOORS OPEN 9.00am
| oemnwme

o "SPALE HULKT

)

o

' BUY ANY 2 RED DOT ITEMS
AND GET 1 YELLOW DOT ITEM

1 FREE!

EG: BUY SPACE HULK
AND ADVANCED
HEROQUEST
AND GET DEATHWING

FREE!

BUY ANY 2 BLISTER
PACKS AT £3.99
OR OVER AND GET ONE
ADDITIONAL
£3.99 BLISTER PACK

FREE!

OFFERS OPEN ALL DAY
(WHILE STOCKS LAST)

| PLEASE NOTE: YOU CANNOT USE THE VOUCHERS WITH ANY OF THE ABOVE OFFERS
OR ON MB GAMES' HEROGUEST AND SPACE CRUSADE

Usual opening hours:
10.00am - 6.00pm Mon-Fri
9.30am — 5.30am Saturday

Games Night Thursday till 8.00pm
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THE DWARF LANGUAGE
AND RUNIC SCRIPT

The language of the Dwarfs is known as Khazalid. Originally
in the time of the Dwarf migrations, this language was unique
and related to no other language in the known world.
Naturally, over the many millennia of Dwarf history, the
language has acquired loan words from other languages with
which the Dwarfs made contact. However the Dwarf language
has remained remarkably pure compared to other Old World
languages. This is undoubtedly because of the strong
traditionalism of the Dwarfs and their innate resistance to
things which come from outside their culture, including
words, expressions and ideas. In fact Khazalid has had a much
more marked influence on other languages of the Old World
than these tongues have had on Khazalid. This accounts for
the similarities between many words in other languages and
words in Khazalid.

The language of Norsca for example is very greatly influenced
by Khazalid. The Dark Tongue (a ritual language used by
sorcerers and followers of Chaos) also displays much
Khazalid influence. This language in particular borrows
words from all other languages, and took many Khazalid
words which expressed secret or magical ideas. The borrowed
words were of course greatly corrupted. It is likely that the
script of the Dark Tongue, known as Chaos runes, may have
borrowed and corrupted symbols from Dwarf runes.

Another language influenced by Khazalid is that of the
Empire. Together with Norse, these human tongues were
influenced because of the trading contact with the Dwarfs
lasting many centuries, and because expatriate Dwarf
craftsmen lived among these people. Lastly, the Orc language
has also been influenced by Khazalid. This is mainly because
Goblinoids will take any strong-sounding short word to enrich
their crude language, and there are plenty of these in Khazalid.
The loan words become very uncouth and debased in the
mouths of Orcs and their origin becomes almost
unrecognisable.

Khazalid is written using the Dwarf runic script. The Dwarf
runes are extremely ancient, dating back to the time of the
Dwarf migrations. They owe their distingtive angular form to
the need to be able to write them on hard materials, such as
wood, metal and stone with a knife or chisel. Indeed, Dwarfs
hardly ever write on parchment and in ancient times, perhaps
never. They prefer to inscribe their books on long, thin scrolls
of beaten metal, such as gold or copper. Occasionally leather
is used when metal is scarce. The script therefore is scratched
or engraved with a fine pointed stylus, and eloquent cursive
forms are inappropriate to this type of writing.

The runic script includes a basic alphabet and a large number
of ritual runes with magical significance. Many of these are
almost pictographic; others defy analysis. Both kinds of runes
can be found mixed together in Khazalid texts. As a rule of
thumb, a simple text, like a Dwarf ‘bond’ agreement or a letter
might be written on wood in basic alphabet runes. A metal
sheet or scroll featuring many magical runes 1s likely to be an
ancient secret text. The great sacred tomes of Karaz-a-Karak,
the Book of Remembering and the Book of Grudges, are
actually written on thousands of sheets of gold, or gold-copper
alloy, beaten as thin as parchement. Some very acient scrolls
in the collections of Runesmiths are even written on dragon
hide or troll hide! These may have been written in desperation
to record facts, during a siege when metal was scarce.

Khazalid texts are written by members of the Guild of
Runescibes. These know all the secrets of the runes except
those belonging only to runesmiths. All runesmiths and priests
of the sacred temples and ancestor shrines, and most
merchants and craftsmen know how to read and write runic
texts to some extent, but only runescribes have mastered more
than the alphabetic series and a few others. Runesmiths are
invariably also runescribes, and belong to the guild as well as
their own select brotherhood. Many ordinary clan Dwarfs are
illiterate, but a surprising number can tell the difference
between alphabetic and magical runes and thus identify runic
artifacts. Many ordinary Dwarf folk can recognise basic words
such as a personal name or simple texts used in day to day
trading. A great deal of Dwarfish daily life does not require
writing at all, which only goes to make the runic script all the
more arcane and mysterious to the majority of Dwarfs.

There should be everything you need here in this selection of
Dwarf runes to write Khazalid spells and mottos on banners,
shields, swords and so on. Simply use the runes to spell out
what you want to say, using the Dwarf words from the word
list to express particularly Dwarfish ideas. Dwarfs do not
bother with small words like ‘and’, ‘the’, ‘this’ and so on.
They don’t often bother with such words in speaking, let alone
writing. Runescribes take the view that metal is too valuable
to waste with unimportant words. The runes often convey so
much meaning in themselves as to communicate effectively
without any kind of grammer or tense.
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DWARF RUNES A~

The Dwarf language consists of a large number of ancient
runes which represent individual letters or numbers, and
in many cases whole, words, phrases or ideas. Dwarf runic
script is sharp and angular since it was originally carved
into metal or stone by members of the Guild of
Runescribes. Although many records are now kept in
books or on scrolls, the angular form has been rigidly
retained in respect to the Dwarf ancestors.
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Dawaz: Dwarf

Karak: Mountain,
Stronghold
(Karaz a Karak,
City of Everpeak)

Karaz: Strong,
Enduring, Old

Kazad: Fortress,
City

Dum: Doom,
Chaos, darkness

Duraz: Stone, rock

Azak: Axe,
Weapon

Drakk: Dragon,
Monster

Urkk: Orc, enemy,
foul thing

Grungi: Dwarf god
of mining

Azu): Metal

Azgal: Hoard,
treasure
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Ungor: Cavems
and tunnels

Kadrin: Mountain,
pass

Varn: Lake
enclosed by
mountains

Grimaz: Harsh,
barren, cruel

Grom: Tough,
hard, brave, defiant

Az -Dreugi: Great
Axe
Ok: Clever

Okrl: Craftsman
{common personatl
name)

Ori: Work
Und: Keep,

capture, keep out,
hold down

Ril: Shiny,
polished, edged

Lok: Embellished,
Intricate

Galaz: Precious
metal

Goraz: Uncanny,
magical

Grung: Mine

Karag: Peak,
Mountain, high

Kazak: War, battle

Rhun: Rune,
Magical mark,
name, word, power

Baraz: Bond,
promise

Dammaz: Grudge
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Grund: Hammer

Grong: Anvil

Zaraz: Gift

Dammaz-Kron:
Book of Grudges

Kron: Book,
chronicle,
inspiration, scroll

Troll: Troll

Trolldrengi:
Trollslayer

Dreng: Slay

Drakendrengi:
Dragonslayer

Grontdrengl:
Giantslayer

Gront: Giant

Urkdrengi:
Orcslayer

Grungron:
Metalwork,
smithying

Ankor: Realm,

Empire

Strommez: Stream

Trogg: Eating a big
meal

Gazan: Plain,
wasteland

Zorn: Mountainous
land

Vorn: Farmiand

Urbar: Trading
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Bolg: Paunch, fat
belly

Gorog: Drinking a
lot of ale

Tromm: Beard

Skruff: Insignificant
beard (an insult)

Rikk: Ruler, King

Wand: Magical
rune staff

Thag:
Treacherously slay

Gromdal:
Anchient artifact

Grizdal: Ale which
has been
fermented for at
least a century

Hazdal: Ale which
has been recently
brewed

Valdahaz: Brewery

Aruzhkhul: The art
of stalking Goblins
in caves

Wanaz: A
desreputable Dwarf
with an unkempt
beard

Khulghur: The art
of hunting and
catching Trolls

Gnollengrom:
Respect for a Dwart
who has a longer and
more splendid beard

Drongnel: Dragon
stew with cave
mushrooms
marinated in ale

Grindel: Very long
flaxen plaits wom
by female Dwarfs

Thingondrongol:
Cavemous vaults in
which ale or
treasure is hidden

Arkhandrazkal: Art
of inscribing runes on
precious metal with a
Trolls tooth

Zharr: Fire

Dharkhangron:
Dark beneath the
world
{underground)

Grobkhaz: Artifacts
made by Orcs and
Goblins

Wytryth: Wood
from old gnarled
mountain trees

Thryngaz: Dense,
dark pine forest

Skree: Rough,
rocky ground

Skrund: To hew
out rock with
hammers and picks

Klad: Iron amour,
iron plating

Ang: Industrial
work

Kuchungkuchung:
Water pump, water
wheel

Rinn: Queen

Drangthrong:
Huge Dwarf Ay

Vongal: Raiders
from the North or
East (Men rather
than Goblins)

Mizpal: Volcanic
glass

Nathgar: Leather
embroidered with
gold thread in runic
or animal designs

Fronghol: Cave
Mushrooms

Varrkhulg: Chief of
enemy tribes (very
uncomplimentary)

Khaz: Palace halls

Thryng: Shrine of
ancestors (temple)

Grongol: Tomb
vaults of ancestors

Gromthi: Ancestor
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Rhunkri:
Runesmith

Drinn: Road.
Highway

Ungdrinn-Angkor:
Great Imperial
underground
highway

Umgi: Humans

Elgi: Elf (also
unbearded)

Gor: Wild beasts
(also Beastmen)

Goruz: Homs,
made of homs,
bones

Agrul: Carvings in
stone

Azkahr: Massive
masonry

izkhrul: Huge
pitlared vault cut
into rock

Ekrund: Stairway
or passage cut
through rock

Huzhrung:
Massive city wall

Muzkhgrum: Blast
fumace slag

Zhufbar: Torrent
Gate (city)

Zhuf: Mountain,
river, stream
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Mingol: Tower,
pinnacle

Migdhal: Fortified
outpost, keep,
blockhouse,
gatehouse

Makkaz: Tools

Thrund:
Gunpowder,
firearms, explosion

Naggrund:
Desolate area
where Dragons or
Trolls live, ruins

Thragh: Tribute

Noggarrung:
Drinking tankards
made from the
skulls of Trolls

Brynn: Brilliantly
coloured or
decorated

Thrung: Shieldwall

Baragh: Cannon,

siege engine, war
machine

Oggraz: Ogre

Raggarinn: Coarse
clothing made from

troll hide
|| Thrag: Wound
11' Barak: Gate,

tower, wall

Garaz: Young,
fearless, rebellious
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Thongli: Headband
wom by warriors who
have slain an Orc or
Goblin

Ungrim: People
who cannot be
trusted

Vulkhrund:
Cavemous hiding
place

Vengryn:
Vengance,
revenge, justice

Drung: To hit,
smash, fight
conquer

Khrum: Big war
drum

Ongrun:
Mercenaries, allies

Vithang: Merchant,
trader N

Woulthrung:
Payment,
obligation, reward,
money

Zunthrum:
Statues,
monuments

Vorkhul: Migrating
horde of Orcs and
Goblins

Thrynaz: Rules,
laws, code of
honour

Zagaz:
Remembering,
saga, history

Gorm: Old, high,
wise, powerful,
bearded

Thi/Throng: Clan

KRYWYH

— e

KRANGAL OGGRAZDRENGI RIKK KARAZAKARAK
GORMGROMGROMTHI GNOLLENGROM ORI VARRKHULG ZAGAZ

In Khazalid this reads:

This translates as:

remember!

This sample of Runic script was found inscribed upon a stone slab above the
gate of the ancient Dwarf city of Kazaz a Karak. It refers to a former king.

LancEllile

Krangal Ogre slayer King of Karaz a Karak, The wise, The brave,
Ancestor. Look upon his works Ye mighty enemy chiefs and




UK MAIL ORDER
OUR TELEPHONE HOTLINES ARE NOW OPEN

9.00am - 5.30pm Monday to Friday
and 9.00am - 1.00pm on Saturdays

Wherever you live, Games Workshop Mail Order is the ideal way to
get all the latest releases from Citadel Miniatures and Games
Workshop. Our Mail Order hotlines are staffed by enthusiastic
gamers who can advise you on ali aspects of gaming with Citadel
Miniatures. If you are looking for a special character model, some
components from a larger kit or models from any issue of White
Dwarf, our staff will be more than happy to help. Our Mail Order
customers also get regular special release sheets with details of all
of the latest models plus special offers and discounts.

For the best possible service, we recommend you phone in your order. You'll be
talking directly to the Mail Order specialist who'll be packing and despatching
your order, and he'll be able to tell you exactly what is and isn’t available, and
suggest alternatives should any of the models you want be temporarily out of
stock. He'll also be able to tell you about all the new models and products, and
let you know about any special offers we may be running.

If it's not possible for you to order by phone then you can always send us a
written order. It's best if you use the form on the opposite page, but all we need
to know is the name (if available) and code of the models you want. Be as explicit
as you can when telling us which models you want. It's fine to say that you'd like
“the Ork with the funny expression and the huge gun” (although this could refer
to an awful lot of Orks!). This is particularly important if you want to order a
particular combination of parts for a multi-part kit. We recommend using block
capitals to avoid confusion!

BATTLE FOR
ARMAGEDDON

Armageddon is a two-player strategic
boarsl game set in the 41st millennium.
One player takes command of the
massive Ork force which has invaded
the planet Armageddon, while the
player plays the human defenders - the
Space Marines, Imperial Guard, and
hiveworld troops.

=

UK MAIL ORDER

Our UK Mait Order Hotlines are open six days a week,
and you can pay by Visa or Access.
(0773) 713213, Monday to Friday
between 9.00am and 5.30pm
Saturdays 9.00am to 1.00pm

If you're posting your order, send it to:

GAMES WORKSHOP MAIL ORDER SERVICE,
CHEWTON STREET, HILLTOP,
EASTWOOD, NOTTINGHAM NG16 3HY.

USA MAIL ORDER

For US telephone orders (Visa and Master Card only).

(410) 644 5699, Monday through Friday
between 9.00am and 5.00pm EST.

Or you can post orders to:

GAMES WORKSHOP MAIL ORDER SERVICE,
3431 C BENSON AVENUE,
BALTIMORE,

MARYLAND 21227-1072

Please add $4.0Q postage and handling.

Or you can fax the order through on (0773) 530155.

J#J CANADIAN MAIL ORDER ]

For Canadian telephone credit card orders (Visa only).

(416) 595 1159, Monday to Saturday
between 10.00am and 7.00pm EST.
We also accept orders by post using cheques, money orders or Visa.

For postage and handling please add $5, or phone Logan for details of
our express service.

Sales tax: Maryland residents add 5%; Virginia residents add 4.5%;
California residents add 8.25% and Pennsylvania residents add 6%
except residents of Philadelphia, who should add 7%.

Send a stamped self addressed envelope for an updated catalogue list.

Sorry Cash, COD and Canadian Postal Money orders are not
accepted. Minimum order is $20.00 excluding postage and tax.

Orders over $150.00 are post free.

You can also fax credit card orders direct to us on (410) 242-1839.
Please remember to include the card number and expiry date, the
cardholder's name and signature, and your own name and address.

:
[. ORDER & 0773-713213 MAIL ORDER T 0773-15_1
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RDER @ 0773-713213 MAIL ORDER @ 0773-713

i MAIL O ER O RM
TOTAL
[ DESCRIPTION/CODE PRICE qQTY PRICE
1
§
o
Use this form to mail order Games Workshop products, Citadel and Marauder Miniatures SUBTOTAL
. from this or any recent issue of White Dwarf, or from the Citadel Miniatures Catalogue. When
you have totalled up your order, please don't forget to add the postage and packing charge.
POSTAGE & PACKING
E )
i METHODS OF PAYMENT
You can pay by cheque or postal order. Alternatively, we take Access, Visa, Mastercard GRAND TOTAL (TOTAL + P&P)
and (in the UK) Switch. If you wish to pay by credit card, please fill in the relevant details on
the form below. If you have a credit card, you can place an immediate order by phoning our
Mail Order Hotlines — but make sure you have your card with you when you phone.
L POSTAGE & PACKING
DESPATCH & DELIVERY UK & BFPO: Add £2.50.
We always try to despatch your order on the day of receipt, and you should usually get your . "
order back within 10 days. We do occasionally get behind, but this usually only happens Overseas (including Eire): Add 40% of order value.
when we hold a large sale with lots of irresistible offers, and at Christmas. If you pay by credit card, P&P will be charged at cost if less than this.
Please feel free to photocopy this form
NAME .........i oo s eesar e ADDRESS..........co ot e e
COUNTRY ...t cenen Postcode/Zip Code ..........ccccconmircnnns Tel: e
Method of Payment: Cheque [ |  Postal Order [] Access/Mastercard ] Visa[]  Switch []
Card No: | I | l | | | | | I | | I | | | | | | | IssueNo:D(Switchonly)
Card expiry date: ..........cccoecmriiiiienns Cardholder Name: ..........cccoo e
Cardholder )
Signature: ... ———— _
SWITCH

7130RDER @ 0773-713213 MAIL ORDER & 0773-713




ORDER @ 0773-713213 MAIL ORDER @ 0773-71-

“ WARHAMMER 40,000 WARGAME SERIES .
" WARHAMMER 40,000 £1490 | | NEW!BATTLE FOR ARMAGEDDON £14.99
| _ NEW! WARHAMMER 40,000 BATTLE MANUAL £11.99

i _ NEW! DEVASTATORS BOXED SET £9.99 WARHAMMER FANTASY BATTLE |

!

i

| ARMAGEDDON PERSONALITIES KNIGHTS OF THE BLAZING SUN
NEW! COMMISSAR YARRICK £3.99

I

NEW! ORK WARLORD GHAZGHKULL THRAKA & CODE PRICE
_ GRETCHIN ATTENDANT CARRYING STANDARD  £4.99 NEW! BLAZING SUN KNIGHT 1 073713/1 £2.99
NEW! BLAZING SUN KNIGHT 2 073713/2 ©  £2.99

CHAQOS SPACE MARINES NEW! STANDARD BEARER 073713/3 £2.99

NEW! WORLDEATER SPACE MARINES £2.00 each NEW! GRAND MASTER 073713/4 £2.99

Each knight comes complete with legs and armoured plastic horse.

| SPACE MARINE IMPERIAL OUTRIDERS

SPACE MARINE £24.99 CODE PRICE
! ARMIES OF THE IMPERIUM
‘ j (Space Marines and the imperial Guard) £12.99 ENIOUTEIDEEY L UerErl e
[ ‘ j RENEGADES (Chaos and Eldar armies) £12.99 SEVIOCIDERIS ST 259
I NEW! ORK & SQUAT WARLORDS £12.99 Each Outrider comes complete with legs and plastic horse.
m EPIC ORKS IMPERIAL BANNER POLES
| NEW! MEKBOY GARGANT 076223 £5.99 NEW! IMPERIAL BANNER POLES 50p each
. . Please remember to note down the code numbers of the banner
NOTE: Each Mekboy Gargant comes complete with a special arm. : .
Please specify which arm you want supplied with your Gargant on gg::;i‘g’nu e S SUIC S plaleaNiSs wepill Sseudiveula IRRcem
il your order, or we will send you one at random. i
e
i | EPIC SQUATS DRARES
(i ! CODE PRICE IMPERIAL DWARFS_ £1.00 each
LS © NEW! SQUAT COLOSSUS 076722 £7.99 Seb b Eoxediseh) Skt
- l_The Squat Colossus comes complete with one gyrocopter. DWARF FLAME CANNON £4.99
il _NEW! SQUAT G_Y ROCOPTER 07671011 £1.35 each DWARF FIRE THROWER £2.50 each
' SQUAT LAND TRAIN & BATTLECAR £4.99 DWARF GYROCOPTER £4.99
| If you want a specific battlecar supplied with your Land Train, please i
iy note which on your order, or we will supply one at random. | BUGMAN'S CART = £4.99
SQUAT LAND TRAIN BATTLECAR alital A o el Silsach
it BERSERKER BATTLECAR £1.75
i MORTAR BATTLECAR £1.75 SKAVEN
DRAGON BATTLECAR £1.75
L BOMB BATTLECAR £1.75 SKAVEN £1.00 each
.I
| WARHAMMER FANTASY ROLEPLAY CITADEL CATALOGUE
[ WARHAMMER FANTASY ROLEPLAY £14.99 | CITADEL MINIATURES CATALOGUE £9.99
NEW! CASTLE DRACHENFELS £9.99
’ _
GAMES DAY '92 TICKETS CHAOS TRANSFERS £2.99
[ TICKET FOR GAMES DAY '92 £5each | ORK TRANSFERS £2.99
il Because there will be no ticket sales on the day, tickets must be |_SPACE MARINE TRANSFERS £2.99
! bought !n advance. VYe recom_mqnd you order your tickets as soon | EPIC SPACE MARINE TRANSFERS £2.99
as possible, as there is only a limited number available. — — =
| | EPIC IMPERIAl_ TRANSFERS ) £2.99
; ELDAR TRANSFERS £2.99
| WARHAMMER TRANSFERS £2.99
troops.)

METALLICS PAINT SET £7.99

[ EPIC BATTLE PAINT SET £7.99 | (Contains banner and shield designs suitable for Warhammer fantasy
!
!

L ORDER & 0773-713213 MAIL ORDER & 0773-7!°




CHAOS SPACE MARINES

WORLD EATERS OF KHORNE

WORLD EATER WORLD EATER

WITH TWO HANDED AXE WITH CHAIN SWORD
070413/3 AND POWER RAST
070413/1

ity

WORLD EATER

WITH CHAIN SWORD WORLD EATER
AND BOLTER WITH BOLTER AND AXE
070413/2 070413/4

ALL OF THE ABOVE MINIATURES ARE SUPPLIED WITH A CHAOS RENEGADE BACK PACK SPRUE AS STANDARD

Designed by Dave Andrews

COMMISSAR YARRICK WARLORD
GHAZGHKULL THRAKA

% Copyright Games Workshop Ltd 1992. Al rights reserved.

w

w7,

Miniatures supplied unpainted. WARNING. This product contains lead which may be harmful if chewed or swatiowed. Gitadel MIniatuf&s are not recommerded 1o Chikiten uikisr 14 yenrs of age
G~

YARRICK’S CCMMISSAR YARRICK GRETCHIN WARLORD

BACK BANNER 0721951 : STANDARD BEARER GHAZGHKULL THRAKA
07219672 070794/2 070794/1

Designed by Jes Goodwin Designed by Kev Adams



' SKAVEN

CLAN RAT WITH
SPIKED MACE 2 } CLAN RAT WITH
074406/26A HALBERD 6
= 074406/28A

CLAN RAT WITH
SPEAR 1
O74406/25A

CLAN RAT WITH
HALBERD 5

074406/29A CLAN RAT WITH

BALL AND CHAIN FLAIL
074406/298

CLAN FéA;r!VZVlTH CLAN RAT WITH .
SPEA HALBERD 8
074406/288 1268 CLAN RAT WITH
Q74408 HALBERD 9
| 0744086/258B

SLAVE WITH

CLAN RAT WITH

il HALBERD 7
SPEAR 1
Q74406/14A 074406/14B

CLAN RAT WITH ]
SWORD 3 CLAN RAT WITH CLAN RAT WITH
074406/26C SWORD 4 STAFF SLING

O74406/25C 074406/28C

SLAVE WITH [N
| HALBERD 1 SLAVE WITH
074406/15A CLUB 1
074406/18A

SLAVE WITH

SLAVE WITH CcLUB 3 ;
cLuB 2 074406/168 SLQ‘\'Iv%m)TH
074406/16A onon

SLAVE WITH
HALBERD 2
074406/28C

WOUNDED SKAVEN
074406/14C

CLAN SKRYRE WITH
WARPLOCK PiSTOL
074406/38

WARPFIRE-THROWER WARPFIRE-THROWER

MINIXTL

THESE MOCELS ARE SUPPLIED WITH A GOBLIN SHIELDS SPRUE AS STANDARD Designed by Jes Goodwin

| FUEL CARRIER 1 GUNNER 2
' 074406/35 074406/34
! wmpg:rNEr-lE:R:) = WARPFIRE-THROWER
‘ 074406/30 FUEL CARRIER 2
! - ) 074406/31
‘ CLAN SKYRE CLAN SKRYRE WITH
| WITH JEZZAIL JEZZAIL REST .
{ 074406/38 074406/39 CITADE




SKAVEN

CLAN SKRYRE pocrrey
PLAGUE MONK PLAGUE MONK
NED
il WITH WARPSCROLL PLAGUE MONK WITH DAGGER
a0 AND DAGGER L WITH DAGGER AND STAFF 2
074406/10 » AND STAFF 1 VERMINLORD 074406/11

074406/42 WITH HALBERD
074406/32

CLAN SKRYRE

PLAGUE CENSER
BEARER WITH WITH POISONED CLAN SKRYRE
STAFF WIND GLOBE 3 WITH POISONED
074406/41 074406/40 WIND GLOBE 4
074406/37

VERMIN LORD CLAN MOULDER
WITH swo!m MUTANT
074406/21 074406/19

CLAN RAT WITH CLAN RAT WITH
HALBERD 1 DAGGER 1
074406/12 074406/8 GUTTER RUNNER
WITH DAGGER
07440677

‘PONIBSEI S14B11 j1vy “PIT7 dOYSHIOM SBWEBE WBuAdoD o

CLAN RAT WITH

CLAN RAT WITH
SWORD 1 SWORD AND DAGGER
074406/23 074406/20

"

CLAN RAT WITH

GUTTER RUNNER SLING
WITH DAGGER 074406/13 G\lljvfrTE ?)Eggggﬂ
AND NET 1 AND NET 2
074406/5 R

CLAN RAT WITH
HALBERD 2
074406/24

& CLAN RAT WITH

CLAN RAT WITH CLAN RAT WITH

L " SWORD 2 AN RAT w1 CLAN RAT WITH
1. Rl -y ® 074406/22 HALBERD 3 SPIKED MACE 1
TTADEL tl TADE]. : o
UNIATURE JENIATURES 074406/158 07440617 074406/27

Designed by Jes Goodwin THESE MODELS ARE SUPPLIED WITH A GOBLIN SHIELDS SPRUE AS STANDARD




GOBLOBBER

THE COMPLETE
GOBLOBBER
CONSISTS OF:
1 x CHASSIS
1 x SHIELD
4 x WHEEL
2 x SUPPORT
1 x THROWING ARM
1 x NETTED GOBLIN
1x COOK
1 x MEAT
1x FIRE
1 x COMMANDER
1 x DWARF SITTING ON GOBLIN
1 x SPOTTER
1x LOADER 1
1 x LOADER 2

COMMANDER LOADER 1 LOADER 2
MD7/H ON GOBLIN MD7/l MD7/L MD7/
MD7/K ) ;

DWARF SITTING SPOTTER

CHASSIS
MD7A

THROWING ARM
MD7/C

' el P s
WHEEL NETTED GOBLIN
MD7/E MD7/G

MEAT (MD7/0)
FIRE (MD7/N)

Designed by Michael Perry

“DOAIBSSI SIUBL Y "DI'T dals’_uaM sewrs 1ybukdon &




DWARF WAR MACHINES

FLAME CANNON g Designed by Alan Perry

o
LOADER 1

LOADER 2

FLAME CANNON (074362/7) GUNNER

TROLLEY {074362/6) 074362/5 074362/8 074362/9
FIRE THROWER Designed by Alan Perry

3 =
=
S T h e
FUEL BARREL LOADER GUNNER
07436210 07436211 074362/12
GYRO COPTER .
THE COMPLETE GYROCOPTER CONSISTS OF: !
1 x PROPELLER
1 x ENGINE g
1 x CANNON T £
1 x TAIL
1xPILOT PROPELLER

074362/17

ENGINE
074362115
N

PILOT

g

CANNON
074362/13

074362/16

‘pessssas sIybl Iy P17 doysyION, sewes wbukdod @

M) PBPUSLULIICOS S 10U SUP SEINIEIUSY [BREND "DRMONSME 10 DEMDUD Ji (VLR B ARL (O DENDY. SUIBIACED FNond Biy) 0

Designed by the Citadel Design Team

BUGMANS CART

THE COMPLETE BUGMAN'S CART CONSISTS OF:
1x DRIVER
1 x SEAT
1 x PONY
1 x BEER BARREL SIDE 1
1 x BEER BARREL SIDE 2
1 x CHASSIS
2 x WHEEL

SEAT
074374/3

HE BEER BARREL SIDE 1  BEER BARREL SIDE 2
PONY 074374/4 0743745
07437412

~afin |0 smak v1 J8DLUN LBIDH!

CHASSIS
074374/26

WHEEL
074374/29

A :
FADEL " By -y ® ; ; ;
L III'AAFI&E“IS Designed by Trish Morrison




HAMMER 6
074335/5

HAMMER 5§
07433821

HAMMER 4
074335/16

SPEAR 1
074347/24

SPEAR 2

07433577 074347/25

AXE 21
4 0771

AXE 22
074347/20

AXE 20
074347/11

AXE 24
074347/16

HAMMER 9
074308/9

o g

CROSSBOW 1

CROSSBOW 2 CROSSEOW 3
074347/8 07434710 074347/6
o=

CROSSBOW 8
074347/5

CROSSBOW 6
074347/30

CROSSBOW 7
07434772

-

SPEAR3

HAMMER 7
07432377 /

AXE 25
074347/12

CROSSBOW 4

07434777

CROSSBOW 9
074347/4

ARQUEBUS
074347/13

AXE 23
074347117

HAMMER 8
0743353

SWORD 11
074347/23

HALBERD
074347/18

SPEAR4
074347/22

CROSSBOW §
074347/9

CROSSBOW 1
074347/3

THESE MODELS ARE SUPPLIED WITH A DWARF SHIELDS SPRUE, AND A
CROSSBOW SPRUE WHERE APPROPRIATE, AS STANDARD

Designed by Alan and Michael Perry
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IMPERIAL DWARFS

SPEARS5
074308/60

AXE 26
074308/51

SWORD 17
074308/56

HAMMER 10
074308/44

SWORD 12
074308/1

SWORD 14
074308/33

SWORD 18
(74308/40

SWORD 19
074308/59

074308/31

HAMMER 11
074308/49

CROSSBOW 11
074308/39

SWORD 15
074308/41

AXE 27
074308/50

AXE 34
074308/18

HAMMER 12
074308/58

LANTERN
074308/46

CROSSBOW 12
074308/38

AXE 28
074308/45

AXE 35
074308/54

AXE A

\.\_

SWORD 13
074308/57

SWORD 16
074308/43

ND SPEAR

074306/47

SWORD 20
074308/42

AXE 36
074308/48

AXE 37
074308/36

Designed by Alan and Michael Perry THESE MODELS ARE SUPPLIED WITH A DWARF SHIELDS SPRUE AS STANDARD




EPIC SQUATS

SQUAT LAND TRAIN

L amt L

LAND TRAIN EGINE BATTLECAR BATTLECAR

LAND TRAIN SUPERSTRUCTURE CHASSIS 1 CHASSIS 2
ENGINE CHASSIS 076707/2 078707/3A 076707/3B

076707/1A

E=
Mt BERSERKER DRAGO! BOMB MORTAR
LAND TRAIN BATTLECAR BATTLECAR BATTLECAR BATTLECAR
ENGINE CHASSIS 076707/4 076707/5 076707/6 076707/7
076707118

THE COMPLETE LAND TRAIN
CONSISTS OF;
1 x LAND TRAIN ENGINE SUPERSTRUCTURE
1 x RANDOM BATTLECAR WEAPON
1 x LAND TRAIN ENGINE CHASSIS
1 x BATTLECAR CHASSIS

EXAMPLE OF A SQUAT LAND TRAIN WITH TWO EXTRA BATTLE CARS

IRON EAGLE GYROCOPTER

SQUAT GYROCOPTER
0772218
COLOSSUS LEFT SIDE ©COLOSSUS RIGHT SIDE
0767221 o76722/2
SQUAT COLOSSUS

COLCSSUS COLOSSUS
THUNDERER CANNON DOOMSDAY CANNON LANDING PAD
076722/4 076722/3 076722/5

THE COMPLETE COLOSSUS iy
CONSISTS OF; =
1 x COLOSSUS THUNDERER GANNON
1 MSDAY CAN
x1cglh%srfgigfso GvnogowsthaON MISSILE RACKS BATTLE CANNON
4 x BATTLE CANNON TURRETS 07672277 TURRETS
1 x COLOSSUS RIGHT SIDE 076722/6 e
1 x COLOSSUS LEFT SIDE UAT GYR
2 x MISSILE RACKS > Allicranlio

1 x LANDING PAD

Designed by Norman Swales
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MEKBOY GARGANT

A g = RN

}

_m.. nt..il..!tﬂ&[.l.qiﬁvi"u s E———
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i

MEKBOY GARGANT
BUZZ SAW ARM
076223/3

ﬂﬁkﬁw
wﬁ. i T T e il o R

(REAR VIEW)
MEKBOY GARGANT BODY
076223/1

MEKBOY GARGANT BELLY
076223/2

IMPERIAL BANNER POLES
073725/2

MEKBOY GARGANT
KRUSHER ARM
076223/5

Designed by Kev Adams

IMPERIAL BANNER POLES
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IMPERIAL BANNER POLES
073725/1

‘pensesel sWBL IV "Z661 Pi doysiom sewes WBukdon @ .
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Designed by Michael Perry

T ORK WAR MACHINES

Miniatures supplied unpainted. WARNING. This product contains lead which may be harmful if chewed or swallowed. Citadel Miniatures are not recommended for children under 14 years of ags. ® =

@ Copyright Games Workshop Ltd 1992, All nghts reserved




OUTRIDER WITH OUTRIDER WITH
REPEATING PISTOL REPEATING MUSKET
073737/1 073737/2

KNIGHT'S LEGS

073764/3
EXAMPLE OF A COMPLETED IMPERIAL OUTRIDER .

Designed by Michael Perry

KNIGHTS OF THE BLAZING SUN a

0737131 07371372 STANDARD BEARER
073713/3

%-;"‘- FA
EXAMPLE OF A COMPLETED KNIGHT OF THE BLAZING SUN N R
% s:;’ :
/ e,
1 *
- =
KNIGHT'S LEGS GRAND MASTER OF THE
073764/3 KNIGHTS OF THE BLAZING SUN

073713/4

THESE MINIATURES ARE SUPPLIED WITH PLASTIC ARMOURED HORSES AND THE APPROPRIATE PLASTIC SHIELD AS STANDARD

Designed by Alan Perry

poniesel siybu Iy 2661 PI doys}iopm sewes Jybuidod ®
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BLAZING SUN KNIGHT 1 BLAZING SUN KNIGHT 2 KNIGHT OF THE BLAZING SUN
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Battle for Armageddon contains a
full-colour board and double sided
colour counters representing the Ork
Clans that have invaded
Armageddon, the Hive Defence
forces, the Imperial Guard and three
Chapters of Space Marines: the
Blood Angels, the Salamanders and
the Ultramarines.

The game also includes a rule book
with a history of the Armageddon
Campaign and background details

on the most important commanders,
two sets of strategy cards, twelve

special cards, a reference sheet,
and two six-sided dice.

Battle for Armageddon is designed
by Jervis Johnson, designer of
Blood Bowl and Space Marine.

wenﬂs )P

Battle for Armageddon is the first in
Games Workshop’s planned series of
strategic board wargames.

Battle for Armageddon
is a two-player board
game of strategic conquest
in the 41st millennium.
One player takes
command of the massive
Ork force which has
invaded the planet
Armageddon, and the
other plays the human
defenders — the hiveworld
troops, Imperial Guard and
Space Marines.

The opposing forces
fighting in the campaign
are represented by
counters, which are moved
and fight on a full-colour
map board. The winner is
the player who defeats his
enemy’s armies in battle to
conquer the hive cities and
burning ash wastes of
Armageddon.

WARGAME
SERIES




3 e = e T R R

THE DWARFS DEFEND A MOUNTAIN PASS AGAINST A HORDE OF GOBLIN WOLFRIDERS




