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On Thursday, 18 March 2004, sy Twin brother Michel
passed away prom unexpected heart pailuxe.
In a matter of Three days he progressed prom
a simple rever 10 a Lipe-threatening srruation which,
11 The end, Took his Lipe at The age or 19.

Iwant 1o Thank everyone por your support
m The years we worked and Lived Togethex.
Thank you, arT communiTies and art SUPPORTERS,
ror bringing so much joy To ary brother and we.
Although we are separated physically
we will always be Twincruiser m spiritual essence.

— René Rijkel Korter

Michel Martin Korter

Born: SanRayael, Argentina - 3 May 1984
Died: Rotterdan, The Netherlands - 18 March 2004
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GAZETTEER: GHELSPAD

Pike’s chest heaved with The sTrawm o TRyING To breathe properly as he Lay m The drT.
His entire leyt side relt as 1y 1T were on pire. His arar Throbked as though 11 had keen
crushed m an artisan’s vice. He spat and was unsurprised that he could taste blood
i his wouth. Still, he was alive, and that was something wore than he thought possible
a pew moments berore.

The knight rolled himsely over and artempted To stand. Bracing hiwsely agamst The
bulk or a nearby Tree, he managed 1o Gain his peetr. Soumting m the bright sunlighr,
Pike surveyed his surroundngs. His old shield Lay shattered and torn on The Ground
a rew steps away, but the stour warhammer that was still by his side appeared
unmarred. He Llooked down at his surcoat and saw 1T Torn 1o rags, his armor barely
held onto his prame By a rew ragGed leather straps. Still, Pike smiled once agan at
The ract that he wasn't dead.

Recalling the reason he was still alive To ponder These Things, he Limped over To The
prone pigure Lymg a rew reet away. The large orc was struggling to pull hwsely To
his reet. His bare leg was a mess of gashes, and his dark chammail hung Lloose and Torn
about his thickly muscled prawe. STill, The orc had the presence o annd 1o keep a grip
on his weapons, a pair o wicked Looking Twin axes still covered n Gore prom The beast.

The beast m guestion was a massive reptile That Lay dead n The center of The clearing,
JUST @ pew yaros proa where 1T had erupted prom the Thick underbrush a short while
berore. When 11 had pirst roared, Pike whirled about and brought up his shield by rerlex
JusT as The monster reached hm. It sTruck perociously, a blur o claws and rangs. Pike
was porced back step by step, never given a clear shot 1o strike back with his
warhammer. The creature attacked relentlessly. A killing blow was mevitable. Then
Pike heard The second roar, But This one 010 not come prom The creature.

Duncan Pike knew somewhere 1m the Swaap or Sorrows There was a Horde settlement
called Stonard, but he hadn't thought hwsely close enough To run mto one of 17s
mhabitants. His mission was To carry orROeRs To a seckeT covey Reeping watch on The
borders o the huand swampland; he never expected he would actually see an oxc. The
savage warrior had come howling prom the Trees and had thrown himsely on The beast
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In a berserker rage. The orc’s Twin axes pounded a savage rhyThm deep mto The
monsTrous lizard’s scaled rlesh and rough bone. Bellowing m pain, the scaled predator
swung around To address the new artacker, and 1T was Then that Pike received his
opening. With a battle cry of his own he brought his hawmer down agam and agam on
The creature’s scaled hide. The Two warriors engaged the creature ror what seemed
Like porever berore 11 pmally pell and lay smill.

Now Duncan Pike pound himsely in a dilemara. He Looked down at the wounded orc who
was his eneary — but who also had doubtless saved his Lipe. And why? Pike’s brown eyes
meT The pale Green of The orc’s. For a moment he remembered that his pather, a siwple
man, had Taught b 1o judGe others By their actions, not by any other weasure. Maybe
somewhere along The line, someone had 1old This orc The same thing.

He oprered his hand o The Green-skinned warrior, who gave a sharp-toothed rin and
accepted The assistance. The powerpully bullt orc weighed a herty load, but Pike
managed 1o pull ha out o The dirT. Speaking not a word o The orc’s rough language,
Pike started laughing at the absurdity o The situation. The orc sTarted m with a
gurtural Laugh, and ror a moment The Two warriors understood each other peryectly.

“C’'mon,” mutTered Pike, “1 know of a Goblm outpost not par prom here. We can both
GeT a1d There. And I hope you have some com 1o pay Them, because I sure don't.” The orc
WARRIOR Seemed T undersTand the GisT, and his panged Grin Got even wider. Together, They
Limped back mto he deep porest and away yrom the corpse or Their rallen poe.






To His Highness, King Magni Bronzebeard, Right-
ful Sovereign of Ironforge and Dun Morogh, and
Grand Explorer of the Guild;

To High Explorer Tomli Magellas and all august
members of the Excursion Council:

The task you set me many months ago is com-
pleted, thank Kaz'goroth, and I now present the
results of my travels and my research in this modest
volume. I've titled it simply Lands of Conflict, for
conflict describes rather aptly the current sorry
state of affairs throughout the eastern continents
—and what must continue if the nations of the east
will one day destroy the Scourge.

You might see fit to send a copy west across the
sea, for reading it may encourage Ms. Proudmoore
and Warchief Thrall to return home and lend a
hand in dealing with Kel’Thuzad and his minions.
Certainly, those strange night elves and that dam-
nable Frozen Throne cannot mean as much as the
ravaging of their former lands and the destitute,
fearful lives of their former peoples. Forgive me, but
a weary dwarf can still dream.

All the world’s troubles of the past decades (nay,
even the past centuries) find their roots here, in the
east, and they must come to a resolution upon the
blighted soil of the Plaguelands, in the streets of
Stormwind, at the gates of Ironforge itself. While I
encountered much weariness and isolation through-
out the eastern lands, I also saw much determination
and even hope. I believe we can rid ourselves of the
undead and the demons. We will, of course, need
the right people in positions of influence and a
general consensus that working together produces
better results than petty bickering; yet the seeds of
a combined resistance are at least planted. The
account given in this humble tome should offer His
Highness and the Explorers’ Guild ample guidance
for how to act against the Lich King in the next days
and years.

[ shall proceed to summarize the book’s contents
and note the function of any of its special features,
for the reader’s benefit.

Summary of Contents

Because knowing the past lets us see how we got
into the mess of the present, Chapter One: History
& Culture reviews the events and character of the
world’s distant and recent ages. It also discusses
some of the finer and more intriguing aspects of life

on Aczeroth, such as currency and goblin shops.
Finally, this chapter closes with a lengthy timeline
of the world’s history, from what we know of the
titans up to the present day. I must thank High
Explorer Magellan for all his assistance in taking
advantage of the Guild’s very impressive collection
of historical and cultural texts, without which
Chapter One would be far less useful and much
more prone to error, | am sure.

In Chapters Two through Four, I describe the
current state of all noteworthy regions in Azeroth,
KhazModan and Lordaeron, respectively. For each
region entry, I give information — as far as I could
gather it — on population, rulers, settlements,
languages, resources and more. | also discuss at
length each region’s people and culture, geography,
sites and settlements, and history. Sprinkled deftly
throughout these chapters, if I do say so myself, are
excerpts from various sources and conversations
that I recorded during my travels, as well as the
occasional more focused look at certain important
personalities and the make-up of a few fighting
forces, Alliance and otherwise.

A Note onSidebars

Sidebars providing statistics for and descrip-
tions of notable NPCs and sample mass combat
units appear in Chapters Two, Three and Four.
These sidebars are primarily GM aids, contain-
ing some information best kept from the curious
eyes of players.

Statistics for the mass combat unitsare based on
the rules presented in Chapter Three of the
Alliance & Horde Compendium, especially the
“Unit Combat Statistics” and “Commanders and
Orders” sections. Mixed units have the stats for
each creature separated by aslash (i.e., “DF 80 (8)/
60 (6),” for the damage factors of human knights
and heavy warhorses, respectively). A unit’scom-
manders receive short stat blocks, focusing on the
key information required to use them in mass
combuat battles, such as skills, feats and number of
orders per battle round.

Chapter Five: Adventures captures particularly
admirable tales | heard while knocking back a few
pints with the locals of various regions. Young
explorers of the Guild are welcome to seek out the



truth or falsity of such tales, and bless their souls if
they do. The infamous Arena in Azeroth’s
Stranglethorn Vale, the insidious Dark Iron dwarves
of Khaz Modan, the foul machinations of undead
and demons in Lordaeron’s Silverpine Forest: find
them if you dare, my fellows, just make sure you
keep your axe and your wits about you — then tell
me everything at the Weary Boots.

Supplementary but no less important information
appears in two appendices. Appendix One: Organi-
zations details what I could learn about several
groups and societies active in the eastern lands, such
as the Cult of the Damned and the Stormwind
Assassins. Appendix Two: Miscellaneous Notes
offers a variety of items that I consider intriguing and
that might prove of some use to the Guild — notes,
for instance, on the dark apothecaries and Scarlet
Crusaders, along with a short bestiary and descrip-
tions of items both magical and mundane.

[ hope that my efforts please His Highness and
the Council. If you have queries or comments, you
know where to find me.

Sincerely,

Brann BronzeBearo

Cross-References

Unless indicated otherwise, the following no-
tations throughout identify material from other
Warcraft RPG sources and distinguish new
material in Lands of Conflict when necessary:

e An asterisk (*) refers to the Warcraft
RPG core book.

e Two asterisks (**) refer to the Manual of
Monsters.

e A dagger (1) refers to Alliance & Horde
Compendium.

¢ Twodaggers (1) refer to Magic & Mayhem.

¢ A double dagger (f) refers to Lands of
Conflict.
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“Garrick?” The guesTion came out 1n a raspy whisper prow Lips that were withered
and sickly pale. Still, The sound o that ramiliar voice rekindled the plame or hope m
Garrick’s hearr.

“Yes AOric, 1T's we. IT's Garrick. I've pound you at last.” He Looked at the race or
his childhood priend with all the compassion he could muster. The young wizard
apprentice had entered this patch of blighted rorest some Time ago, and pinally his
errorTs had paid opr. Good old Adric sT000 on The crest of The hill nearby, motionless
as only The dead can be. Adric’s skin was so shrunken that the bones beneath were aloost
visible. From his empty eye sockets a pale yellow Light glowed Like Twin Lanterns, and
his Tattered clothes barely hung on his hin prame. Still, despite all this, There was
no mistaking his childhood rriend. The undead Lowered the old crossbow he carried and
continued To sTare mcredulously.

“I came To p1nd you, Adric, once I heard about a dead man m these woods, a dead man
with a crossbow that matched your old pamily one. Remewber, we used To practice with
IT ToGeTher as boys? I'0 know 1T anywhere.”

The dead man Lowered his head sadly. “Oh, Garrick, you shouldn't have come here.”

Garrick spoke guickly. “Don’t despair Adric. I've come on a anssion. My master, he
1S one of The mages who seeks 1o reclaim Dalaran. He sent me here 1o Take observations
on The spread op The Scourge’s plague. But once 1 heard your description prom a
woodsman, I abandoned my master’s research and set oy n This direction. I just knew
I could pind you. You see, oy master 1s working on a way To reverse The plague. He only
has Theories right now, but when you come back with we, we can work on 1T Togethex.
IT may Take sowe Time, but with you There To help The research will o much raster.”

Adric raised his head and once again rocused his wournyul eyes on Garrick. “IT’s ar
To0 Late rowr help, old rriend.”

Garrick rased his voice m passionate anger. “I reruse To believe that! We can undo
This, don'T you see That? Come with me now, you don't have 1o exist Like This anymore.
Just pollow we back To my cart, 1T’s not par away. I can sneak you mto the city. You

13



14

GAZETTEER: GHELSPAD

can meet My mAsTer and we can Get sTarted rIGhT away. This plague can be reversed,
maybe ror everyone. My cart 1s just This way.” Garrick Turned and started back down
The hill n The direction he had come. He Took just a rew steps when be caught a sound
he had not heard smce his childhood: The Twang of a parTicular crossbow being ireo.
His back exploded m pain and he pound hiwsely wondering who had punched i so hard.
The blow upended him as he rell down the hill, unable To Get a grasp on the slippery
bed or Leaves That covered The ground. He Turned over pampully again and again, until
his momentum ceased at Last and he rolled up agamst the sTump of a Tree.
Garricks’s legs were numb and he round he coulon’t breathe guite right. His lower
back was a r1ot of pawn proas where the bolT had sTruck. Yet over his own raspy breathing
he heard The Thumping of ragged boots waking Their patient progress down the hill.
From The corner of his eye Garrick saw his old priend sit on a Large gray stone nearby.
The now ewpty crossbow rested agamnst The dead man’s leg as Adric sTared oy Mo
The dark woodlands. His hollow voice came again in a corroded whisper. “I meant 11 when
[ sa1d you shouldn’t have come here, Garrick, ary old priend. Everything changed the
day Prince Arthas rode here. Now, everything 1s dead. But somehow everything Goes
on. Ir I Tried, I think I could Go on porever now.” He then Turned his baleyul yellow eyes
on his priend. “Your largest mistake was assuming that [ wanted To be cured, Garrick.”
Garrick couldn't bear his priend Too well. He couldn't peel his legs at all now, and
everyThing was gowng dark around him. His own voice sounded shrill m his ears. “A-
Adric, I Think 'y 0-0ying....”
“Yes,” answered Adric nonchalantly, “I do believe you are. But don’t worry, old
priend, we'll have all The Time 1 the world To Talk once you're done with that part.”






This chapter reviews the world’s history up to our
own time, just so that we're all certain of why the
Lich King’s walking corpses now march nigh un-
contested throughout Lordaeron. There’s some sort
of lesson to be learned in remembering what’s
happened both recently and long ago, but damned
if I can see it as other than this: we must once more
fight desperately to gain our freedom.

[ decided also to include some discussion of cur-
rent intriguing aspects of life in the eastern lands,
mostly for the benefit of young prospectors who will
set out on whatever journeys here in the east.

Toclose the chapter, I've provided a detailed and
impressively thorough — if | may be permitted a
small boast — timeline of the world’s noteworthy
events during its many millennia.

Lands of the Past

Younger prospectors and explorers — and there
are more and more of them with each passing day —
often come to me with questions about my meth-
ods. How do you do it? they ask. How do you come
back from a distant land and know it as well as anative?

They’re looking for some sort of exciting revela-
tion — a trunk of disguises, perhaps, or my secret
technique for spying unheard and unseen on a
remote encampment. Now, | won’tsay that [ haven’t
used a disguise or two in the past, and when the
situation is sufficiently dangerous there’s no shame
in lurking in the bushes. Yet their faces always fall
when I give the real answer:

The way to become an expert on a place is to
know it before you leave.

Of course, you can’t know a town’s favorite inn
songs until you drink with the locals, but anyone
can go to a place to find what it is. Any creature
with feet and eyes can do it.

A true explorer knows that some of the most
valuable time on a journey is spent in scriptoriums
and archives before a rucksack is packed. I've spent
my life exploring the length and breadth of Azeroth,
from Sunwell Grove to Booty Bay. The tree’s worth
of friends and stories I harvest in those faraway
places is grown from the seed of a helpful librarian
who helped me gather the maps and history I
needed to get there in the first place.

So, before I begin telling you tales of how things are
now, let me set the stage a bit by talking about the past.

Campaigningin Earlier Eras

The primary setting for the Warcraft RPG is
the period following the Third War and the
events that played out in Warcraft 111: Reign of
Chaos and The Frozen Throne. Yet the history of
Azeroth is rich and full of adventure. Long
before the Horde and the Alliance, the Kaldorei
discovered magic and built a legendary empire
that crumbled against the might of the Burning
Legion in the War of the Ancients, and the
disgraced Quel’dorei braved the Maelstrom to
find a new land where they could explore the
ways of magic. Little is known of the dwarves in
this era, though some records indicate that they
had stone hides (or “rock skin”) and seemed
more “elemental” in nature. An underground
war was fought in the shadows to prevent the
return of the demons to the world of the living.

As Brann expounds on the known history of
the Lands of Conflict, see these sidebars for
more information on running campaigns set in
these eras.

Lands of Savagery,
Lands of Magic

What we know about our world’s earliest history
is wrapped in mystery and legend. Thousands and
thousands of years ago, Azeroth was one enormous
continent surrounded by the sea. Known as
Kalimdor, it was an explorer’s paradise — danger
and adventure just a step away, every river and
mountain range completely unmapped.

The jungles and forests were ruled by tribes of
trolls, wandering packs of beast-men hunting savage
sabercats and kodo beasts and offering up their blood
in dark rituals. While the explorations of the Guild
will occasionally turn up the petrified remains of a
troll encampment from these days, the trolls had
nothing that would qualify as even the smallest of
towns. Metalworking was unknown to them, and
their weapons were carved from the bones of their
fallen prey. Engravings on these weaponsshow scenes
of the hunt as well as fierce duels between trolls,
suggesting that they were much like their modern
descendants, a society ruled by the strong, the cun-
ning and the bloodthirsty.



While the dwarves and humans were still getting
onto their feet, the elves as we know them had
already been running for quite some time. More
attuned to nature and the land, they were a noctur-
nal people known as the Kaldorei. It’s difficult to
uncover too much about this period, as the elves of
Quel'Thalas are loath to speak of it. Yet what is
known is that these earliest elves were the first to
discover the ways of magic through something
called the Well of Eternity. A source of enormous
power and great reverence, the Well brought the
Kaldorei to heights never before seen on Kalimdor.
Their cities and temples spread across the conti-
nent and left the other primitive races in awe. In
the early histories of dwarves and humans, the
Kaldorei are shadowy figures of dark perfection
wielding incredible god-like powers.

Then something happened that changed the
world forever. Something went wrong with the
Well, or with the Kaldorei, or with both. Somehow,
the Burning Legion entered the world for the first
time. Kalimdor felt the searing lash of the demon
armies for the first time as they ravaged the coun-

tryside and left it a smoldering wasteland. The
humans and trolls retreated deep into the wild, and
the dwarves sealed the gates of their underground
cities... leaving the Kaldorei to face the demons on
their own.

In the war that followed, the Kaldorei rallied
their forces and fought their way to the Well of
Eternity. There, they made the supreme sacrifice
and destroyed the source of their power to rid the
world of the Burning Legion. When the Well
collapsed, it took the world with it. Even in their
distant fortresses, far from the Well, the dwarves
feared for their lives as the very rocks around them
shifted and crawled as though they were living
creatures. The great Kaldorei cities fell into the
earth, and the sea rushed in to fill the void. Long-
dormant volcanoes erupted and the rivers ran black
with ash, running toward the sea and the whirling
vortex that now marked the lands of the elves.

As dark clouds gathered to blot out the sun and
sky for an entire generation, the first great age came
to an end.

Adventures at the Dawn of History

Campaigns set in the earliest days of the
world of Warcraft happen between 10,000 and
14,000 years before the present day. The night
elf society is similar to that seen in Warcraft I11,
but the other races are quite different. The high
elves are still physically the same as the night
elves, livingnocturnal lives and slowly corrupt-
ing themselves with arcane magic. The dwarves
are just beginning to develop their traditions
and make the earliest of the technological
innovations that will revolutionize the world.
Humans are nearly as savage as theirfoesamong
the trolls, and both groups wander the land
battling each other while trying to plant the
seeds of their cultures.

Campaigns during this time should center on
exploration and discovery, on first contact and
seeing everything in the world for the first time.
Outside the boundaries of the Kaldorei cities
and temples, the world is completely untamed;
it calls for explorers and traders who will jour-

ney into the untracked wilds. It also calls for
warriors and spies to fight the war between the
Azotha and the jungle trolls, or between the
night elves and Queen Azshara’s demon guard.
It’s a time when a canny diplomat might have
changed the course of history forever. It’s a time
when characters can stand on the shores of the
Well of Eternity itself.

Tinkers and even simple technology
(phlogiston and gunpowder have yet to be dis-
covered) are exceedingly rare in these days,
found mostly among the dwarves. Spellcasters
come only from the ranks of the Kaldorei, where
the corrupting influence of the Well of Eternity
has already sparked the battle between arcane
and divine spellcasters that will continue for
thousands of years.

Affiliations are nearly always along racial
lines, though despite their physical appearance
the Kaldorei are already divided into the night
elves and the “highborn” elves.



Lands of Chaos,

Lands of Empire
The explosion of the Well of Eternity did far

more than destroy the civilization of the elves — it
reshaped the entire world. Azeroth was one land no
longer, shattered into many continents and islands,
with the Maelstrom at the ocean’s heart marking
the grave of the Kaldorei.

Dwarven history tells little of this period. Except
for occasional armed expeditions from one clanhold
to another, our people sealed themselves under-
ground. We neither knew nor cared what went on
outside our mountain homes. It was during this
period, however, that we honed our artistic skills,
perfecting the arts of metalworking and stonecarving
as we worked out our fears and frustrations on the
walls and passages of our homes and turned them
into the places of craftsmanship and beauty that we
still know today.

For thousands of years, the human tribes teetered
on the brink of extinction as their numbers were
winnowed by an ever-increasing struggle simply to
gather what was needed for survival. For millennia
they persevered, wandering ever further afield in
search of game, wood and refuge.

Finally, the clouds parted. The sun returned and
green sprouts pushed through the ash-fertilized
earth of the sere plains, although the Barrens —
once a vast, western forest region — were blasted
into a dry, desolate wasteland by the Sundering.
Centuries passed as forest and jungle once again
flourished, and the beasts increased in number
until herds of kodos once again roamed the plains.
Even dragons roused from their long slumbers to
soar through the warm sunlight and cooling rains.
Slowly, all traces of the cataclysmic death of the
Kaldorei were erased save for the ceaselessly hungry
maw of the Maelstrom.

The surviving tribes of humans sent out intrepid
bands to explore the reborn world and to find their
long-lost brethren. Slowly, trade routes were estab-
lished across the revitalized world. However, the
savage trolls had survived their own hardships and
emerged to once again harry the human merchants
and travelers. Soon the trolls were bold enough to
raid settlements, pillaging the towns and taking
away slaves and fodder for their heathen rituals.

The strongest of the human tribes, the Arathi,
convinced the scattered threads of humanity to
gather under their rule and wove them together
into the empire of Arathor. Though some tribes
chafed when their destinies were bound together,
the Arathi assured them the land would always
belong to all peoples and named the land asa whole
in homage to their ancient ancestors: Azeroth.

Together, the humans constructed the fortress
city of Strom and raised an army that pushed back
the trolls. Yet raids by the trolls continued to
prevent any large-scale farming and remained a
danger to anyone traveling outside the empire’s
protection. The leaders of the tribes had gathered
in Strom to try to conceive a strategy when word
came of an elven emissary at the city gates. The
stunned humans, who had long believed all the
elvesdestroyed in the defeat of the Burning Legion,
were quick to bring the envoy into their council.

The envoy explained that long after the destruc-
tion wrought by the Maelstrom, some of the survivors
had made their way to northern Azeroth and estab-
lished anew kingdom, called Quel'Thalas,and anew
source of magical power, called the Sunwell. She also
told how the elves were waging their own war with
the trolls and how the elven defenses were perilously
close to falling under the onslaught. The elves re-
quested assistance from the army of the human
empire to stave off an oncoming assault that threat-
ened to shatter the borders of the elven nation. After
discussion, Arathor agreed to help Quel'Thalas —
but required that the elves teach humans the ways of
magic and sorcery. The elves were quick to agree,
and the combined elven and human forces drove
back the trolls on both fronts until the bestial tribes
held a mere shadow of their former power.

With the threat of the trolls removed, the high
elves quickly transformed the lands within the
borders of Quel'Thalas into a lush paradise where
they could spend the years in peace and quiet
contemplation. The humans, on the other hand,
spent centuries expanding their borders until the
Empire of Arathor nearly covered Azeroth. As
their lust for power pushed them to master the arts
of magic they were learning from the elves, so did
their lust for land pull them northward into the
mountains. There, they encountered a dwarven
expedition gathering supplies, and our two peoples
met for the first time.



Empire Building

Campaigns of several types can be played out
in the time following the destruction of the
Well of Eternity and the great elven empire.
Among the elves, campaigns could explore the
loss of civilization, the attempts to reestablish a
homeland atop Mount Hyjal, the exile of the
high elves, and the night elves’ entrance into
the Emerald Dream. The night elves’ divine
spellcasters will still be bolstered by the demi-
god Cenarius walking among them. Arcane
spellcasters will be weak, struggling to create
and protect a new source for their power in the
second Well of Eternity and — after they've
been exiled and journey to create Quel’Thalas
— the Sunwell. Both groups will be living in the
wild and fighting to survive like they never have
before or since.

Campaigns among the dwarves — the culture
that best survived the cataclysm — might play
out the repercussions of isolation as supplies run
short, tempers flare, and the dwarven clans go
through the near-inevitable power struggles.
Other campaigns might deal with new under-
ground realms opened by the upheavals, and
what creatures might emerge from deep within
the bowels of the earth. Some characters might
play the artisans, craftsmen and tinkers who
made the tremendous advances of the period.

This is the era in which the dwarves have
“awakened” from ancient times, shaken deeply
by the Sundering and forgetting much of what
they were as a race. Emerging from beneath the
earth, they begin to explore their surroundings.
Yet they no longer have skin of stone, but are
flesh like other races — losing all knowledge of

We had previously encountered the elves; indeed,
they came to us first when they needed assistance
against the trolls, but the clan leaders had deter-
mined that they wanted little to do with a race they
found pretentious and overbearing. Yet the clans of
Khaz Modan and the humans of Arathor met under
a brighter sun, and they soon became close allies.
The humans provided the dwarves with a wide array
of surface goods, and the dwarves traded the finished
goods produced in our underground workshops. Pass-

theirracial heritage, especially knowledge of the
titans who created them and of their purpose (to
shape the world). The dwarves split into three
clans: the Bronzebeards (mountain dwarves),
the Wildhammers (hill dwarves), and the Dark
Irons (shadowy, wandering sorcerers).

Human campaigns could begin in the years
that were nearly the race’s last, as it eked out
sustenance from the ashes and the aftermath of
the destruction. Then, as the sun returns, play-
ers would have a chance to help fight the trolls
and build an empire, from the earliest towns to
Strom and the Empire of Arathor.

Eventually, generations later, all these cam-
paign types collide when the three races gather to
fight the final war against the trolls that allowed
for the settlement of Lordaeron. (At this time, all
trollsin Lordaeron are forest trollsfrom Zul’ Aman;
jungle trolls would be encountered only in far off
Stranglethorn.) Spies and diplomats will have
crucial roles in the days leading up to and through
the first meetings of the races. Though humans
may have previously had access to divine spells
through worship of the Old Gods or early cults
that would become the Church of the Holy Light,
once they meet the elves of Quel'Thalas they will
finally have access to arcane spellcasting. Simi-
larly, once the dwarves emerge from their
mountain homeland and share their technologi-
cal advances, other races will finally be able to
become tinkers. Fighting side-by-side for the first
time against unending waves of savage trolls, the
races whowill one day form the Alliance fightnot
to save the world, but to once and for all time set
the course of their own destinies.

ing through our lands in peace, the humans ex-
panded their empire into the northern half of the
continent, which they named with a combination of
words from the human, elven, and dwarven lan-
guages: lom, dwarven for “land”; daer, the human
word for “people”; and ronae, “peaceful” in the elven
tongue — hence, Lordaeron.

All the races thought it was the dawn of a second
great age; they would soon learn, to their sorrow,
that it was already late afternoon.



Lands of Darkness,

Lands of Demons

As they quickly embraced the ways of magic,
human mages rose in power until they matched and
even surpassed their elven tutors. In parts of the
empire, human sorcerers cleared fields, hunted drag-
ons and reshaped the earth itself at their whim. To
many across Arathor and to some on its ruling
council, this seemed at best a too-easy path and at
worst an abuse of a sacred power. Confronting the
wizards took the Empire of Arathor over the brink
of civil war as the “magocrats” carved out their own
territory where magic could be practiced without
restriction. In some places those fearful or distrust-
ful of magic banded close to one another to prevent
the mages from taking power, while others compro-
mised and allowed the free use of magic so long as
it was policed by Guild overseers.

When all was said and done, the sprawling Em-
pire of Arathor had fallen apart into seven separate
nations: Lordaeron, Stormwind, Kul Tiras,
Stromgarde, Alterac, Gilneas, and Dalaran.

It was soon discovered that the use of magic
without constraint didn’t mean that magic could be
used without consequence. Relations between the
newly independent human nations were strained as
the rulers of the magocracies became increasingly
withdrawn and obsessed with amassing magical
power. This led them straight into darkness —
where they found demons waiting.

What happened in the years following is a secret
history that has only been uncovered in recent
times. To most people of Quel’Thalas, the dwarven
citadels and the seven kingdoms, these were centu-
ries of peace and prosperity. Yet unbeknownst to all
but a few, the powerful spells of elven and human
mages had quietly called to the Burning Legion.
The demons were happy to answer the summons
and began to slip back into Azeroth. An elven
society called the Council of Silvermoon had long
ago sworn to forestall any full return by the Legion;
this society met with the most powerful wizards of
the human nations to form the Order of Tirisfal to
hunt those demons who had already arrived. Even-
tually, the Order’s members combined their magical
energies to anoint a single special champion — the
Guardian. Only one Guardian existed at any time,

guided by the Order, and this person wielded di-
vine-like powers to beat back the demons.

The Order and its agents were tireless in their
efforts to track and destroy the demons, who grew
increasingly reckless in their attempts to regain a
foothold on the world they had lost so long ago. The
demons finally overstepped their bounds when
they began to drain dragons of their magic, at which
time Aegwynn, the current Guardian, chose to aid
the dragons against the Legion. With her assis-
tance, the demons were driven back and utterly
destroyed.

The world returned to a peace it never knew it
had lost. Far, far away, though, the Burning Legion
plotted its revenge and gathered its forces.

The Great and Secret Game

Most Warcraft campaigns are set during
times of open warfare. However, games in the
time of the Guardians of Tirisfal occur in a
period when the battles were in the shadows,
when the mages slowly corrupting themselves
with arcane magic were desperate to maintain
an illusion of peace.

The demon-hunting agents of the Order of
Tirisfal might come from any race or class, and
their motivations could range from genera-
tions-long vows with the Council of Silvermoon
to simple profit motive as mercenaries collect
a bounty for each demon head collected.
Through it all, the Order and its agents remain
the “men in black cloaks,” cleaning up all
evidence of their struggles and denying the
existence of the enemy. For more than a thou-
sand years, this battle is fought by the Magna
Aegwynn, one of the last Guardians, until the
close of the era when the dragonflights help her
defeat and seal the demon lord Sargeras in an
undersea tomb.

Much adventure remains for those not fighting
the secret war. The same years are those leading up
to the birth of the wizard Medivh and his long
sleep. Quel'Thalas, the dwarflands, and the seven
human kingdoms are at the height of their power
and pristine in a way they will never be after
Medivh awakenstoopen thefirstportal to Draenor.



Lands of Storms,
Lands ofthe Horde

In a Guildhall or taproom, this is usually the
point in my history lecture where I see people
beginning to nod off or think about quietly ordering
another round.

(Incidentally, the gauge of a good storyteller is
that the audience should drink only when the teller
does. They should be so focused on the story that
they think to raise their mugs only when the story-
teller must moisten his tale-parched throat. So if
you see someone order another drink and you
glance down to see a half-full mug before you... it’s
likely time to wrap up your tale and save your
strength for another night.)

So, lest I begin covering ground that my es-
teemed liege or my readers in the Guild and
elsewhere have likely walked themselves, [ will rely
on your own memories of the invasion of the Horde
and the three great wars that followed. For those
reading my words in some far distant land who were
lucky enough tolive those days in peace, or those in
some far distant time when even those momentous
events have faded to but another topic of the tutors,
I recommend you read any of the innumerable

tomes penned on those days for tales of incredible
courage and adventure. I could not do them justice
if I covered a thousand times a thousand pages in
my spider-scrawl.

Lands of Conflict,
Shadows of the Past

Though time marches onward, it never leaves
the past wholly behind. The ruins of ancient towns,
buildings and temples still mark the landscape, the
tombstones of times past. Disturbing the spirits of
the dead is a distasteful thing at best, and at worst
— and often — a dangerous thing. Yet the ruins
remain an invaluable and fascinating gateway into
their time.

Storiesand legends keep the past alive, but physi-
cal remains provide proof that the stories are more
than the ramblings of an imaginative minstrel. In
all my years wandering Azeroth, [ have never failed
to follow a rumor of an ancient city in shambles or
the entrance to an underground temple to the Old
Gods. And when I discover a building from the days
of the Kaldorei, when I can step into the earliest
days of known history, when I get that much closer
to discovering the truth of our origins... those are
the moments that drive me to be an explorer.



Shadows of the Past, Future’s Dawn

As Brann notes, elements of Warcraft’s past
that have survived into the present make terrific
adventure seeds. Many of the missions in the
Warcraft computer game draw in elements from
Azeroth’s rich history, from the tomb of Sargeras
to the underground prison of Illidan Stormrage.

The cataclysmic sundering of the world after
the destruction of the Well of Eternity and the
razing of entire kingdoms in the wake of two wars
and the onslaught of the Scourge can easily have
hidden the ruins of not just innumerable temples,
tombs and towers, but entire cities. Did the
Guardians of Tirisfal imprison any of the demons
they captured, and if so, where? Do any temples
built by the trolls still stand from the days when
they hunted nomadic tribes of humans so long
ago? What is happening in the remains of the orc
internment camps on the Alterac plains? Ask
the unanswered questions of Azeroth’s past and
answer them in your campaign.

Chapter Six of the Warcraft RPG lays out
nearly a dozen different general types of cam-
paigns that can be run in the western lands.
Many of these same campaign types have ap-
peared throughout the history of Azeroth and
the eastern lands, as explained above and played
by millions of gamers in the Warcraft computer
games. Specific ideas for adventures in the lands
of conflict are seeded throughout the following
chapters of this book, but here is another look at
some of those general frameworks into which
they might be placed:

¢ Diplomacy: Peace holds in the west, even
after the skirmishes sparked by the assaults on the
Horde by Admiral Proudmoore. In the east, the
only factors preventing another full-fledged war
are the expanses of blasted, plague-ridden waste-
land between the factions and their diminished
numbers. [t will only take time before the Scourge
dominates enough of the living to begin their
expansion in earnest, or the Defias Brotherhood
gathers their number to reveal what’s hidden in
the depths of the Dead Mines. Only those skilled

with manipulation and diplomacy will deter-

mine if the coming age is one of peace, or merely
the next series of battles in an unending cycle of
war.

® Dungeoneering: The last fifty years have
sundered the countryside and shattered entire
nations. Once-proud castles and cities lay in
ruins, and the ravages of battle have torn open
the earth to reveal long-hidden secrets. From
recovering artifacts lost in the battles beneath
Khaz Modan to the catacombs that might have
been hidden in the rebuilding of Stormwind,
much adventure awaits those adventurers ready
to plunder the past and confront its guardians.

¢ Espionage: Where once there was only the
Alliance and the Horde, there are now numer-
ous independent factions rising to power in the
world of Azeroth. Major factions such as the
undead Scourge and lesser powers like the Syn-
dicate are all attempting to seize power in the
chaotic aftermath of war, and the first weapon
they require is information. Those who can
bring it to them, whether through treachery or
deceit, might ask for handsome rewards.

¢ Exploration: Despite its proud and storied
history, little is known of the details of the
present world of Azeroth. Where once there
were kingdoms and empires, war and conflict
have left only blank spots on a map waiting to
befilled in by intrepid explorers. The Explorer’s
Guild has led the way into many of these
mysterious regions, but there are innumerable
trails remaining to be blazed by the skilled and
courageous.

¢ Horror: Darkness has taken root in the
once-green lands of Lordaeron. The skeletons,
ghoulsand abominations of the undead Scourge
stalk a cracked and blasted landscape, preying
upon any living creature foolish enough to
wander into their domain. Only champions
willing to face down evil itself can hope to pull
even the smallest part of the Plaguelands from
the clutches of the Lich King.

¢ Mercenaries: There are many combat-
hardened veterans who were abandoned in the



Alliance and Horde’s rush to confront the Burn-
ing Legion on Kalimdor. Some of these veterans
banded together, others joined an independent
faction, and those remaining now answer only
to themselves. These mercenaries are warriors
and wizards for hire, selling their services to
anyone with enough gold in his pouch.

® The Quest: Those with wisdom and expe-
rience can sense the approach of another
important moment in the history of Azeroth.
They know that the shape of the next era will be
decided by heroes who set out in search of lost
and ancient powers, from the hammer of
Muradin Bronzebeard to the hidden necropolis
where the Guardians of Tirisfal buried their
dead. Some of these quests will turn adventurers
into true champions, while others might deter-
mine the fate of the world.

e Settlement: The eruption of the Well of
Eternity, the arrival of the Horde, the spread of
the Scourge, the attacks of the Burning Legion
— rarely has civilization gained a foothold in
the eastern lands before it was thrust back to the
borders of savagery. The graceful towers and
thick walls of cities are separated in eastern
Azeroth by vast tracts of untamed wilderness.
Settlers with the skill, boldness and strength of
arms to withstand the challenges and dangers of
the wild may find that from crude beginnings
mighty empires can be born — or reclaimed. In
the north, the Scarlet Crusade is always search-
ing for settlers willing to make a stand on the
edge of the Plaguelands and reclaim a part of
humanity’s ancestral lands.

¢ Survival: From the earliest nomads wan-
dering eastern Azeroth to the adventurers

exploring the aftermath of apocalyptic wars and
cataclysmic upheavals, part of daily existence
has always been the battle to survive. With the
Alliance shattered by the Scourge and the clans
of the Horde in far-off Kalimdor, there are many
small settlements that have been forced to be-
come entirely self-reliant. When the people are
in need of lumber or gold, they must seek it out.
When the village falls under attack by the Defias
Brotherhood or the Blackwater Raiders, heroes
will not come from far away — they must come
from within, and only those native heroes can
ensure that the settlement endures.

e Trade: Trade routes are just beginning to be
reestablished across eastern Azeroth, spearheaded
by the efforts of the Venture Company to con-
nect isolated goblin trading posts. Intrepid
adventurers might sign on to explore an over-
land trade route, or to protect a trade caravan
from the depredations of bandits and the crea-
tures of the wild. Alternately, they might choose
tojoin with one of the “free merchants” attempt-
ing to compete with the goblins — which means
that heroes will be guarding caravans not only
from thieves and beasts, but also determined
assaults financed by the Trade Princes.

® War: The drumbeat of war still sounds on
the wind in eastern Azeroth. For some, such as
the Scarlet Crusade, the Third War has yet to
truly end. For others, such as Alliance remnants
who believe the Horde weakened by the sever-
ing of its ties with the demons of the Burning
Legion, the time for a new war approaches. With
the storm clouds on the horizon, it is one of the
rare moments when heroes have the opportunity
to decide which army they will join — or if they
might form their own.



The Warcraft Library

For players and Game Masters (GMs) inter-
ested in setting games during the First, Second,
or Third War, there is a wellspring of informa-
tionavailable in a variety of forms. These sources
may also prove useful to those gathering infor-
mation to build a campaign set during earlier
eras.

Computer and Console Games

Warcraft: Orcs and Humans (Blizzard, 1994)

Warcraft II: Tides of Darkness (Blizzard,
1995)

Warcraft II: Beyond the Dark Portal (Bliz-
zard, 1996)

Warcraft I11: Reign of Chaos (Blizzard, 2002)

Warcraft I1I: The Frozen Throne (Blizzard,
2003)

There’s no substitute for playing the original
games to capture the flavor of the world of
Azeroth. Valuable information can found in the
game manuals as well. The manual to Warcraft
III: Reign of Chaos in particular is useful for its
detailed history of events from the earliest days
of the Kaldorei through the beginning of the
Third War.

Strategy Guides

Warcraft: Orcs and Humans Official Se-
crets and Solutions (Prima Publishing, 1995).

Warcraft 11: Tides of Darkness: The Offi-
cial Strategy Guide (Prima Publishing, 1996).

Warcraft 11: Beyond the Dark Portal Offi-
cial Secrets & Solutions (Prima Publishing,
1996).

Warcraft I11: Reign of Chaos Strategy Guide
(BradyGames, 2002).

Warcraft I111: The Frozen Throne Strategy
Guide (BradyGames, 2003).

Written with the assistance of Warcraft's cre-
ators at Blizzard Entertainment, these books not
only walk you through every puzzle and battle in
the computer and console games, but occasion-
ally also provide a peek behind the scenes at
events both in the game and its creation.

Novels

Warcraft: Day of the Dragon (Richard A.
Knaak, Pocket Books, 2001)

Warcraft: Lord of the Clans (Christie Golden,
Pocket Books, 2001)

Warcraft: The Last Guardian (Jeff Grubb,
Pocket Books, 2001)

Warcraft: Of Blood and Honor (Chris Metzen,
Pocket Books, 2001)

Set between the events of Warcraft I and
Warcraft 111, these novels tell sweeping tales in
the best Warcraft style and flesh out the history
and characters of the games.

Also look for Warcraft: The War of the
Ancients Trilogy by Richard A. Knaak, to be
published in 2004. The first volume is The Well
of Eternity.

Other Books

The Art of Warcraft (Jeff Green and Bart G.
Farkas, BradyGames, 2002)

A gorgeous book packed with concept art and
stories direct from the Warcraft development
teams at Blizzard Entertainment.

Websites

Blizzard Entertainment: http://
www.blizzard.com/

Official Warcraft II site: http://

www.blizzard.com/war2bc/

Official Warcraft II1: Reign of Chaos site:
http://www.blizzard.com/war3/

Official Warcraft II1: The Frozen Throne
site: http://www.blizzard.com/war3x/

Official World of Warcraft site: http://
www.blizzard.com/wow/

Official Warcraft Online Strategy and Infor-
mation Center: http://www.battle.net/
warcraft-universe.shtml

Blizzard’s official websites for past and future
Warcraft games, your one-stop shop for unit
breakdowns, previews and strategy guides,
downloadable demos and additional content,
links to community and fan sites, and more.



Bronzebeard’s
Compendium of
Essential Knowledge

(or, A Gadabout’s Gazetteer)

If history is the wall upon which the portraits of
the present are hung, experienced travelers come
to see that the portrait they view is framed by their
own interests. I've a good friend in the Guild who
has taken meticulous notes on every meal he has
eaten everywhere in Azeroth for the last twenty
years. When you ask him whether he recommends
a particular trade route through the Elwynn Forest,
you can be certain that his first consideration isn’t
attacks by the Defias Brotherhood — it’s whether
ornot there are fine meals to be had in the taprooms
of Goldshire and Westridge.

So I must confess to the Guild and the throne
that in my past reports I've been accused of giving
more general topics short shrift while expounding
at great length upon important topics such as how
migration patterns affect hunting in the Hinter-
lands and where in the south one can still find the
remaining stocks of Darrowmere summerwine. In
the following pages, | will attempt to prevent such
oversights in this particular report by discussing
issues of breadth and scope.

Currency and Trade

Goldisatricky thing. Many of us would rather we
didn’t have to bother with it all... but failing that,
we’d prefer to have as much as possible. An old
saying goes, “Anything can be bought if you have
enough gold.” I'm here to tell you that it isn’t true.

Many years ago, | was traveling through the
wastes around the Dark Portal to the orc home
world when I suddenly came down with a particu-
larly violent ailment that left me lying nearly
insensate under a thin clump of scrub brush. On the
fourth morning of my illness, I lifted my waterskin
to my lips, only to have it slip from my weakened
grip and spill its contents onto the parched soil. As
[ watched the blazing sun climb high into the sky,
[ cast about my fevered mind for an escape even as
[ felt the cold shadow of death falling over me.

Then I realized that the shadow was that of a rag-
clad hermit, a gnome perhaps, who began poking at
me with a stick. I pointed weakly at the sloshing
gourds hanging from his belt and rasped through my
blistered lips that he could take all the gold in my
pouch in exchange for two days’ water. The hermit
took my pouch, poured its contents into his hand
— then threw them over his shoulder. He turned
and was about to leave when suddenly he spotted
the gryphon feathers woven into my beard. Hoot-
ingin happiness, he plucked the feathers and dragged
me over to his saddled kodo. The hermit took me
back to his hut and spent three weeks nursing me
back to health. Explaining that he was writing a
magic spell on seven scrolls that would open a
magic portal to the “land of green,” he said he
hoped that any traveler who carried quills in his
beard might give him some pointers.

Completely crazy, that hermit.

My point is that sometimes gold is completely
worthless, while items you had considered hereto-
fore worthless can suddenly become the treasures
used to buy back your life. Those who spend their
days in the civilized lands or with the portable
civilization that is the army may forget the wonder
that is the barter system, where one might purchase
a saw with a basket of eggs rather than with pieces
of gold.

Barter is particularly widespread in the north
these days, where many of the trade routes have
been completely disrupted by the attacks of the
Scourge. Those few villages still hanging on in
isolated glades and valleys survive through the
barter system; one person will raise chickens, an-
other weaves roughspun cloth, a third grows wheat,
and all trade their excess to one another. Travelers
through these areas often find it hard to step into
this cycle of survival unless they have something to
trade of exceptional rarity in the area. I made my
entire journey through Alterac and the Plaguelands
into Tirisfal carrying a pack filled with nothing but
fishing hooks, whetstones, and candles.

Of course, there are plenty of places where gold is
still accepted and even required for purchases.
Shops run by the goblins, for example, accept only
gold. However, gold can take many forms. In towns
near operating gold mines, gold is often in nugget or
dust form and spent by weight, with every business



from trading posts to blacksmiths using a balance
scale to measure their customers’ payments.

When taxes or trade take the raw gold to a larger
city, local governments have minting operations that
ease and speed trade by melting the metal and forging
it into coins of standard weight. With only a few
exceptions, such as the quarter-pound coins once
minted in Moonbrook, gold coins typically are made
three to the ounce, or roughly fifty to the pound.

In the minting process, coins are always stamped
with the mark of the local power, which causes
problems of its own. Coins minted in Stormwind
these days, for example, are marked with the face of
young King Wrynn. When these coins are later
stolen from travelers by the bandits of the Defias
Brotherhood, the renegades mar the face of the
king to produce what are known as “cross-eyed
coins.” The cross-eyed coins, in turn, are seen as a
mark of treason against the throne and have been
declared illegal by the Stormwind Council. Hence,
you might walk into the Pig and Whistle in
Stormwind with a pocket full of gold coins pro-
ducedlocally... yetfind yourself unable to purchase
a flagon of mead due to a few scratches. Similarly,

the people of Westfall are growing increasingly
upset with the inability of the Stormwind Guard to
protect their villages from the attacks of the Broth-
erhood, and some have begun refusing
Stormwind-minted coins as a political protest.
Though I have yet to encounter it, | have no doubt
that were I to carry a Stormwind coin long enough
and far enough, I would find someone who believed
that it had captured the soul of a man.

Not that strange coinage is always a problem. Coins
minted in Stromgarde long ago, or in Lordaeron before
it was overrun by the damnable Scourge, are becoming
increasingly rare, and some sentimental merchants will
actually treat these coins as though they were more
valuable than normal. I know of a merchant in the
south whose family was lost to the undead during the
war, and he accepts coins minted in Lordaeron as
though they were five Stormwind pieces.

When I was a child, all coinage was made from
gold. Every town and clanhold had its own gold
mine, with a string of miners hauling nuggets and
ore back to the local town hall to be weighed and
counted. In recent years, especially after three wars
have swept the length and breadth of the land-



scape, untapped veins of gold are becoming more
difficult to locate, and asa consequence trade in less
valuable precious metals has increased. Though
worth a tenth of their golden counterparts, silver
pieces have become common in marketplaces, and
many businesses even accept lowly copper pieces.
(As silver pieces and copper pieces are usually
considered too low in value to stamp during the
minting process, they are the standard form of
payment to workers who desire... the maximum
portability in themselves and their currency.)

Coinageinthe
World of Warcraft

The monetary system in the world of
Warcraft operates on the scale described in the
“Wealth and Money” section of Chapter 7 in
the Player’s Handbook. But for the type of
political problems Brann describes above, rates
of exchange are as laid out in the Player’s
Handbook, and prices for trade goods and equip-
ment not explicitly determined elsewhere in
the Warcraft RPG and its sourcebooks are as
described in the chapter. The only exception is
that platinum pieces have yet to make an
appearance in the world of Azeroth; though
the value of platinum is recognized, it is rare
enough that it is still used primarily as a deco-
rative material rather than a type of coinage.

Languages

You'll see them carved into the wall as you enter

the Explorers’ Guildhall in Ironforge:
The most useful souvenir a traveler can pick up
in a foreign land is its tongue

Those are the words of the wise Samul
Strangehands, one of my mentors, who joined me
in founding the Guild. I insisted they be posted for
all to see, as they have eased my way and saved my
life more times than I can count over the years.

There are more than a dozen major languages in
Azeroth, and there’s little excuse for every explorer
not to have at least a passing fluency in all of them.
Not because your education will be complete once
you can sing in Thalassian and curse in Draconic.
Far from it — learning the vocabulary and gram-

mars of every linguistic tome you'll find in the
average clanhold library will only provide you a
stepping stone so that you don’t stumble once
you're out in the field.

Let me provide an example by way of a story. As
early as the First War,  had already learned a bit of
Orc in order to help question prisoners of war. By
the end of the Second War, I considered myself
conversational in the orc tongue and once spent a
long night arguing the subtle merits of open-pit
versus coal-buried roasting of meat with an orc
captain. However, following the Third War, [ was
traveling in the Hinterlands when I stumbled across
a small band of eight orcs who had somehow re-
mained behind when their brethren set off for
Kalimdor. After the defeat of the demon Sargeras,
the band was freed of the bloodlust that had con-
trolled them as part of the Horde, and they started
a farm around their new home in an abandoned
watchtower near Durnholde. When I came across
them, they had been together in an Alliance prison
camp for several years, then alone in their isolated
home for several more. Time, combined with their
change of attitude, had shifted their tongue until it
was barely recognizable as the language I thought |
knew so well. They were friendly enough, so |
stayed for several weeks, slowly communicating
through hand signals until we had a shared vocabu-
lary. Their words were similar to the Orc language
[ knew and were spoken in the same guttural growl.
Yet the word trk’hsk, which I knew to mean “blood
shed in battle,” had come to mean something more
akin to “that sacrificed to the earth” in order to
make crops grow.

An extreme example, but it is reflective of what
happens across the land. Towns develop their own
slang, craftsmen and merchants have their guild
cants, even twin brothers can have their own argot
— and none of them can be learned from books,
though all convey valuable information. An ex-
plorer cannot learn that information unless he first
learns the tongue.

Travel

In the following pages, I'll go into great detail
regarding specific towns and regions. For those read-
ers of this report who seek such information so that
they might never need to go to the places covered, |
pity you. However, if you are a kindred soul for whom



reading about a distant land ignites the spark of a
burning desire to see it with your own eyes, you will
quickly discover that you cannot arrive at a destina-
tion without first making the journey.

The easiest way to travel, of course, is to put one
foot in front of another. Repeat the process enough
times and with enough patience, and you can travel
anywhere you like. Poyli Stonesole is famous in the
Explorer’s Guild for his four-year walking journey
that took him from Sunwell Grove to Booty Bay.
These days, with the black shadow of the Scourge
falling across the roads of the north, the Dark Iron
dwarves in the mountains, and the multitude of
dangers in the south, the journey might take a bit
longer, but it remains possible.

Those with the money for tack and feed — as well
as the enviable skill to charm stubborn beasts —
can easily round up saddle or pack animals that
might help them on their journeys. 've never had
much luck with them myself; the one time I took a
mule into Deadwind Pass, it ended up buried under
arockslide and I had to carry my own pack (as well
as the added burden of thirty pounds of mule jerky).
Of course, I know many travelers who have no
problems whatsoever and praise “traveling like a
knight,” watching the miles go by from a perch high
above the road.

If youdon’t mind doing a bit of your travel off solid
ground, you can easily find a schooner for hire that
will take you not only from the mainland to Tol
Barad or Crestfall, but all the way across the western
bay to Gilneas or Hillsbrad. If you like fish breakfasts
and the wind at your back, many waterside towns
will have fishing boats whose crews will be happy to
take you as far downriver or along the shore as you'd
like to go in exchange for a handful of coins. 'm
never comfortable out on the water — not too many
years ago | lost a good friend to a seawolf — but
sometimes it’s a necessary evil in order to make good
time from one harbor to another.

One mode of travel I do recommend are the
zeppelins you'll occasionally find tethered at goblin
trading posts. Those who brag about riding high on
horseback should board a zeppelin to see what
riding high is really like — it often seems as though
the top of the gasbag is scraping the very clouds as
you travel above a landscape that looks like some
sort of mapmaker’s model. It’s a bit expensive, and
it’s vaguely uncomfortable to travel in cold, airy

holds designed for cargo crates, but zeppelins can
get you across enormous distances phenomenally
quickly. One Guild expedition using the airborne
vantage point to confirm the details of maps drawn
by Poyli Stonesole managed to cover that pioneer’s
trail in just under eighty days!

Traveling by Zeppelin

Unless previous arrangements have been
made, there is only a 20% chance that a
random goblin trading post will have a cargo
zeppelin moored nearby and available for hire.
A zeppelin can cover about 500 miles in a 12-
hour day of travel, allowing the crew time to
rest and make any necessary repairs. The aver-
age cost of hiring a zeppelin and its three-man
crew (pilot, navigator, and engineer) is 20 gold
pieces per day on a round trip and 30 gold
pieces per day for a one-way trip (with an
increased cost in order to cover the empty
zeppelin’s return trip).

For more on goblinzeppelins, including their
game statistics, see Chapter Five in Magic &
Mayhem.

Goblin Shops

At some point after the Second War, the goblins
apparently grew tired of carrying explosives for the
Horde and decided that they needed to take control
of their own destinies. Surprisingly, they proved
smart enough to know that building an army of
their own would be an even bloodier choice for
their race than sapping and planting mines. So they
chose a different path.

I remember the first time I came across a goblin
shop. I was in Duskwood, in the middle of nowhere,
returning home from a long expedition. There was
still two weeks’ worth of walking between me and
Dun Morogh, and I was running low on supplies.
Villages had been scarce and I was nearly out of shot
for my trusty blunderbuss, so hunting would soon be
quite difficult. I was just considering the idea of
running down rabbits and strangling them when I
spotted a wooden shack up ahead on the edge of a
clearing. The sign above the door read “STUFFE
FOR SAIL — Rollo Tanglefut, PROP.” On the



front porch stood a goblin in a grubby apron,
waving an empty scabbard. “You need stuff?” he
cried. “I got stuff you buy! Come to Rollo’s shop!”
Intrigued, I went into the shack’s dusty interior and
found it stocked to the gills with an odd miscellany
of gear and equipment — including a case of rifle
ammunition, for which I gladly traded a pouch of
silver dust. Now I make certain to stop by Rollo’s
shop whenever I'm in the area, as do many others.
These days, you might know that shack and the
clearing as the town of Tanglefoot Junction.
Thegoblinshave taken to the role of merchant with
avengeance, and now it’s hard to travel for more than
aday or two without stumbling across a goblin shop of
some size. Goblin zeppelins fly across the continent,
delivering goods, supplies, messages and passengers
from one shop to another, and I've heard more than
one goblin brag that if it isn’t in his shop, he can have
it on the shelves within a week. One joker challenged
that claim and ordered a dozen shredders, only to find
them waiting outside his cottage two days later.
Apparently, the proprietor of each goblin shop
determines how to protect his business from theft.
Solutions I've heard employed include the hiring of
mercenary fighters as security guards; complicated,
tinker-built security systems; and, most notoriously,
enormous bombs on a dead man’s switch that can be
detonated onamoment’s notice if agoblin merchant
feels threatened. After news spread of thieves and
bullies entering shops that were replaced moments
later by smoking craters, few have found the nerve to
probe how a given shop might be protected.
Though many shops remain independent, a grow-
ing number of them have signs declaring that they
are owned and operated by something called the
“Venture Company,” which the proprietors claim
is headquartered in a faraway city ruled by goblins
where the streets are paved with gold. Someday
soon I hope to mount an expedition to see if there’s
any truth to the stories — or if they’re simply part
of a pseudo-religion passed among the goblins to
motivate their new profit-driven existence.

A Detailed History
of Azeroth

Okay. Once more through history before we take
a look at how things have turned out. If I haven’t

Goblin Goods

Goblin shops can be found nearly anywhere
on Azeroth, seemingly regardless of whether
or not there are towns nearby and heedless of
dangers such as the Scourge. The goblins will
sell anything to anyone, at only slightly in-
flated prices. Roll percentile dice on the list
below to determine whether a store has a
desired item (see Chapter 7, “Equipment,” in
the Player’s Handbook and Chapter Three of
the Warcraft RPG for a breakdown of which
items fall into each category).

If a goblin shop doesn’t have an item in
stock, there isa 25% chance the proprietor can
order and deliver the item within 1d4 days.
Otherwise, the wait may be up to 1d20 days.

Equipment d%

Ammunition 80%
Armor, heavy 40%
Armor, light 70%
Armor, medium 50%
General adventuring gear 70%
Mounts and related gear 30%
Shields 50%
Special substances and items 30%
Tools and skill kits 50%
Trade goods 80%
Vehicles 10%
Weapons, exotic 25%
Weapons, firearms 40%
Weapons, martial 60%
Weapons, simple 5%

said it in as many words, let me say again now why
all of this is worth reading and worth learning:
what’s happened before can happen again. How
many times has the Burning Legion come to our
world? Are we really foolish enough to think the
demons are gone forever this time?

In more recent history, the Alliance and Horde
have fought three great wars that have taken both to
the brink of destruction. You may know the tales of a
peaceful coexistence between the orcsand humanson
faraway Kalimdor, but how long do you think it will be
before the lingering hostilities in the west flare up and
the two forces line up across the battlefield again?



What'’s happened before can happen again.
Which would make adventuring a boring proposi-
tion, but for the flip side of the coin: new things are
happening all the time. When you set out into the
wilds, you'll encounter things that are new to you
on a daily — hourly! — basis. Stay out there long
enough, and you might find something new to the
entire world... and that’s what exploration is all
about.

Timeline of Events
-147,000

A mysterious race of vastly powerful beings known
as the titans arrives on Azeroth. They create two
caretaker races to watch over and help reshape the
world. The dwarves are placed in charge of main-
taining the earth, while the sea giants watch over
the waters.

-65,000

Azeroth consists of a single, giant continent
known as Kalimdor. At its center is the magical
Well of Eternity, placed by the titans as a source of
restoring energy.

-64,001

Before the titans depart, they empower dragons
to watch over Azeroth and protect it from anything
that might threaten the tranquility of the world.

-14,000

A race of feral, nomadic humanoids is drawn to
the Well of Eternity. Known as the Kaldorei, they
are transformed by its power and become strong,
wise and virtually immortal. Unbeknownst to them,
their transformation accidentally releases magic
into the world.

-13,500

The Kaldorei begin to actively study and practice
arcane magic. They bend magic to their willand use
it to build beautiful cities, craft artifacts and re-
shape the land. Some Kaldorei resist the lure to use
the Well of Eternity’s power and warn others of the
dangers of abusing it. Their warnings go unheeded.

A group of upper-class Kaldorei call themselves
the Highborne and revel in the use of magic.

-11,500

The Highborne slowly descend into decadence,
obsessed with using the Well of Eternity’s magical
energies.

-10,250

The Highborne unwittingly attract the attention
of the Burning Legion — a race of magic-consum-
ing demons from another dimension. Unable to
enter Azeroth’s dimension physically without as-
sistance, Sargeras, the lord of the Burning Legion,
begins subtly to manipulate the Kaldorei nobles.

The Highborne open a portal deep within the
Well of Eternity. This portal stretches between
dimensions and forges a path from Sargeras to
Azeroth.

-10,000

The Burning Legion pours into Azeroth, led by
two of Sargeras’ most powerful lieutenants:
Archimonde the Defiler and Mannoroth the De-
structor. The demonssavagely assault the Kaldorei’s
unprepared civilization.

-9,999

Three young Kaldorei heroes approach the reclu-
sive demi-god Cenarius and request assistance. The
three heroes are the brothers Malfurion and [1lidan
Stormrage, and the priestess Tyrande Whisperwind.

Cenarius hears their pleas and calls the ancient
dragonflights to defend Azeroth.

The Well of Eternity implodes in on itself, releas-
ing a massive shockwave. With Sargeras’ link to
Azeroth destroyed, the Burning Legion is expelled
from the world and hurled back to their dimension.

The seas rush in to fill the void left by the Well
of Eternity and permanently split Kalimdor into
several splinter continents. A furious, unending
storm of elemental energy rages above the spot
where the Well of Eternity once stood. It becomes
known as the Maelstrom.

-9,998

[llidan Stormrage secretly creates a new Well of
Eternity using water that he had stolen from the
original Well. Malfurion is enraged when he finds
out and locks his brother away in an underground
prison.

Three of the most powerful dragons —
Alexstrasza, Ysera and Nozdormu — create the
World Tree. Known as Nordrassil, the tree grows to
massive proportions and covers the new Well of
Eternity, obscuring its existence.

-9,900

The surviving Kaldorei, now known as night
elves, abandon the use of arcane magic. They exile



themselves in seclusion around Mount Hyjal and
the World Tree and begin practicing a safer form of
divine nature magic.

-7,300

Malfurion exiles the last of the Highborne. The
remaining Kaldorei weave a powerful enchant-
ment and seal the borders of their lands in a
protective mist.

-6,800

The Highborne, now called high elves, land on
the shores of Lordaeron and establish their new
home. They call it Quel’thalas.

-3,900

The high elves create a new source of magical
energy and call it the Sunwell.

-2,800

The human tribes band together in the face of
frequent raids by the forest trolls and form the first
human nation, Arathor. The high elves are also
hard-pressed by the forest trolls and enter into an
alliance with Arathor, teaching humans the ways
of arcane magic.

-2,700

Human and high elf wizards convene and form a
secret order called the Guardians of Tirisfal. The
order’s purpose is to empower a series of individuals
to wage a secret, never-ending war against the
Burning Legion.

-2,500

The race of dwarves awakens and emerges from
the expansive titan-created city of Uldaman, lo-
cated deep beneath the earth. They call their new
civilization Khaz Modan.

-1,200

The human nation of Arathor grows too large
and shatters into seven independent splinter na-
tions — Lordaeron, Stormwind, Kul Tiras,
Stromgarde, Alterac, Gilneas and Dalaran.

-823

The current Guardian of Tirisfal, Aegwynn, learns
of a growing demon presence on the continent of
Northrend. With the aid of dragons, Aegwynn
tracks the demons down and defeats them.



Sargeras appears and challenges Aegwynn. Al-
though she easily slays his physical form, Sargeras’
spirit secretly enters Aegwynn’s body and hiber-
nates inside of her.

Aegwynn seals Sargeras’ carcass in a hidden
tomb, buried deep beneath the Great Sea.

-500

Sargeras’ second-in-command, Kil’jaeden, dis-
covers another world ripe for conquest. The world
is Draenor, homeland of the shamanistic orcs and
the peaceful draenei.

-100

Kil’jaeden contacts one of the most powerful orc
shamans, Ner'zhul. Through quiet manipulations,
Kil’jaeden starts to spread violence and savagery
throughout the orc race.

—46

Ner’zhul realizes the threat that Kil’jaeden poses
and cuts off contact. Kil'jaeden quickly replaces
him with Ner’zhul’s most powerful apprentice,
Gul'dan.

—45

Gul’dan gathers the most powerful shamans in the
orc clans and teaches them how to communicate with
spirits in the Twisting Nether. A pact is formed be-
tween Guldan’s followers and the dark forces of
Kil'jaeden. Together, they create the Shadow Council.

The Shadow Council begins quietly infiltrating
the highest political ranks in each of the orc clans.

Aegwynn decides to bear a child and pass the
mantle of Guardian of Tirisfal to him. The spirit of
Sargeras quietly infects her unborn son as he grows
in her womb.

—41

Gul’dan teaches the dark arts of demon magic to
other orcs, turning shamans into warlocks and
training them in necromancy.

-40

The Shadow Council manipulates the clans into
forming a single, unified Horde. Gul’dan coerces its
leaders into outlawing shamanism and installing
his warlocks as key advisors.

Kil’jaeden dispatches the pit lord Mannoroth to
Draenor in order to bind the orcs to his will. Chief-
tains from each of the twelve orc clans are tempted
by his promise of power and drink from Mannoroth’s
blood, ensnaring themselves in the curse of bloodlust
and initiating a slow corruption of their entire race.

=30

Aegwynn’s son Medivh turns 14 and abruptly
falls into a mysterious coma. Sargeras’ presence
perverts Medivh’s mind and soul and bends them to
his will.

-23

The orcs give in to rage and attack their longtime
neighbors — a peaceful race known as the draenei.
Virtually unchallenged, the Horde easily defeats
the vastly overmatched draenei.

-20

The orcs track down the last organized forces of
the draenei and finally conquer all of Draenor. The
widespread practice of necromancy finally drains
Draenor completely, leaving the land dead.

-19

With no enemies left to fight, the orc clans fall
into anarchy and begin waging war against each
other.

-10

Gul’dan begins to explore the Twisting Nether
with a projection of his mind. He desperately
searches for new worlds for the Horde to conquer.

Medivh awakens from his coma-like state and
finds himself a grown man.

-5

Sargeras, working through Medivh, sends Gul’dan
aseries of visions, showing him images of a rich and
fertile land ripe for conquest. The land in his
visions is Azeroth.

Medivh creates a small rift between Draenor and
Azeroth. The rift is initially too small for even a
single orc to pass through, but it grows slowly.

0

Orc scouts enter the rift and begin exploring the
lands on the other side.

A small outpost is gradually constructed in the
disease-ridden marshlands around the rift’s exit
point, providing a military foothold for the Horde
in the new world. Known as the Black Morass, the
marshlands are completely uninhabited and pro-
vide perfect cover for the Horde’s arrival.

1

Gul’dan manages to open a permanent rift be-
tween the two worlds. The Dark Portal opens fully
for the first time, allowing the orcish Horde to
begin its assault on Azeroth.

The First War begins.



Initial battles do not go well for the Horde.
Expecting an easy victory against a weak opponent,
the Horde rushes to assault the fortress of Stormwind
Keep, only to suffer a defeat of catastrophic propor-
tions. Few orcs survive the initial battle.

Gul’dan invokes shadow magic to enshroud the
Black Morass in a blinding mist. The mist obscures
the retreat of the last remaining orcs and prevents
the human forces from pursuing them.

The Horde is humiliated by its unexpected rout,
and the tribes swiftly descend into turmoil. Chaos
ensues, with factions blaming each other for the
Horde’s defeat.

2

Gul’dan manipulates a ruthless dictator onto the
throne of the Warchief. Known as Blackhand the
Destroyer, the new Warchief rallies the tribes back
together again and prepares them for a new assault
on Azeroth.

Medivh sends Gul’dan another vision, teasing
him with images of the Tomb of Sargeras and the
power it contains.

The Horde surges into Azeroth again, decimat-
ing towns and villages and plundering everything
in its path.

Durotan, chieftain of the Frostwolf clan, is am-
bushed and slain by rival orcs. The assassins leave
Durotan’s infant son for dead, but the young orc is
quickly discovered and saved by a band of humans
under the command of Aedelas Blackmoore. The
infant is taken as a slave and given the name Thrall.

3

Lord Anduin Lothar realizes Medivh’s betrayal.
He leads a small band of gryphon-mounted warriors
to Medivh’s tower and confronts the wizard.

Lothar slays Medivh’s body and destroys the
spirit of Sargeras. Medivh’s spirit escapes, however.

4

Blackhand the Destroyer is betrayed and slain by
Orgrim Doomhammer, a trusted general and close
friend. Doomhammer replaces Blackhand as
Warchief of the Horde.

Stormwind Keep falls before the full might of the
Horde and is sacked. During the battle, King Llane
is slain by one of Gul’dan’s assassins, the half-orc
Garona.

Spies loyal to Orgrim Doomhammer capture and
torture Garona. In agony, she reveals the existence

of the Shadow Council and directs them to the
location of Gul’dan’s warlocks near the ruins of
Stormwind Keep.

Doomhammer dispatches his elite wolfriders to
the ruins. They slay or execute most of Guldan’s
warlocks and disperse the remaining members of
the Shadow Council. Gul’dan pleas for mercy and
offers complete submission. Doomhammer accepts
and grants him mercy.

Lord Anduin Lothar concedes that the Kingdom
of Stormwind has been lost. He rallies his country-
men and leads them in a desperate retreat across the
Great Sea, eventually landing upon the shores of
Lordaeron.

The First War ends.

Gul’dan uses his powers to raise an unholy legion
of Stormwind’s fallen soldiers and names them
death knights.

5

King Terenas of Lordaeron offers the refugees
sanctuary and convenes an emergency council to
discuss the invasion. Together, Lothar and Terenas
convince the others to form an alliance between
the seven human nations and the kingdoms of the
dwarves and high elves.

The Horde brings ogre allies through the portal
from Draenor and replenishes its depleted ranks.

Afraid for the survival of his people, the troll
Zul’jin coordinates an alliance between the forest
trolls and the orcish Horde.

Sir Uther Lightbringer founds an order of holy
defenders known as the Knights of the Silver Hand.
Their purpose is to serve as a last line of defense
against the Horde.

6

The Second War begins.

The Horde pushes north, rolling through the
continent of Khaz Modan and up into Lordaeron.
The conflict is widespread and bloody, with large
portions of Quel’Thalas destroyed by the Horde.

The Alliance makes a desperate stand and stalls the
Horde’s advance. The combined forces of humans,
high elves and dwarves manage to rally and push the
Horde back to the ruins of Stormwind Keep.

Gul’dan, consumed by his thirst for personal
power, secretly forges an agreement with a group of
demonsloyal to Sargeras. They agree tohelp Gul’dan
locate their master’s tomb.



Gul’dan searches for the Tomb of Sargeras and
raisesitfrom deep beneath the ocean. When Gul’dan
enters the burial chamber, however, he acciden-
tally releases a swarm of demons that kill him. The
demons surge out of the Tomb of Sargeras and
inflict great damage on the forces of the Horde.

Deathwing, an ancientand powerful black dragon,
assumes the form of Lord Prestor — a young human
diplomat — and infiltrates the high council of the
Alliance. Using subtle magic, the dragon ensnares
the minds of the human leaders and forces them to
grant him the title of king of Alterac.

The Alliance pushes the weakened and disorga-
nized Horde all the way back to the Black Morass,
where the Dark Portal is located. Lord Anduin
Lothar is slain during the Alliance’s final victory.
The Dark Portal is shattered.

The Second War ends.

7

Ner’zhul opens additional portals in Draenor and
flees through one. The energies from the portals
conflict and create a series of violent earthquakes
and storms that tear Draenor apart in a catastrophic
explosion. Its floating shards eventually become
known as Outland.

Kil'jaeden captures the fleeing Ner’zhul and irre-
versibly transforms him into the Lich King, encasing
him in a block of ice.

8

Under orders from the Kirin Tor, the conclave of
wizards that rules Dalaran, Rhonin and Vareesa
Windrunner free the imprisoned Dragonqueen,
Alexstrasza. Three other dragon aspects — Ysera,
Nozdormu and Malygos — are also awakened.
Together, the dragons manage to defeat Deathwing
and force him to flee.

Blackmoore begins instructing Thrall in how to
fight. The young orc is a good student and quickly
becomes an accomplished warrior. At the same
time, he secretly learns to read and speak the
language of men.

10

Kil'jaeden casts the Lich King’s icy prison into
Azeroth, followed by a legion of undead followers.
It comes to rest on the continent of Northrend,
buried deep within Icecrown Glacier.

Ner’zhul corrupts the Archmage Kel'Thuzad and
directs him to begin spreading a disease across

Lordaeron. Kel'Thuzad creates the Cult of the
Damned to aid him in his mission.

14

Thrall begins to fight in the slave pits as a
gladiator and swiftly gains a reputation as a peerless
warrior.

16

Thrall escapes from Blackmoore’s control and
begins to search for his lost heritage. He learns of
the existence of the Warsong clan — the only clan
remaining that is undefeated by humans — and of
its ferocious leader, Grom Hellscream.

18

Thrall defeats a disguised Orgrim Doomhammer
in combat and earns his respect. Doomhammer
appoints Thrall as his second-in-command.

Thrall, Hellscream and Doomhammer combine
forces to raid the internment camps and free their
fellow orcs from captivity. Thrall convinces them
to reform the Horde.

19

Orgrim Doomhammer isslain in battle and Thrall
becomes the next Warchief of the Horde. He turns
his people from the practice of demon magic and
reintroduces them to the abandoned shamanistic
culture of their ancestors.

20

Kel'Thuzad’s Cult of the Damned infects
Lordaeron’s farmlands with the Lich King’s plague.
Uther Lightbringer and his Knights of the Silver
Hand try to stem the tide of the disease, but fail.

Prince Arthas fears that the spread of the disease
will tear the Alliance apart and eventually lead to
the downfall of the entire human race. He tracks
the source of the plague to Northrend and attempts
to slay the Lich King. There, Arthas falls prey to a
trap and loses his soul to the cursed blade
Frostmourne.

The Lich King transforms Arthas into a death
knight. He returns to Lordaeron, assassinates his
father King Terenas, and takes charge of the undead
forces.

The Third War begins.

Kel'Thuzad seizes Medivh’s spellbook from the
city of Dalaran and uses it to summon forth the
Burning Legion. Archimonde and his host of de-
mons arrive in Dalaran.



The spirit of Medivh foresees the eventual down-
fall of Lordaeron and begins to manipulate events
in order to arrange the formation of a last-ditch
alliance between the mortal races on Kalimdor.

Guided by a mysterious vision from Medivh,
Jaina Proudmoore loads several ships and sets sail
through the Maelstrom to the far-off continent of
Kalimdor. Simultaneously, the Horde steals several
human warships and also begins traveling to
Kalimdor.

Thrall’s ships land on a mysterious island chain
in the Maelstrom and encounter a friendly tribe of
jungle trolls. Thrall helps the trolls to escape from
their sinking island, and the trolls respond by
joining the Horde.

The Maelstrom scatters the Horde’s fleet. After
regrouping on Kalimdor, the orcs encounter a race
of wise giants known as tauren. Thrall dispatches
Grom Hellscream to lead a group of orcs north and
begin collecting lumber.

The tauren lead Thrall to the lair of a mysterious
Oracle, who turns out to be Medivh. Jaina
Proudmoore is already there, and Medivh intro-
duces her to Thrall. Medivh warns both of them
about the coming of the Burning Legion.

Night elf Sentinels respond violently to lumber-
gathering incursions by orcs into the forests of
Ashenvale. The orcs, led by Grom Hellscream,
respond in kind and engage in battle with the night
elves. Cenarius intervenes and temporarily halts
the Horde’s advance.

Mannoroth deceives Grom into drinking from a
corrupted well of demon blood. The power of chaos
grants Grom and his followers incredible strength
and near invulnerability. The orcs strike back and
slay Cenarius.

The night elves awaken Malfurion and the rest of
the slumbering druids.

The Burning Legion arrives in Ashenvale, seek-
ing the World Tree and the Well of Eternity that it
guards.

Malfurion and Tyrande free Illidan from his
prison. Illidan consumes power from a demonic
artifact known as the Skull of Gul'dan and then
tracks down and slays Mannoroth. However, the
artifact initiates a transformation in Illidan, irre-
versibly changing him into ademon. He is banished
by Malfurion for his actions.

Thrall’s orcs and Jaina’s humans join forces with
the night elves in a desperate attempt to defend
Mount Hyjal from Archimonde’s advance. How-
ever, the demon is too powerful and systematically
destroys their forces.

The night elves sacrifice their immortality and
imbue the World Tree with the spirits of their
ancestors. The World Tree becomes empowered
and lashes out at Archimonde with a wave of pure
magical energy, destroying the demon and all of his
forces.

The Third War ends.

Now mortal and possessing only a fraction of
their old powers, the night elves begin the process
of rebuilding their society.

Thrall leads the orcs south to the deserts of
central Kalimdor. They found a new homeland,
called Durotar, and begin constructing the city of
Orgrimmar.

Jaina also travels south, sailing her people to the
large, coastal island of Theramore. There, the hu-
mans disband their fleet and construct anew city in
which to live.

[llidan awakens the amphibious race of naga and
bends them to his will. He journeys to the Tomb of
Sargeras, following in Gul’dan’s footsteps. Illidan
manages to find an artifact known as the Eye of
Sargeras.

21

[llidan travels to Lordaeron and uses the Eye of
Sargeras to open a portal to Outland in the ruined
city of Dalaran. A band of night elf heroes am-
bushes Illidan and tries to take him captive.
However, he dives through the open portal and
escapes to QOutland.

The remaining high elf forces gather under the
leadership of Prince Kael’thas Sunstrider. Craving
magic, they follow Illidan through the portal to
Outland.
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In Outland, Kael and the high elves pledge alle-
giance to Illidan. Together, they seize control of the
Black Citadel, a stronghold of the Burning Legion.
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Arthas’ undead forces reach the continent of
Northrend and approach the Lich King’s throne.
However, [llidan’s forces return from Outland and



position themselves around the Lich King’s tower
before Arthas can reach it.

Arthas defeats Illidan in combat and dons the
Lich King’s crown, infusing his body with the spirit
of Ner'zhul.

Strange human forces begin to conduct raids
against Orgrimmar’s outlying villages. Thrall em-
powers a half-ogre, half-orc beastmaster named
Rexxar to investigate the situation.
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Rexxar sneaks into the human settlement on
Theramore Isle and confronts Jaina about the re-
cent attacks on orc territories.

Admiral Proudmoore, Jaina’s father, arrives on
Theramore with the remainder of the Kul Tiras
navy and reveals himself as the force behind the
recent attacks.

Admiral Proudmoore’s troops land on Kalimdor
and engage Thrall’s Horde in a series of battles. The
Kul Tiras marines lose badly and are forced to make
a last stand on Theramore Isle. Jaina pleads with
Thrall for mercy on the citizens of Theramore who
are still loyal to her.

The Horde assaults Theramore Isle, slaughtering
the Kul Tiras forces and killing Admiral
Proudmoore. Thrall honors Jaina’s request and
orders the Horde to withdraw, leaving Theramore
damaged and in flames but still standing.

25

Present time.

The non-aggression pact in Kalimdor between the
Horde and Theramore Isle is tenuous at best, and
tempers still run hot over the recent conflict. Both
humans and orcs begin to expand across Kalimdor,
settling in whatever habitable locations they can find.

Lordaeron remains loosely controlled by the
undead, although a civil war rages between Arthas’
Scourge and Sylvanas’ forsaken. Demons roam
freely across the continent, terrorizing what few
human forces remain. Pockets of human knights
and dwarven warriors slowly gather in an attempt
to regroup and initiate a counterattack.

Although Aczeroth has been battered by bloodshed
and warfare for years, there is still no indication that the
turmoil will soon come to an end. Each of the mortal
races begins to position itself for what could soon become
the most crucial period of time in the world’s history.



CREDITS

Sik Antonio Kremen pelt oquite The pool, Bemg Bound and gagged and shoved
unceremontously mto the back or a swall covered wagon as he was. The Thugs who
captured him had comantted The poul deed with almost no Trouble at all To Themselves.
In pact, prow what be could decipher rrom Their chatter at The head of The wagon, The
Task had Gone more easily Than expected. Stk Antonio could only heave a heavy sigh at
Tthat. He knew he shoulon’t have Taken That Last, beavy drink berore leaving the Tavern,
and now he was paymg ror his rolly.

He sar back, resigned 1o his situation. In his youngexr days, he could have handled the
uncouth Louts with one hand secured behind his back, but such glory days were rar behnd
hiw. He was an older man now (and auch more dignipied, he added ror his own bruised
eGo), with Tracts op Land and a Large household To oversee. With the rebuilding o the
a1ty or Storawind, his pamily had prospered more than m The years berore the war
with The orcs. They supported King Andutn Wrynn ungailingly even during the worst
OF Times.

YeT now he would be ransowed back, auch 1o the rum of his house. The paanly had
enough money 1o lLive comportably, but The way his captors were talking, they would
demand an ouUTRAGeOUS Sum For his return. And Sik Antonto had To admit that his ramly
would pay Tthe amount eagerly. It was a sad world mdeed when Love and loyalty were
used so easily agamst the kind-hearted.

With a sudden, Lurching motion, The wagon stopped. Sir Antonio craned his neck To
peer Through the knothole That he had discovered upon his rude awakening i the wagon.
Two wen had dismounted rrom the wagon and were walking Toward a young maiden
sitTing by the s1de oy The road. The g1l was obviously a sheepherder, Tending he plock.
Even as she huddled m the polds o her Long baggy cloak, Stk Antonto could see she was
retchingly pair, and there was no doubt rrom the way The Two wen leered at her that
They meant her no ood. IT was her poor Luck that they spotted hexr.

Sir Antonio knew he must warn the GirL, and so 010 the pirst Thing he could Think of:
He began 1o bang his head agamst The side o The wagon as hard as he could. Maybe
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GAZETTEER: GHELSPAD

The poor GIrl would realize The danger That was upon her and rlee. He would not have
his carelessness be The harm op This mnocent Gixl as well as oy his pamily.

From outside the wagon, Sir Antonio heard the sounds of a sTruggle and a Loud groan
o pain. Sk Antonio almost wept at The mjusTice of 1T, when suddenly The back oy The
wagon sprung open. Blinking at the harsh Light or day, he was shocked To see The young
woman standing There, a broad smile upon her par countenance.

She leapt onto The back of The wagon and began cutting his bonds with a Long, curved
knire. “Hello There. You are Sir Antonto, I would presuame?” Her voice was conpldent,
and under her plamm brown cloak he could see she was wearing well-crayted dark
leathers and pine Black silk clothing.

Once pree of his Gag, Sir Antonio could only stutter n conpusion. “Yes, that is who
[ am. But wy dear, what about those wicked men? What has happened?”

The ixl smnled sweetly. “Don’t worry about Them, st knight, They 've been Taken care
of. By the way, thank you or the distraction you provided. It was most brave or you,
Though hardly necessary. I hink The smaller one never even saw ary kniye coamnng. Ob,
and the Good King Wrynn sends his regards.”

“The King?” asked Sir Antonio m conyusion, sTill TryimG To make sense oy This Turn
OF evenrs.

“Yes, who else do you Think could make such Good use o a Storamwind Assassin? His
INSTRUCTIONS ReGAROING YOUR Sare REeTURN Were mosT speciyic, and prankly there 1s no
Job Too TrRIVIAl 1p 17’s n The service of The royalty. His MajesTy 1s ®0ST eager To see
you home, Good sir.” With a sly wink she then added, “Now, shall we Turn this wagon
around and Go home, or would you prerer 1T Ir we exTended your TRIp ImT0 The
countrystoe?”






During my previous travels in Azeroth, [ stopped
in Stormwind for an extended stay. I looked up an
old friend of mine, Hargh Silvereye, and shared an
ale or three with him. We met at the Pig and
Whistle — he insisted that what he had to tell me
about the Alliance in Azeroth would go over better
with some ale.

The Alliance forces of this continent are a hardy
and bitter bunch — hardy because they are deter-
mined to remake their homes and scour the land of
the Burning Legion and the Horde, but bitter
because of the Alliance’snew “home” many leagues
across treacherous waters.

Hargh told me that many here feel abandoned by
Admiral Proudmoore and his daughter. Azeroth’s
forces also fought in the Third War and stayed to
heal their land, unlike those who left. Some of the
more ambitious Alliance troops here are dedicated
tofreeing Lordaeron from the undead once Azeroth
is cleansed. Hargh suspects that most leaders here
allow them that dream, for this continent will not
likely be in any shape to lose its soldiers to the
northern undead any time soon.

The small factions of Horde in the east are
hunted constantly by Alliance forces. The word
from Jaina Proudmoore is that the Alliance de-
clared a truce with the Horde, but neither faction
here follows that decree.

One more bit of information from Kalimdor
meets with derision from both the Alliance and the
Horde here: that of the Burning Legion’s defeat at
Mount Hyjal. While people concede that the Le-
gion is not the fighting force it once was, the
demons and undead remain a significant threat in
Aczeroth. Several regions are tainted by their slime,
and Azeroth will not consider the undead defeated
until the land is free of every last one.

After leaving Stormwind, I saw Azeroth for my-
self. Most of the western lands show the resilience
of the Alliance, especially of the humans. South
and east, however, I found the continent still suffers
from the conflicts that ravaged it for the past fifty
years.

Blasted Lands

Population: 2,000 (55% Dreadmaul ogre, 15% demon, 15%
draenei, 10% human, 5% high elf).

Government: Primarily tyrannical law within tribes.

Rulers: Agramalor, Lord of Dreadmaul ogres (male ogre
Ftr10/Wiz8); Lord Kazzak,Lord of Doomguard demons (male
doomguard Wiz10); Archmage Thas’ranan, Commander of
Nethergarde’s mages (male high elf Wiz13).

Major Settlements: Nethergarde Keep (300), The Tainted
Scar (300).

Languages: Common, Eredun, Low Common, Orec,
Thalassian.

Faiths: Burning Legion, Holy Light.

Resources: Minerals.

Affiliation: The Burning Legion.

The Blasted Lands bear that name for a reason:
they were twisted by the magic that brought the
Dark Portal into being, spewing the rampaging
Horde into Azeroth. Now, the wretched land hosts
few inhabitants and no significant settlements.

There is but one usable road in the Blasted Lands,
guarded at the north by Nethergarde Keep’s grim
mages. They have the unenviable task of watching
the Dark Portal, guarding the rest of the continent
from the demons in the south and protecting them-
selves from the ogre tribes that roam the desert.

The weather here isdry and hot during the day and
bitterly cold at night. Mountains block any moisture
that may come from the Swamp of Sorrows to the
north, and no rivers grace this land. The eastern
coast will occasionally get storms from the sea, but
these downpours come so quickly the water merely
runs off the packed earth and back into the sea.

People and Culture

I was received with reservation at Nethergarde.
At first, | thought its people were uptight bastards,
but when I learned of their responsibility and the
danger they face, I gave them permission to be as
grim as they liked. These poor sods fight daily with
the ogre magi and demons that threaten either to
destroy the keep or take over the Dark Portal.

This tightly knit community experiences little
crime; however, those found breaking the agree-
ments they take on when accepting a post at the
Keep are sent for a time to the Stockade in
Stormwind. These mages cannot afford any dissen-
tion in the ranks.

If you must visit the Blasted Lands, remember
that the Nethergarde mages are the only hospitable
people in the entire region. And they’re not even
that hospitable.



Geography

Magic that leaked through the Dark Portal warped
the Blasted Lands, leaving an infertile desert land-
scape. This region does not welcome life of any
form.

The Tainted Scar: This area is covered with a
thick, vile mist that chokes mortals stupid enough
to venture close. Demons dwell here and pervert
the already taxed land with their energies. Many
people believe that Lord Kazzak of the Burning
Legion resides in a tower hidden in the poisonous
fog, but few have returned to give details.

Sites and Settlements
The Blasted Lands have the Alliance powers

guarding the north, the demon infestation in the
south and ogre tribes in the middle.

The Dark Portal: The portal thatstarted itall. An
unnecessary guard of reluctant mages and paladins
allowed me only within a couple of hundred feet. I
couldstill see the massive statues of robed figures that
flank the portal and the purple, swirling mass of
magical energy that leads to Outland. The area
around the portal is blackened and scarred from the
explosion that destroyed the portal years ago. Newly
rebuilt, it yet resonates with an evil thrum.

Nethergarde Keep

Population: 300.

Government: Feudal monarchy.

Rulers: Archmage Thas’ranan, Commander of
Nethergarde’s mages (male high elf Wiz13); General
Lordenson, Commander of Nethergarde’s warriors (male
human Ftr8/Plwb6).

Languages: Common, Thalassian.

Faith: Holy Light.

Resources: Magic, tension.

Affiliation: Alliance.

Nethergarde Keep is adam holding back the evils
of a blighted land — and a building full of uptight
petfectionists. [t was built by the Archmage Khadgar,
who led an expedition into Draenor long ago and
was lost. The mages who occupy it today serve in
honor of his memory.

This medium-sized keep sits at the very north of
the Blasted Lands, guarding the sole road into the
region. Its mages and warriors have given up fun for
duty and a constant struggle against demons and

ogres. Some may think they are losing, but they
continue to fight to protect the portal and the rest
of Azeroth from Lord Kazzak’s forces.

[ fear the Keep’s greatest problem is not the threat
from the outside but the threat from inside.
Thas’ranan and Lordenson share leadership, the
first leading the mages and the second the warriors.
They are rarely at odds, but when they are, the
other inhabitants make themselves scarce as the
sparks fly. The Keep’s people are a solitary bunch
under a great deal of stress. If you ask me, the place
is a powder keg.

The onlybuildingfor miles, the Keepstandsstark and
alone by the road. Warriors man the walls at all times,
watching for movement to welcome ambassadors or
food trains from Stormwind, to turn back travelers, or
to mount a defense against ogres or demons.

History

This foul desert was once a fen of marshlands
called the Black Morass, similar to the Swamp of
Sorrows. When Medivh built the Dark Portal to
connect Azeroth to the orc home world of Draenor,
the orcs poured through and began the first of the
great wars. The orcs’ arcane magic was so strong it
consumed the swampland and left dry red clay.
When the Alliance destroyed the Dark Portal, the
spread of the taint stopped, but the Blasted Lands
still cannot heal itself.

As if the Horde weren’t enough, Dreadmaul
ogres also came through the Dark Portal. Unlike
the orcs, they remained in the Blasted Lands.
Nethergarde’s mages tell me they believe the ogres
serve Lord Kazzak. Whoever their master is, he
orders them to attack the Alliance’s keep on an
uncomfortably regular basis.

Adventures

Caravans headed for Nethergarde Keep need
guarding, and its grumpy inhabitants prefer the
company of those who deliver food and mail over
that of an exploring dwarf.

Sudden Sickness: The whole of Nethergarde
Keep is struck by a mysterious illness, and the
Dreadmaul ogres take their opportunity to attack.
With sickness inside and a siege outside, the mages
and warriors send messengers to retrieve anyone
capable of wielding a sword or healing sickness.



The Burning Steppes

Capital: Blackrock Spire (1,500).

Population: 3,000 (50% Blackrock orc, 30% Fire-Gut
ogre, 15% black dragon, 5% Dark Iron dwarf).

Government: Tyrannical dictatorships.

Rulers: Warchief Rend Blackhand (male orc Ftr8/Rog5);
Chief Ogg’ora (female ogre Sor?).

Major Settlements: Fire-GutRock (700),Blackrock Deeps (150).
Languages: Draconic, Dwarven, Kalimag, Orc.

Faith: Shamanism.

Resources: Minerals, torture.

Affiliation: Black dragonflight and fire elementals.

The only accessible passage from Azeroth to my
home in Khaz Modan is through foul Blackrock Spire
and the Burning Steppes. The highway is thus well
traveled, but still dangerous. Passing over rugged
foothills and mountains, the road is frequented by
enough travelers to be safe, but beasts will sense when
you leave the road and pounce on you instantly.

While many use the Burning Steppes as a thor-
oughfare, it is populated by one of the few successful
orc settlements in Azeroth. These orcs do not honor
Thrall’s truce with the Alliance, instead following
the barbaric practices of the orcs I remember from
before the Third War. Yet speaking truthfully, [ can’t
blame their hatred of the Alliance, as Stormwind
parties hunt them frequently. If you delve deeper
into the region, you can find ogres, dragons and my
vicious cousins of the Dark Iron clan.

With the volcanic activity and lava flow, the
weather is in a perpetual state of hot and dry. This
is perhaps the most arduous leg of the journey from

Khaz Modan to Azeroth.

People and Culture

The casual (and lucky) traveler between KhazModan
and Azeroth is unlikely to see any of the Burning
Steppes’ inhabitants. Still, orcs maintain a lasting
settlement around the volcano, staying hidden from
the road but always keeping watch for Alliance attacks.

These orcsare more typical of those [ saw during the
First and Second wars rather than the current Horde
I hear tell of in Kalimdor. Bloodthirsty and savage,
they mine the mountains around Blackrock Spire for
metals with which to make weapons and armor.

The Fire-Gut ogres from the south study arcane
magic, but their massive bodies still allow them to excel

in combat. Give an ogre sorcerer a club and she’s still
likely to bash out the brains of the strongest dwarven
fighter. This violent race is dedicated solely to claiming
the Burning Steppes as ogre territory. The Alliance —
not to mention the orcs, the Dark Iron dwarves and the
dragon folk — will not let this happen, as they refuse to
lose the only passage to the north.

The black dragons are elusive, and one who
wishes to avoid getting torn apart doesn’t approach
without considerable firepower. They will attack
solitary travelers for the sport of it and consider
anyone approaching their usurped fortress free game.

Geography

Lacking the grace and beauty of Khaz Modan’s
peaks, the Blasted Lands’ mountains show the force
of the energy that twisted them. The very rock
melted when the volcano was formed, and lava
changed the surrounding areas forever. The
Blackrock Spire is awe-inspiring in its sheer mass
and obvious devastation, while the rest of the land
visibly attempts to recover from the damage done
by the rebirth of the fire elemental king, Ragnaros.

Sites and Settlements

The Burning Steppes are occupied by those who
greet travelers only if they’re on the end of a pike.
Travel through this land is a necessary evil, and the
quicker the better.

Blackrock Deeps (fortress, 300): One of the
more talented masons of the Dark Iron clan, Franclorn
Forgewright, created this dungeon under Blackrock
Spire fortress after Ragnaros was summoned. Rumor
has it that Ragnaros dwells here with the remaining
Dark Iron dwarves who do his bidding. No one can
getinside, though any who try and manage to survive
babble about armies made of moving stone. One
wonders what Ragnaros plans to do with this army
once he retakes the fortress from the draconic forces
that control the upper levels.

Blackrock Spire (fortress, 450): Franclorn
Forgewright built this grand fortress as the new
home of the Dark Iron dwarves after their idiotic
summoning of Ragnaros destroyed much of the
mountain range. Nefarion, a dragon lieutenant,
had other plans, and drove the dwarves to the
dungeon in his attempt to seize the fortress. He and
his forces cannot take the lower depths of the
complex, as Ragnaros still wields power there.



The Dark Irons shaped cooling lava to form the
foundation for this fortress, and it is a wonder. Barely
visible from the Molten Span, it stands black and fore-
boding. Dragon sentries man the walls, and the black
obsidian seems to suck the light in from all surrounding
areas. The dragons delight in attacking travelers, so
leaving the road may be a bad idea in this area.

Blackrock Spire Foothills (encampment,
1,500): The orcs have built several encampments
at the foot of the volcano, claiming the mountain
as their own (but refusing, I noticed, to explore the
depths of it). They have hidden much of their
settlements in the foothills, making sure that some-
one will not simply happen upon them. They can
see people approaching for miles.

Although the orcs outnumber the ogres, they are
still bothered by ogre attacks as they also fend off
hunting parties from Stormwind sent to eradicate
the Horde from Azeroth. There is an angry, desper-
ate sense about this place.

Fire-Gut Rock (camp, 900): This ogre camp is
well away from the main thoroughfare, in the
northeastern area of the Burning Steppes. The
ogres within keep no allies except other ogres, and
are determined to push all other races from the
land. The camp is strongly defended, with well-
fortified ogre mounds staggered in a valley of rock.

The ogres do not take kindly to visitors of any
race but their own, made apparent by the mangled
bodies hanging from trees in the wilderness near
the camp. Carrion eaters dwell here in mass num-
bers, as the ogres simply hang from trees what they
do not eat. If someone were foolish enough to visit
this area, the beasts would likely get him first before
he even laid eyes on an ogre.

The Molten Span: The connection preceding the
fortress of Blackrock Spire is, I will grudgingly admit, a
fine construction indeed. This massive stone bridge
crosses the gorge of fire created by Ragnaros. If youdonot
wish todangle your life high above apool of lava, yournay
walk down stairs carved into the rock to an obsidian
platform that runs all the way around the inside of the
gorge, allowing for travel to a another staircase on the
other side. You will pass several massive statues of
dwarves along the way, anchoring adamantine chains
that suspend a great wedge of earth over the lava flow.

Ruins of Thaurisan: This mockery of dwarven
settlements was named after the first pretender who

titled himself the Dark Iron king. They left Khaz

Modan and built this city, but during the war with
our people destroyed it when the volcano was
formed by their folly.

History

These steppes were formerly part of the Redridge
Mountains before the Dark Irons came here after their
exile. They established a colony called Thaurisan, but
werenotevensmartenough tokeepitsafe. Their thane,
a mad sorcerer, summoned the fire elemental king
Ragnaros to aid them in the war against the Ironforge
dwarves. Ragnaros’ arrival melted several mountains in
this range and forged a great volcano in the blast’s
epicenter. Tales circulate of Dark Irons living as pup-
pets to Ragnaros, who dwells under Blackrock Spire.
Though it is but a rumor, I believe it is true.

Orcs also came here after the Second War and
maintain settlements around and within the vol-
cano, the climate being to their liking, I expect.
The Horde conquered Blackrock Spire and used it
as a base of operations during the campaign against
Lordaeron in the Second War. Warchief Orgrim
Doomhammer slew the human hero Anduin Lothar
by the foot of the volcano at the war’s end, though
Lothar’s death turned the tide and spurred the
Alliance on to crush the failing Horde.

Adventures

Many people in Khaz Modan and Stormwind will
pay adventurers to hunt the monsters in the hills,
either for pelts, meat or to protect the road. Those
braver or stupider than I may even explore the
depths of Blackrock Spire.

Rescue on a Holiday: The Horde has stolen a
child for use in a sacrifice for one of its barbaric
feasts, and the PCs have 12 hours to rescue her.

Deadwind Pass

Population: 1,000 (75% Deadwind ogre, 15% human, 5%

undead, 5% demon).

Ruler: Warlord Kolbine (male ogre Bbn17).

Major Settlements: Deadwind Ogre Mounds (700).
Languages: Low Common, Orc.

Resources: Death, terror.

Affiliation: Independent.

Deadwind Pass is another region of this proud
continent perverted by evil magic. It sits in the very



middle of Azeroth and connects Duskwood and the
Swamp of Sorrows. The Ivory Spire of Karazhan, the
seat of Medivh once upon a time, still stands; it leaks
corrupting magic, destroying the region’s flora. A foul
wind constantly blows across the decimated canyon,
giving it the name Deadwind, and travelers are wise to
stick to the road and hurry along their way.
Although Deadwind does have a handful of in-
habitants, you will not likely run across them. The
Deadwind ogres comprise most of the population.
They are the biggest obvious threat to travelers and
why most caravans and groups go heavily guarded.
The weather is in one of two states: threatening
to storm or stormy. The wind smells foul and dead,
and the lightning storms are actually a bit of a
concern to travelers carrying metal weapons.

People and Culture

The Deadwind ogres are dedicated to cleansing
the region of all interlopers; some speak of a “mas-
ter,” but we do not know to whom they refer. These
ogres dress in foul rags and carry crude, rough weap-
ons like all other ogres I've encountered in Azeroth.

The humans of the region are travelers, carrying their
homes on their backs and trying to stay one step ahead of
the ogres, demons and undead that haunt them. I spoke
with some, and they would not tell me why they remain
here in Deadwind when there are saferplaces in Azeroth.
They do not recognize the Alliance or even ask its aid.
They simply move from place to place, fighting for their
lives, stolidly proclaiming Deadwind Pass as their home.

Geography

Thisland is dead. The remaining trees are leafless
and petrified, leeched of life by the tower’s foul
magic. Undead and demons move over the land,
refusing to allow it any chance of healing itself. In
clear view of the road, scarecrow-like totems hang
from the trees, a warning to remain on the path.

The main pass is through the middle of the region,
and one must travel to the south to reach the cursed
Ivory Tower of Karazhan. In all my research, I found
only reports of people claiming that they wished to
travel there, but none by those who returned. The
few who did return claimed simply that they never
reached the tower: attacking ogres forced them back
before they came within sight of it. Considering the
mages, paladins and fighters who made the one-way
trek, I found it best to avoid the tower.

Besides the ogres, travelers must watch for har-
pies in the canyons.

Sites and Settlements

Deadwind Pass is an area | cannot imagine any
being wishing to live in, but live here they do.

Deadwind Ogre Mounds (village, 700): Little is
known of these violent ogres. They built their
mounds into the very cliffside along the southern
pass and look down upon the road, ready to ambush
any curious adventurers. Few escape their attacks.

Ivory Tower of Karazhan: Located along the pass
to the south of the ogre mounds, this tower is the
bane of Deadwind Pass and perhaps all of Azeroth.
Once Medivh’s home, its use is now unknown. No
one who wished to investigate it has returned with a
report. Ogres attack anyone they f