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‘Now that so many fans have had a chance to experience
Warhammer Fantasy Roleplay, players around the world
are eager to see how Fantasy Flight Games will be devel-
oping the line to enhance their campaigns and add even
more excitement to their roleplaying sessions.

There are many exciting projects ahead for Warhammer
Fantasy Roleplay. The development team is working on
a wide range of products that explore different parts of
the rich Warhammer Fantasy setting, provide additional
information on important parts of the Old World, and
add more options and depth to your game.

Some people may have heard rumours and speculation
about what lies ahead. The Old World is shrouded in
such mysteries. So I thought, who better to pierce the
veil of secrecy surrounding the future of Warhammer
Fantasy Roleplay and to shed light on these shadow-
shrouded topics than a Grey Wizard, a master of illusion,
trickery, and secrets?

Starting with the next page, you can follow along as
Gavius Klugge, renowned Master Wizard of the Grey
Order, shares his personal thoughts and musings on what
the future holds in store.
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The future of the Empire, nay, the entire Old. World, is uncertain. Dark forces are at
work, eating away at the fringes of the known world, while simultaneously gnawing
at its tender, exyosecf centre. Brutal greensﬁins, crazed cultists, the sinister dark elves,

beastmen, foffowers of the dread Ruinous Powers... and so much more. 2
|
The number of enemies is staggering, threatening to overwhelm those who would stand &
against this tide of Chaos, who would dare oppose the relentless, oncoming evil. é
But on the horizon there is a gﬁ’mmer. The faintest sliver of hope, yerﬁaps? Or is it ‘pm
but a fafse hope, illuminating the vastness of the threats, the bleakness of the situation } :

we oW foumf ourselves in?

Jt seems everyone sees something cﬁ’fferant from the signs and portents. From viffage
muystics and street corner Jaroyﬁets to ﬁigﬁ priests and master wizards, there are as
many aﬁ’ffemnt opinions and interjoretations as there are omens to interpret.

This intrigues me a great deal. For 1 have also read the signs, and attemytecf to
interpret their meaning. And 1 have always enjoyec[ a gooaf riddle. A& number of my
feffow wizards from other Colleges belicve they have the rigﬁt of it, that their augurs

and visions are accurate.

Cornelius Scﬁefﬂer, a starry-eyec( Celestial Wizard, Gelieves he has seen a great
conjunction in the sky, and that by reading the constellations while Morrslieb is
ascending, fie has foreseen a great doom ready to faff 1pon us.

Dorithe Grunwald - a rather fetching Druidess if 1 allow myself to say so - has
mentioned a fisturbance in the [ey (ines, and that she has sensed a ffux in the “tree
energies” of the Reik Forest. Whatever that may mean.

And even the religious sects are ot without their doomsayers. Mortimer Grimme (an
agecf Jo{fiest of Morr 1 met Brieﬂ’y after burying what remained of my [ast apprentice
4 real shame, as he was quite promisin ) “nentioned to me that fie has seem a divine
message from Morr himself, an endless flock of ravens swirling overfiead, blackening
the sky. Doubtless a harbinger of our ultimate demise.

Phah, 1 say. Syecufation and Jamttfe one and all. These others rely on signs seen from
on high, or sensed more than seen. have far more convincing evidence, coming from a
far more reliable source.

My shadows told me.

-Gavius CKfugge
Master Grey Wizard
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Wﬁtfe m sﬁadow has fong Eeen my most reli-
able andy cutﬁ ul com anion, he is"a tricksome
tﬁmg rFor ﬁe 1S not one, Eut many. 1 have
learned over the ears, ﬁowever to nft tﬁrougﬁ

the sﬁacﬁ)ws until 1 m[ the i bgﬁt one.

cﬁ)es SO ﬁEe to ﬁldé among ﬁlS TOtﬁeTS

Sorry, 1 digress.

The rst shadow revea[écf to me that a
storim is brewing. A terrible storm. A ra mg
storm [fec{ wu'ﬁ (ﬁ icult decisions and dire
consequences

As he spoke, the shadow’s shape changed and
J‘Tlcéere seeming first a wile d‘p beast, then a
capering imp, t en a decaying corpse. ‘Anc{
hé showed 1ie otﬁer shadows, va, ue and
indistinct. A small roup, my sha dow said,

6ut tﬁe a[one WOou d’ stcmc[ a ainst tﬁe storm’

ﬁen the conversation cfevoﬁ/ecf into a series
(Zf mcreasmg[y wea/éjauns on weatﬁermg tﬁe
storm.”
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? 7 don’t like the sound of that at all.
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f]nvanaﬁ[ 7 have need o asswtance from
time to nme Be it ( et cmotﬁer) ay})rentlce to
erform some mundane task, or my nez-pince
syectac(es 1m}aortec[ rom Catﬁa tﬁere are a
numﬁer cf resources that 9 rel uyon 1 even
ﬁn the counsel of m fe[fow wizards invalu-
able. We[f sometimes.

The second shadow told me even more
assistance is coming, more tools and resources

to hely to h
o(:’gcfv{:szn ;l;n ?&%ﬁrgyaﬁgfm&tﬁ {'y a([ow

me to prepare for what is coming in
year ahead. A trove of wisdom, tﬁe sﬁac{ow
promised, and more.

Good news, indeed, 1 thought, and told my
shadow so. He [augﬁecf then, a faugﬁ eenfy

ﬁﬁe my own.

Then he told me of the Nemesis, the foe unlike
any we have faced before. The shadow went
so far as to suggest that my personal Nemesis
would be as Jaowe1:fu[ and clever as me. Me!
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uite sugm’se(f to ﬁmf that it was not fust inEy
arkness and blackest light, but a spectacle of
vibrant and mym’ac{ colours.

In fact, it did not take me long to solve m
third shadow’s riddle. Before e could wﬁts}ier
in my ear, 1 had deducéd his meam’ng - the
ver% winds of magic were Bfowing, bringing
with them riew secrets to share with me and my
brethren.

Suddenly the colors twisted and surrounded
me in avortex of light. 1 could hear [aughter,
distant and faint. gometﬁing (urked at the
centre of thé winds, something terrible that
7 could neither see nor know. But 1 heard its
whispers, and it promised me that a Great

Cﬁange was coniing.

17 }ausﬁec[ the vision g(rom my mind and foum{
myseg" gasying for reath. %l/ ﬁ’na[ image ﬁung
inﬁm mind, a’sigil that puzzled me. A broken
wheel?

This vexed me tﬁorozgﬁfy, and it was some time
¢ next shadow.

The third shadow revealed itsegc, and 1 was
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Tl ﬁefou'i’f shadow’s inléy blackness was
absolute. 1 trembled as it slid forward to speak,

its hoarse wﬁisper S0 cﬁzep vl Eare[y heard it.

Was it a shadow of mine, or cf sometﬁing more

sinister?

It syoﬁe to me of the gree(f and [usts that (urk
in the heart of man, the depths to which he
will sink to achieve his goals. Of tﬁe yridé that

oeth Before the fa(f. 0 ﬁ)u[ promisés made with
%)u(some tﬁings.

7 heard a scurrying of vermin and smelt the
stench of dead tﬁings, woven into the faﬁm’c 0
the shadow’s words. The shadow y(acecf n my
hands a mask, a trg’ﬂe, a noble’s amusement
qf pure shadow that melted and twisted and
evajoomtec{ Egﬁn’e my eyes.

It spoke also %f a night that would not end,

0 (fzrléness absolute that veiled earth and sky
alike. His last whisper was a choking rasp, bit it
raised the hairs ori the back of my neck.

“Morrslieb,” he whispered, and ﬁn’ just an

~instant it seemed that el)[ moon had become the

shadow’s eye, Eefore hé sﬁ:pjaetf away.
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Alas, this is all I can surmise for the time being. My shadows are flighty things.
And the further afield they fly, the less accurate they tend to be. A whispered
comment from a whispered conversation overheard in whispered tones.

But my shadows are long. They lurk in alleys and tap rooms. In brothels and
the inner sanctums of even the richest nobles, as they feast upon roast boar
and toast each other with exotic Tilean wines. Once my shadows return from
their current... adventures... I am sure they will have many exciting things to
share with me, and I with you.

But until that time, this is just idle speculation. Until I can confer with my
shadows, I shall not indulge such musings.




