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Preface

Fire hungers. It hungers to burn, and when unleashed it knows no true master, it devours
without reason or mercy, until it has consumed everything it touches. Such a five is war.

On Isstvan V, the pride and glory of the Great Crusade had ended; its warriors had been cut

down in their multitudes and smothered in the blood of shattered brotherhood. Horus, once

named first among the Emperor’s sons, had wielded the traitor’s blade and slew those he had

once led and betrayed his father. On that day, on the black sands of Isstvan V, the dream had

ended, an age of Mankind had been slain on the eve of its fulfilment and the destinies of countless

billions had been shifted in their course. But even as Horus raised his banners aver the still hot
ashes of the dead, even such a being as he could not know what would come to pass because of
this day, not even he who had dared the unthinkable and heard the whispers of the nightmares

beyond could see what tervors awaited a galaxy as yet slumbering in ignorance. He had been

named “Warmaster' and worn that title with pride and surety of his right to bear it,
but war is five, and fire has no true master.

So then I shall speak of the false cevtainties of men who believed themselves as gods, be they
traitor or loyal to the Emperor's cause; men who believed that they could control what was to
come, that they could bend the five of war to their will and their purposes. Men who plotted
and schemed, men who wielded vast armies and unleashed devastation undreamed of, all the
time certain of their cause, of their false godhood, while truer gods than they, dark gods that had
waited for this hour since we crawled from the primordial slime, laughed and capeved to see our
folly destroy us.

I shall tell then of how the fire of war spread from Isstvan to set the galaxy to burn, of battles
born of treachery and battles born of strange mischance, of lives snuffed out in the cold void like
guttering candle flames, and of unremembered martyrs who would not yield. 1 shall tell of victory
birthed from bloody defeat and triumph turned to bitter ashes.

I saw, with eyes then young, and this is my testament. 1 was there when Tallarn burned and
Keoptis drowned in oceans of blood. I witnessed the skies of Terra riven with lightning and
shadow on the day that the Warmaster came and hell followed with him. T heard the funeral bell
toll for the Emperor of Humanity and wepl.

I remem ;_‘J EY.
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THE ASHES OF ISSTVAN

“Ignorance is the doom of lesser men and their solace both, but Pride is the doom of the great men who arise to master them,
and for them no solace can be found.”

Erom the Canticle of the Dead
The Apocrypha Terra

13



Such records that survive from those dark
times state that as the sun rose on the day
following the carnage of the Dropsite
Massacre, the Warmaster's Mechanicum
allies came forth from their fortifications
accompanied by a vast procession of

heavy automata. As the day drew on, great
tracked earthmovers fitted with towering
ploughs cleared a space in the centre of

the depression, and great mounds of the
dead of both sides were piled high around
its perimeter. Even as the din of battle
continued to flare and die away as pockets
of Loyalist survivors were uncovered and
sold their lives bitterly against the victorious
Traitors, and gunships patrolled skies
overhead still burning with the wreckage of
dead and dying ships, the work went on as if
nothing could intrude upon it. A thousand-

! strong cohort of blank-eyed tech-thralls were
driven forth to prepare the ground, and soon

a vast skeletal, ironwork tower was rising
from the centre of the slaughter ground, its
purpose as yet unknown.

By the evening of the third day, a vast
amphitheatre had been made by the
Mechanicum’s toil, pulverised bones and
shattered ceramite, along with plasma-fused
vitreous, was its foundation and its floor, and
at its centre a towering, many-tiered column

S Tarderss vt Aeiaes orme Trfvan wr Teatie: Tt Frns St T St gt wevreerier 2P T gy it Rl e el Feta v wers tertea] Pl Jedeest e

had been raised over two hundred metres up
into the smoke-wreathed skies. Beyond the
heaped walls of the dead, the vast battlefield
of the Urgall Depression had now become a
scavenging ground, picked over by its victors
for wargear and salvaged machines, as well
as for less wholesome trophies and for less
wholesome purposes. Throughout the day,
the Traitors had mustered and gathered
before this mighty dais, whether returning
from the pursuit of surviving Loyalists, or
after they'd had their fill of scavenge and

in some cases after setting down the tools

of torture used upon the bodies of those
taken alive. Company by company, chapter
by chapter, Legion by Legion, hundreds of
thousands of those Legiones Astartes who
had fought for the Warmaster against their
kindred massed about the great iron tower.
When all was ready, the outer palisade ring
of corpses forming the perimeter of the
spectacle was set to the torch, flames rushing
outwards from a single point so that within
minutes a blazing wall of fire encircled the
entire scene. The grey skies were cast orange
and a blizzard of ash rose up from them that
would not abate for weeks to come. Here
was Horus' triumph; here was his moment of

victory, his acclamation.

Surrounding the tower were the Warmaster’s
own sons, his Legion, praetorians now for a
new Emperor in waiting; a sign of divisions
and preferment fresh born, but already
perhaps viewed with rancour by some of
those who looked on. Before the Sons of
Horus, arrayed in their serried ranks, were
the Legions that had cast in their lot with
him: the Emperor’s Children, the World
Eaters and the Death Guard. With them
were those more recent to the cause whose
betrayal had spelled the death of their
erstwhile brothers who now lay entombed
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in the scorched black sand beneath their
feet: the Iron Warriors, the Alpha Legion, the
Word Bearers and the Night Lords—all were
represented here, all but half the Legiones
Astartes host.

Tier by tier, the concentric circles of the
podium filled, until at length the Traitor
Primarchs themselves stood before their
assembled sons in glory, awaiting only the
appearance of the Warmaster himself. And
then Horus, lit crimson in the torch fires,
appeared higher yet upon the podium’s
summit. As the sun finally dipped below the
horizon, a massed flight of attack craft roared
overhead and the war horns of the massed
Traitor Titans looming in the darkness blared
so loud the ground trembled and the glass
surface cracked. Like a god he locked down
on them, and like a demagogue he hailed
them, proclaiming their glory and the glory
of their victory, both but a shadow of his own.
What he said on that terrible day is forbidden
to this record but it cannot be doubted

that many who heard those words kindled
new fires of vainglory, battle-lust and dark
ambition within their hearts. Although for
some the words fell upon stony ground made
barren already by bitterness and suspicion, by
sins long fermented and now bearing forth
vintage. What can be certain is that Horus,
Warmaster and pecpetrator of the Dropsite
Massacre, promised them swift victory. The
truth however would be different; the war
that was coming would be gruelling and
bloody beyond all human imaginings, and its
outcome uncertain till the very last.

Even as the torches of victory burned on
Isstvan V to anoint the bloody brow of the
Warmaster, the tendrils of war reached
forth from that place across the stars and
the terrible conflict began to unfold. Like a
wildfire or a plague the warfare would spread,
to Thramas, and to Ultramar, to Signus and
Morox, to Honourum and to Bale. But first
the blow would fall at Phall and at Paramar,
and here would come the first inklings

that not all would be as the Warmaster
promised or as the Warmaster planned; that
the beast of war when unleashed was truly
no master’s slave, not even that of vaunted
Horus. Here also on Isstvan V would come
at last unexpected reversal of fortune for the
Traitors, an escape where survival alone was
a priceless victory, and one that would cast a
long shadow over what was to come.
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The conduct of the Great Crusade required
vessels by the thousands, vessels that could
not only carry armies and bring apocalyptic
destruction to bear, but that could also
endure the perilous transit of Warp space

and endure the titanic forces and hardships
of the Empyrean and the Deep Void both.
Military vessels were needed, not only to
replace losses but meet the ever expanding
demands of the Expeditionary fleets, the
Armada Imperialis and, on a lesser scale, the
Rogue Traders and local navies. To satisty this
constant need, a bewildering variety of classes
of warship were developed to fulfil an equally
bewildering variety of roles. The following
precis gives only the briefest summation of
the hundreds of different patterns and classes
wrought by the hand of the Imperium and
the most common designations,

The Battleship or Battle Barge

The principal (or capital) class of warship in
the Great Crusade and the mainstay of the
Imperial fleets is the Battleship, with more
than a thousand such mighty engines of war
in operation at the height of the Imperium's
expansion. They are intended to form the

'line of battle’ during fleet engagements

and have armaments capable of smashing
continents from orbit and controlling entire
star systems by force of arms, Bartleships are
vast constructs, ranging commonly between

8 km and 12 km long (although some far
larger vessels have been constructed) and

can hold tens of thousands of crew, troops

and hundreds of war machines as well as
swarms of smaller attack craft depending on
their design. Battleships are only threatened
in ordinary circumstances by others of their
own kind and the direst celestial phenomena,
and as such are the mainstay of both the
Expeditionary fleets and the wider Armada
Imperialis. Battle barges, a development of the
Great Crusade, are not a single designation or
class as such, but rather a term given to any
variant or refit of battleship class hull modified
and optimised for use by the Legiones Astartes
specifically for Space Marine planetary assault
and ship-to-ship boarding actions, although
purpose-built ships of this role have also

been constructed, particularly in the Great
Crusade’s later years. In common patlance,
however, any capital class vessel used by the
Legiones Astartes exclusively is often referred
to as a battle barge regardless of the technical
truth of the matter.

Noteworthy Classes: Goliath, Victory, Gloriana,
Infernus, Retribution, Imperator, Tiamat (Shield
Bastion), Ironclad, Warspite (Battle Barge),
Dictatus, Mortis Rex.

W arsHIPS OF THE GREAT CRUSADE

Grand Cruiser and Galleass of War

A noteworthy but relatively uncommon
type of warship, Grand Cruisers are ‘pocket
battleships' — something of a halfway house
between a battleship and a cruiser in size
and firepower. They are intended principally
to be capable of operating on their own
rather than as part of a larger fleet, however,
and are often further specially designed
either for range (which is to say duration of
deployment without significant resupply

or refit) or to mount a specialised weapon
system which requires particular tactics

to utilise. Grand cruisers can make for
formidable heavy raiders and can use their
range and speed to catch rargets unawares,
as well as being powerful flagships for small
fleets of cruisers and escorts. The Galleass

of War is the equivalent vessel (often

much larger physically), much of whose
fabric is given over to freight and transport
capacity, while still maintaining formidable
armaments and defence. They make for ideal
support vessels for deep-range explorations
into unknown regions of space and as the
flagships of the most powerful Rogue Traders
Militant.

Naoteworthy Classes: Avenger, Dagon, Inflexible,
Maelstrom, Odysseus (Galleass of War).

Cruisers

Light Cruisers and Heavy Cruisers are
medium-sized warships, ranging in general
terms between 4 km and 6 km in length and
with an on-board complement ranging into
the thousands. They are intended primarily
for independent military operations such

as raids, outpost assaults, deep-range patrols
and search-and-destroy missions, and for use
as ‘workhorse' warships in larger fleets and
squadrons. The difference between the two
primary types of cruiser is principally found
not in general size (although this may also be
the case) but role and specialisation; heavy or
Armoured Cruisers as they are also known,
are designed to favour defence and firepower
(particularly over-gunned ships for their class
may be referred to as Battle Cruisers). Light
cruisers sacrifice some of these elements for
greatly increased speed and manoeuvrability.
Both however are more than a match for any
warship smaller than themself and will be
the death of any civilian ship it chooses to
turn its wrath on. Just as with bartle barges
—but on a smaller scale— Strike Cruisers
are modified designs used by the Legiones
Astartes, optimised and reconfigured for
planetary assault and boarding actions in
primacy over other roles. No cruiser of any
type can hope to match a battleship in an

5]

open fight on equal terms, and so in any
‘clash of the line' between fleets, they are used
in a supporting role for their side’s battleships
and battle barges, their role primarily to use
their speed to carry out flanking attacks,
combine their firepower, and to harry and
finish off wounded ships. Because of the
flexibility of their hulls and their relatively
smaller scale in comparison to a battleship
—needing far less resources and material ro
construct as a mighty capiral ship— cruiser-
sized hulls are also used for a wide variety of
rarer variants and specialised functions. Asa
result, minor classes such as siege monitors,
attack carriers, pursuit cruisers, arvelasters,
torpedo rams, claw-cruisers and shield-
barques can all

be found in the Armada Imperialis order

of battle.

Nofeworthy Classes: Armiger, Eclipse, Hades,
Hellfire (Lance Cruiser), Stluria, Tetsujin, Crusade,
Olympia (Strike Cruiser), Cardinal, Lunar,
Bellerophon (Heavy Assault Cruiser).

Escorts

Escort is the-catch-all designation for the
smallest division of Warp-capable warships,
seldom larger than 1 km or 2 km in length,
and possessing only a fraction of the mass and
raw power of a capital ship. In a ‘clash of the
line, the life expectancy of an escort is almost
nil. The commonest escort class of the Great
Crusade is the Frigate, a multipurpose armed
vessel designed to largely balance firepower,
defence and range. They are intended to be
used both for independent operations of
patrol and arttack where a larger ship such as
a cruiser is unwarranted, and in squadrons

as outriders, guardians, piquet ships, and
armed reconnaissance vessels. Other roles
falling into this class include destroyers; small
escorts, relatively heavily armed warships for
their size, but commensurately ill-defended
and with poor independent range designed
either to attack larger ships and void stations
in wayes or expend themselves sacrificially to
protect more important vessels and convoys
(destroyer duty is therefore largely regarded
as a death sentence), and Warp runners, This
latter ship class is designed to incorporate
only minimal crew, armament and life
support, sacrificing their design almost
entirely for speed and range of operation,
being employed principally as spy vessels,
blockade runners, couriers and explorers.
Noteworthy Classes: Sword, Thunderbolt

(Heavy Frigate), Sceptre, Havoe, Bavon, Harpy,
Stalwart (Minekeeper), Cobra (Destroyer),

Vigil (Stege Frigate), Spectre (Warp Runner),
Thor (Ordinancer).



THE FIres oF HERESY

“If the Great Crusade has taught us anything it is this; Mankind is the supreme predatory species in existence, and I for one am
glad the Emperor’s will divects such terrible gifts as we bear.”

The Remembrancer Olmar Bodlicas,
Unpublished Works



Being an account of the invasion and
overthrow of the Paramar system by

the Alpha Legion and the forces of the
Warmaster in 006.M31, with particular
reference to the 1 Battle of the Paramar
Nexus. Data compiled from necro-
cortical transcripts, extant archival
records and survivors' testimony.

“Battles arve won by the application of superior
force; wars are won by the application of superior

resources.”

The Principia Belicosa of Terra,
Imperial Commentaries

“One man of bitter temper in the hour of need
is worth a thousand whose hearts falter at the

thunder of the guns.”

An Olympian Proverb

18

ART IV: THE INVASION OF PARAMAR V

The Paramar system lies at the outer northern
edge of the Segmentum Solar. Since the
fourth decade of the Great Crusade, Paramar
has stood both as a vital lynchpin of the
Imperium’s tangled skein of empyreal travel
and a vital staging post and supply terminus
for its outward expansion. Given this two-fold
strategic value, and a third factor: that Paramar
lies in almost direct conjunction between
Isstvan and Terra —as much as such a thing
can be said to apply to journeys through the
Warp— it is in retrospect no surprise that

its capture would feature prominently in the
Warmaster's machinations. Before even the
blood spilled in such great effusion in the
Dropsite Massacre of Isstvan V had cooled,
the Warmaster’s generals viewed Paramar and
the vast stockpiles of military supplies cached
there with covetous eyes, and drew their plans
against it. What would follow would, perhaps
more so even than the nightmarish slaughter
of the Dropsite Massacre before it serve asa
prelude and omen of the war to come.



PARAMAR: SYSTEM, PHARAEON AND NEXUS
Comprising an unusual trinary star system,
Paramar has the particular advantages

of possessing vast (if difficult to access)
mineral wealth amid its thirty-seven
recorded main satellites, and being located
in an unusually stable Warp-synchronous
location in space. Identified and entered
into the Carta Imperialis by the Rogue
Trader Hel DeAniasie in 803.M30, it quickly
became a way point for the Imperium’s
expansion. What was originally little more
than a navigational marker would grow
over time into first a largely automated
Mechanicum outpost and finally, as the
Great Crusade moved into the Segmentum
Obscurus, was further developed into a
major supply base and fuelling station for
the Imperial Expeditionary fleets. With no
native population extant, and colonisation
by normal means of the system'’s handful

of habitable and semi-habitable worlds
rendered undesirable by the prevalence

of intermittently hazardous conditions
from the fury of Paramar’s three stars, it
remained a strictly military possession,
rather than becoming a governed system
of the Imperium in its own right. Military
penal colonies were established on Paramar
VIII and XIX, with subsurface prison-hives
constructed for the workers, while a minor
moon of the gas giant Paramar XXI was
converted to a fully independent station and

fleet anchorage of the Armada Imperialis.
Known as the Pharaeon of Paramar, this
station importantly housed the largest
Astrotelepathic Choir of the northern
Segmentum Solar and formed a vital hub
for communications between Terra and
the Segmentum Obscurus. It was further
protected by a cordon of depended gun-
bastions orbiting in the near-void around
the Pharaeon which carried the combined
firepower of an entire naval battle group,
making it all but unassailable to assault.

Of equal, if not greater, strategic value

to the Great Crusade was Paramar V. An
anomalous planet, whose structure has
suggested to some artificial engineering in
its composition sometime in the unknown
and distant past, Paramar V had clearly once
been a fully life-sustaining world whose
topology bore clear signs of having been
covered in oceans, and whose vast untapped
geological reserves of hydrocarbons indicate
that it once was home to a plethora of life.
Reduced for millennia to an arid, radiation-
swept wasteland scoured by solar winds,
with a thin oxygen atmosphere breathable
only with artificial aid and wildly differing
temperature extremes during its slow day/
night cycle, Paramar V nevertheless was

a perfect choice to use as a military cache
and supply base. This was principally as
promethium could be refined there in vast

quantities and the dead world’s extensive
cave systems could be readily transformed
into armoured sub-surface bunkers for
secure storage of arms and munitions
running into a multi-gigaton capacity.

Given into the satrapy of the Mechanicum
to administer, Paramar Vs investment

was done with great dispatch, with overall
control of the planet being centralised from a
primary star port terminus near its southern
polar region, designated as the Paramar
Nexus. Paramar V and its facilities were later
granted, in particular, as a vassal domain

of the distant Forge World of Gryphonne

1V by the word of the Emperor as part

of the rewards made to the Forge Lords

of Gryphonne for their great service and
sacrifices during the Crisis of the Hungering
Gyre in 891.M30. As well as serving to

add greatly to the prestige and power of

Gryphonne IV and its Magos —a factor
known to have caused some acrimony with
Mars— Paramar V’s defences gained further
from this union, becoming a sub-bastion

and outer forge of the Legio Gryphonicus,
further adding to its importance and breadth
of facilities. By the outbreak of the Heresy,
Paramar was a strategic locale the Warmaster
could not readily choose to ignore, but

one circumstance and the tide of the Great
Crusade had put outside of his sphere

of influence.
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It cannot now be known whether the

plan to invade Paramar was hatched long
before the attempted purging of the Traitor
Legions' ranks on Isstvan 111, or if it came
later as a result of the Warmaster’s rapidly
shifting plans following the uncovering of
his treachery and the resultant slaughter of
the Dropsite Massacre, although the latter

is more likely. It speaks to the genius in
strategic planning that was one of the key
factors in Horus’ elevation to Warmaster
that the Traitors were able to re-spin their
plans for war so quickly once their ruse at
Isstvan 111 had been exposed. Greatest of
these reformulated plans was the deadly trap
at Isstvan V, but allied to this were a thousand
other smaller attacks, misdirections, raids and
usurpations which spread like wildfire across
the Imperium, throwing all into confusion
and the chaos of civil war. Many of these
attacks can be categorised as attempts to
seize control of vital strategic assets before
the Imperium realised the true danger and
scope of the war that was unfolding, and the
invasion of Paramar can be seen to epitomise
this tactic. For the Warmaster, Paramar was

a prize to be taken whole, not savaged or
destroyed, and quickly, for its potential use
as a stepping stone on the way to Terra was
extremely valuable to his cause.

This in itself can be seen in retrospect

to have posed a quandary; what forces to
assign to the invasion? The need for speed
and a controlled attack with potentially
overwhelming force, set against the
Warmaster's desire not to expend the host at
his command needlessly in besieging worlds
which were already heavily fortified and

on the alert against attack, nor moving too
quickly with his main strength against the
Segmentum Solar. It should be remembered
that in this time of genesis, for the great
conflict to come much was uncertain and
untested for both sides in the civil war, not
least of all the loyalties of those who had
rallied to the banners of Traitor or Loyalist,
and so caution yet may have reigned
paramount in Horus’ mind. Paramar was a
dangerous target, defended heavily by both
the Armada Imperialis and the Mechanicum,
and to send too minor a force would be to
court disaster, while to strike with the full
weight of the Traitors’ power would risk
committing to full scale engagement with
the forces of the Segmentum Solar if matters
went awry or a shock assault transformed
into a protracted siege. With customary
dispatch and conviction, Horus made his
decision; the taking of Paramar would fall to
the Alpha Legion.

The Coils of the Hydra

Of all the weapons in the Warmaster's
arsenal, none were more obviously suited

to the invasion of Paramar than the

Alpha Legion. The task required a degree

of subtlety and control that few of the
Legions that had sided with Horus could
readily muster, save his own Sons of Horus
perhaps—certainly not Angron’s savages or
Curze’s flock of murderers. Perhaps Fulgrim's
vaunted warriors would have once fitted the
bill, but already stark and terrible changes
were befalling the I11*! Legion that were
rendering them quixotic and alien to what
had come before. It has been suggested,

also by some apocryphal sources, including
testimony gathered from the supposition of
others within the Traitors faction, that there
was another motive for the Warmaster’s
selection of the Alpha Legion alone of his
Space Marine forces for this task. That reason
was as a demonstration of their loyalty and as
an overt blooding of their hands in his cause.
It has been noted in diverse sources and
conjectures that of all those who cast their
lot in with the Warmaster, the motivations
and fealty of Alpharius and his Legion were,
from the beginning, the most uncertain and
the most obscure. Although it is indicated

in many extant sources from the late Great

Crusade era that Horus maintained perhaps
the best relationship with the sinister and
mysterious Primarch of the Alpha Legion,
it was true that even here there was little
true trust or fellowship between them. In
short, no-one trusted the Alpha Legion, not
even the Warmaster who had wielded them
often as a weapon in the final campaigns

of the Great Crusade and knew their uses
well. It is also the case that many believe the
Alpha Legion’s involvement in the Dropsite
Massacre to have been —if not guarded—
then certainly on their own terms, and
their commitment to the attack limited to
victims purely of their own choosing, and
seldom at risk to themselves. At Paramar,
the Alpha Legion would have to prove their
commitment to Horus, not simply with the
blood of his enemies but, inevitably, with
blood of their own.

It is not known with what grace or eagerness
Alpharius and his Legion received their
orders to take Paramar, but the serpent-sly
Primarch no doubt well knew their import,
the risks of the deadly mission and Horus’
motives in selecting the Alpha Legion for
the task. Even as the last Loyalist ships were
fighting desperately for their survival in the
wreckage-strewn void around Isstvan V and

amar
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fires still raged on the blasted dropsite below,
the azure and smoke-hulled warships of the
Alpha Legion began to depart the system in
large numbers, leaving only a token force to
bear witness to the triumph of the Warmaster
in the Dropsite Massacre's aftermath. While
numerous vessels departed alone on missions
unknown and inscrutable, some to raise
havoc on far flung worlds, others to carry
discord and falsehood to far corners of the
Imperium, a powerful core of warships,
perhaps fully a half of the Alpha Legion's
fleet made speed for Paramar. Following

in their wake came a second armada of
Mechanicum barques and mass-arks drawn
from forces loyal to the Warmaster.

THE Fatse Frac

Although speed was of the essence, what was
to follow was not a headlong rush to attack,
for that was not the Alpha Legion's way of
war, but a cold, calculated campaign both
intricate in its complexity and ruthless in

its execution. Like jackals in the night, the
Alpha Legion first surrounded their prey

and observed its movements, gauging its
strengths and weaknesses. The Alpha Legion
fleet had broken into realspace far into the
cold darkness beyond the range of the vast
trinary star system's limits, relying on their
own expertise in such matters as well as

the fury of the three stars of Paramar's own
radiant emissions to mask their slow and
silent approach. Their arrival undetected
they encircled their targets with a predator’s
patience, finding it as expected already on

a state of heightened alert. What followed
was a dangerous game of brinkmanship

and timing. The longer they delayed their
attack, the greater the risk of discovery and
the greater the risk that the news of the
Dropsite Massacre —and the Alpha Legion’s
part in it— would reach Paramar, despite
the rising warp storms and the murderous
blockade and waiting ambushes the Legion
had established in several nearby systems,
silencing the approaches and isolating
Paramar from immediate aid as much as
was possible given the vagaries of the Warp.
Conversely, the longer the Alpha Legion

waited, the more perfect their attack strategy
could be formed, the closer their spectral
warships stalked and the deeper their
hidden fangs were already sinking into the
system unbeknownst to its defenders, their
paralysing venom already taking effect.

Swiftly, several scheduled transport ships
and patrol vessels had been hijacked and
suborned en route to Paramar by the Alpha
Legion and used as a vector to poison the
system’s outer defences with its operatives
and gather further detailed intelligence.
Individuals, particularly on the Pharaeon

of Paramar, more readily accessible than
Paramar V to the Legion's Spartof operatives,
had been marked for assassination, while
sabotage devices were sown in the system!'s
defence grid in preparation for the attack.
The system’s prison hives were of little
immediate concern, being far from the twin
primary objectives of the assault, and also
the easiest dealt with as time-released toxins
and bacteriological contaminants were
introduced into the heavily centralised water
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! supplies of each, ready to create havoc when
triggered. An unseen chronograph counted

down to the appointed hour with inexorable
motion as the labyrinthine plans of the Alpha
Legion converged and configured, until the
sands of time ran out for Paramar and the
honourable role it had played in the Great
Crusade’s dream of Mankind's future was
crushed in the coils of the hydra.

THe BLane rroM THE Dark
At 019-17 sidereal/local time, approximately

thirty-eight days Terran standard after the

Dropsite Massacre on Isstvan V, a fleet
of eleven Legiones Astartes warships of

the Alpha Legion broke realspace on the
edge of the Paramar system in proximity
to the standard ingress co-ordinates for
Imperial shipping en route from Terra.
The lead vessel, a Basileus class battle
barge designated Sigma-Pythonus in the
Astra Imperialis records, made direct
communication with the Pharaeon of
Paramar’s central command, invoking the

seal and orders of Rogal Dorn, Praetorian of
Terra. Demanding rights under these orders
of immediate and urgent resupply and aid,
the Alpha Legion detachment claimed to
have been swept off course by the turbulence
of the Warp and separated from the punitive
taskforce sent to Isstvan V, and its intent

fi was to resume its mission at the swiftest

f possible dispatch. Its authority accepted, the
. Sigma-Pythonus and its escorts approached

the Pharaeon of Paramar with the apparent

] intent to make temporary repairs at the fleet
l anchorage, while a single Bellerophon class

heavy assault cruiser, designated Anax-Rho
detached from the Alpha Legion fleet and
proceeded to Paramat V to requisition
additional supplies. No suspicion was raised
and no alarms were sounded, as under the
| flags of brothers-in-arms against a common
foe, the Alpha Legion approached their
targets, their blades naked in their hands. In

the dark at the edge of the light of Paramar’s
three suns, their brothers waited.

No plan, no matter how well formulated

] THe Iron PrrcriM
1}
]
i or executed, escapes the hand of fate in the

unravelling of its design. So it was that as

the Sigma-Pythonus and its brethren were
making their final approach through the
Pharaeon of Paramar’s defensive corridor,
under the shadow of the guns of the colossal
void-bastions that surrounded it, and the
Anax-Rho itself was within light-minutes of

Paramar V, reality ripped open once more,
disgorging more vessels into the void around

Paramar. These vessels were not of the Alpha
Legion and not part of their plan. It is not

difficult to imagine the consternation and
fear of discovery within the Alpha Legion’s
ranks at this moment, but even as long
range auspex readings approximated that
these were Legiones Astartes warships , five
in number, including a capital class vessel,
the Alpha Legion held fast to their plan.
They did not break ranks, or attempt to

flee from the shadow of the firepower that
surrounded them, but instead pressed on

as if nothing was awry, merely issuing the
standard vox-challenges that such a sudden
meeting naturally called for. Pict-images
from long-range occular-scopes resolved

to display the unknown ships as slab-sided
hulking monstrosities of black-scarred steel,
the silhouettes of the Imperial pattern hulls
barely recognisable beneath layer upon
layer of improvised ablative armour plating
and flanks studded with fifteen metre long
adamantium anti-boarding spines. The Alpha
Legion’s vox challenge was at last answered
with something like indifference. The lead
warship identified itself, the Tyche's Lament,
flagship of the 77" Grand Battalion of the
Iron Warriors Legion, and its master, Kyr
Vhalen, responded that he cared not under
what orders the Alpha Legion flew, only

hisown...

A LiGHT EXTINGUISHED

The identity of the incoming warships

was entirely unexpected. Though like the
Alpha Legion, the Iron Warriors and their
brutal Primarch Perturabo had sided with
the Warmaster at Isstvan to the ruination

of those Loyalists sent to bring the Traitors
to heel, no love had been lost between the
two brother-Legions in the past and their
presence at Paramar at this time was entirely
unpredicted. Likely this unforeseen turn of
events, coming at such a crucial juncture, was
itself a dangerous complication for the Alpha
Legion's plans. Had the Iron Warriors been
sent on the same mission as they by Horus in
his distrust, and then if this was the case, had
they come as aid or as watchdog to see that
the Warmaster’s wishes were carried out? Or
were they simply a rogue element to be dealt
with as proved necessary? Were these five
ships all, or were there more in waiting, just
as the Alpha Legion waited? Ultimately, it did
not matter, the plan was too far gone to be
stopped; events had taken on a momentum
of their own.

Like silent actors in a vast shadow play of
gods and monsters against the backdrop

of the cold stars, the colossal warships of
blackened steel and ghostly azure moved
across the void, each to their journeys’ end.
With equal silence, aboard the Alpha Legion's

serpent-scaled vessels, Legionaries in full
battle gear and armed for war waited in
utter stillness for the order to be given, and
shielded capacitors, their caged lightning
hidden utterly from the prying auguries of
the Pharaeon which swept automatically over
them blindly, waited to fire their apocalyptic
weapons into sudden life. Through the
cyclopean floating chain-cables of the gun
bastions the Alpha Legion ships passed;
their leader towards the Pharaeon itself

and its escorts towards the protected fleet
anchorage platforms, their progress patient
and measured.

As the Sigma-Pythonus came to rest in her
appointed position mere kilometres away
from the Pharaeon of Paramar’s outer
docking bays, and well within the radius

and protection of the battle station’s bastion-
fortresses, a single unescorted amaranthine-
hued Thunderhawk gunship departed her
cavernous launch bays and made over to

the Pharaeon bearing the Alpha Legion’s
delegation. The figure which descended the
gunship's ramp to meet the shocked deck
officers and Magos who awaited it towered
over them, a pale spear was held like a staff of
office in its hand, its ornately worked armour
glittered like a shimmering sea, the scaled
cloak that coursed behind it writhing as if it
had a serpentine life of its own. “Alpharius...”
went the stunned whisper before him, “It is
Alpharius; a Primarch is here among us!” The
towering figure demanded to be taken to the
master of the Pharaeon immediately, and it
was obeyed. On the deck of the main control
Orrey of the Pharaeon of Paramar was the
silent Primarch received by the Commodore-
Intendant and his command staff, and with
them was the Magos-Shipmaster of the fleet
anchorage and the Preceptor of Astropaths,
indeed no dignitary of the Pharaeon dared
decline not the honour of such a dread
meeting. It was as they were kneeling in
obeisance before this son of the Emperor
incarnate that the first alarm-claxons began
to sound across the Pharaeon. Before even
the first mumbled words of surprise and
apology could fall from the Commodore-
Intendant’s lips for the interruption,
Alpharius made red ruin of them all.

The guns of the Sigma-Pythonus spoke, and
too late the Pharaeon of Paramar discovered
it had taken a clutch of vipers to its breast.

In seconds the fusillade had blinded and
crippled the battle station's close range
defences, void shield generators were blasted,
breaches punched clean through vital
systems and the roar of boarding craft and
the howl of teleporter shockwaves sounded
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throughout the beleaguered Pharaeon. At
the anchorage platforms, the other Alpha
Legion warships too woke to murderous life,
their batteries blazing at point blank range
as Caestus assault rams and Dreadclaws

spat from their launch bays into the flanks
of the helpless ships of the Imperial Fleet
moored nearby. Confusion reigned as

control systems failed; all over the outer

defence network, orders were blocked, power

systems suddenly died, and targeting data
was garbled so that defence batteries fired

on their brothers or spent their ordnance
fruitlessly into the empty void. Anarchy
reigned on the Pharaeon station as menials
looked to their masters only to find many of
their officers dead, murdered at their posts or
poisoned in their quarters. Against the azure-
armoured giants that crashed now through
the Pharaeon’s confined corridors, what little
resistance that could be rallied was hopeless
and savagely crushed. In under an hour

all that remained was the bloody work of
suppression and takeover. As for the line of
drifting gun-bastions in the near-void around

the Pharaeon, they could do little more

than look on helplessly as the station and its
anchorages both were systematically taken,
their own primary weapons useless against
the attackers in their midst, set as they were
outward against attack from without not
within. The Pharaeon of Paramar belonged to
the Alpha Legion.

IMPASSE

Above Paramar V, however, all did not go

as accordingly to plan. In geo-synchronous
orbit of the Paramar Nexus, the Tyche'’s
Lament and the Anax-Rho vied for position,
each determined that the station below
should receive their emissaries and meet
their demands first, neither backing down.
The Mechanicum, for their part, kept cold
neutrality as they always did in matters
between the Legiones Astartes, and merely
awaited the outcome. To the Alpha Legion’s
dismay, the realisation dawned that the Tron
Warriors contingent knew nothing of the
Dropsite Massacre or even of their Legion's
siding with the Warmaster. The 77" Grand

~ X
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Company, it transpired, had been operating
under its own aegis for more than four
decades, conducting a seemingly unending
campaign of suppression of the Therikon
Wastes region which they had been left to
garrison against the numerous xenos species
that had made the trackless nebula of the
wastes their home. Vhalen, the Iron Warriors
commander, had returned to Paramar for
resupply as he had done many times before.
He was utterly ignorant that his Legion had
turned against their Emperor and would not
be denied his rights now. Events, however,
would not wait for the impasse between the
two Legion warships to be resolved.

The Hydra Strikes

The captain of the Anax-Rho had waited

too long. Auspex returns on Paramar V had
begun to pick up the echo-flashes of heavy
weapons fire at the Pharaeon, and the Alpha
Legion’s hand was forced. The Anax-Rho
ended the argument with the Tyche's Lament
by unleashing a spread of fusion-warheaded
torpedoes at their unsuspecting rival, before
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turning their attentions on the Nexus
below. As atomic fire blossomed across the
prow of the Iron Warriors battleship, the
Anax-Rho's assault bays launched a wave

of heavy Kharybdis Assault Claws at the
Nexus primary terminal, the barbed landing
craft burning like comets as they streaked
groundward. The Mechanicum outpost
reacted to the fury unleashed above them
with preternatural speed, but it was not fast
enough; the terminal’s void shield coursing
to crackling life in the skies between the two,
but too late to stop the meteoric descent of
the assault claw wave which tore through
the still-forming shields with flashes of
pyrokenetic lightning as they streaked
groundward, the void shields slowly sealing
shut above them. The Kharybdis Assault
Claws, wreathed in the flames of their
descent and trailing behind them streamers
of torn lightning-plasma from the half-
formed void shields, slammed into the upper
towers of the Terminus Panopticon, their
bladed grapples smashing into hardened
ferrocrete like murderous talons as they
began to burn their way within.

Far above, the Anax-Rho pressed its attack.
While its dorsal lances fired on the Iron
Warriors' escorts, scattering them, its main
armament was turned groundwards. Built
for close range orbital assault, the Anax-

Rho’s macro-bombardment cannon began

to rain down shell after titanic shell on the
still powering-up defence shields, while its
torpedo bays frantically reloaded with cluster

warheads to press the onslaught further and
overwhelm the Terminus by brute force now
subtlety had been denied them. A second
assault wave, already prepared, awaited to
exploit any failing in the shield, no matter
how brief—the Terminus could still be taken
and Paramar V could yet fall with a single
blow if this was so.

The Tyche's Lament, reeling and shrouded
in a molten cloud of burning debris from
its forequarters, began to turn under its
own power. It had expected no battle, its
gun ports closed and its weapon-capacitors
empty when the treacherous foe had struck
the mighty battleship, but even without

its own shields fully powered, ir had been
far from defenceless. Metre upon metre of
ablative armour plating added to the hulking
warship by her bitter-hearted master had
been splashed into jetting plasma by the
fusion torpedo strikes, but the armoured
core beneath it, fashioned in the forges of
the Olympia shipyards, had been built to
withstand worse, and that had barely been
scorched. The colossal engines of the Iron
Warriors battleship roared into sun-white
fury and the Tyche's Lament leapt forward
with brutal acceleration, its tortured
superstructure screaming in protest at
those onboard.

Extant records show that though his ship’s
targeting auspexes had been blinded and the
bridge lamed about him, it was Warsmith
Kyr Vhalen himself who threw aside his
steersman and triggered the main drives

at maximum power, shouting black and
profane oaths aloud as the seven kilometre
long warship hurtled like a burning spear at
the Anax-Rho. Locked into firing solutions
against the planet and the wounded escorts,
the Anax-Rho could not recover itself in

the short moments that the Tyche's Lament
devoured the distance between the two huge
warships, and when its own main drives
triggered to manoeuvre, it was already too
late. The blunt-bladed prow of the Tyche's
Lament struck the Anax-Rho amidships from
directly below, shattering its void shields
and smashing it aside in a storm of broken
debris and venting atmosphere. The heavy
assault cruiser —itself forged to endure
terrible damage had survived the devastating
impact— barely, but now spun all but out

of control, its own engine-thrust carrying

it out of orbit in order to escape the scarred
monster which was already beginning to
turn again for another attack run.

The Battle of the Panopticon

Within the Panopticon far below, the
Mechanicum were being torn apart.
Shimmering azure-armoured Terminators
smashed through one barricade and
bulkhead after another, power fists crushing
the life out of any of the Machine God's
servants who dared resist their progress,
bolter shells and plasma blasts scything down
tech-thralls at their work stations as they
blindly carried out their tasks heedless of the
invaders, and pounding automated defence
guns to shrapnel in their wake. The Alpha
Legion strike force pressed on relentlessly,
their goal the Panopticon Narthex chamber
from which not simply the Terminus but

the entire Nexus facility could be roused to
war—or pacified as its controller wished.

What the invaders had found within the
Terminus Panopticon's armoured walls,
however, had matched nothing their
intelligence or experience had led them

to expect and corresponded to no known
standard schematic template. They had
entered instead a true demesne of the
Mechanicum, intended neither for the eyes
or footfall of any not sworn to the Machine

God's inner mysteries. It was a labyrinth,



a machine in and of itself, intricate and
complex beyond belief whose structure
shifted and changed as it functioned. It was
the brainchild of the master of the Paramar
Terminus, the Archmagos Suyria Nihhon and
it was her will that now turned to destroy the
invaders. The Panopticon began to respond
as a living body responds when invaded

by a hostile microbe, sluggishly at first but
with increasing, indefatigable force. As one
the thralls of the Panopticon disconnected
themselves from their machine umbilicals
and began to throw themselves against the
Alpha Legion attackers, heedless of their
fates as they died by the hundreds, but by
their deaths swarming the impregnable,
Terminator armour-clad Legionaries, slowing
them down and making them expend time
and ammunition to deal with the onrushing
horde. The walls and bulkheads also began

to slide and re-arrange themselves, not
randomly but with malign intent, forcing
squads of Alpha Legionaries apart, or
trapping them in pockets and improvised
prisons which had to be rent open with
chainfist and power claw. Consoles and

power junctions overloaded and exploded

as they came near, metallic deck plates
became charged with crackling lightning,
snakelike mechanical tendrils shot out to
ensnare them, companionways collapsed

and deadfalls opened up beneath them,
plunging them down sudden shafts into the
cavernous darkness below. Slowly, the Alpha
Legion began to die. It is testament to the
intelligence and ruthlessness of Alpharius’
sons that they saw this attack for what it was
and fought to counter it, linking together and
seeing their path clear through the shifting
maze that confronted them. Alone it was
unlikely that this attack would have stopped
them, but it was merely the prelude to the
Mechanicum’s true assault. Awoken from
the darkness deep below the Panopticon, the
beasts of steel rose up to meet their prey.

Castellax and Vorax Battle-automata
appeared as if from nowhere amid the
invaders, hidden bulkheads opening to
disgorge them directly into battle, roaring
binarc war-cant in the distorted voices

of the damned. Servo-clawed arms with
the strength to pulverise tank armour
hammered down to smash their foes or
seized Terminators and rent them slowly
limb from limb as their motorised sinews
howled in protest. Bolt cannon and plasma
blasters blazed a firestorm at point blank
range, and power claws slashed through
ceramite, severing sparking machine
limbs and toppling the hulking engines
of destruction even as rhe dauntless

Terminators of the Alpha Legion fell before
their onslaught. The attack degenerated

into a score of desperate and savage melees
and the Panopticon shook to the thunder of
tortured metal and superhuman violence,
blood and machine-fluids running in rivers
through its vaulted chambers. Slowly,
inexorably, the Mechanicum’s Battle-
automata began to gain the upper hand.

A fresh engine of destruction rising up to
replace each that fell while the Alpha Legion
strike force, once more than two hundred
Terminators strong, dwindled by the minute,
though each life was bought dearly in its
taking. The assault force, at first contained,

was slowly being crushed.

Paramar V had also fully woken to the
danger it faced, slumbering no more. In the
burning skies above the two great wounded
beasts —the Anax-Rho and the Tyche's Lament
now circled each other, trading sporadic

fire in search of a weakness, the other badly
damaged Tron Warriors escort ships circling
out of range of the lethal lance fire of the
Anax-Rho, waiting for the opportunity

to strike. That opportunity would never
come, however, as without warning a dozen
burning lances of hellish light struck up
from the planet below and pierced the Anax-
Rho’s azure hull. For a fleeting moment the
Alpha Legion warship became a burning star
in the heavens, and then was no more. The
first attack on Paramar V had been foiled,
but there was little cause to celebrate either
from the Mechanicum or the Iron Warriors,
for their long range auguries clearly detected
the burning drive-signatuces of hundreds

of new vessels now on a direct course for

the world.

['HE FURY FROM THE STARS

The full-scale invasion of Paramar V was
now an inescapable fact for the Alpha
Legion, roused as the planet was for war; all
that now was left to be decided upon was
methodology. The relentless slog of siege
craft and the bloody game of attrition was an
anathema to them in these circumstances,
and furthermore it would only play into
the defender’s hands, allowing them to
bring more of the planet’s vast stockpiles of
munitions and war machines —currently
inert in storage— to bear on their attackers.
The apocalyptic conflict that would likely
ensue from this approach would also
inevitably make the idea of taking Paramar
V intact as a prize an impossibility, and
such a failure the Alpha Legion would not
countenance. Even at the distances which
now separated the second attack wave of
Alpha Legion ships and Paramar V, their

auguries and occularis scopes could witness
the Mechanicum’s preparations for war turn
with clockwork precision. They could see
the corposant blooms of kilometre-spanning
void-shields springing up to defend scores of
separate facilities across the planet’s surface,
and could detect the thunderous heartbeat
of Titan reactors striding forth from their
deep forge-fanes concealed inside the
mountainous mesas of the southern polar
region. They had doubtless detected also

the mass deployment of the Iron Warrior’s
77" Grand Battalion to the Paramar Nexus,
before their damaged ships had fled the
system, and knew well the speed and

skill with which Perturabo’s sons could
render this Mechanicum fortress yet more

impregnable to assault.

Speed then was of the essence, and the fleet's
commander, known to the extant record as the
Alpha Legion Harrowmaster Armillus Dynat,
ordered his closest vessels to burn their drives
well beyond safe thrust tolerances in order

to press his attack as fast as possible. Where
the great barques of his Mechanicum allies
could not keep pace with the faster Legiones
Astartes strike vessels, he had his own ships
grapple and drag them, acting like improvised
tugs and booster rockets to overcome their
vast mass. This dangerous ploy was enacted to
the damage and loss of several mighty ships,
but Dynat cared not for its cost. So was the gap
between the Alpha Legion’s second wave and
its chosen prey closed with frightening speed.
Their attack began without preamble, the first
torpedo salvos launched even as the assault
fleet was still decelerating into orbit and
unleashed in continuous waves as they closed.
Defence lasers were loosed from planetside

in blistering arcs and counter-missiles were
launched from scores of hidden silos across
the surface to meet the attack.

Soon the skies above Paramar were ablaze
with kaleidoscopic fire, as all but a handful
of the spent ordnance was intercepted
before it could even pierce the planet's
stratosphere. But the barrage firestorm
accomplished its purpose nevertheless; it
blinded the world and its defenders to the
exact disposition of the Alpha Legion’s attack.
The attacking fleet now closed and added
the weight of its batteries and lance arrays
to the onslaught. The barrage reached fever
pitch and, amid the covering blaze of fire, a
wing of three Alpha Legion strike frigates
swept in unthinkably low and rent through
the storm, plunging deep into the planet’s
thin atmosphere, the friction of the three-
kilometre long ships’ passing setting the air
around them ablaze.
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Skimming the arid ground scant hundreds
of metres above, weaponry meant for the
cataclysmic interplay of void combat was
unleashed to torture and shatter the earth in
atomic holocaust as they targeted defence
laser emplacements and ground installations
in a great slashing arc near the southern
polar region, ripping them from the ground
like the hand of a wrathful god. Defences
intended to strike at targets tens of thousands
of kilometres distant struggled in vain to
acquire these three meteoric harbingers of
death, but the torturous stress of what these
warships were attempting took its own

toll. The first fell from the skies even as its
kin plunged on their murderous course,

its weapons still firing as it came apart, its
superstructure disintegrating under the
hideous gravitational forces with which it
fought. A second toppled backwards as it
tried to break back into orbit, its engines
giving out and shattered a mountain where
it fell. Only one of the strike frigates escaped
back through the firestorm into the void,
bleeding debris and plasma from its riven
hull, but they had achieved what the suicidal
mission had set itself as its goal; a gap had
been slashed brutally into the coverage of
the planet's ground defences, a gap some
forty kilometres to the south of the Paramar
Nexus, and it was here that the true attack

would fall.

Dynat’s Gambit

Bombardment and counter-bombardment
between Paramar V and the Traitor ships in
orbit continued unabated, but now for the
Alpha Legion it served a different purpose; it
held open the way for their ground invasion,
Heavy Argo class assault landers, Stormbird
carriers and Thunderhawk transporters
paved the way, deploying hundreds of Alpha
Legion tanks onto the rocky desert soil.
Following them came the gigantic shapes

of the mass conveyors of the Legio Fureans,
blotting out the three suns, the ground
shuddering with the impact as the massive
portals fell open and the Titans of the Tiger
Eyes, hungry for battle, thundered forth.
Behind them from the cavernous recesses

of the mass conveyers streamed the beetle-

backed hovering carryalls of the Taghmata
Satarael, their Battle-automata and the other
arcane war machines of the Warmaster's
Mechanicum hung in complex iron
latticework cages beneath them.

This was to be no siege campaign but an
armoured spearhead assault, and the Alpha
Legion Harrowmaster was resting the
chances of victory or defeat on a single throw
of the dice; an all-out attack, holding back no
reserves and digging no defences to fall back
to if repulsed. The assault force was fully
mechanised and with nigh preternatural
speed and organisation it formed up and
moved out without pause. Executing 2
complicated dance of destructive force and
intricate interlocking movement, it rumbled

and roared across the vivid red desert land.

The amber and sable Titans of the Tiger
Eyes led the way, striding forward at flank
speed, contemptuous of any ally who might
get underfoot in their headlong charge

and behind them, taking advantage of the
shadow of the Titans' void shields came two
vast strung-out echelons of Alpha Legion
strike armour: Predators and Sicaran tanks
and the deadly new Scorpius Whirlwinds.
Behind these came the columns of super-
heavies: Fellblades and Glaives for the most,
chosen for their speed as well as firepower,
and behind them the dispersed squadrons
of Land Raiders and Spartans, in which the
infantry strength of the attack was carried, a
hundred tanks strong. Above flew gunships
and speeders in close air support, a hazardous
task given the choking air. Further back
from this vast conglomeration of apocalyptic
armoured might, came the sinister and
strange forces of the Taghmata Satarael
creating their own spider-like formation,
the air around them shimmering with the
distortion of a mobile power field generator
mounted on a hovering Ordinatus class
platform at the centre of the mass of arcane
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war engines. Alongside the Taghmata came
the bronze and crimson Knight walkers of
House Perdaxia and the ghost-grey Knights
of House Rajha, answering the deafening
war sirens of the battle Titans with kindred

answering cries of their own.

Rearing up a vast swath of dust behind it
like an oncoming hurricane, the army of
the Traitor Legion and its allies thundered
towards the Paramar Nexus.

The Plain of Fire

It was the weapons of the Titans that spoke
first, for they had found former brothers
waiting for them. The War Griffons, the
Titans of the Legio Gryphonicus, had
stationed themselves in a five kilometre
wide cordon across the vast ferrocrete-paved
Landing Zone Secundus of the Paramar
Nexus complex guarding the main approach
across the open desert. With their own
terrible war siren cries, they answered the
bellowed challenges of the Tiger Eyes and
marched forth to engage them on the open
expanse, their great adamantium-shod feet
shattering the ferrocrete and sending up
grey plumes of dust to shroud their pale
granite carapaces. Across the confined
distance between the two phalanxes of Titans
such a cataclysmic eruption of firepower
was unleashed than had seldom been seen,
even in the battles of the Great Crusade.
Destructive force equal to levelling a city

in a single sweep crashed and screamed

as the very air between the two walls of
rushing Titans was annihilated in a pulse of
blinding, tortured light visible from orbit.
Void shields split with shockwave thunder
and collapsed, rock and stone boiled and
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vaporised and ceramite armour proof against
atomic fire crumbled like chalk. The Tiger
Eyes Warlord Lyakarri simply ceased to exist,
its reactor core rupturing in a hell-storm

of plasma which blew the Warhound Blood
Hunger which loped beside it into a spill of
burning cinders, while the War Griffons
Reaver Southron Shield came apart in a fury
of las-blasts like a carcass on a butcher’s
block. These were but the first of many God-
Machines to die that day.

The two lines of Titans unleashing
destruction against each other on an
incomprehensible scale quickly formed

a no-man’s-land to the fore of the Nexus
complex that no man or machine could
hope to cross and survive. This factor had
already been taken into account by the
Alpha Legion attack plan, and the echelon
forces of their strike armour divided in two
behind the Tiger Eyes and streamed round
the hell zone the Titan battle had created
at maximum speed; one striking towards
the main landing and provender complex
to the south-west of the Terminus, while
the other took the longer elliptical route

to strike at the Terminus itself from the
south-east. While these striking arms raced
ahead, already coming under fire from the
defenders, the following columns of super-
heavy tanks and mechanised infantry also
bifurcated in turn, while minor detachments
struck out independently for other targets
of opportunity or areas of higher ground

in which to deploy support weapons. What
was to follow was to be a direct and pitiless
battle, that were it not overshadowed by
the calamity and slaughter of the Dropsite
Massacre that had occurred so soon before,
it would have gone down more infamously
as some of the most intense fighting in

the Imperium’s history to that date. The
battlefield was largely open, with little or
no cover to be had, and without respite

the hammer of the Alpha Legion’s armour
struck the anvil of the Mechanicum’s
fortifications, bolstered greatly, particularly
around the Terminus complex, by the rapidly
constructed Castellum Strongholds of the
Iron Warriors of the 77" Grand Battalion.

By the third hour of the battle the duelling
Titan Legions warred on, but their numbers
had been savagely reduced and much of the
vast landing zones where they had fought
was obscured by a pall of dense smoke and
radioactive fallout from the wreckage of the
God-Engines that had already fallen in battle.
The Provender and supply complexes to the
south-west had already fallen to the Alpha
Legion, and here they had secured their
swiftest and surest victory, Armillus Dynat
himself having led the attacking spur here by
extant record. Now the ruins of the complex
were being used as a firebase from which to
attack the Terminus itself, and Alpha Legion

headhunter squads were now scouring the
area, purging it of survivors and seeking
ingress to the subterranean complexes
known to lie beneath. Across on the far

side of the Titan battle, the attackers had
suffered a major reversal of fortune however,
when a large detachment of Iron Warriors
super-heavy armour, supported by several
talons of Dreadnoughts, had attacked from
positions of concealment in underground
macro-silos, effectively cutting the western
attack spur in half. The Iron Warriors super-
heavies, primarily Stormblades, Falchions
and Typhon siege tanks, had devoted the
bulk of their firepower against the lighter
Alpha Legion strike armour from the rear
and the result had been carnage. At the same
time the Iron Warriors Dreadnought talons,
reinforced by Legio Gryphonicus Battle-
automata, had charged into the Alpha Legion
super-heavies to attack them at close quarters,
and while many had been destroyed in the
charge before they could reach their targets,
once they got amongst the lumbering war
machines they wreaked havoc, attacking in
hand-to-hand combat and tearing open the
enemy tanks where the primary weapons of
the super-heavies could not engage them.
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Both sides had finally been thrown back
with heavy casualties when repeated energy
blasts from a squadron of Glaive super-
heavies' Volkite carronades had accidentally
penetrated deeply buried underground fuel
lines, drowning the area in an eruption of
burning promethium and for a time splitting
the battle line apart.

THE Nexus FALLs

By the fifth hour of the battle, the speed and
overwhelming force of the Alpha Legion’s
attack had taken its toll and the battle was
swinging full force in the Traitors’ favour.
Although the cost in tanks and Legionaries
had been heavy, bastion after bastion,
defence line after defence line had fallen to
the invaders' onslaught and now only the
Terminus remained to resist them. It had
been the Siege-automata of the Taghmata
Satarael, shielded by the pressing bulwark
of the Patraxis Cerastus-Lancer Knights that
had finally broken the Iron Warriors cordon
of Castellum Strongholds that guarded it.
Even with their walls shattered, the grim
Legionaries of the IV*" would not retreat,
raining their last supplies of grenades down
upon the thallax who overwhelmed their
position before they at last fell back. Their
Warsmith, Kyr Vhalen, his body smashed,
was finally dragged from the rubble by

his apothecaries still spitting his hate and
invective at the foe, as the towering figures
of the dozen surviving battle-worthy Titans
of the Legio Fureans loomed out of the black
fog of war to seal the doom of the Terminus,

What followed was the simple mathematics
of force. Against the massed firepower of
the Tiger Eyes Titans, the Terminus could
not stand. Armillus Dynat stood impassively
atop the broken wreckage of his own
Legion's Fellblades and looked on in silence
as the Myrmidons of the Taghmata Satareal
sundered the gates of the Panopticon and
exterminated everything within without
metcy. But of the surviving Iron Warriors
that had retreated within, their wounded
master, or of the Archmagos Suyria Nihhon
whose domain this had been, there was

no sign found save the echoing darkness
below. To the Alpha Legion, however, such
things did not have real importance, for
their primary objective had been achieved;
the Paramar Nexus had fallen and with it
Paramar V belonged to the Warmaster, its
stockpiles and industry intact.

The Devil is not Mocked

When news reached Horus of the conquest
of Paramar V, it came not as a report of an
unalloyed victory, but as a barbed gift. Swiftly
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CoMBATANT FORCES — INvASION OF PARAMAR 006.M31
OF PARAMAR (THE BATTLE OF PARAM

NEXUS)
(*See also references: 2 (008.M31) and 3" (019.M31) Battles of Paramar)

Forces of the Imperium (Loyalist) — Paramar Nexus Mechanicum

* Taghmata Paramar — Paramar defensive garrison — various Mechanicum retainer forces
approximate strength; 1 x armoured brigade (Autokratorii), 2 x Battle-automata cohorts,
4 x interceptor squadrons (Basilikon detachment), various Auxillia and Adsecularis®
units equivalent to a Deka class heavy infantry regiment (approx. 5,000 alpha through

*Note: Owing to environmental hostilily, such units were confined to prepared and shiclded

» Legio Gryphonicus — Demi-legio (3 x Primaris maniples, 2 x Venetarii maniples),
1 x Secutarii regiment, 1 x Battle-automata Cohort, 2 x Vassal Questoris Households

* {Command} Castellan-Archmagos Suyria Nihhon (Taghmata), Princeps-Master

Forces of the Imperium (Loyalist) — Iron Warriors

* 77" Grand Battalion and reinforcing elements (formerly of the Therikon
Suppression Taskforce): 2,800 Legiones Astartes of the Iron Warriors (approximate),
Iron Warriors Legion Khalekaorus super-heavy tank company, 1 x demi-cohort of
Battle-automata of Iron Warriors Legion indenture.

* {Command} Warsmith (Praetor) Kyr Vhalen

Forces of the Warmaster (Traitor) — Paramar Invasion Force
* The Alpha Legion — Unknown strike force size, upwards of 18,000 Legiones Astartes,

committed to the Paramar Nexus attack, with extensive additional heavy support

elements drawn from the Legion’s armourium in evidence.

* Legio Fureans — Sub-Legio (estimated to comprise 8-10 maniples of various classes)

* Taghmata Satarael — Conquest and occupation force amalgamated from Mechanicum
units loyal to the Warmaster. Estimated strength: armoured demi-regiment
(Autokratorii), 4 x Thallaxii Cohort Pentex, 3 x Battle-automata cohorts (Skirnavac
Covenant forces), 3 x Knight Questoris Households (Houses Perdaxia and Rajha)

* {Command} Harrowmaster Armillus Dynat (Alpha Legion), Archmagos Inar Satarael
(Taghmata), Blood Princeps Nistru (Legio Fureans)

following on the heels of the news of the
Alpha Legion'’s success came fresh entreaties
for aid and reinforcement from the Traitor
Mechanicum which now garrisoned it. The
Alpha Legion had departed seemingly as
swiftly as they had come, but not before
taking what they had wished from Paramar’s
stockpiles for their own. The Taghmata
Satarael protested it did not have the
manpower alone to hold the system, and
feared both revolt by the menials of their
new possession, and attacks by escaped
Loyalist elements which had not yet been
found, notwithstanding any threat of a

Loyalist counter-attack to reclaim the system.

The Warmaster then was in turn forced to
divert additional forces to Paramar to hold
the system, forces which he had desired to
use elsewhere, as having gained this great
prize he could not afford for his enemies to
regain it. This fear would be proved accurate
as the system would see an attempted

counter-invasion two years later and further
catastrophic warfare during the dark years of
the Scouring.

As a further addendum to this account, there
exists an entirely unsubstantiated report

of Horus' barely suppressed fury with the
Alpha Legion and their Primarch following
the events at Paramar. He is said to have

sent Alpharius a missive demanding an
explanation for his actions. By this account
the Primarch of the Alpha Legion offered a
response in two parts: the first open, stating
that he and his Legion had done all that had
been asked of them to the letter of their
order; they had been ordered to take Paramar,
never to garrison it. The second was said to
have been encrypted in the substance of the
first, and took the form of an ancient Terran
proverb in a tongue long millennia dead;
“Malekara Nul Ky'a Jay” or in the modern
form “The Devil is not Mocked”.
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"Nine. Nine attack waves we threw back shattered. Nine. Ours was the last Castellum to fall on the eastern side of the Terminus, the last
I take pride in that —for all the blood and the broken bodies, for all my dead brothers— pride. ‘Iron Within and Iron Wilhoul, we were true

to our words.

It was glorious and terrible; it was everything battle should be, rendered down to a vazor's edge and sliced into body and mind, the most
glovious battle 1 have yet seen. They were so like us, our equals, and yet so different, those Alpha Legion bastards, those snakes. | cut them down
and there was bitter joy in i, the joy of betrayal avenged. We knew nothing of what Horus or our own thrice-damned Primarch had done
then, only that our so-called brathers —those azure-armoured liars and backstabbers— had turned on us and spat on the Imperium they had
sworn lo defend. They were trying to take Pavamar for their own, and we could not allow that, ne matter the cost, no matter the odds. We were
doomed, every one of us knew it, but what did that matter? We were Iron Warriors. We do not relent.

It was like a scene from some myth of a world's ending; the Titans burned before us in pyves of atomic five, the skies howled and crackled as the
void shields were hammered from above. They came out of the billowing ash and dust like spectres, fast armour racing, speeders slicing the air
like blades, and they hit us so hard the walls shook. Bul we took it, and dealt them death 'back, made them bleed for every assault they tried.
But they were cunning, cunning and fast, they were pinpointing our killing zones, probing for weaknesses, we could see the game, it was one
we were also adept at playing, We shifted our fire patterns, they adapted, They struck a breach and we tumed it into a death-trap. Over and
over, we malched, they counteved; it was glorious as 1 say, glorious and ullimately futile. Our walls could not match their frrepower; no fortress
will ultimately stand against a superior force, given time any wall will fall if hammered long and hard enough, such is the first truth of siege
warfare. And they were goad; I'll give them that, almost as good as we. They had help of course, Taghmata; Mechanicum killing machines,
scores of black and crimson clad Battle-automata, blast-shielded tanks with enhanced radiation weaponry, plasma mortars, strange articulated
war engines wreathed in lightning the likes of which 1 have never before seen in five decades in the Legion's service. 1f their vams touched our
walls, thase walls fell; ferrocrete and ceramite came apart like sand before them. Such was the fate of each Castellum we had bualt m turn, and

into the breaches the Traitor Mechanicum made, our once so-called brothers of the XX" Legion poured and made a bloody match with us.

We were alone, the last, but we still turned them back from our walls twice through sheer weight of fire and the precision of its use, and the

last time, when our guns were all but empty by counter-charge, our iron against theirs and ours proved the stranger. I lost my left hand then,
burned to cinders killing a Magos with a spear that blazed like a sun, but we threw them back one last time. There were only perhaps twenty
of us then, hwenty living Iron Warriors amidst a hundved of our fallen, far too few to held our shattered walls against foes born of the same aris

aswe weve

There was no respite, they were in amongst us, out of the smoke, we could not keep them out. One of the Alphas killed the last of my squad,

punched a power blade through his gorget before he could turn. 1 smashed him down n repayment, but even as my hammer shattered his

hielm and the skull beneath 1 could see it was over, they were everywhere, my fortress had fallen. That's when I keyed the scismic charges we'd

planted even as we had buill the walls we stood behund. Not just in my Castellum you understand, but in all of them on the east side of the

Leymunus. 1t was my I'L'\F'llfr\fllfllff\". 1 was the last.

Why? 1t is as 1 have alyeady said, we knew from the beginning we could not stand, but it did not matter, ‘tron Within, tron Without'.

We made them pay. My survival was... unexpected, but such s the genius of Tactical Dreadnought Armour, but attaining my freedom
again.,.. that proved... difficult. T knew the surface was death, bul digging downwards through the rubble to the sub-surface vaults beneath
the Termunus proved arduous for even an Iron Warrior, when missing a [umb, suffering major argan failure and blood loss... How long?

Nineteen days, eleven hours and forly-three manutes sidereal. Or so my own counting made i1."

Excerpt _ﬁ'elan the Sworn Testimony of Veteran Sergeant Titus Avvon
Warden Officer, Castellum Stronghold Epsilon-V, Paramar Termintis

77" Grand Battalion, Iron Wayriors Legion




PART V: VICTORY IS VENGEANCE

“We have no yoom for hope. We plan and we act.
Hope is for dreamers and poets. We have our will
and our weapons, and we shall dictate our own fate.

Lord Corax,
Primarch of the Legio Astartes Raven Guard

Tre RAVEN GUARD'S NINETY-EIGHT DAY

WAR FOR DELIVERANCE

An account compiled from surviving
vox/pict records, and the testimony of
those who endured its trials

In the aftermath of the Dropsite Massacre, all
was anarchy and ruin on Isstvan V. Of those
Space Marine Legions that had been betrayed
to their deaths, those few who had survived
knew despair and horror. Confronted with
treachery of such scale and the terrible
killing power ranged against them, each
Legion reacted according to its own nature
and demeanour. The Salamanders cast
themselves wholesale into the searing
crucible of war though confronted by
unassailable odds, the majority never to
return, The Iron Hands, driven beyond
reason by the inconceivable spectacle of their
Primarch, the Gorgon, beheaded by his own
brother, were consumed by unreasoning
hate. The Raven Cuard, however, were
different. Guided by their own nature, the
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Raven Lord’s legacy carried his remaining
sons not towards the fire, but away from it

to the shadows. Corax had survived, and this
factor above all others was to be the salvation
of his Legion,

Swiftly upon divining the merciless

trap enclosing around the Loyalists

at the dropsite, he ordered a general
extraction of his Legion as soon as he had
extricated himself from direct and bloody
confrontation with his brother-Primarchs
turned foes: Lorgar and Curze. Here the
Raven Guard's longstanding arts of war,
focused upon rapid manoeuvre and hitand
run, made telling difference. Protocols long
practised by the Raven Guard enabled a
plan for a swift, ighting withdrawal to be
enacted despite the havoce that engulfed
them. Bartle-cant rendezvous and emergency
dispersal coordinates were code-burst
across the Legion's command net by Corax,
using phrases and idioms daring back to the
Lycaean Uprising. Corax rightly suspected



his Legion’s command and control net was
compromised and this fact alone would save
many of his Legionaries' lives.

As his Legion began its fight out of the
killing zones, Corax went to the aid of a body
of his sons cut off by a mass of Word Bearers.
The Raven Lord himself was an umbra-clad
storm of death, his eyes blazing wells of
hatred, savage and merciless in his vengeance
and yet not without purpose. He had lost one
lightning claw in battle against his twisted
kin, the Night Haunter, but where the other
lashed out, his every blow cut an enemy
Legionary to ragged shreds and cast steaming
viscera on to the thirsting black sands, and
when he took to the sky upon his black-
pinioned flight pack, it was to descend once
more to scythe down scores of Traitors and

to rescue pockets of Loyalists who had been
cut off and surrounded, falling like lightning
on their attackers and allowing them to break
out of the killing ground.

The Raven Lord's defiance and rage was

not unreasoning, but channelled into a
single purpose—to allow time for his sons
to fight their way clear of the murderous
anarchy of the Urgall Depression. Squad

by squad, company by company, the Raven
Guard disengaged from the Traitors, Legion
reconnaissance squads using the general
chaos to identify extraction routes and
muster points in the wastes beyond. The
sable-clad Moritats of the Legion stalked
the battlefield too, seeing this dark hour

as their time come to fulfil their direst
purpose and find bloody redemption, falling
upon enemies the recon squads could not
circumvent, many selling their lives dearly
so that the doom of their entire Legion
might be averted. Less than an hour after the
Traitors' great act of betrayal commenced
and the massacre began in earnest, all who
would escape the Urgall Depression alive
were fighting their way through the enemy’s
rearguards and streaming through the

hills, and those who could not reach them
were now doomed. All that is apart from
Corax himself, who was by now surrounded
by many thousands of Traitors in the sea

of carnage and fire at the centre of the
cauldron of battle, ever shrinking in size at
the centre of the dropsite. Though Corax
had slain hundreds and could have killed
hundreds more given leave, even one as
mighty as a Primarch would in time have
been overwhelmed by the sheer weight of
numbers that pressed in from all quarters.

With hordes of Traitors closing in on the
now isolated Corax and a storm of fire

scything through the air, a single Raven
Guard Thunderhawk gunship successfully
descended from the fire-streaked skies
against the odds, and blasted a landing zone
nearby the Primarch. Having boarded, Corax
remained at the open assault ramp, and it is
said his black eyes burned as he cursed the
numberless hosts even as the gunship rose
once more, the backblast of its rocket engines
making a pyre for the betrayed dead that had
fought to the last alongside their lord.

The Thunderhawk was commanded by

the Legion's Master of Descent, Strike
Captain Alvarex, the officer responsible for
leading the Legion's planetary landings.
Unwilling to countenance the loss of his
Primarch, Alvarex had ordered his command
Thunderhawk to negotiate the burning skies
above the dropsite, whilst evading enemy
fire that had brought dozens of other vessels
plummeting to the corpse-strewn ground.
Though the pilot’s skill, determination and
luck held for long enough to reach Corax
and to ensure the Primarch was embarked,
they could not hold forever. Inevitably,

the sheer weight of fire directed at the
Thunderhawk shredded its armoured

skin, tore one wing clean off and ripped

its cockpit canopy wide open, slaying both
pilot and co-pilot in an instant. Wrestling
with the ruined controls even as the cockpit
burned around him, Strike Captain Alvarex
fought to arrest the stricken gunship’s
terminal descent, turning what would have
been a catastrophic crash into a controlled
landing. Though most of the crew were slain
and the Strike Captain badly wounded, the
Primarch survived thanks to Alvarex Maun’s
dedication and sacrifice, the two rejoining
the Legion as the sun finally set on that great
day of betrayal.

The Night of Butchery

All that remains of the first night on Isstvan
V is a scattering of fragmentary accounts,
many of them entirely contradictory. Some
survivors later spoke of tides of Traitors
surging across the hills in a berserk frenzy,
howling for the blood of the survivors.
Others described a deep, sonorous chanting
that rolled through the valleys like thunder
and stirred dread in the hearts of those still
loyal to the Emperor. Still other evidence
shows bands of Traitors descending on
isolated Loyalists and tearing them apart in
an atavistic savagery, while circling gunships
loosed fire indiscriminately, little caring of

who they slew so long as it was not their own.

How many battles raged throughout that
night cannot be known, for every Legionary

fought his own bitter war for survival.

Even as the main body of the foe harried the
Raven Guard from behind, others fell upon
them from above as they passed along the
cracked ravines. Few Legionaries had any
ammunition to spare, and so most of these
battles were fought with fists and combat
knives. When individual Raven Guard fell,
their brothers made impossibly valiant
attempts to rescue them from the howling,
blood-maddened foe. Those who could walk
bore those who could not, the withdrawal
ever teetering on the edge of being overrun.
But by the time the wan light of Isstvan

V’s sun appeared on the horizon, barely
penetrating the tortured, smoke-stained
skies, the bulk of the surviving Raven Guard
had broken free of their pursuers, finding
sanctuary in the maze-like ravines beyond
the Urgall Hills, for a brief time at least.

As the Raven Guard were fighting alongside
their Primarch, those Legionaries unable

to escape the noose of the Traitor armies
were being systematically butchered. As the
tides of war receded, the Traitors stalked the
battlefield, knee deep in the shattered bodies
of their erstwhile kinsmen, seeking the
dying that they might deliver death. Others
sought out the wounded in order to perform
abominable tortures upon their already
ruined flesh. Some Traitor Legions piled
their own dead on to great pyres so that their
deaths might be honoured as the growing
flames licked the blackened skies. The World
Eaters are known to have performed one

of the basest acts of savagery that day by
butchering the dead and dying, decapitating
them, flensing the flesh from their skulls
and piling these in massive ossuary-cairns.
The Word Bearers, following the teachings
of their damned Primarch, enacted their own
victory rituals, the terrible significance of
which is now all too well known to us.

As if to heap infamy upon ignominy, the
Traitors began another, still worse mutilation
of the fallen. Tens of thousands of corpses
had their Progenoid glands —the implant
that bears the Space Marines' gene-seed

by which the Legions themselves are
propagated— torn bloodily from them, for
what fell purpose few would dare speculate.

['HE HEAVENS AFLAME

Even as the Raven Guard slipped their
howling pursuers, yet another torment

was visited upon the war-shattered surface
of Isstvan V. The flaming hulks of those
Loyalist war ships caught in the Traitors'
ambush now began their inexorable and
fatal descent. The vox-nets shrieked as if in
pain, stuttering machine code and screaming
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feedback interspersed with hopeless pleas
for aid. The few Techmarines and Masters of
Signal left in the Raven Lord’s force fought
in vain to establish a two-way link with the
source, Soon however, the tortured, smoke-
wreathed skies were lit orange by flickering
conflagrations high above the clouds and

the growl of stratospheric explosions rolled
over the surface like distant thunder. From
horizon to horizon, the clouds churned

with unimaginable energies as Loyalist and
Traitor alike paused to look upwards. Then
the first fragment not incinerated by the fires
of re-entry speared downwards, parting the
clouds and smashing into the ground with

a force equal to a planetary bombardment.
The resulting explosion scoured a crater

a hundred metres across and sent up a
mushroom cloud tens of thousands of metres
into the atmosphere. Moments later, searing
debris rained down and a wave front of
ashen smoke smothered all. It was the first
of many hundreds of impacts that would fall
upon the embattled planet's surface over the
coming days, weeks and months, wreaking
indiscriminate destruction upon Loyalist and
Traitor alike.

With the wreckage falling from orbit
overwhelming the vox-net with
impenetrable interference and the choking
debris drastically curtailing visibility, the
Raven Guard pressed ever deeper into the
cracked land beyond the Urgall Hills, a vast,
broken region called the Illium Rifts. By
dusk on that second day, little definite had
been learned of the fate of the Iron Hands
and the Salamanders, and so Corax was

seen to pace the outer limits of the rifts, his
gaze dark, his humours swinging violently
between choler and melancholy. Several
times he led his chosen warriors out into the
hills in search of his lost Raven Guard sons,
and any others of the Loyalist force who
might survive yet. Several times he returned
with Raven Guard Legionaries, having come
upon them in the hills.

Signs of other survivors having broken free
of the massacre at the Urgall Depression
were found all about, many in the form of
tracks terminating in the broken corpses
of once proud warriors run to ground like
cornered animals. Throughout the night,
still more scattered bands of Raven Guard
staggered into the refuge, many wounded
almost beyond the ability to fight, in body
and in mind. Of all the horrors they had
witnessed, of all the hurts they had withstood
during the wars of the Great Crusade, here
was an entirely new phenomenon. The
betrayal that had split the Legiones Astartes

TrE NicHT OF AsH
By the dawn of the third day, precious little of the Isstvan system’s star’s light could

their fallen kin.
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penetrate the black clouds that had settled upon the Urgall Depression and were steadily
creeping outwards in every direction. The so-called Night of Ash was initiated by the
sheer destruction unleashed during the hours of the Dropsite Massacre, and intensified as
towering funerary pyres belched ever-thickening columns of churning black smoke into
the heavens. For long days, a fine rain of ash drifted from the skies, a rain that was, quite
literally, ashes in the mouths of the Loyalists, for it was made of the incinerated remains of

The miasma cloaking the skies was made denser still by the countless tonnes of particulate
matter cast upwards by the impact of so much space craft wreckage. The effect was not
limited to reducing visibility or stymieing the potential for close air support for the Traitor
search formations—for the hulks raining down upon the surface represented a further
peril far beyond their sheer ballistic potential. In amongst the wreckage were reactors, fuel
cells and other components constructed using esoteric technologies often pre-dating the
Imperium and ill-understood by the Mechanicum. Soon, the most hazardous materials
known to Mankind were seeded throughout the armosphere and scattered across the
blasted wastes. When at last the rains came, they were tainted by radiation and poison, as
well as the psychic spoor left behind by the deaths of countless Navigators and Astropaths.
The rains that followed the Night of Ash proved lethal to those not of the Legiones
Astartes or otherwise warded from their effects by technological or biological means.
Those few survivors of the Imperial Army left behind on the surface of Isstvan V had little
chance against the hateful rain, most falling prey to its horrendous effects within days.

in twain had inflicted upon them a wound no
other foe had ever struck—for the first time
in the experience of any present, the vaunted
spirit, wrought by the hand of the Emperor
himself, was stretched unto breaking point.

SURVIVAL

Under the unheeded gaze of the vigilant
Raven Guard, the Traitors  intent unfurled.
Ultra-heavy transport barques descended
from the still-churning skies upon columns
of fire, disrupting the wounded atmosphere
still further. The heaviest were large enough
to embark the mighty Traitor Titans, while
hundreds more would ferry the bulk of the
Traitor Legions' line units into orbit and away
to the next phase of the Warmaster’s betrayal.
Far-ranging Raven Guard reconnaissance
squads spied upon the vast, extinct volcanoes
to the west and north of the Warmaster's
fortress that were now transformed into
landing zones, hundreds of thousands of
Legionaries and their serfs winding across
the depression to embark. Corax demanded
an accounting of their numbers and the
recon units reported back that the bulk of
each turncoat Legion was departing, but

that each appeared ro be leaving behind it

a core of warriors, to what ends they could
not determine. The only Legion not taking
its leave was the World Eaters, who ranged
the hills and the wastes beyond, ever seeking
to run more survivors to ground and to add
more flensed skulls to the growing ossuary-

cairns. Angron, it seemed, would not depart
Isstvan V until the slaughter was complete.

Ruinous Venerations

Confronted with the stark reality of the
strategic situation, the Raven Guard fell back
upon battle doctrines and field craft instilled
within them by their Primarch during the
years preceding the Lycaean Uprising.
Traitor death squads, in particular those

of the World Eaters, scoured the hills and

the wastes in increasing numbers in their
hunt for survivors of the Dropsite Massacre.
In response, Corax instigated a cunningly
conceived series of diversionary attacks that
drew Traitor hunters away from the gorges

of the Illium Rifts in which the Raven Guard
had taken refuge and led them away into

the mountains and deserts to the north and
south of the Urgall Depression. Raven Guard
squads ranged far and wide in the course of
these actions, sometimes returning with more
survivors, more often with fresh wounds

and fell accounts of the sights they had seen.
The Traitor death squads were hunting down
survivors as if engaging in sport, and enacting
unspeakable tortures upon the bodies of those
they ran to ground.

The return of one particular force brought
with it dark tidings indeed. Having ambushed
and destroyed a Sons of Horus death squad,
the party came upon the Traitors’ prey, a trio

th

of Legionaries from the Raven Guard’s 12
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Battalion. Yet the occasion was no cause

for celebration, for the erstwhile prey
turned upon their would-be rescuers with
unreasoning savagery. Corax’s sons were
taken by surprise by their brothers’ act and
one was slain in the ensuing confrontation.
At length, the maddened Legionaries were
subdued, though not without both sides
suffering still more grievous wounds. Even
when restrained, the maddened Legionaries
strained against their bonds and spat bitter
curses at their rescuers, their black eyes pits
of inexplicable fury.

Soon enough, the phenomenon was
repeated. A number of Legionaries who had
once served in the Librarius but upon the
proclamation of the Edict of Nikaea had
renounced their roles as warrior-psykers and
joined the line companies, approached their
Primarch with their suspicions. Even without
consciously engaging their psychic skills,
each had detected a slow but inexorable
build-up of psionic pressure. At first, they
had taken the effect for a manifestation of

so much violent choler unleashed in such

a concentrated period and location during
the Dropsite Massacre. Yet, as the days wore
on, it had become increasingly apparent that
something far darker and contrary to reason
was occurring. The Primarch, however, was
already aware of the phenomenon, though he

kept his own counsel as to the true extent of
his knowledge. It was the work of the World
Eaters, and represented yet another sign of
just how far the Traitors had fallen.

All across the Urgall Depression and beyond,
the World Eaters were raising ever taller
pyramids of flensed skulls. At first they
appeared random in form and function,
though redolent of the death-fanes and
ossuary-temples cast down on the most
savage of human worlds during the Great
Crusade. The act of gathering the skulls of
the fallen, flensing them and piling them
into vast pyramids all across the Urgall
Depression and ever further into the hills
was revealed as some form of rite of victory.
Somehow, this rite was proving to be the
source of the madness that had afflicted

the rescued Raven Guard and many others
who tarried overlong in the shadow of

the monuments. Some manner of psychic
resonance was pulsing outwards from the
vile monuments, filling those it touched with
anger and bloodlust.

Later on, Raven Guard reconnaissance
squads would witness their erstwhile allies
performing savage victory rituals about the
monuments, confirming to many that the
sons of Angron remained at heart no more
than bloodthirsty primitives. Others saw

in the rituals something far darker still,
something spawned long ago in the darkness
of Old Night.

It would be several years until the true nature
of the phenomenon was revealed, their
Primarch may have known more, the Raven
Guard being blissfully ignorant of such
things at that time, though even then it was
obvious that some agency beyond the natural
order of reality was abroad. Keeping his own
counsel on the matter, the Primarch ordered
a series of attacks against a small, select
number of these vile structures, strike forces
of chosen warriors planting melta bombs

at their bases. The resulting detonations
brought the targets crashing down in
cleansing flames, the fell effect they exerted
on the surrounding regions lessened, though
it never entirely relented.

Consolidation

As the battles wore on, the Primarch
reorganised his Legion, forging it anew into
something resembling less the brutalised
victims of the Warmaster’s betrayal and more
a band of warriors determined to survive,
or to sell their lives dearly in the attempt.
Raven Guard strike forces launched a series
of cautious, yet bold attacks against Traitor
death squads isolated from the greater mass
of the enemy, winning numerous small but
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bitterly fought battles out in the wastes.
Many of these confrontations were fought
with combat knives or improvised weapons;
the objective to slay the foe and carry away
what supplies could be scavenged from their
bodies. In time, ammunition stocks were
replenished to such a degree that more overt
assaults could be launched, and it was as
small groups of Raven Guard pushed ever
deeper into the Traitor-haunted lands about
the Urgall Depression that a grim discovery
indeed was made.

From a distance it appeared as if a jagged
forest had sprung up along the crest of

the Urgall Hills. Upon closer inspection,
hundreds, even thousands of iron spikes
and columns were found, driven into the
black voleanic ground. Atop each was
mounted the body, or body part, of a Loyalist
Space Marine. Most had been executed
while others lived on still, the superhuman
physiology of the Legiones Astartes holding
death at bay despite being eviscerated,
impaled, dismembered and exsanguinated
or having a hundred other, equally cruel
and darkly inventive injuries inflicted upon
them. It was to the eyes of the Loyalist
onlookers as if some plague of insanity had
spread through their former brothers; that
alongside treachery as terrible as it was,
something of horror and madness unlooked
for and inhuman had taken root. Here was
the fate that the Traitors would inflict upon
every Loyalist not slain in the cauldron of the
Dropsite Massacre. Here, the Raven Guard
recognised, was the fate the Warmaster
would visit upon all those who refused to
bow before him, even should every human
world drown in blood.

In the east, a force of Raven Guard scouts
came upon a vast and hidden underground
complex akin to the alien ruins which the
Traitors had used as their dread fastness.
With this discovery the Raven Guard had
their sanctuary, and operations to relocate
began within hours. The move could not
have been more propitiously timed, for as
the last of the Raven Guard moved out, the
night skies far to the west filled with the
fires of massed retro jets. A vast flotilla of
vessels was landing in the calderas of the
extinct volcanoes over the western horizon, a
flotilla belonging to the Warmaster’s Traitor
Mechanicum allies.

RECLAMATION

If the transport barques that had delivered
the Traitors from the surface of Isstvan V in
the aftermath of the Dropsite Massacre were
epic in scale, the Mechanicum vessels now

lowering themselves tortuously through the
air were more vast still. From the cavernous
holds of these gargantuan vessels marched

a cohort of traitor Mechanicum tech-helots,
and thousands upon thousands of servitors
and tech-thralls were driven forth towards
the wreckage-strewn Urgall Depression.
The Warmaster’s renegade Tech-Priests
were beginning a reclamation operation

of staggering scale, one that would grant

the Warmaster an immediate advantage in
supply and materiel. The entire depression
was strewn with equipment of incredible
military worth—even those vehicles and
other items damaged beyond repair still

of enormous value as salvage. The wrecks

of hundreds of super-heavy tanks still
smouldered there, while the toppled forms
of once mighty Titans were testament to

the sheer destruction unleashed in the few
hours of the Dropsite Massacre. The ground
was carpeted by the remains of hundreds

of thousands of slain Space Marines, each
of whom bore full Legiones Astartes battle
plate and carried weapons and other items of
equipment representing the very pinnacle of
human technological achievement. Within
hours, the flickering glow of plasma cutters
was to be seen all across the depression as

reclamation parties began their grim harvest.

The operation would continue for many
weeks, pushing outwards across the
depression until, at length, only the
worthless detritus of war remained. Even
weeks after the Dropsite Massacre, still-living
bodies would be discovered in amongst

the thousands of dead, the gene-enhanced
physiology of the Legiones Astartes able

to enter a state of suspended animation

in which the body might heal from the
most hotrendous of wounds in time. Some
Traitors, most notably elements of the Word
Bearers and Emperor’s Children —in whom
it seemed the dark madness of nightmare
had truly awakened, but whose true cause
was not yet suspected by outsiders— took
cruel delight when these were discovered;
sometimes administering alchemical
preparations to awaken them, only to
torture and execute the unfortunate victims,
exacting upon them what amounted to a
second death. The sons of the Raven did
what they could to disrupt the work of these
reclamation parties, even while seeking to
avoid their own capture and tortuous end.
Dozens of Tech-Priest overseers fell; victim to
the silenced sniper rounds of Legion Seekers
determined to exact vengeance for the dark
crimes witnessed through their targeting
scopes, or found explosives booby-trapped
to their would-be prizes of salvage. But

ultimately, such counter-attacks were mere
pin pricks to the vast scavenging effort the
Traitors had undertaken.

The Hunters

Around the twentieth day after the Dropsite
Massacre, the Legion’s fight for survival
entered a new and bitter phase. By this point,
the Traitors were aware that a significant
force of Loyalists survived yet and had made
a number of attempts to bring them to battle.
Lord Corax, however, was not to be drawn
into an open confrontation his forces had

no chance of winning. Instead, he executed

a series of strikes designed to divert and
disrupt the enemy’s operations and challenge
their domination of the wastes surrounding
the Urgall Depression.

The greater number of Traitors left behind

to scour the world belonged to the World
Eaters Legion, led by their savage Primarch
Angron. Despite the Loyalists' actions, the
World Eaters rarely split their forces, instead
scouring the depression and the wastes
beyond in a vast and ravaging mass, their
war cries audible for many kilometres all
about. The other, smaller, Traitor Legion
contingents deployed differently, however,
leading the Raven Guard to the conclusion
that those left behind on Isstvan V were
some sort of punishment detail or else
represented elements of the Traitor Legion
their Primarch had decided to keep apart
from the bulk of their forces. This hypothesis
was further evidenced as a number of these
remaining Traitor contingents were revealed
to be fractious and ill-disciplined, the glory
and nobility of the Emperor’s Great Crusade
apparently forgotten to them. The Sons of
Horus were often encountered in small
bands of hunters, most accompanied by
cyber-mastiffs able to detect the proximity of
even the stealthiest of Raven Guard warriors
and to track them across many kilometres.
The Word Bearers by comparison followed
their own agenda, their actions driven by
their own unknowable ritualistic dogma

and often staying clear even of their own
supposed allies—perhaps because these
actions would have prompted too many
questions they would prefer not to answer of
their ‘brothers-in-arms’. The Iron Warriors
contingent, smaller but well provided for in
terms of heavy vehicles and war machinery,
scoured the wastes in compact armoured
columns, the largest three of which
presented Corax with the opportunity he had
been seeking.

The Raven Lord’s campaign against the Iron
Warriors armoured columns was to span




several weeks and heralded some of the most
intense fighting prior to the very final battles
on Isstvan V. Initial operations saw Raven
Guard squads shadow the enemy as they
scoured the hills, gathering intelligence on
the Iron Warriors' strengths and weaknesses.
The sons of Perturabo appeared not to be
following any particular search doctrine,

or at least that its officers were perhaps
competing with rather than aiding each
other. It was therefore a relatively simple
matter for the disciplined Raven Guard to
ascertain the Iron Warriors' strength and

to isolate them at a time and place of their
choosing. Each of the three largest columns
consisted of several dozen armoured
vehicles, at least half of which were transport
vehicles such as Rhinos and Land Raiders
carrying a substantial infantry element. The
remainder were Predator battle tanks and
Thunderstrike heavy artillery tanks, a class
of war machine highly favoured by the Iron
Warriors. Of greater concern to the Raven
Guard scouts were the squadrons of Scimitar
jetbikes ranging ahead of the columns in
their ceaseless hunt for Loyalist sucvivors.
On several occasions, Raven Guard scouts
were spotted as they shadowed the columns
and many paid the ultimate price for the
knowledge they gleaned.

Eventually, the Raven Lord had gathered the
information he needed and so he mustered
an ambush force to the north of the Urgall
Depression. His target was the smallest of
the three Iron Warriors armoured columns,
against which he intended to test the
Traitors' capacity and will to fight. The attack
was launched in the hours before sunrise,
such as it was, as the Traitors prepared to
move out from their laager. Surprise was
total, for in their arrogance the Traitors had
not anticipated facing organised Loyalists.
Before the enemy could even mustera
response, the first wave of Raven Guard
assault squads, led by the Primarch, were

in amongst the Iron Warriors' positions

and slaughtering their foe with cold,

precise abandon. The battle could not have
lasted even an hour before the Primarch
ordered his warriors to withdraw, for Traitor
reinforcements were inbound and the Raven
Lord’s primary objective had been attained.

When Corax and his warriors withdrew, they
left behind the corpses of several hundred
Traitors and the guttering hulks of dozens

of vehicles. Militarily, the battle paled into
insignificance compared to the losses the
Traitors had inflicted upon the Loyalists at
the Dropsite Massacre and afterwards. In
terms of morale, however, it could not have

been more important. The Raven Guard
had struck a meaningful blow against the
Traitors, and even if every son of Corax
eventually died on the blasted surface of
Isstvan V, they would do so vindicated and
with honour.

History records an additional footnote to
this battle. As the Raven Guard melted into
the shadows, a deep, atonal dirge was heard
to echo across the wastes. Corax and several
of the Mor Deythan watched the rear as

the main body withdrew. The sound was
repeated, much closer this time, and a beam
of red light stabbed through the gloomy
morning mist. Ar the last, the Raven Guard
witnessed a phalanx of walkers making for
the site of the battle, their form unfamiliar
but clearly the product of some esoteric
discipline practised by the Warmaster’s
Traitor Mechanicum allies. This was the
first recorded sighting of the war engines
that would come to be known as the ‘blind-
hunters, a class of mechanical automaton
possessed of a dark intelligence and a
fearsome array of weaponry, and intended to
hunt down every last survivor left upon the
surface of Isstvan V. Their very existence and
presence on the planet at that juncture was
further evidence of the staggering scope and
scale of the Warmaster's treachery.

The Fallen Crusader

The Raven Guard had but days to consolidate
after their victory before another Iron
Warriors armoured column was reported
pressing eastwards across the wastes, winding
its way into the twisting ravines of the 1llium
Rifts. Lord Corax ordered an immediate and
overwhelming attack, forging the ire of his
warriors into a weapon no Traitor could stand
against. The Primarch mustered his assault
formations and led his force out into the
ravines, his expression making it clear to all

he had bloodshed on his mind.

The battle that ensued took place in the
abyssal darkness of the ravines and was as
bitterly fought as any boarding action or hive
scouring the Legion had ever undertaken.
The lead squads of both sides ground into
one another as they fought hand-to-hand
across a frontage often as narrow as a single
warrior. Soon, the deep gorges were choked
with the dead and the dying of both sides,
forcing Legionaries to step over the writhing
forms of their brothers in the effort to
engage the foe. The Primarch was ever to

be found at the heart of the fight, while

the jump pack-equipped units made wide
outflanking manoeuvres so that the Iron
Warriors were cut off, attacked from multiple
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directions with no hope of retreat. The

sons of Perturabo might have been traitors
and turncoats, but they fought with all the
determination of the Legiones Astartes, made
all the more concentrated by the knowledge
that they were doomed. The Iron Warriors
fought without thought or expectation

of quarter, their manner bitter, cold and
inexorable, each Legionary having accepted
the fact of his death long ago and caring not
for the specifics of the time and place of its
coming. The Iron Warriors gave not an inch
even as their dead choked the gullies.

At length, the Traitors were reduced to

a single mass concentrated into a deep
crater, the Raven Guard pressing in

from four separate gullies. Though less
than a hundred Iron Warriors remained,
they were bolstered by the presence of a
dozen Dreadnoughts of varying patterns.
The Raven Guard slowed their advance,
knowing that to press further was to crash
against the solid ring of ceramite and steel
formed by the towering Iron Warriors
Dreadnoughts. Visual recordings from the
Raven Guards’ visors show that as the tide
of battle receded for the first time in hours,
the surviving sons of Perturabo mustered
in silence while the grim-faced Raven
Guard stepped back towards the shadowed
gullies. From the Loyalists’ midst strode the
Raven Lord, his expression unreadable but
his void-black eyes fixed upon the nearest
of the enemy war engines, an ancient
Contemptor class Dreadnought, its power
claws encrusted with the dried blood of all
those it had slain since the day of betrayal.
A single word passed between them, the
Primarch speaking the name of the Iron
Warriors veteran within the Contemptor,
evidence that the two must have fought
alongside one another during the Great
Crusade. This curse spoken, the two squared
off against one another in the manner of pit
fighters preparing to fight to the death for
some master lusting for blood.

The visor-recordings which show this battle
were barely able to register the speed and
violence of what was to happen next; the
Primarch leaping high into the air and
coming to land atop the Dreadnought’s

back in a flickering dark blur. Even as the
serrated blades of the Contemptor's power
claws sought in vain to grapple the Primarch,
Corax used one hand to steady himself on

an exhaust stack, while plunging the other
through the Dreadnought’s ceramite armour.
In utter silence, the Raven Lord withdrew
his arm to hold aloft the armoured brain case
and trailing spinal column of the veteran
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Iron Warriors Legionary who had been
interred within the sarcophagus. A moment
later, the Contemptor’s systems disengaged
and the once-mighty war engine collapsed,
the Primarch leaping clear before it hit the
ground. This was the signal to attack.

The Raven Guard leapt from the dark to fall
upon the beleaguered Iron Warriors. The
two forces crashed together, the Primarch
engaging several more Dreadnoughts

as his assault squads cut into the enemy
Legionaries. Though dozens more Raven
Guard warriors gave their lives to defeat

the last of the enemy, not a single Iron
Warriors Legionary was allowed to escape,
and in truth none attempted to do so, each

fighting to the bitter end. Eventually, silence
descended upon the scene, the rocky floor of
the crater carpeted in the broken bodies of
over a hundred Iron Warriors and not a small
number of Raven Guard. In amongst the
wreckage were the ruined, smoking hulks
of a dozen Dreadnoughts, the remains of the
once-mighty heroes interred within cast to
the bloody ground by the vengeful Primarch
of the Raven Guard. His contempt for the
scope of their fall from grace was writ across

his grim visage.

With a nod, the Raven Lord gave the order
for his force to withdraw, the dead left

in their wake a powerful message to the
Traitors. It would not be the last of its kind.

Into the Rifts

As the shadow play of resistance and search,
hard-fought ambush and flight wore on,
the presence of increased numbers of
Word Bearers within the Illium Rifts made

it apparent that the Traitors were pushing

their hunt for survivors ever further
outwards, once again threatening the safety
of the Legion’s sanctuary. Soon, Raven
Guard sentinels spied enemy units guided
by baying cyber-mastiffs approaching
dangerously close to their sanctuary.

Steps were taken to move the Legion’s
wounded, as well as its meagre stores and
limited command facilities ever deeper into
the mighty chain of caverns deep beneath
the rifts.




The further the Raven Guard pressed into
the stygian darkness, the more apparent

the alien nature of the tunnels became. At
length, the Raven Guard took refuge in a

vast hall, its floor, walls and vaulted ceiling
cast from some ultra-dense compound even
the most learned of their Techmarines could
not identify. The material itself appeared

to have a deadening effect on a wide band

of electromagnetic radiation. Furthermore,
the construction seemed to be exerting an
influence on the psionic level too, serving to
nullify or shroud psychic effects. It cannot be
determined if this contributed to the Traitors’
inability to locate the Loyalists' refuge using
technological or psionic means, but many

claim it must have done so, for the Traitors

scouring the lands above never discovered it

using these methods, despite passing within

meftres ofthe entrances on scveral occasions.

One particular group was not searching
using any subtle or esoteric method the
alien-constructed refuge might be able to
neutralise. The third armoured column of
the Iron Warriors was forging eastwards,
crushing all it encountered in its ceaseless
hunt. The Traitors force was set on a course
that would take it directly past a number
of the hidden entrances to the refuge,

and it was judged a certainty that the Iron
Warriors might discover, by dogged search
or blind chance, what their fellow Traitors

had failed to locate by more subtle means.

Faced with the likelihood of imminent
discovery, the Raven Lord mustered all
available warriors and moved silently,

but rapidly out into the wastes. The Iron
Warriors column consisted of dozens of
vehicles of numerous classes, the hulls of
its Rhinos, Land Raiders and Predators
bristling now with iron spikes, atop which
were mounted the grisly trophies of the
Traitors' hunt.

The Raven Guard committed every available
warrior to the assault, sweeping in upon the
Traitors with hatred welling in their hearts.
The Iron Warriors responded with the
implacable ferocity for which they were so

well known and the combat devolved into a
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bitter, gruelling contest from which only one
side could emerge. While the Iron Warriors
fell back upon ingrained doctrines, the
Raven Guard appear to have fallen victim to a
lessening in their own, well-known precision
and discipline. Some even claim that, in the
corpse-choked ravines of Isstvan V, with the
sons of Perturabo closing upon their final
redoubt, the Raven Guard reverted to a form
of war that pre-dated the coming of their
Primarch. For a brief moment, it was as if the
XIX™ Legion of old was resurgent, its long-
suppressed bloody-handedness wresting
control of its descendents at what might well
have proved the moment of their extinction.

But that dark fate was not to be, Lord Corax
spurning his warriors at the height of the
battle and forging his own path through

the carnage, as he is held to have done at
times during the bloody years of the Lycaean
Uprising. Even as his sons fought on, mired
in the blood of friend and foe alike, the
Raven Lord plunged into the cauldron

of war alone, his black armoured form
transformed into a penumbral phantom as
his single lightning claw lashed out in great,
thirsty sweeps. Fuelled by the power imbued
within his every cell by the genius of the
Emperor, the Primarch of the Raven Guard
was an arc of black lightning grounding
itself in the iron-clad bodies of the Traitors,
his movements rendered perceivable only

by the spray of atomised blood that cast the
poisoned air crimson. No being save another
Primarch could hope to stand against such

a force. The third and final portion of the
Iron Warriors Legion left behind to scour
Isstvan V of Loyalists was utterly destroyed,
and while others of their kin remained in
the Urgall Hills manning their fortifications,
as a coherent force of aggression the sons of
Perturabo were spent.

In the aftermath of the destruction of the
third armoured column, the Raven Guard
returned to their sanctuary in silence, none
willing ro speak of the atavism that had risen
unbidden within each. Even as the Raven
Guard marched wearily back towards their
sanctuary, the harrowing-horns of the Traitor
Mechanicum’s blind-hunters echoed out
across the cracked wastes, and black storm
clouds gathered in the grey skies overhead.
At the last, the clouds broke and black-
tainted rain fell upon the blood-crusted
surface of Isstvan V.

The Raven Lord Alone

The black rains lashing the wastes enforced
a temporary cessation in hostilities, the
Traitors pulling back from their grim hunt
and the Raven Guard taking the opportunity
to consolidate in their sanctuary. For several
days, the Legion’s officers reconstituted and
reorganised while the apothecaries tended
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to wounds long neglected in the midst of

constant war, At the height of the rains,
Lord Corax once again took his leave of his
sons, heading out alone into the rain-blasted
gullies without a word of explanation. Those
Legionaries who knew their Primarch of old
counselled the others to fret not, for it was
well within the Raven Lord's demeanour to
act alone in such circumstances, utilising
his unique Emperor-gifted abilities to pass
unseen where few others could.

History does not record where the dark-eyed
Primarch walked, nor what grim sights he
bore witness to during the day and night he
went alone across the wastes. Fragmentary
accounts compiled much later based on

his conversations with the Primarch Rogal
Dorn hint that Corax penetrated deep into
Traitor-held territory, perhaps even treading
the corpse-carpeted Urgall Depression
itself. When at last the Primarch returned,
he convened a council of his most trusted
senior commanders and while the words
that passed between them go unrecorded,
the Primarch’s intent remains unequivocal.
The Raven Guard must survive, he ordained.
Not simply to preserve the Imperium’s
might, although that must surely have been
a consideration. Rather, while but a single
Raven Guard continued to fight, no Traitor
could rest without fear that justice would be
visited upon him.
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The Sundered Legion

Records show that in the aftermath of the
long contaminated rainfall, a dense, stinging
fog reeking of chemical-rich blood rose from
the broken ground to blanket hundreds

of square kilometres. This all-pervading
taint of death, which can be said perhaps in
retrospect to have some Warp taint infecting
it thanks to the Word Bearers Legion’s

dark ministrations, took its toll on many of
the Raven Guard, stretching the sanity of
many ever further towards breaking point.
As Legiones Astartes, not a single Space
Marine would surrender to cowardice

or weakness of will, yet the apocalyptic
slaughter and the cumulative effect of weeks
of fighting, combined with little or no rest
or sustenance and the need to wreak bloody
vengeance upon the heads of the Traitors
caused many to descend into a twilight
existence somewhere between exhaustion
and rage, denial and dejection. Under such
relentless pressure, even a Space Marine
takes on a haggard cast, the already pale,
hollow-eyed Raven Guard coming to appear
as armoured vagabonds, their battle plate

a haphazard amalgamation of replacement
parts scavenged from the dead of any and all
Legions present on Isstvan V.

At some point around the fortieth day after
the Dropsite Massacre, a large force of

Word Bearers, under the command of the
war-leader Elexis, penetrated the ravines

to the north of the Raven Guard Legion’s
sanctuary. Elexis had discerned that the
Raven Guard his forces had encountered
earlier were a part of a far larger force, and
he was determined to claim their heads for
himself. It is noteworthy that Elexis appears
to have withheld his suspicions from other
Traitor factions, in particular the World
Eaters, whose Primarch Angron still scoured
the far wastes in search of one or both of his
lost brothers. Had he done so, there is little
doubt the Traitors’ assault would have been
adirect and brutal one, far from the cunning
infiltration from an unanticipated quarter
that was in the event launched.

On this occasion, the Raven Guard did

not launch an all-out attack to repel the
infiltration. Instead, the Word Bearers were
allowed to penetrate many kilometres into
the ravines and the twisting gullies while the
Raven Guard watched on from the shadows,
allowing the Word Bearers to pass by as
other units feigned retreat in the face of the

Traitors’ advance.

Eventually, the trap was set and the Raven
Guard launched their ambush. At a stroke,

dozens of separate Word Bearers units were
engaged, none of them able to lend aid

to their brothers. The aim of the ambush
was twofold: in addition to cutting down
hundreds of the hated foe, the Raven Guard
were able to capture several of the Traitors,
though all but one were able to take their
own lives before they could be subdued.

The sole remaining Traitor was brought
before Lord Corax, a circle of Raven Guard
forming about the base of the ancient crater
where the Traitor was cast as the skies were
split by unnatural lightning and the black
rains came down once more. The Raven
Lord brought himself to his full height,
visibly casting off the shadows in which

he was habitually clad and unveiling the
true and terrible splendour of a Primarch
roused to anger. Even the Raven Lord’s loyal
sons were struck dumb by primal awe, as
lower tier predators are cowed into abject
submission when confronted by an apex
hunter. The effect on the Traitor was still
more pronounced, the Word Bearer was
forced downwards as if by some supernatural
weight, prostrating himself upon the
rain-slick rock before the sheer majesty

of the Primarch. Despite his submission,
the Traitor’s expression burned with
unquenchable hatred, a sight that would
become all too familiar to us in the coming
age of darkness.

None would later speak of the manner

in which the Primarch and his officers
questioned the Traitor, nor of the nature

of the death he was afforded at the last.

Soon after though, a stream of orders were
disseminated through the Legion and

from these certain facts have been pieced
together. It was confirmed that Angron was
the only Traitor Primarch who had remained
on Isstvan V and that his World Eaters
represented the only Legion still deployed

in full strength, the remainder having left
behind only limited contingents to hunt
down the last remaining Loyalists. Perhaps
the most vital information extracted from the
Traitor was that Angron was aware that Corax
lived yet, and was intent upon scouring the
entire Illium Rifts in order to bring him to
battle. A massive assault was being prepared,
one that the Word Bearers commander Elexis
had attempted to pre-empt for his own glory,
and failed.

Forewarned of the imminent artack, the
Raven Guard made immediate preparations
to relocate once more. There were many
amongst the ranks of the Raven Guard

who objected to what they regarded as

retreat. These fatalists spoke out in favour
of defending the subterranean refuge, or
making a bold last stand if defence was
impossible. The line officers quelled such
opinions the instant they were voiced, but
it was inevitable that the Legion’s upper
echelon officers and the Primarch himself
should hear of them. When this happened,
the reaction was curt and uncompromising.
The Raven Guard would live and die at the
word of the Primarch alone. If the end was to
come, it would be at a time and place of his
choosing, and none other.

The evacuation of the sanctuary could not
have been timed more fortuitously, for

even as the Raven Guard’s rearguard units
cast a final glance westwards over their
shoulders, they spied its demise. A cohort of
blind-hunters was closing in on the hidden
main entrance, the baleful dirge of their
harrowing-horns blasting out across the
wastes, In the wake of the fell war machines
came a great mass of Legiones Astartes, the
white and blue livery of the World Eaters
easily visible against the grey sky and black
ground. At the last, Corax himself joined the
rearguard and watched silently as the land
was swallowed in a mass of explosions, the
savage sons of Angron setting the region
aflame in their anger at having discovered
their prey had escaped them yet again.

THE FINAL Days

In the aftermath of the evacuation of the
sanctuary, the Raven Guard Legion’s fight
for survival and vengeance entered still
another phase. Where before the Legion had
been able to exert some control over their
fate, albeit one that could not be maintained
forever, now they were the victims of
circumstance once more. The Raven Guard
numbered even fewer warriors than they
had in the immediate aftermath of the
Dropsite Massacre, eighty days and more

of continuous battle and hardship having
claimed hundreds more. Many of the most
severely wounded Legionaries evacuated
from the sanctuary had taken their own
lives so that their brethren might not be
burdened by them, despite the efforts and
protestations of their kin. With this a deep
melancholy settled upon the Raven Guard,
who had never been an ebullient kindred
even at the height of victory. Individual
Legionaries became sullen and withdrawn as
a grim acceptance of the inevitable took hold.
Though the Raven Guard Legion fought on
against any and all Traitors it encountered,
many fought because the only alternative was
to die, not because they cleaved to any hope
of eventual victory.
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The fighting was continuous. The only
difference was that now the Legion had no
refuge other than the twisting ravines of the
Hlium Rifts, and it soon became apparent
that there was scant chance of locating
another refuge, for the World Eaters and the
Mechanicum’s blind-hunters were relentless
in their efforts to bring the Raven Guard

to battle. Though they remained one step
ahead, the Raven Guard were rarely afforded
the time needed to properly reconnoitre

the path ahead or to formulate a strategy to
counter the Traitors' incessant attacks. Try as
they might, the Raven Guard could not wrest
the initiative from the Traitors, a situation
entirely anathema to them. Step by step,

the Raven Guard were being pressed ever
eastwards. Inevitably, they would eventually
be driven into the trackless, inhospitable
Gular Salt Plains, an uncharted land even
the superhuman physiology of the Legiones
Astartes could not withstand over-long.

The Beginning of the End

As these battles raged, the western

skies flickered stark white as the Traitor
Mechanicum incinerated the regions

they had cleared of salvageable materiel.
Explosion after explosion consumed the
horizon and boiled away the clouds as the
skies themselves burned. Grim faced, the
Raven Guard could only fight on as the
destruction spread ever outwards from the
Urgall Depression, breaking like a wave over
the Urgall Hills and spewing kilometre after
kilometre across the wastes and into the
Illium Rifts beyond.

For long days and nights, the Raven Guard
fought on in this manner, selling their lives
dearly as the wastes echoed with the sound
of Angron bellowing for his brother to face
him. The salt plains grew ever closer to

the east as the raging fires consuming the
western skies crept ever onwards. Though
the Raven Guard fought with every ounce
of determination and skill bred into them
by the Emperor’s gene-wrights, they were
by now outnumbered at least ten to one
and had no hope of reinforcement or
resupply. With the inexorable march of the
Mechanicum's land-razing firestorms, all
hope of finding any other survivors or of
locating any fresh source of ammunition was
fled and now they were being channelled
into an ever narrower field of flight by

the massed firepower of the Whirlwind
and Scorpios tanks the World Eaters had
deployed to the flanks of their advance,
bracketing all avenues of escape with
withering fusillades of missile fire. Yet still,
the Raven Lord did not order his Legion to

turn and face its pursuers and make the last
stand all knew must surely come, and soon.
The Raven Lord kept his own silent council,

and none dared raise a word of objection.

Sunrise, such as it was upon the tainted,
fog-shrouded surface of Isstvan V, on the
ninety-eighth day after the Dropsite Massacre
saw the last three thousand Legionaries of
the Raven Guard mount the crest of the final
rise and look down upon the endless expanse
of the Gular Salt Plains. The air was thick
with toxins rolling in from the crusted plains
and the black contrails of whirlwind fire, the
eerie howl of the tortured winds almost loud
enough to drown out the bass roar of the tens
of thousands of World Eaters charging across
the broken land.

Now, at last, the Raven Lord ordered his sons
to halt. Backs to the Gular Salt Plains, the
Raven Guard would make their final stand.
They had survived for ninety-eight days. They
had fought with honour and determination,
for no other course of action was possible.
The Raven Guard had proven themselves
loyal to the end, choosing survival over
betraying their oaths, a choice which, we can

The Deliverance

be sure, never once occurred to the Primarch
or a single one of his sons. The Raven Guard
had been forged in the searing crucible of the
Lycaean Uprising, where resistance, however
futile, was the only option, even in the face of
utterly crushing, hopeless oppression.

As Angron’s savage challenge rose above the
roar of his Legionaries and the first of the
Traitors’ bolt shells struck amongst the Raven
Guard’s ranks, Corax issued what all assumed
would be his final orders to the last of his
proud Legion. Here the Raven Guard would
stand; here the Raven Guard would die.

But now fresh thunder split the skies above
the last battlefield of Isstvan V, and with it
came black-winged charnel birds which

fell in a fire-spitting flock from the tumult
above, their wrath unleashed not upon the
few who remained to the Raven Guard but
instead upon the World Eaters whose reckless
headlong charge to finally grapple with their
foe left them exposed before these birds of
prey. In a storm of shot and shell was Angron
denied his bloody prize. In fire had the Raven
Guard been almost exterminated, and now

in fire were the Raven Guard delivered from
Isstvan V, the world the Warmaster had
sought to make their tomb.

There are some who name the deliverance of the Raven Guard a miracle. What else could it
be called? How is it that Marcus Valerius, the Praefector of the Therion Cohort, an Imperial
Army unit bonded to the Raven Guard, could have known of the Legion’s predicament?
How could a dream have summoned the Therion Cohort and the last of the Raven Guard
from their home world of Deliverance to Isstvan V from across the vast reaches of space,
only for them to arrive in orbit at the very moment the World Eaters were launching the
final charge? When the Stormbirds and Thunderhawks descended from the blasted skies
and delivered the Primarch and his last surviving sons to safety, some called it serendipity.
Later on, others called it providence, even destiny. Now, there are many that call ita
miracle, naming it but the first of many events that, in the coming war, would challenge
our view of the universe forever.

Whatever the truth, the Raven Guard survived Isstvan V where so many others did

not. Even reduced to a tenth of their strength, the Raven Guard fought on in the face of
impossible odds with little or no hope of survival, their continued existence only possible
because of the relentless leadership of their Primarch. Against the will of his masters,
Praefector Valerius risked all to make for the Isstvan system, acting on the certain belief
that the Loyalists' mission had failed and that the Raven Lord was in dire need of rescue.
In order to launch his rescue attempt, Valerius had first to convince the commander of the
Raven Guard left on Deliverance of its necessity, a challenge which very nearly cost the
Praefector his life. Yet he prevailed, and the thousand Legionaries tasked with guarding
Deliverance, as well as the Therion Cohort, made the impossibly arduous voyage across
half the galaxy and more. The rescue force arrived at 1sstvan at the very moment the
World Eaters were sweeping down on the last of the Raven Guard survivors, its drop ships
snatching them away from the very teeth of death.

That a voyage of over fifty thousand light years should result in such a timely rescue is
beyond comprehension for many. There are some who claim that it could only have come
about through the intervention of the Emperor himself.
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PART VI: THE BATT,

“We began in ignorance, fighting a war that

we did not understand against weapons we

had never dream! existed. We were unready, we
were vulnerable; we were weak. Bul in those
first moments our enemies gave us strength. The
strength to live, to rise from the bloody fields, to
march on but not ta fall: all this is ours now, and
was not before.”

Sigismund — Words spoken to the
Templars at the Fivst Gate fo Terra
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Being an account of the becalming of the
Imperial Fists Retribution fleet in the
Phall system, the perfidious attack by the
war fleet of the Iron Warriors and the
subsequent fleet engagement which took
place there

The Bartle of Phall is but one battle in an

age of massacres and betrayals. The flame

of its remembrance flutters weakly beside
the flames of so many other greater acts of
treachery which signposted the death of
unity. What is Phall to the scale of losses at
Calth or the titanic conflict at Isstvan? All of
these and many others were plans hatched by
Horus to corrupt, cripple and destroy those
who might oppose him in a war he intended
to burn bright and secure him swift victory
before the full might of his foe could be
roused to wakeful wrath against him. Many
of these plots and ambuscades succeeded,
others failed, but all were intended to strike
home before the Imperium realised it was in
a fight for its very survival.
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'E OF PHALL

In this wider context, Phall was just one more
bloody pear] strung around the Imperium’s
neck at the moment of its betrayal. With
hindsight, however, can the true significance
of Phall be seen. There are many reasons
why this is so. Pragmatically it would have

a crucial effect on warriors and warships,
bleeding two mighty battle fleets of the
Legiones Astartes of much of their strength
at a time when either force left intact might
have tipped the balance in favour of either
side, and its attrition can be said to have
perhaps been one coin that bought the
ultimate outcome of a war that would last for
years, rather than for months. It was also a
moment of supreme heroism, a stark shadow
thrown by the light of loyalty into the
shadow of deception. It was a disaster, a lost
opportunity killed by that greatest and most
timeless murderer: chance. Perhaps then it
is for that cruellest of reasons that Phall is
remembered as a byword for sacrifice and a
scar on the soul of the Imperium still.
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Rogal Dorn was the first Primarch to learn
of the treachery of his brother. Travelling
back to Terra with the bulk of his forces, his
fleet was caught by an upwelling of warp
storms. Fleeing from the atrocity enacted
upon Isstvan 111, the Eisenstein was caught
in the same storms, and somehow the paths
of the Praetorian of Terra and the fleeing
Lovyalists crossed. None of those present
ever spoke of the moment that Dorn learned
of Horus' betrayal. Of his anger we can

only guess, but his response was clear. He
divided his fleet, part to remain with him

to defend Terra, part to strike vengefully

at Horus. Almost a third of the Legion's
strength in warriors and warships were sent
under the command of Fleet Master Yonnad
to this end, reinforced with auxiliaries and
additional hunter-killer squadrons from

the Sol system'’s Astra Militaris and the
Saturnyne fleet reserve. Over five hundred
ships dove back into the storms under this
order of battle, and set course for the Isstvan
system. It was a Retribution fleet, designed
to be a manifestation of justice bearing a
brother’s rage.

The Retribution fleet would never arrive

at Isstvan. Soon after its departure, it was
engulfed by the tortured Empyrean, which
seemed to the astropathic auguries of Terra
to convulse around the fleet and swallow it
whole. Its fate was a tortured one, shorn and
driven. It was torn apart by the warp storms,
and its broken wreckage and surviving ships
given little option for survival save to fleeing
to a single calm shore, as if they were some
crew of unfortunate souls swept along by a
deadly cataract after a shipwreck in the tales
of the ancient age of sail. That sole refuge
proved to be the Phall system. Of the ships
and warriors sent by Dorn, barely two-thirds
survived the passage through the warp
storms, with the larger Legiones Astartes
vessels perhaps unsurprisingly fairing the
better, but of these many were still damaged
and suffered casualties. Those warships that
did survive found themselves cut off from
the Empyrean, becalmed in an island of cold
silence. With the Warp surrounding them,
ringed by the churning fury of the unabated
storms, they could not make passage out of
the Phall system without certain calamity,
and their surviving Astropaths could neither
receive nor send messages through the
storm’s barrier, which did no more than
reflect their own messages back at them,
twisted as if in mockery. Worse still was the
fact that Yonnad, one of Dorn’s most trusted
commanders —a strategist and leader whose
record was almost without peer among his
Legion— had died in the storms.

The Mantle of Command

The Imperial Fists are a Legion bound

by discipline and unbending respect for
oaths of honour. Yonnad was dead but in
life he had anointed his lieutenant and
pupil with responsibility for his command
should he fall in battle. Alexis Polux was a
captain of his Legion of relatively recent
ascension to command rank; born of

Inwit and marked for his great stature and
stone-like demeanour, but one whose fame
was not such that many beyond the ranks
of Dorn’s sons had come to know of him.
Cold, calculating and direct, his decades of
war had marked him to some as a worthy
warrior, but within the ranks of the fleet,
there were Imperial Fists whose fame

and experience yet exceeded Polux's own,
captains such as Tyr, Pertinax and Scallus
with tallies of victory to their name that

far exceeded those of the younger Polux.
But Fleet Master Yonnad had seen more

in the man he had chosen, and is said to
have expressed to Rogal Dorn himself

that Polux had the spark of genius in his
understanding of warfare, a spark which
had yet to kindle fully to the flame of its
potential. We cannot now know what might
have become of Polux had the command of
the Retribution fleet not fallen to him, but
as the proverb of the ancients was to have it
“Commeth the Hour; Commeth the Man”. This
was to prove true in the case of Alexis Polux,
and we can see now that Polux’s command
altered the future of his entire Legion.

Accepting mastery of the Retribution
fleet, Polux’s first act was to put it into a
state of preparedness for attack. Reserves
and supplies intended to sustain a long
campaign were immediately expended
to bring the surviving warships into a
state of full repair and battle readiness

a colossal feat of

without equivocation
organisation in which Polux himself was

to take the principal hand in organising.
His warships he arranged into a constantly
shifting sphere at the system’s edge; the
fleet became a fortress in the void, vigilant
and constantly ready to respond to attack,
and also positioned ready to cross into

the Warp if a passage through the storms
should clear. For days extending into
months the Imperial Fists maintained their
readiness, charting every gravitational

tide and celestial synchronicity of the
planetary system, making it a potential
battlefield known to them in every detail.
The Imperial Fists drilled tirelessly in every
aspect of readiness from personal combat

to coordination of fire between every part
of the fleet, practicing manoeuvre and

stratagems against every eventuality with a
thoroughness that might have shamed even
a commander of the XIII*" Legion. Though
repeated attempts were made to break
through the storms, they all failed.

Polux’s decision to put his command into
such an active defensive condition, over say,
conservation of strength on one hand or
attempting to brave the storms regardless as
soon as he was able on another —given the
dire orders which they had been given and
were sworn to obey— might seem strangely
prescient, but such an assessment misses

a number of factors both concerning the
Retribution fleet’s situation and the nature
of the Imperial Fists themselves. When
faced with uncertainty, defence is the VII™
Legion’s natural response nor is inaction
part of their nature. Rogal Dorn is quoted
repeatedly as saying that “If one waits for an
enemy to declare their intent to attack then a

gift is made to them of victory before battle has
begun”. Polux’s caution was also not without
cause. The Phall system, though obscure,
was noted in the records of the Great
Crusade as being home to two inhabited
planets. Phall I and 11 were both agri-worlds,
one covered in oceans, the other with fungal
forests. Their populations, although not
great in number by the standards of many
worlds, were nevertheless well-established,
peaceful and recorded to be in steady
communication with the wider Imperium,
to whom they supplied regular provender.

When the Retribution fleet arrived at Phall,
both worlds were found to be bare of human
life, with no cause of this sudden calamity
evident, nor even remains of the dead to

be found. This, of course, was immediately
cause for alarm and deep suspicion, and
served only to further provoke caution

on the part of the Imperial Fists on their
unexpected arrival. In retrospect, it can

be clearly seen as yet more evidence that
suggests now that Phall was no random
place of battle, but a place prepared or
perhaps predestined by the dark powers
beyond as both a trap and a place of ambush;
akilling ground intended to doom a Legion.
That such a thing —the manipulation of
the Warp to so drive a fleet from its course,
to shipwreck and bedevil it, and bring it
exhausted to a single mote of cosmic space
and there deposit it— was previously
utterly inconceivable as reality, does not
make it any less so. It was also likely true
that the activity of mounting continuous
defensive manoeuvre and relentless drill
served a secondary purpose; it channelled
the inherent restless aggression and
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intemperate bile that had been raised in
the hearts of the Imperial Fists since the
unbelievable facts of Horus' betrayal had
come to light. To the Imperial Fists, honour
was above all else, and the Traitors by their
very existence were now a slight to that
honour that could only be expunged by
blood. The chance for the Legion to do so
would come from an unexpected quarter,
and far more shockingly and suddenly than
any realised.

Death Scream

Polux’s caution was eventually vindicated
when the Retribution fleet came under
unexpected and deadly psychic assault.
Visions of pain and ethereal screams ripped
through the warships with tortuous effect.
At the time it seemed to the Imperial Fists
as though this event was an attack in itself,
but later discoveries and the perspective

of history tells us that this was not the
case, but the Empyreal scream served a
different purpose. Scattered through the
Phall system in places of concealment were
hundreds of machines, each containing a
comatose Astropath. Mutilated and bonded
to psy-amplifying devices of unknown
origin, each psyker was woken to full
horrific wakefulness when the machine

was triggered. The Astropaths’ overloaded
minds swept the void, scouring it for
information before they perished and their
death screams cut through the warp storms,
as both beacon and message. Who had
prepared the strange booby-trap and who
received the messages sent by the murdered
psykers was not known to the Imperial
Fists, but one thing was put beyond doubt
as the devices were analysed; someone was
coming for them.

In truth it now seems likely that Phall was

a trap long prepared. The scouring of the
system of life, the seeding of the machine-
bound psykers, even the clearing of the
warp storms to allow the Retribution fleet
into the system, all point to their marooning
having been at the least planned for. So

it was, to quote the writings of the Navis-
Archonite Lyssian Haldaine, whose treatise
on the Empyreal disturbances of the Horus
Heresy era and their occult relationship to
the Traitors’ cause has since become judged
as the greatest authority on these matters:
“...the Imperial Fists waited, and prepared for a
battle they did not know would come, while all
around them the Warp laughed, and the playing
pieces of catastrophe were moved into place to seal
their ending.”
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THE TREACHERY OF [RON

The Lron Warriors' attack began with
overwhelming force. A vanguard of a
hundred ships broke from the Warp

and made flank speed for the closest
concentration of Loyalist vessels, firing

on the Imperial Fists as soon as they came
within range. The Hammer of Terra, a veteran
of the earliest days of the Great Crusade, is
remembered as the first great ship to fall,
and with it the Imperial Fists took their
first casualties of the war. Dozens of other,
lesser ships died or were crippled in those
first moments, leaving the Imperial Fists

in no doubt to whose allegiance the Iron
Warriors now lay. Swiftly, more and more
Iron Warriors ships came from the Warp,
their engines blazing, the perilously closely
formed and high powered re-entry of so
large an armada tearing real-space into tatters
around them.

That it was the Iron Warriors who came to
break the Retribution fleet now seems an
obvious fact; the bad blood between the two
Legions was well known and treachery had
given that bitterness a killing edge. At the
time though, the Tron Warriors’ appearance
in wrath before them was a shock that
reverberated through the Retribution fleet




as powerfully as massed cannon fire. Cut off
from all communication, the Imperial Fists
knew nothing of the massacre on Isstvan

V, nor the treachery of four of the Legions
sent to confront Horus. To the Imperial Fists
of the Retribution fleet, all beyond Phall

was an abyss of the unknown. This crucial
point, perhaps more than any other, would
have greater significance for the battle’s
conclusion than any other factor.

Before the attack, the Retribution fleet had
formed the overall disposition of a great,
shifting sphere. Constantly in movement,
each ship and squadron sailed in a complex
pattern relative to one another. The intention
was to offer an attacker no fixed strength

to attack, while allowing the Imperial Fists
to reshape their response to any attacker
entering the system. The Iron Warriors, for
their part, behaved as they so often did; they
applied overwhelming and unrelenting
force to a single point. The Iron Warriors
fleet came from the Warp in a wedge, its tip
formed of the greatest ships of their fleet.
Hundreds of escorts, gunboats and heavy-
bellied assault carriers followed after. At the
heart of their fleet the Primarch Perturabo
himself directed the battle from the Iron
Blood, last daughter of Olympia and his flag
ship; a fifteen kilometre-long killing machine
which alone had proved the death of worlds
many times in campaigns passed. As allegory
“As a fist punching an orvery of smoke”, is how
the Iron Warriors' attack at Phall has often
been described and it is apt enough, the blow
striking but passing through, rather than
shattering, for the main.

Despite the Imperial Fists preparations,

the battle may have been lost in those first
moments. Had the response to the sudden
and overwhelming attack been panic and
confusion, mere slaughter would have been
the result. Indeed, even a skilled application
of formally accepted defensive naval tactics
would have likely resulted in disaster as well
against such an unstoppable and perfectly
ordered aggressive force, albeit with a higher
butcher's bill for the attacker to pay. But
neither of these outcomes was to be the case.
Even as the void was lit with the fires of
exploding warships and the silent screams

of the dying, the Imperial Fists began to
respond with stone-hearted discipline,
exacting co-ordination and forward planning
that their attackers could not have guessed at.
In places they fled before the assault, while
in others they held fast under the onslaught,
inviting the fire of the Iron Warriors to strip
the void shields from their hulls. Many of
their ships seemed to fly from the battle

“Fale, 1l has often been observed, 15 a strange thing

om ages before the coming of the Emperar, old

tales and myths lell of sprncers, of the thread of lives woven together by eveatures who cackle in then

blindness. Such Tales are the smoke of our spectes” collective imagination, the expression of a need to see

a purpose in blind chance where there is none, or perhaps put a human face lo a power nightmarishly

alien and uncarmg. Stll, when one looks back and sees the string of continuances and where they would

lead, the tales of fate and ils spinneys seent o smile knowingly

wn history. So il is when one considers

the chances and twasts in Lhe skein of time that led to the Battle of Phall and its final outcome.”

sphere in disorder before the battering iron
monster that struck at them, but this was

an illusion, although scores of Imperial

Fists vessels died under the guns of their
implacable enemy to enact Polux’s strategy.
Drawn on the Iron Warriors pressed their
attack, but even as the full might of the Iron
Warriors bore down, the Imperial Fists began
to strike back at the edge of their formations.
The fleeing ships and formations, once
beyond their enemy’s firing solutions, turned
back in curving arcs, looping back in high-
thrust manoeuvres that were only survivable
through the excellence of their master’s skill
and the experience hard-won through toiled
practice. Like golden and yellow-hulled darts
they struck the Iron Beast’s flanks, attacking
the weak edges of the Iron Warriors fleet,
selecting the slow and the damaged to die,
striking with blazing lance barrages or
spreads of torpedoes as they raced past.

The Iron Warriors responded by pressing
on mercilessly.

Losses on both sides of the void battle

began to spiral. Macro cannon volleyed and
thundered across the cold emptiness now
filled with screaming fire and a kaleidoscope
of hurtling wreckage. Brilliant lance-light
stitched between leviathans of war, scrawling
molten-red wounds in decametre-thick
armoured hulls. Torpedo bays were shot
empty, reloaded and fired again in frenzied
pace until magazines meant to last hours

of battle were spent in mere minutes. As
ships closed to terminal range, hundreds of
boarding actions spilled through the guts of
grappling war vessels. In some cases, whole
clusters of ships became locked together by
boarding gantries, mauler claws and void
bridges, with battle flowing back and forth
across these spinning agglomerations in a
wild tide, often to their mutual destruction.
Bloated carrier barges flooded the fire-
touched void with swarms of bombers,
fighters and attack craft, but cast it to such an
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Ralal Su'Tekh
Fivst Master of the Carnovora Chapter
The Voiee of the Dead, Vol 11

apocalyptic storm of battle, such motes

had little expectancy of life. As the great
ships clashed, every weapon of void warfare
was wielded without restraint. Proscribed
devices which had rarely been deployed
since the dawn of the Great Crusade were
drawn on in wrath: volkite implosion-
spheres, vortex warheads, nega-phospex
webs and lightning-phage stained the void
with their hellish light and nightmare fury.
Ships died by the second. Millions of crew
perished in flame, were torn into shreds of
unrecognisable flesh or were smothered

in the cold embrace of the void. It was the
power of the Imperium —the power of the
Great Crusade which had crushed a galaxy
under its heel— turned on itself.

The Arithmetic of Victory

The void burned and the dead multiplied in
number. But while the Imperial Fists’ losses
mounted, the dead of the Iron Warriors’

tally grew higher. All the while the Imperial
Fists shifted their attack pressing, yielding,
standing to the last, and attacking in an ever
changing whirlwind of controlled wrath.
The Iron Warriors fleet inexorably began

to fracture, the once constrained mass
splintering into sub-fleets as damaged capital
ships were forced to slow or break formation
to attack a fleeing foe, dragging their escorts
with them. This was compounded as ships
simply ran out of control, drive systems
bleeding fire or detonating in colossal
explosions, scattering and blasting anything
nearby. Slowly, inch by bloody inch, the tide
was turning and the Iron Warriors had begun
to spiral towards defeat.

With a Primarch at the head of the Iron
Warriors, their failure may have seemed
impossible, but if the Great Betrayal has
taught us anything, it is that not even a
Primarch is without flaw. Perhaps Perturabo
did not anticipate the Imperial Fists'
readiness, perhaps he was blinded by his
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hate and need for vengeance, perhaps he
could see a path to victory and did not care
that it led through the heaped dead of his
own forces, or perhaps with forces as well-
matched as the Legiones Astartes were
against themselves, the merest outside
factor could wildly and unexpectedly turn

a victory. Also, the skill of Polux is not to be
underestimated, for just as there are human
minds which could rival and perhaps exceed
those of Space Marines, so there were a few
of the Legiones Astartes whose abilities
could touch, or perhaps even exceed those
of their fathers. Whatever the cause —or
causes— at work, the Imperial Fists seem

to have felt the tide of battle shift enough to
attempt to strike a blow against the Traitors
that would have seemed impossible before;
they would kill Perturabo himself.

Through all, Alexis Polux had managed with
near preternatural ability to comprehend
the hurricane of battle-data that resulted
from this titanic and utterly intricate and
blindingly fast conflict. Though the outcome
of the battle was still by no means certain,

he had seen a potential vulnerability; a

gap in the defences that protected the Iron
Blood itself had opened up. With decisive
boldness, he reformed a sub-fleet under

the command of Captain Armandus Tyr,
with the sole task to strike directly at the
Lron Warrior's flagship. Its purpose was not
to break the Iron Blood with fire, for such a
thing was not possible, but to deliver a strike
force of Imperial Fists onto Perturabo’s
flagship at any cost. The first wave of the
attack was to establish beachheads in the
Iron Blood’s structure, and then seek out the
Iron Warriors Primarch. Subsequent waves
would reinforce the onslaught, press the
attack and deny the Iron Warriors the ability
to rally and prevent the thrust to slay the
Primarch. It was a bold move, one that all
involved knew would have the highest price,
but they did not question the rightness of
paying that cost; they had been sent by Rogal
Dorn to bring retribution to the Traitors, and
they would see that duty done no matter the
expense. It was a valiant and audacious plan,
and if it had worked who can say what fates
would have spun from that moment. But
even as the first wave of the attack struck the
Iron Blood, fate cut that thread and made a
different future.

The Will of Rogal Dorn

Rogal Dorn, Primarch of the Imperial Fists
and, as Praetorian of Terra, responsible for
the ultimate defence of the Imperium’s heart,
had been trying to contact the Retribution
fleet ever since the black news of the Isstvan
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Fire and Iron: The Fleets at Phall
While it is clearly the case that both fleets engaged at Phall were nominally ‘equal’ in

nature, both being comprised of recognised Legiones Astartes and Armada Imperialis
vessels, with the war fleet of the Tron Warriors having an initial numeric advantage
(perhaps as high as two to one by some estimates), this does not tell the whole story.
Each and every fleet of the Great Crusade had its own idiosyncrasies of manufacture and
configuration, and never more so than in the case of the fleets of the Legiones Astartes.

By the end of the Great Crusade, the temperament, access to resources and common use

of each Space Marine Legion had worked significant divergence on the warships at their
command. In case of point the two Legions in combat at Phall were notable in the following
ways: firstly, the Iron Warriors by temperament valued durability in their warships, and
configured them accordingly. This was, of course, the abiding factor needed by a warship
during a planetary assault where manoeuvre as a means of defence against ground fire is all
but impracticable if an assault is to be maintained. Accordingly, many of their war vessels,
particularly their battle barges, were far more heavily armoured than their counterpart
classes of other Legions, but also often possessed less sustained ability for acceleration and

rapid manoeuvre due to their increased mass and the frame-stresses involved. This was
perhaps a factor that the fortunes of war was to turn against them to their disadvantage at
Phall, given Polux's unorthodox tactics. Although conversely at the later Battle of Anvillus
Sollex against the Traitor fleet, this same factor was to prove the tipping point in their favour
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and contribute to the annihilation of the Loyalist forces there.

In the case of the fleet of the Imperial Fists, it had rightly been known before the Horus
Heresy as both the strongest and also the most diverse in terms of class and pattern of all
the Legiones Astartes fleets. It also had the advantage of being maintained and reinforced
at the heart of the Imperium, and therefore was masterfully provided for and featured
many of the most powerful patterns of weaponty and equipment available, including a
stockpile of deadly vortex-warhead torpedoes directly assigned from the protected reserves
on Terra and issued at the authority of the Sigillite. The disposition and complement of the
Retribution fleet at Phall, selected specifically to operate at long range and at speed, with
the strong strategic possibility of having to carry out hunter-killer operations to run down
a fleeing enemy, was composed of many of the Imperial Fists’ finest and fastest warships.
This war, particularly in the case of the mid-tiers of warship, featured a proportionally
higher number of fast cruiser and battle cruiser patterns compared to the Iron Warriors
fleet; many of which were purpose built for void combat superiority and armed
predominately with long range ship-to-ship lance batteries in preference of standard
multi-purpose armaments. [t is important to note, however, in consideration of these
factors, that in no way were they alone or in combination enough to decide the outcome of
the battle, but no doubt had an effect as the conflict unfolded.

V Dropsite Massacre had reached him. With
new traitors emerging, and many Legions
either crippled or out of communication, all
certainties had been lost. With Mars already
wracked by rebellion and war flaring at the
edges of the Sol system, he knew that the seat
of Imperial power could be threatened at any
time. In response, Dorn desired above all else
to draw all his forces back to Terra to secure
it against a dark future. Choirs of Astropaths
had been shouting messages into the dream-
saturated substance of the Warp, but none
had reached the Retribution fleet, nor had
any word come from them of its own accord.
Such is the nature of astrotelepathy, that one
cannot predict ultimately how or when a
message will reach its recipient or if it will be
received at all. The Warp is a realm of whim,

of dreams and impossibility, and it works to
laws that are not laws at all to mortal minds.
The warp storms had indeed swallowed
Dorn’s orders for his sons to return to Terra,
but those messages had not been lost.

Even as the battle in the Phall system
reached its calamitous heights, through some
strange fate or unseen design the astropathic
messages from Terra broke through the

veil of the storm. Such was the ferocity of
their sending that it burned the minds of
the Astropaths who heard them, forcing out
the words of command through bloodied
and broken mouths. The Imperial Fists now
knew the will of their father and it could

not be denied; they were ordered to return
to Terra immediately. Now it was that the




ignorance of war cut deepest. Other than the
order of their Primarch, the Imperial Fists
knew only that Horus had turned against
the Emperor, and that the Iron Warriors
were part of that betrayal. Beyond those
facts anything was possible, Terra might be
on the brink of falling, every other Legion
might have already been destroyed or turned
against the Emperor. Faced with such
uncertainty the Imperial Fists reacted as
their nature dictated —their own adamant
discipline and inviolate obedience to their
oaths of fealty now condemning them—
they followed their orders without question.

The order was given and the Imperial Fists
fleet began to disengage from the battle. In
the wake of Dorn’s message a chink of calm
had opened in the warp storms, and one

by one the Imperial Fists ships raced for it.
They broke away from the battle in stages,
first the fastest ships and those who the
vicissitudes of battle had let free —however
temporarily— from close quarter action,
then the rest as they were able, if they were
able. They staggered, distracted and diverted
the Iron Warriors warships as best they
could, those Imperial Fists ships too damaged
to flee willingly hurling themselves to their
doom to stave off the enemy so their brothers
could escape, but no matter what, such a
course of action was always going to have a
terrible price.

It did not take long for the Iron Warriors to
realise what was happening and when they
did they fell on the withdrawing Imperial

Fists without mercy, succumbing to a blind
and savage rage. At the last, a rear guard of
Imperial Fists vessels remained unmoving
in the face of the Iron Warriors' onslaught.
Many were the oldest and heaviest of ships,
great aged warriors of the stars who had
carried the forces of the Great Crusade since
its earliest years. Now they stood against

the tide of the enemy, fighting, selling
themselves as dearly as they could before
they too became fire and wreckage. The list
of ships and warriors lost in that final terrible
phase of the Battle of Phall is long and laden
with heroism and sorrow. Barely a third of
the original strength of the Retribution fleet
made it to the Warp intact. The rest went to
join their dead kin in the tally of the fallen.
Of those who did escape, many did return to
Terra. There they found the seat of Mankind
not lost, but gripped by slow-burning war
and uncertainty. What bitterness may have
burned in their hearts at their fate and the
bloody toil their obedience had cost them is
not for this record to divulge. Others were
scattered by the storms to make war on their
own account, far from home, and would not
see the light of Sol until the war had burned
the soil of Terra.

The fate of Tyr and his forlorn hope remains
one that cannot be verified for certain by
this record, but evidence exists that he and
his warriors spent their lives in a glorious,
if ultimately futile, attempt to achieve their
goal and kill Perturabo. Robbed as their
attack was of on-going support by the order
to withdraw, whatever thread of chance it

had held of success was immediately severed.
Yet it is believed that despite this, Armandus
Tyr and the final spearhead of his Legionaries
managed to fight their way into the very
chamber of the Lord of Iron, and there they
met their final doom at the hands of the
Primarch himself. An effort of courage and
arms that in itself ranks as highly as any of
the Great Crusade.

Alexis Polux was himself to survive the Battle
of Phall, having led a desperate boarding
action from his own crippled flagship,

the Tribune to take possession of the Iron
Warriors warship the Contrador in which he
and his surviving command would make
their escape. Phall was not to be his last
command, and his name would live on in
glory and bitter vengeance throughout the
War of the Heresy and the Scouring that was
to follow.

So it is that we remember Phall as a defeat
that cost the Imperial Fists grievously, but
also a defeat that bled the Iron Warriors

of warships and warriors heavily in their
turn. Certainly, the decision to withdraw

on receiving Rogal Dorn’s order turned the
course of the battle, but could it have been
otherwise? The nature of the Imperial Fists
makes it unlikely that they would have
responded differently. This in rurn opens up
an intriguing and terrible possibility: that the
revelation of Dorn’s message arrived not by
chance, but by the will of Horus or his allies,
or the dark forces that ultimately made him

their puppet.




rrmes wderte: Meoddrs don fomim awid bartdres AVauve dodiotas fma nyves s crismanals, (ohrades iie

e wulrd At s Aendelii

g
Zon miiadis @

Litorctar gt

e e

AR b APt L8 T RS deihe rbem adas barbeen) fiad—nvm Aieds de

IMPERIAL Fists FLAGSHIP

THE TRIBUNE
=L =

.&——P—mm-«mnt:m:&;m

i
EE‘:":'_'*:L—"— —roe g



b —— e e - — - : — -

D e e e T L T e e e e T e e e R e T T e g e e

TuE IroN Broop

Fracsuip o LorD PERTURABO, PRIMARCH OF THE IRON WARRIORS

A vessel of immense size, unbreakable calculation and firepower, and that viewports specifications of Lord Perturabo himself. Her
strength and brute firepower, the Iron Blood’s into the void were nothing but a vanity. slab-like armoured flanks are blackened by
craggy flanks are clad in armour tens of the fires erupting from the carcasses of dying
metres thick. She is without view ports, The Iron Blood is known as the oldest foes smashed asunder by brutal ramming

for the war doctrine of Perturabo makes it and mightiest of her class, constructed at attacks, and her spine is a mountain bristling
clear that battle should be conducted by Olympia at the order and to the exacting with weapons turrets of all types.
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Conra CrAss DESTROYER
BATTLE BARGE OF THE JRON WARRIORS
At the Battle of Phall, the ‘Legatus’ class already formidable armour and weapons Despite her extensive modifications, the
battle barge Contrador was commanded by were heavily enhanced over many decades Contrador conformed to a pattern that was
the Iron Warriors war leader Erasmus Golg, of service. What she sacrificed in speed and coming into use throughout the war fleets of
who was also the commander of the Legion’s manoeuvrability she more than gained in the Legiones Astartes at the time of the Battle
11" Company. Typical of the war ships of raw strength, as befitting the bellicose and of Phall and which would become a familiar
the Iron Warriors grand fleet, the Contrador’s stoic nature of the Iron Warriors themselves. class of battle barge in the coming years.

All ships shown at constant scale.
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THE TRIBUNE

IMPERIAL F1sTs FLACSHIP AT THE BATTLE OF PHALL

The Imperial Fists modified ‘Victory' class fleet engagements and countless smaller The Tribune’s long and glorious service
battleship Tribune served as the flagship of clashes throughout more than a century of came to a fiery end when Fleetmaster Polux
Fleetmaster Alexis Polux at the Battle of Phall.  war. Her pitted armoured flanks proudly was forced into the desperate measure of
She was destroyed in action against the Iron bear scars earned in battle against every sacrificing her to escape the Iron Warriors'
Warriors battle barge the Contrador at the very conceivable foe, from the tyrants of Old attack at Phall with as many of his Imperial
climax of that devastating fleet confrontation. Night and remnant human empires denying Fists and crew as possible. Drawing the

Compliance, to the phantasmal void craft of mighty Contrador into a boarding action
The Tribune was a product of the ship yards the Eldar and the unnamed xenos horror- that saw the Tribune overwhelmed by the
of Inwit, the home world of the Legiones ships that lurk in the cold depths of space. vengeful sons of Perturabo, Polux led his

Astartes Imperial Fists. As such, she was

one vessel in a renowned class, the names

of her sister ships appearing in countless
rolls of honour throughout the mid and later

Great Crusade era. The Tribune is listed as

L T T —

participating in over three hundred major
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own sally, hundreds of his warriors crossing
over to the Contrador to take her intact even
as the Tribune floundered. Even before

the Contrador was taken, the Mechanicum
enginseers left on board the Tribune enacted
the Fleetmaster’s final command, overloading
her plasma reactors and destroying herself,
the bold defenders who remained to draw
the enemy, and hundreds of Iron Warriors.

Though a terrible loss, the Tribune’s sacrifice
allowed thousands to escape that they might
serve their Primarch and the Emperor
another day, adding crucial numbers to the

defence of Terra.
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1. Navigators’ Tabernacle:
Retracts into armoured core during
Materium voyages.

2. ‘Honourium Galaxia: Armoured stern,

inset with stained armourglas panels
depicting stellar cartography of galactic
regions conquered by the Tribune and her
sister ships.

3. Broadside Weapons Batteries:

Massed weapons stations mount a

wide range of ordnance, including
macro cannon, fusion beamers and
plasma launchers. Some of the Tribune's
weapons are far less classifiable,
predating the rise of the Imperium and
are as yet unknown to the Machine Lore
Questors of the Mechanicum.

4. Plasma Drives: Laid down at Inwit.
Modified 788.M30 by Mechanicum
plasma-wrights at Ryza.

5. Legion Icon of the Imperial Fists:
Cut from a single piece of onyx rendered
in tribute to the Imperium by the
recently Compliant Ring of Nimboth.

6. Atheric Augur Vanes: Mind impulse-
linked to Navigator Primaris.

7. Armoured Prow: Bears golden Aquila.

8. Prow Torpedo Tubes: Fire standard,
short-burn and seeking ordnance.
Cyclonic, vortex and virus ordnance
held in limited stocks in primary stasis
magazine.

9. Mundus Infernus'’:

Planetary Assault Petard.
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THE IMPERIAL

Numeration: The VII" Legion
Primogenitor: Rogal Dorn
Cognomen (prior): None
Observed Strategic Tendencies:

Ship-borne Assaults and Boarding Actions,
Defensive and Fortification Operations

“Do not look to us for kindness. Do not look to
us for hope, We are not the kind children of this
new age. We are the rocks of ifs foundation, 1f
you wish hape then look to what we make. 1f
you wish kindness then look to those who will
come affer us."

Rogal Dorn, addvess to
the Three Hundred Magistrates of Terra

ISTS

Loyalty in a time of betrayal is not easy to
measure. One cannot look at the face of an
ally and know if he is a friend or an enemy.
Even after Horus' treachery screamed from
the death plains of Isstvan 111 and Isstvan
V, the truth of who was a traitor and who
remained loyal was far from clear. Faces of
old friends might be masks of treachery and
the truths of the past might be cloaks for
assassins. If Horus could fall then so could

any other. In this age of betrayal, one Legion
stood as a pillar of loyalty amongst the seas of
doubt. The Imperial Fists and their Primarch
Rogal Dorn, ever true, never swerving from
the toll demanded by a war of brothers, bore
the weight of loyalty without breaking, but
not without cost. Sacrifice without limit
changes those who survive. Only now, with
so much lost and so much more remade, can
we see that the Imperial Fists who played
their part in the Imperium’s foundations,
died with the Great Crusade.

In Extremis, Stronghold Assaults, the
Congquest and Forced Compliance of
Void-faring Civilisations

Noteworthy Domains: Inwit, Terra and
the Solar Domains

Allegiance: Fedelitas Totalis
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1f the Emperor was the father of the Legiones
Astartes, then Terra was their mother. Just

as the Emperor shaped his warriors with

his will and intellect, so too did Terra leave
her mark on the warriors raised from her
soil. These marks, or scars it might be more
accurate to say, often shaped a Legion's
culture, values and methods of war in ways as
subtle and deep as the mysteries woven into
their flesh. To understand how many of the
Legions became as they were, we must first

understand Terra.

Soaked in blood, ignorance and atrocity,
Ancient Terra in the time before the rise of
the Emperor was devoid of hope and existed
in a state of darkness. The only order was that
of tyrants: fleeting and tainted by madness
and petty ambition. The Emperor changed
that—first with his hosts forged from the
techno-barbarian tribes, then with his army
of gene-forged Thunder Warriors, then with
the creation of the Legiones Astartes. With
blood and fire he tamed Terra, bringing order
and enlightenment where before there had
been none. 1t was this transformation that
the VII" Legion was made to protect.

The first battalions of the V11" Legion were
raised from across Terra. While many other
Legions drew their recruits from a particular
source, the flesh of the VII'" Legion came
from Terra as a whole. Even in domains
where other Legions had ‘Rights of Tithe, the
VII™ took some of the youth as initiates.
Often these would be those who exhibited
the greatest capacity for endurance, both

in mind and body. Many were of a taciturn
nature, slow to talk but quick to act. Why so
many of such a wide pool of recruits should
be similar is unclear. Certainly, the processes
used to activate the VII'" Legion’s gene-seed
seem to have inflicted intense pain, and so
perhaps it was a purposeful selection of stock
suited to surviving such a process. It is also
possible that a pattern of recruitment once
formed, perpetuated until it was tradition. No
matter the reason, the grim nature of those
recruited into the VII" Legion was well

suited to their use.

In war the VII'" Legion was concerned with
conquest. While all of the Emperor’s forces
fought and died to expand the Imperium,
many saw only part of the greater vision.
Defeat the enemy, tear down his strongholds,
break his beliefs and still you would have a
land that could turn against the Imperium

in the future, or provide other enemies

with a weakness to strike at. Victory was

not enough, to conquer one had not only to
defeat one’s enemies, but to hold the fruits of

moment of their meeting.

would yield.

| of destruction.

Iron and Stone: Rogal Dorn and Perturabo

Similarity encourages understanding, or at least some would claim so. In the case of Rogal
Dorn and Perturabo, this sentiment not only falls but shatters under the weight of reality.
For rarely could there be said to be two beings on the surface who more resembled each
other, yet were separated by a greater chasm. Both reserved to the point of taciturn, both
unyielding, both sublime artisans of war who prized indomitability and endurance; there
was much that would suggest that they should see the world with one set of eyes, that
perhaps they should be closer than any others. That bitterest loathing could arise between
two such closely matched kin seems incredible, but it was a reality, some say from the first

The exact roots and cause of their enmity cannot be known to any save Rogal Dorn and
Perturabo, but if one looks closely there appears a pattern both of behaviour and incidents
which may offer a clue. Often it seems as though the pair's similarities were the cause of
discord rather than understanding. Both were stubborn and more so when challenged,
both spoke rarely, and brooded much behind their stone and iron masks. So it was that
the silence of one would aggravate the other, the blunt honesty of one roused the other

to anger, and the intractability of both ensured that once a dispute was begun neither

That there were differences between the rwo cannot be denied, and often these differences
may have been the cause of disputes even if they were not the underlying cause. While
both Rogal Dorn and Perturabo often favoured siege craft in war, they often differed in its
execution. While both were pragmatic, Perturabo often displayed a brutal directness to
waging war, applying overwhelming force or sustaining horrific casualties. While Dorn
would never baulk at paying such a price for victory, he rarely accepted large numbers

of casualties except through necessity. Dorn was an undoubted idealist above all else,
Perturabo a pragmatist first and foremost. On such cracked foundations the decades of the
Great Crusade heaped pressures, honours, disparities and mischance, and from the result
history reaped an enmity which would take both Primarchs and their Legions to the brink

that victory. This philosophy underpinned
every action of the VII'. In attack they
would pay any price in their own blood to
secure victory, and once they had victory
they would begin to consolidate what they
had taken.

This pattern can be seen time and again in
the later conquest of Ancient Terra. It was
the VII'" Legion which broke the Cities of
the Crystal Sea, and then raised the Fortress
of the Fifth Circle from their ruins. In the
ice-wrapped pinnacles of Himalazia they lost
three battalions to secure the defeat of the
witchery of the Wind Caller clans, but the
first Imperial bastions began to rise against
the cold sky within days of that victory.
Across Terra the fruits of their fortress-craft
gazed down on those who dwelt in the land
around, a constant sign that the strength
which had conquered them remained, rooted
into the earth.

In the first decade of their existence, the
Imperial Fists raised six hundred citadels
upon the lands of the conquered. It is said
that the dead of the Legion lie still in the

s =8 ;}:'_

foundations of each, their skulls and blood
mingling with the stone and mortar of
their walls. With these bastions pinning
the conquered land to the Imperium, order
would spread amongst the people of these
new domains. The old ways would change,
fall or be replaced by the new, and if they
did not then the looming fortresses would
answer the question of what the response to
rebellion would be.

The VII*™ Legion were more than builders
and castellans. At their root they were the
most direct expression of the Emperor’s
design of uniting humanity; they were
crusaders. Fortresses solidified conquest, and
the VII'" sought conquest with a focused
hunger. While fortresses and ordered
domains sprang up in their wake, the

VII™ Legion would never linger, but were
always moving on, invading uncompliant
domains and pushing the frontiers even as
they reinforced what they had just raken.
Massed shock assaults, using the full array
of weaponry within the Legion, typified the
VII™s approach to war. Multiple battalions
often took to the field enmasse, breaking
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enemies with hammer blow force. On the
plains of Kenneatar, the 5" Battalion of the
VII* broke the lines of the Tyrancy with
an arrowhead of fifty war machines. It is
said that the dust cloud thrown up in their
wake blotted out the sun. In the tunnels of
Galabaz, they cracked the crust above the
buried city and dropped into the exposed
tunnels beneath while the explosions
were still echoing across the mountains.
But always, in the wake of the destruction
they wrought, they replaced what they had
broken with something stronger.

It was from these early conquests that the
VII* Legion acquired its name. When many
looked on the lands taken by the VII™, they
said that it was as if “the hand of the Emperor
had descended and gripped with an unbreakable
fist”. The description of the service done

by the VII* Legion must have pleased the
Emperor for he personally decreed that
they would be known from then on as the
Imperial Fists and bestowed on them the
right to bear the Laurels of Victory as part of
their heraldry. Dutiful and taciturn as ever,
it is said that the renamed Imperial Fists
accepted their honours in humble silence.
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InwiT: DARKNESS AND ICE

While the character of a Legion can be

seen in the flesh and blood of its recruits, it
can be seen with even greater clarity in its
Primarch. Though spun from the seed of
humanity the Primarchs are not human, they
are transcendent, holding a portion of the
sublime and unknowable in their nature. All
the qualities which seem strong in a watrior
of a Legion exist more strongly, more deeply
and with greater subtlety in a Primarch. This
nature often seems to enhance and focus the
qualities gifted to a Legion by their gene-
seed. So it is that at the moment at which
Primarch and Legion unite, there is often

a point at which a Legion’s character may
seem to shift. In the case of the Imperial
Fists, the discovery of their Primarch, and
the planet which had raised him, only
strengthened the character the Imperial
Fists had shown since their creation.

Inwit was, and is, a world of death and cold.
Its star is old and withered, bleeding the last
of its heat as cold, red light. Tidally locked
against its dying star, perpetual darkness
soaks one side of the planet, faded sunlight
the other. Crevasse mazes, frozen mountain

.

ranges and plains of frost dunes cover the
planet’s dark side—this is the Splintered
Land, the beast-stalked wilderness which
shapes the bodies and beliefs of the human
population that clings to life here. Under the
ice crust, thick seas flow in sluggish tides and
pale and sightless creatures swim the waters,
hunting by vibration and a preternatural taste
for blood. Far above this desolation, great and
ancient space stations and shipyards look
down on the cold-shrouded world through
perpetual auroras — created in a lost past,
these citadels of the void have looked down
on Inwit since before any records or tales can
recall. Whilst on the planet, the light side

of Inwit offers little more comfort than the
dark, being a land of drift-crusted saline seas
and sparse bare rock under the unblinking
gaze of the red sun.

There is little of value on Inwit: its seas

are buried or lifeless, its mountains bare of
riches and its native species vicious. There
is, however, one thing that this harsh world
produces that led it to conquer a star cluster
and endure as an island empire of order in
the Age of Strife: its people. Though they are
barbaric, they are far from unsophisticated.




The warriors of Inwit are raised to endure
and survive. The world that bears them
teaches them to never relent and that the
price of weakness is death, for them and
the rest of their kin. Death comes in many
forms on Inwit: in the ice storms that

can freeze and cover a man in seconds,

at the claws of the predators that roam

the Splintered Lands, and in the lapse

in concentration that allows the cold to
penetrate the warmth-seals of a hold. These
factors make a certain kind of people:
strong, grim and dedicated to the survival
of the whole rather than the individual.
Much of the population is nomadic, moving
between the subterranean ice hives to trade
in weapons, fuel and technology. Conflict
between the roaming clans is common

and young warriors learn how to defend
against their clan's enemies as early as they
learn how to endure the death touch of
Inwit's merciless chill. They know how to
learn, have an innate sense of an object’s
functional value and, most importantly, they
have the strength to conquer those who
possess knowledge they do not.

Long ago, before the coming of the Emperor
was even a dream on night-shrouded Terra,
the people of Inwit began to create their
own realm in the stars. On every world

they took, they assimilated, realigned
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and reinforced. With each conquest their
culture and learning grew, but Inwit itself
remained unchanged even as it became the
centre of an empire. The ice hives and clan
disputes remained and while their world
birthed star ships and ringed its orbits
with weapon stations, its rulers kept to the
old ways, the ways that had created their
strength, the warlords and matriarchs who
commanded armies amongst the stars still
living lives little easier than their vassals. So

it was, and so it is now.

It was as part of this burgeoning empire that
Rogal Dorn grew to manhood, and then to
rule its domains as emperor. Much of his
early years remains unknown, or at least
little talked about. What is known is that
from the cold and darkness of Inwit the boy,
named Rogal by his adopted kin, rose to lead
the House of Dorn of the Ice Caste and then
to the rule of the Inwit Cluster. His qualities
married perfectly with those of Inwit, and
he pushed their empire further than any
other, ordered and trained its armies, and
fashioned space craft the like of which

had not been seen before. When the true
Emperor was reunited with Rogal Dorn,

he regained not only a lost son, but the
strength of a star spanning society already
forged into a tool of war.

[LLUMINATION'S CRUSADERS

Dorn was possessed of a single-minded
energy tempered by a reserved and stoic
nature. Many have remarked on the dour and
emotionless disposition of both Primarch
and Legion, but such an assessment misses
much. Reserved, but terrifying in anger,
Dorn was both cautious and calculating, and
capable of pursuing an end with relentless
energy. While he would rarely show emotion,
when he did it was capable of shaking the
ground or darkening the sun. During the
near disastrous resurgence of the Xahelican
breed in the Adonis Cluster, Dorn's cold rage
is said to have held the battlements as much
as the arms of those standing upon them.
His admonishment of the reinforcements at
Castoris is said to have echoed from the fire-
touched sky to the still burning sea. “As swift
and unforgiving as the falling edge of an axe,” is
how Leman Russ is said to have described

his brother.

Dorn was also capable of brooding and letting
matters eat at him beneath his stone-cast
demeanour. For as much as he was a warrior
of absolute loyalty, he was also an idealist —
the reasons why he fought were as important
to him as the outcome of his efforts. During
the time of the Great Crusade few ever saw
this quality in Dorn; there was little cause,
though we who knew him well can perhaps

|




see hints of it in his near fatal confrontation
with Konrad Curze in the Cheraut System
and his brief schism with Ferrus Manus after
Hannizare. It is only now, with so much lost
never to be rebuilt, and blood still staining
the birth of the Imperium which survives,
that we can see that perhaps even in perfect

that the Imperial Fists were united with
Rogal Dorn, however, the shadows of Horus'
treachery still waited far in the future.

|
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1_ loyalty there can be a flaw. At the moment

i
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I | Few integrations of Primarch and Legion

were as swift or as complete as that between

Rogal Dorn and the Imperial Fists. The

| ideals of the Imperium, and the purpose of

i I the Great Crusade fitted with Dorn’s outlook
and drive, and the warriors of the Imperial

I Fists were exemplars not only of everything

| that he had built in the Inwit Cluster, but

|

|
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everything he had dreamed of for its future.

From the first moment Dorn met his gene-
sons, he demanded of them everything that
he would ask of himself. It is said that when
he met Legion Master Mathias and veteran
contingents of the Imperial Fists he said
nothing, maintaining his silence even after
they had knelt and pledged him fealty. Only
when he had observed them in battle did he
break his silence and speak to them directly.
{ He said that they had much to do, and more
I to learn. To Mathias he gave a single word

| Fortresses in the Stars

The Imperial Fists were and are makers and breakers of fortresses, but the greatest
fortresses they built were amongst the stars. The Legiones Astartes are warriors of the
stars, but the Imperial Fists made the cold void their bartlefield of choice. While there
were great and grand fortresses on the ground both to defend and assault aplenty in the
Great Crusade, the greatest sieges and defences were in fact fought in the murderous
environment of space. The defence of star systems, the creation of kill zones and
intersecting orbits were skills that the Imperial Fists honed to a keen edge on the
grindstone of thousands of battlefronts. To them the methods of defending or taking a ,
position, whether terrestrial or void-borne, were the same in principle even if different in
application. After all what were star ships but fortresses of stone and metal broken free of
gravity? It was an approach which saw them become the pre-eminent masters of high-
intensity void warfare among the Space Marine Legions, and peerless in the spheres of
boarding assault and close quarter ship-to-ship combat.

i Of these war bastions of the stars, the greatest was the Phalanx. A pre-Imperial relic of
i vast size and unimaginable power, Rogal Dorn rebuilt the cold wreck, found orbiting

of thanks for his service, and named him
High Castellan of the Inwit Cluster. Such
an honour was also a deep duty, for the

next command he gave was to raise thirty
regiments of new Imperial Fists from the
Inwit systems. Without waiting or looking
back, Rogal Dorn and his sons plunged back
into the stars.

Over the next sixteen decades, the Imperial
Fists fought on the burning edge of the
Great Crusade. Relentlessly they pushed
from war zone to war zone, were honoured
by each of their brother Legions, and rose
high in the estimation of many. In their
methods of war, the ways of Inwit and

the echoes of the VII™ Legion's victories
combined. They drove ever on, without
pause or respite. Just as on Terra they
fortified and built to secure what they
conquered, but just as before they did

not linger to rule their conquests. While

a castellan with a household of warriors
might remain to maintain its defences, they
did not administer, or draw up and enforce
laws; they were warriors of the Imperium,
not its masters, and rhey existed to serve in
war and die for its survival.

What they did take from all the lands they
conquered were recruits. The Great Crusade
lived on the blood and flesh of its warriors.

The further it reached and the wider its

spread, the more fell in battle and the more

battles there were to fight. All Legions
recruit from across the galaxy, by necessity
as much as for any other reason, but the
Imperial Fists did so with a hungry zeal
rivalled only perhaps by Lord Guilliman’s
Ultramarines or Lorgar's Word Bearers.
While other Legions might draw heavily
from a single world, the Imperial Fists drew
from many.

Even as the embers were cooling, the
Imperial Fists would be sifting a conquered
population for suitable material to fill its
ranks. Those who had to live by the force
of their will, those who had been tempered
by hardship and suffering; these above all

Inwit, where it had drifted dead since the Dark Age of Technology, and presented it to the were prized by the Imperial Fists. From the
hunter tribe on the fire blighted world of

Tiberina, they took every male child who

Emperor on their reuniting. Although ponderous and a difficult voyager in the Warp, this
titanic star fortress was nevertheless a space-carried weapon whose firepower dwarfed
entire attack fleets by comparison. The might of the Phalanx alone broke the back of dozens could carry a spear. On Sevan they cleared
of xenos species during the Great Crusade, hammered worlds to burning cinders and served the warrens beneath the factory-plates of
as an impregnable fortress against the horrors of the void. The Phalanx served both as the tech-brat gangs and took half their number
Imperial Fists' principal base of operations and a lynchpin first of the Great Crusade and into the void. From the Nedoran ship clans

later, during the terrors of the Horus Heresy, in the defence of the Sol System and Terra. they took every youth who had seen more

than 10,000 ship cycles. Many of these




potential recruits would die before they ever

became Space Marines, winnowed away for
weakness or some other unacceptable flaw.
Those who survived often formed complete
companies, battalions or even regiments
depending on the size of the intake. Often
these formations retained the stamp of
their birthworld on their character and
culture. Mannerisms of speech, physical
marks of allegiance and even idiosyncrasies
of warfare, all might be touched by a
formation's common ancestry. Over time
such sub-cultures often broke down under
the attrition and necessities of war, but some
endured for decades.

The Favoured Sons

As the Great Crusade progressed, the
Imperial Fists rose high in honour and in
the favour of the Emperor. Ever dependable,
they were often used to reinforce flagging
campaigns, to hold crumbling fronts and
break deadlocked sieges. The Emperor also
frequently called on both Dorn and his

sons to fight beside him, bestowing this

honour on the Imperial Fists more than on

any other Legion. When the Imperial Host
descended on Ophelia V1J, the Emperor led
the assault at the head of 100 Custodians
and 10,000 Imperial Fists. Again at Askanisa,
the Emperor called on not only Horus and
the Luna Wolves, but Dorn and the Imperial
Fists to form his vanguard in breaking the
Shrouded Dynasties.

The Emperor also used Dorn to ensure war
and Compliance was achieved according

to his wishes and vision. Time and again,

in ways large and small, the Imperial Fists
acted at the direct order of the Emperor.
Other Primarchs and Legions blazed a more
brilliant trail or spread the Imperial Truth to
more worlds, but to many the Imperial Fists
were the rock on which the foundations of
the Imperium were built.

High in favour and honour though they
were, the Imperial Fists’ status did not sit
well with some of their brother-Legions.
The animosity between the Imperial Fists
and Iron Warriors was well known, but
Perturabo and his Legion were not alone

=,

in their resentment. Though few reached
the Lord of Iron's pinnacle of spite, others
did chafe at the trust placed on the Imperial
Fists. Dorn’s nature did not ameliorate
matters. Truth speaking, blunt and
uncompromising in both his ideals and their
expression, his manner often aggravated his
peers as much as it drew their admiration.

It was, perhaps, this quality which

caused the Emperor to pass over Dorn as
Warmaster when he withdrew from the
Great Crusade. Horus, unlike Dorn, was

a master of diplomacy and maintaining

a coordinated balance between fractious
forces. Where Dorn would cause conflict,
Horus would unify, where Dorn would
not compromise, Horus would find a way
of satisfying all. But even as Horus took
up the reins of the Great Crusade, Dorn
was invested Praetorian of Terra. Even as
Horus would push the Great Crusade on,
the Imperial Fists would withdraw with the
Emperor to Terra. And with that decision,
the fate of the Emperor and all his sons
was set.
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At the time of Horus’ betrayal, much of
the early Legion structure remained in the

Imperial Fists. Ever a practical leader, Rogal
Dorn most likely saw little reason to change
what had been proven to work. So it was that
the base components of the Legion and the
system of hierarchy used were little changed
from its early days. As the Great Crusade
progressed, however, the Legion's particular
I role and developing preferences for waging
war began to change this. Along with the

1 Legion's bias for recruitment, these factors

| created a number of key differences at every
level of the Legion.

At the squad level, the Imperial Fists showed
a noted schism in their dominant unit

types as time passed. Firstly of note was the
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Tribune

] Emperor when the Inwit Techwrights built ten battle barges as tribute to the Emperor and
I in honour of Rogal Dorn’s command of the VII* Legion. The Tribune and its nine sisters

Halcyon

] the Imperial Fists fleet, she served with honour for many decades as a secondary flagship.

Zurcon Freeholds from the Halcyon's bridge.

The Three Sisters of Justice

fought beside them.

{PERIAL FISTS
The space fleets and warships of the Imperial Fists were the greatest of the age. While
the Phalanx may be the greatest warship ever built, there were other ships, both great and
small, whose renown reaches down through the annals of history even to this day.

The Tribune was born in the orbital yards of Inwit in the years after the coming of the

were variants of the Victory class and all displayed the hand of Inwit’s weapon-craft and
mentality woven into their fabric. Heavily armed and armoured, it was a ship made to give
and take damage in the thick of a battle line, its design and precise configuration honed
by decades of the Legion’s experience in void combat, and communication and command

A unique battleship, the conquered Hecuban Conformity forged the Halcyon as a sign

of penitence and tribute of fealty after the 81 Expeditionary Fleet broke their forces in
the hellish Aegisine war and brought the separatist human realm into Compliance. The
Halcyon's void shields and plasma drives held all the potency of the Hecuban's secret arts
and far excelled the power of many warships of her disposition and scale. Assimilated into

Swifter and more agile than the deadly Phalanx, in the Battle for Taldane she accounted for
six Eldar capital ships in lone battle, and Sigismund himself accepted the surrender of the

These much honoured vessels were a trio of augmented Thunderbolt class heavy frigates |
created by the will of Robute Guilliman as a gift to Rogal Dorn and his Legion. Black
hulled and gold prowed, they are said to have cut the void like daggers and Lachrymae,
Persephone and Ophelia were they called. Built for speed, they were intended to delivera
large payload of torpedoes to an enemy ship or fleet and outrun any guns which might
answer, but they also proved particularly adept at hunting down fleeing foes. The ship
masters of the Imperial Fists put these qualities of the Three Sisters to such consistent use
that they were popularly renamed the Three Sisters of Spite by the auxiliary forces who

number of assault-configured units, which
was very high, as were auxiliary units armed
with specialised weaponry suited to the
destruction of armour and fortifications.
The second notable dominance was that of
whether mounted on

heavy weaponry
vehicles or carried by Legionaries— which
was selected not only for raw power but also
for its accuracy and adaptability in the field,
with, for example, the multi-purpose missile
launcher preferred over the arguably more
indiscriminate autocannon and the precision
and range of the lascannon over the shorter
ranged multi-melta. The Imperial Fists were
also amongst the strongest proponents of

the development of Tactical Dreadnought
Armnour, and fielded a large number of squads
equipped in all patterns of the so-called

¢

systems woven into its structure that showed the intent that the Tribune and its sisters
would lead the Imperial Fists in their later conquests.

UNIT ORGANISATION AND STRUCTURE WITHIN THE LEGION

Terminator armour. Notably, they also were
amongst the first to field significant numbers
of the Indomitus pattern produced by the
forges of Deimos. At the time of the Great
Betrayal, they alone fielded Terminators
armed with prototypes of the Absinia and
[liastus pattern assault cannon, retrofitted
and rescaled from the Kheres pattern which
had proved such a powerful addition to the
Contemptor pattern Dreadnought chassis.

Above the squad was the company, in

this case a formation which could vary in
size from a few squads to several hundred
Lmperial Fists. The strength of companies
often waxed and waned as they took
casualties, or were bolstered by fresh recruits.
No matter their size, each company was
grouped into a battalion, and two battalions
when paired were often referred to as a
regiment, but latterly also called a 'Crusade’ or
‘Houschold'. Larger formations comprised of
multiple companies were formed as needed
for a particular task or deployment, rather
than as standing units.

Within the Imperial Fists, there are many
formations from squad to Household whose
names and deeds shone bright in the days
of the Great Crusade. To list the histories

of them all would demand more than this
text can bear, but even such an abbreviated
inspection cannot pass over the Templars.

Raised by Rogal Dorn during the first decade
of his command, the Templars were the
warriors charged with guarding the Temple
of Oaths aboard the Phalanx. No fane of
superstition or misguided religion, this
secular Temple was dedicated to the ideals
of the Great Crusade and the sacrifices it
demanded. There, beneath the tattered and
burned banners of defeated enemies and

the statues of dead heroes, the Imperial Fists
returned to renew their perpetual oaths

of loyalty to their Emperor and Primarch.
Each oath made by a son of Dorn was carved
on the walls, floor and ceiling, etched for

all eternity in black granite. Besides Dorn
and the Emperor, only the Templars were
permitted to enter the Temple unbidden.

Nominally the First Company of the
Imperial Fists, the Templars’ strength rarely
fell below 1,000 warriors, and their members
were drawn from veterans across the Legion.
Skill at arms was not enough to earn such a
responsibility; each Templar was a warrior in
whom the crusader light had come to burn
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Veteran Squad Command Legion Icon with Numeral Legion Icon with Legion Icon with
Vanguard Assault Badge Approved Assault Variant

Unification Wars Legion Icon Legion Icon
Veteran Honour with Veteran Badge with Tactical Badge

Line Command Veteran Honour Legion Icon with Informal Destroyer Variant
with Legion Icon Heavy Support Badge

ImperiAL Fists Lecion HEtM MARKINGS

At the time of the Battle of Phall, many variant helm markings were being formalised into an approved scheme. With the units of the
Retribution fleet being recalled from many disparate campaigns, a range of schemes were to be seen among the Imperial Fists who
fought at Phall. Displayed below are: Early Crusade Legionary, Mid Crusade Legionary, Late Crusade Heavy Support Sergeant,
Veteran Sergeant, Heavy Support Legionary and Veteran Sergeant.

Mannus ARMOURIA HoNoURIUM ARMOURIA

These approved secondary markings indicate a Veteran Where made possible by the configuration of a Legionary’s
Sergeant, a long-service Veteran, a Tactical Legionary and an battle plate, additional markings may be worn, such as the
Assault Legionary. twinned headsman's axes of Seneschal Rann’s company and

the heraldic cross worn by many Great Crusade veterans.
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with undimming brightness, and zealous,
remorseless and tempered by decades of war,
they were exemplars of what it was to be an
Imperial Fist of the Great Crusade.

Legion Command Hierarchy

Rogal Dorn was the complete master of his
Legion. Every warrior under his command
knew that above all else they served their
Primarch, and beyond him the Emperor. All
others, be they Primarchs or lords of high
renown, were nothing besides the clear

line of authority which descended from

the Master of Mankind. Complete and total
obedience was demanded by Dorn and given
by each Imperial Fist from the lowest warrior
to the most exalted captain.

Beneath Dorn were the senior captains

of the Legion's regiments, Crusades and
Households. Unlike other Primarchs, Dorn
maintained no fixed inner circle of advisors
1 or senior lieutenants. Ever the pragmatist, he
is said to have once remarked to Horus that
his counsellors were whoever were there

to stand beside him in battle. Beneath the
senior captains were the line captains and

centurions who led the Legion’s battalions
and companies. This technically made the
captains of the Legion the most senior ranks

beneath the Primarch himself. In reality
~ asecond layer of authority existed above
' t of the fleet masters, siege masters,
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A master of a fleet held complete authority
over it for a fixed time or until a campaign
was complete. Selected for their skill in
void warfare in a Legion which excelled in
that theatre, the fleet masters represented
many of the Imperial Fists' finest strategists.
Likewise, siege masters were charged with
arraying and overseeing the forces engaged
in a siege, and had total authority over units
engaged in that action. It is a mark of the
importance Rogal Dorn placed on these
two methods of warfare that those who
commanded in such theatres were raised to
positions that could only be overruled by the
Primarch himself

Besides the Primarch, only one other
position commanded unconditional
authority over the Legion as a whole. The
First Captain of the Imperial Fists was also
always the commander of the Templars, and
by tradition the finest proven warrior within
the Legion. As guardian of the oaths of every
Imperial Fists warrior, the First Captain held
not only great authority, but commanded
respect from all of his brothers.

Additional titles existed for those who
commanded permanent fortresses built

by the Legion. Such stewardships were
concerned chiefly with the maintenance

of defences and the raising of recruits, but
also command in time of siege. Such duties
were usually temporary, with the incumbent
returning after a time to the main forces of
the Great Crusade. The titles of castellan and

Legion seneschal were subtly different in
both the honour and duties they bestowed,
but both were of sufficient weight that their
bearers retained the title even after they were
returned to the rest of the Great Crusade.

War Disposition

At the time of the Isstvan 111 atrocity, the
bulk of the Imperial Fists were returning to
Terra with Rogal Dorn. Though the Emperor
had called all of the Imperial Fists to Terra,
in practice such a total withdrawal from the
Great Crusade would have been impossible.
Some forces stayed on the edge of the Great
Crusade to complete campaigns or individual
duties. Other forces remained scattered
across the Legion's fortresses and bastions,
and still others had yet to rendezvous with
the bulk of the Legion.

The strength of the Imperial Fists was never
in its numbers. Though not small, their tally
of warriors during the Great Crusade rarely
rose above 100,000. At the time of their
withdrawal to Terra, the Legion's records
show that the Temple held the oaths of 98,356
living warriors, although such a number
cannot be taken as accurate. The vagaries of
Warp travel, Astropathic communication, and
the volume of space across which the Great
Crusade was fought means that all that can be
certain is that this tally is nothing more than a
plausible estimation.

Aside from the number of its Space Marines,
no review of the strength of the Imperial
Fists can be complete without noting the
strength of their fleet. At the time of the
Horus Heresy, the Imperial Fists had over
1,500 warships under their direct command,
and many more bonded by oath and fealty.
This naval might was the greatest of any

of the Legiones Astartes, and was further
enhanced by the fact that many of the ships
were the largest in the Imperium. Even the
Sons of Horus and the Ultramarines could
not rival such strength alone.



IMPERIAL FISTS CONTEMPTOR DREADNOUGHT

Justict GHUNFRIED
Terran Housenorp Guarp (DETACHED DUTY ), IMPERIAL Fists WARSHIP — TRIBUNE,
BATTLE OF PHALL
Justici Ghunfried was a Terran recruit of the VII"* Legion and a veteran of the earliest campaigns of the Great Crusade; amongst his numerous
battle honours are listed: Ummaos, Ur Secondus and Mount Orros. He rose to the rank of veteran sergeant of one of the very first Phalanx Warder
squads established, and it was in this role that he fell in glory in the battle that saw the Dead Emperors of the Onyx Manse cast down in flames.
When his blasted body was recovered from the aftermath of that apocalyptic battle, life was found to linger yet and Ghunfried was interred within

the armoured sarcophagus of a mighty Contemptor Dreadnought.

Justici Ghunfried is depicted on the eve of the Battle of the Phall System, equipped with the artificer-wrought breaching drill created at his
behest. His Contemptor’s armour bears numerous honours and sigils, including the red shield of the Legion’s Terran Household Guard Chapter,
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and the lightning flashes that mark him as a veteran of the Terran Unification. His red helm with white stripe is an idiosyncratic reminder of the :

Justici's previous rank of veteran sergeant, an affectation for which he was well known and respected throughout the Legion. 3
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IMPERIAL Fists Vir™ LEGION VETERAN

UNKNOWN LEGIONARY

1°" Company, UNLISTED CRUSADE

TrE CoNQUEST OF THE SOLAR SYSTEM

This depiction of an early Great Crusade era
warrior of the VII*" Legion is based upon a
sculpture rendered in stabilised unbinilium that
once stood in the Hall of Tribute in the Imperial
Palace on Terra. The specific markings indicate
the depiction represents an actual figure and is
not simply an idealised archetype. The newly-
forged MkII armour bears several motifs used
extensively throughout the Terran Unification
Wars, and the eagle and lightning flash device
on the left shoulder pauldron makes it likely the
warrior was a veteran of the very first wars of
Compliance fought beyond the Sol System.

Of particular note is the use of yellow heraldry on
several segments of the Legionary's armour. The
fact that the colouration is limited to the right
arm and shoulder date the original rendition to
just after the Fall of Roma and the helmet stripe,
along with the arrow and laurel on the shoulder,
marks the Legionary as a sergeant of a Legion
Tactical squad.

Panoply of War

1. Phobos Pattern Bolter with Chainblade
Combat Attachment: Kepler-Dorsum Forge
Issue, 805.M30.

2. Combat Knife: Terran Unification Issue.

3. Krak and Frag Grenades.
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IMPERIAL F1STS TACTICAL SUPPORT LEGIONARY

LEGIONARY ARNFRIED

34™ SquAD, 140™ COMPANY,

ImperiAL Fists LEcion WARsHIP — LACEDAEMON

BATTLE OF PHALL

The 34" Squad had only recently joined the complement
of the Lacedaemon, having been recalled along with

the majority of the 140™ Company from Compliance
enforcement duties in the turbulent region coreward

of the Hangman’s Void. The new duty was welcomed as
a great honour, for the Lacedaemon was a veteran of the
first Imperial Fists expeditions of the Great Crusade.
The vessel sustained grievous damage traversing the
Warp to the Phall System and several dozen members of
the 140" Company were lost in what might have been

a catastrophic breach had not the section of the vessel
they were embarked in been jettisoned.

Legionary Arnfried and his battle-brothers are known
to have defended the Lacedaemon against several

Iron Warriors boarding actions during the Battle of
Phall, but further accounts of their stoic deeds go
unrecorded. The Lacedaemon was destroyed during the
Imperial Fists disengagement from the Iron Warriors
fleet and it is held as extremely unlikely that Arnfried,
or any warriors of the 140™ Company, could possibly
have survived the carnage.

The Legionary is depicted here clad in late production
MKIII battle plate, the raptor and lightning bolts
Unification icon worn prominently on the chest. The
crossed swords symbol on his leg armour were used

as an army badge by many different Imperial units
undertaking Compliance enforcement operations
near the Hangman'’s Void, and was still worn by the

members of the 140" Company at the time of the Battle
of Phall. The arrow on the right forearm marks him as :
a member of a Tactical line unit, in this case a support o
squad, a symbol in widespread use by the time of the I
Battle of Phall. i
Panoply of War
1. Primus MKkII Pattern Meltagun.
g

2. Phaestos Pattern Flamer. )
Ik
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IMPERIAL F1sTS ASSAULT LEGIONARY

LEGIONARY GUNTHER

64™ SQUAD, 344" COMPANY,

IMPERIAL Fists WaRSHIP — OATH OF STONE

BATTLE OF PHALL

The 344" Company was a veteran counter-assault
formation, specialising in the active defence of
fortresses. Configured as a Legion assault squad, such
units were adept at sallying forth from fortifications
in order to deny any attacker the initiative. When
Dorn learned of the Warmaster’s betrayal and gathered
the Retribution fleet, Gunther's unit was hurriedly
recalled from its assignment to serve on the Oath of
Stone. When the Iron Warriors attacked, Gunther and
his brothers were mustered to a void assault against
the grand cruiser Afropos, using their jump packs to
propel themselves across the void as the enemy vessel
closed. Within minutes of the assault however, the

e

Oath of Stone was herself destroyed, casting any of 64™
Squad who had survived the explosion to the void.
Nothing more is known of the Atropos, and so the fate
of Legionary Gunther, like so many thousands of his
brothers, must remain known only to providence.

Legionary Gunther is depicted wearing the
predominantly black heraldry of a veteran of the
catastrophe of the War of the Howling Gyre, as well

as the Great Crusade Veteran's Cross. The symbol on
his chest armour marks his unit as serving in fortress
defence, the lightning bolts indicating its participation
in the Terran Unification War.

Panoply of War
1. Thunder Edge Pattern Chainsword.

2. Phobos Pattern Bolt Pistol.

3. Krak and Frag Grenades.




IMPERIAL FISTS BREACHER SQUAD SERGEANT

VETERAN SERGEANT AHMAND

62" SQUAD, §5™ COMPANY,

IMPERIAL F1sTS FLAGSHIP — TRIBUNE

TAKING OF THE CONTRADOR, BATTLE OF PHALL

The bulk of the 55 Company was serving on
board the Tribune when the Retribution fleet was
formed. When, at the height of the battle, Polux
ordered the seizing of the Iron Warriors vessel
Contrador, only the 55" Company’s Breacher
squads were included in the counter-boarding
action, the remainder remaining on the doomed
Tribune to exact as heavy a toll on their attackers.
The 62" Squad teleported onto the Contrador
alongside Alexis Polux himself and Ahmand was
at his side throughout. Ahmand survived the
Battle of Phall, though it was many long years
before accounts of it were recounted to and
recorded by the Order of Remembrancers.

Ahmand's shield bears the chevron of a sergeant,
marked as a veteran by the central diamond,

as well as the numeral of the 62" Squad. The
twinned axes symbol commonly was a battle
honour for triumph in Zone Mortalis operations
but was also entering use at this period as a
particular badge of those who had served with the
famed Imperial Fists Seneschal Rann. Ahmand's
red helm also identifies him as a sergeant, and the
white stripe as a veteran, while the symbol on his
forearm was commonly used to identify vanguard
attack squads such as Breachers.

Panoply of War
1. Mars-Proteus Pattern Glaive-Axe.

2. Tigris Pattern Bolt Pistol.

3. MkXIX Lucifer Pattern Melta Bomb.
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IMPERIAL F1STS VETERAN ASSAULT TERMINATOR

Lecionary BaLour Korp

2" Assaurr EcHeron, 6™ CoMpaNy,

ImpeRIAL Fists WaRsHIP — Harcyon

Assaurr oN THE [RoN BLoop, BATTLE OF PHALL

The 2™ Assault Echelon was amongst the first
units of the Imperial Fists Legion to be issued
with Cataphractii Tactical Dreadnought Armour,
and its members were masters in a range of heavy
assault doctrines. At the Battle of Phall, all of the
Legion's Tactical Dreadnought Armour equipped
warriors were gathered into a single body and
placed under the command of Captain Amandus
Tyr, Kord’s commanding officer. When Tyr led
the attack against the Iron Warriors warship

Lron Blood in a desperate mission to slay the
Primarch Perturabo, the 2™ Assault Echelon
went into battle at his side. Practically nothing

is known of that attack, for contact was all but
impossible once it was underway, meaning those
brave souls counted amongst its ranks could not
be recalled when the remainder of the Imperial
Fists fleet disengaged from the Iron Warriors in
the final stages of the Battle of Phall.

Legionary Kord is depicted here in the black

and gold of his particular company heraldry.

The armorial shield at his shoulder indicates
Kord's membership of a senior vanguard assault
formation, adorned with additional Icons of
Moment. Kord was a Terran, unlike most of his
peers in the 6" Company, who were born on
Inwit. Unlike many other Legions however, such
distinctions meant very little and were rarely
discernible; Lord Dorn teaching that, as the
smallest hairline crack might doom the mightiest
of walls, “division is weakness” and therefore
anathema to all that the VII™ Legion stood for.

Panoply of War
1. Phaestos Pattern Heavy Flamer.
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Lecronary Fasor

12" SquAD, 4™ COMPANY,

ImperiaL Fists WarsHIP — BLADE OF PERDITION
BATTLE OF PHALL

Fasolt fought under his Primarch’s stern gaze

throughout dozens of wars of Compliance,
travelling the length and breadth of the rapidly
expanding Imperium aboard the Phalanx.

When Dorn mustered the Retribution fleet,

the 4" Company was serving alongside others

of its Chapter under the notoriously bellicose
Seneschal Rann. During the Bartle of Phall, Fasolt
participated in the Blade of Perdition’s hit and run
action against the lron Warriors heavy cruiser Sire
of Sabaktes, teleporting into the warship's central
armoury and planting a melta charge that, when it
detonated, set off a chain reaction and destroyed
the entire vessel and its crew. By the time the
survivors of 12™ Squad had returned to the

Blade of Perdition, Fleet Master Polux had issued
the order to withdraw and it is characteristic of
Seneschal Rann and his warriors that the Blade
was one of the very last to obey.

Legionary Fasolt's Cataphractii Terminator
armour bears the twinned axes on a red shield
icon used by many units under Seneschal Rann’s
command, and the cross on his right forearm
marks him as a veteran of his company. The fist
and lightning bolts surmounted on black on the
armour’s left grieve indicates that Fasolt fought
in a campaign led by the Emperor himself, an
honour that many mark for prosperity.

Panoply of War
1. Charatran Pattern Chainaxe.

2. Phobos Pattern Combi-bolter.
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IMPERIAL F1sTs RETRIBUTION FLEET ATTACK CRAFT

The Imperial Fists Legion committed
almost its entire fleet of warships to the
prosecution of the Warmaster's traitors at
the Isstvan system, a naval force rivalling
the grandest Expeditionary fleets of the
Great Crusade. In addition to the hundreds
of battleships, cruisers, destroyers and
frigates of a staggering array of classes and
displacements, the fleet was possessed of
thousands of smaller attack craft used for

a variety of roles in any battle in the cold
void. At the Battle of Phall, all were pressed
into service, and no effort was spared
during the engagement against the Traitor
Iron Warriors.

The Imperial Fists had access to a wide
range of attack craft, some unique and
pre-dating the Great Crusade and others
wrought in their thousands in the forges

of Terra, Mars and dozens of other centres
of materiel production. The Thunderhawk
Gunship saw service in void combat
intercepting enemy torpedoes, screening
larger vessels and mounting daring attack
runs against the foe's lighter escort ships.
Dedicated boarding craft such as the
Kharybdis and the Dreadclaw were fired
across the void to burn their way through
the armoured flanks of an enemy. One of
the most potent craft in this class was the
Caestus Assault Ram, a brutal weapon used
in large numbers by the Imperial Fists
Legion throughout the Great Crusade.

The Caestus is possessed of the heaviest
armour of any craft of its size, but even
this is insufficient to protect it from the

staggering forces generated when it smashes

and burns its way through enemy armour

to create a breach into which its passengers
can assault the innards of its target. The craft
is further protected by an array of shield
generators, and without its inertial dampers
even the Space Marines within would be

crushed by the impact.

The Imperial Fists were masters in the
deployment of entire attack wings of the
Caestus, utilising them according to the
Legion’s doctrine that void battles were in
essence sieges in space fought not in two,
but in three dimensions. They committed
hundreds of Caestus to the Battle of Phall
and though scores were lost as the void itself
burned with the sheer ferocity of the battle,
numerous boarding actions were successfully
conducted and dozens of Iron Warriors
warships were reduced to burning hulks
thanks to the efforts of their crews.
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Imperial Fists Caestus Assault Ram ‘Haraanburg’: Named after a district of the Saxonii hive-sprawl of Terran Europa
from which the VII™ Legion of old once recruited, the Haraanburg was part of the 43" Assault Wing. The craft was
deployed from the Imperial Fists warship Blade of Perdition at the Battle of Phall, completing three boarding actions against
enemy vessels before withdrawing along with the rearguard of the Legion's fleet. 5
t
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As with every other scrap of resource in
those times, the newly Compliant Azurites
were turned to fuelling the ever hungry
machine of the Great Crusade. Significant
numbers of their civilisation were inducted
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into the crews of the expanding fleet and
Azurite void suits, augury scanners and shard
weaponry began to flow into the hands of
Great Crusade forces.

The doom of the Azurites began with an
attack by the Solar Pirates. The Sol System
was an even more untamed place in those
dark times, and though the Emperor had the
fealty of Mars and Luna, there were many
other factions of lesser and greater strength
who still had to bend the knee to the new
order. Hundreds of petty empires and feral
civilisations clung to the wreckage fields of
half dead star ships and the debris-choked
orbits of planets and moons, and amongst
them, the Solar Pirates had risen to power

as the Age of Strife broke. A loose alliance

of various void borne reavers, despots and
scavengers, they commanded a scattered host
of ships and bases throughout the system.
Many of the crimes of Old Night still had

a home amongst these carrion warriors:
witchery, mutation and abomination ran
through their throng like rot through a
corpse. Scornful of the new Imperium, but
fearing its might, they circled the new-born
realm like jackals at the edge of firelight,
and as the bulk of the Emperor’s forces were
sucked into the spiralling wars for Neptune’s
moons, the pirate clans’ hunger finally
overcame their prudence.

A pack of their vessels descended on the
Azurite Stations and, intent on plunder
rather than conquest, the pirate ships flayed
i E x I i M PLARY the station’s defences and poured a tattered
horde into its guts. The Azurites screamed
into the void, calling on their new masters
ATTLE S to aid them. Though focused elsewhere, the
Imperium was not deaf to the violation of

part of its newly claimed domains. In answer

I" The Imperial Fists' name marches relentle ss the records of victory from the Great to the cries of the Azurites, it sent the

‘ Crusade. In the accounting of honour there ew of their brother Legions who could Imperial Fists.

I claim their company in those high orders, -e. The blood of many

} thousands of Imperial Fists watered the grou victories bloomed, and When they arrived, a squadron of heavily

B time and again the telling ctory is a tellin icrifice for the sons of Rogal Dorn gunned system craft bored its way through
the sphere of pirate ships and launched

} TueU nW assault craft into the beleaguered station.
[his terrible conflict was fought in the Azurite Stations of Uranus in the days before the Fifty Imperial Fists disgorged into the

?’ : Crusade broke the bounds of the Sol System. Named for the corroded blue of the battle-filled passages and within twenty
inner surfaces of their hulls, the Azurite Stations were a linked crescent of void citade minutes they had broken the first wave
Having cast off the rule of bloody-handed princelings, madmen and prophets several of pirate boarders. Within an hour they

{ centuries before the coming of the Great Crusade, the Azurites had become a community had configured the station’s defences and

| of artisans and near-space scavengers. Despite their long independence, the Azurites depleted garrison into a bulwark which

, greeted the Emp says courteously and agreed to kneel to Imperial authority. broke three more pirate assaults. The pirate
3 clans, sensing defeat, cut their losses and ran
F
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back into the dark to lick their wounds. They
did not flee though without one final parting
act of spite.

In a last suicidal attack, a ship broke through
the Imperial lines and fired three boarding
torpedoes at the station. Two died in flames.

One got through —damaged but still

intact— and penetrated the station’s skin.
In the torpedo’s wreckage were not bodies
of warriors or a payload of exotic weapons,
just a wizened man with no eyes, fingers

or ears. Though badly injured, the old man
had strength enough to speak one word
before he died — “Silence”. Only then did the
Azurites who found him realise that he had
no tongue.

The mysteries of the Warp, then as now, are
not paths that sane men should walk, but the
danger of psykers and the powers of witches
had blighted humanity throughout the

Age of Strife. In unifying Old Earth, every
Legion had faced shamans and sorcerers
whose powers defied reality. In that
blackened and tattered age, a name had risen
to rival that of the greatest despots, though
it was no living thing. “L'he Screaming they
had called it, a psy-plague which had ravaged
civilisations and turned the lower Hzentian
Basin to glass as it burned out the minds of
lost Edioth. Thought eradicated since the
first years of the Emperor’s rise to power, the
Screaming had returned to burn anew.

The outbreak began an hour after the
tongueless man died. It started first amongst
the Azurite militiamen who had found the
torpedo, and as one they began to scream and
scream and scream. The sound shook the
station and blood began to run down the blue
corroded walls. The militiamen pleaded with
friends and comrades even as they burned
them to ashes with their touch, and like a
brush fire the psy-plague carried by the dying
man’s word began to spread, flowing through
the echoes of their agonising screams in the
Warp until, far away on Terra, the adepts of
the Silent Mountain cried out in pain. Some
tried to stand against it, but they failed, and
were immediately purged. Only the Imperial
Fists stood firm.

As the psy-plague gripped the Azurite
Stations, the fifty Imperial Fists knew that
they alone stood against a threat which could
wound the Great Crusade itself. As one they
deafened themselves, reducing their world to
silence, even as lightning crackled through
the station’s bones. As maddened waves

of people spilled through the labyrinth of
tunnels, the Imperial Fists met them with
walls of boarding shields and volleys of
volkite fire. But even as the first wave broke,
they knew that they could not hold and win.
Tens of millions dwelt within the Azurite
Stations, and with every echoing cry, the
Screaming would be spreading and searching
for a way out. That could not be allowed

to happen. All it would take would be one
person, one cry across a vox heard beyond
the station and the Screaming would spread.
With a last coded command they ordered the
warships to withdraw, renewed their oaths
and went to meet their deaths.

The Imperial Fists attacked, driving forward
into the heart of the station complex metre
by bloody metre. The decks before their
shield walls were heaped with charred and
bloody flesh. Many of them fell, pulled down
by human figures that had become creatures
of lightning, fire and whirling darkness.
Shrouded in silence they pressed on until
they reached the central generator areas.
Setting the reactors to overload, the handful
of remaining Legionaries transmitted one
final message, telling the Imperium of what
they had done and why. An hour later, the
reactors detonated.

Within hours of the Imperium receiving the
last message from the Azurite Stations, fleets
of ships and forces from the newly expanded
Legions were sent to hunt down the pirates.
A month later, all that existed of the Solar
Pirates were gutted wrecks and corpses
floating in the airless night. The Screaming
was never visited on Mankind again, and it
is said that when the Emperor heard of the
sacrifice of the fifty Imperial Fists, he ordered
the newly raised Bell of Lost Souls tolled for
the first time.
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TrE Consus Drier

The region known as the Consus Drift

was a belt of stellar debris which lay in the
dark between stars close to the Sol System.
Stranded far away from the warmth of suns
or the life sustaining cycles of planets, it was
nonetheless home to billions of humans.
Travel through the realm known as the Warp
is a matter of chance and luck as much as
design, and every ship sent through that
other realm is at prey to forces beyond the
control of those who pilot them. The Warp is
alive with tides, whirlpools and flats of dead
calm where nothing moves. Sometimes it
settles into a pattern, like a riptide formed by
the shape of the sea shore. The Mirror Race
is such a pattern, and ships caught in it are
flung through its turbulence to emerge in the
Consus Drift.

How long ago the first ship was marooned
there cannot be known, but by the time

of the Great Crusade, it had become a
civilisation grown from lost souls. Vast
strings of asteroid cities lay across the
Consus Drift, connected together by tunnels
made from the metal entrails of shipwrecks.
Willow limbed, black eyed and pale skinned,
the people of this sprawling archipelago
were divided into clans which warred

with one another for salvage, territory and
resources. For the Drift Clans air, water and

food were precious beyond price, and they

would kill without thought or question to
secure them. Each clan was distinguished
not by a name but by the vivid patterns
painted onto their armoured void suits and
tattooed upon their skin. Though every
Driftborn was trained and capable of killing
from the age they could wear a void suit,
they were a people of discipline as much as
bloodshed. Killing and war was a necessity,
not a pleasure. There were vendettas, blood
feuds and disputes, but the boundaries of
bloodshed were defined by tradition and
enforced by unquestioned custom.

The Imperium came upon the Consus Drift
by accident. The 3% Expeditionary Fleet,
under the command of the Imperial Fists,
was caught in the Mirror Race and thrown
out into that region. As the fleet rolled in the
void, damaged and confused, the Drift Clans
attacked. Such a move might seem foolish;
the Drift Clans had warships but few were
large and most were carriers for boarding
craft, or designed to lock onto an enemy and
disgorge troops into its target. Beside the
raw firepower and size of the Expeditionary
fleet, the Drift Clans might have seemed
hopelessly outgunned but this was not
entirely true. The archipelago of void cities
mounted weapons scavenged over thousands
of years. More significantly, the Drift Clans
were from child to crone schooled and

blooded in the brutal arts of void warfare.

Fire rose from the Consus Drift in a torrent
and ships struggling to bring systems online
began to burn. The first assault waves hit the
most damaged vessels and battles swarmed
through the warships even as they tried to
return fire. Perhaps if the Imperial forces
had been weaker, or not bound to the VII*"
Legion, they would have perished then,
pulled down from within and butchered

for their salvage, but even as the Drift Clans
made progress, they met the first of the
Imperial Fists and the battle changed.

The Imperial Fists counter-attacked, driving
the Driftborn from their ships in a rolling
wall of armour and gunfire, and once they
had pushed the attackers from their vessels,
they simply kept going. They launched
gunships, boarding torpedoes and breaching
pods into the void cities of the Consus

Drift, the Imperial Fists’ assault hitting their
targets at the point where the entire fleet
coordinated its fire to strip the weapons and
shields from the largest void cities.

Battering their way into the heart of each
city, the Imperial Fists stopped only when
their hands held the controls of the cities'
life support systems. As one the Imperial
fleet stopped firing and each unit engaged
in combat ceased fighting. Across every
vox channel and speaker, the commander
of the Imperial Fists gave the people of the
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Consus Drift an ultimatum: Compliance

or extermination. The Clan warriors were
stunned; they had never encountered such
beings before, nor seen war executed in such
a manner. They surrendered.

The 3™ Expeditionary Fleet left after repairs
were made, but not before the Imperial Fists
had taken the youngest and strongest male
warriors of each of the Drift Clans. Of those
who survived initiation into the Legion,

all were inducted into a single company;

the 356" Over the next century, the 356%
Company's reputation for excellence in
outer hull void war and ship assaults was
without peer, and the clustered star heraldry
and tradition of elaborate full body tattoos
amongst their warriors still speaks to the
traditions of the clans of the Consus Drift.

THE Two WARS OF ARANEUS

The worlds of the Araneus Continuity
were a series of planets close to the Sol
System which had maintained links to one
another due to a series of ancient warp
gates of unknown origin. Ruled by a caste
of technobility from the world of Araneus
Prime at the heart of the network of warp
gates, the Continuity was a kingdom of
iron and hungering industry. Algal ocean
worlds fed planets which had not known
the natural growth of plants for thousands
of generations. Mines delved deep into
the crusts of dozens of planets, and the
discarded orbs of scoured clean moons
turned under the blankets of ash and
pollution. The technobility themselves
often still clung to the seats of their
industrial power, living in towers which
reached kilometres above the iron mountain
ranges of their world-cities.

Contact between the Imperium and this
pocket of humaniry occurred by accident.
A lost squadron of ships returning from
the Gehenial Prosecution was forced from
the Warp into one of the Continuity’s
peripheral systems. Before they could
jump back into the Warp, the squadron was
surrounded, boarded, and overwhelmed
by cybernetically grafted warriors. The
cries of the squadron’s Astropath echoed
through the Immaterium, and far away the
Imperium heard and turned its gaze upon
the worlds of the Araneus.

An envoy fleet went first, and was allowed
to return bearing the Continuity’s answer
to the Emperor’s demand of fealty.
Clearly disbelieving the envoys' claims of
representing an empire larger than that of
the Araneus, the technobility refused to

bow to the Emperor, but instead invited
him to join their empire as a tributary. For
its response, the Imperium turned to the
Imperial Fists.

It fell to Hashin Yonnad, Commander of the
39" Household of Inwit, to prosecute the
war. Yonnad was a warrior of vast experience,
a son of one of the Inwir Clusters’ greatest
vassal worlds before it had become part

of the Imperium, and reckoned by many

to be one of the Imperium’s greatest
strategists. Called upon many times as fleet
commander and siege master, he planned
meticulously then executed his plans with
brutal swiftness. As he had before, Yonnad
arrayed and prepared his forces with the
utmost care. After months of marshalling
his strength, Yonnad’s fleet left its staging
point at Tallarn for the last time—thousands
of ships carrying over 20,000 Imperial Fists,
alongside millions of troops of the Imperial
Army and Mechanicum slid into the Warp.

Yonnad’s entire force struck as one,
overwhelming a peripheral system of

the Continuity in a single day. Before the
Continuity could even realise what had
happened, Yonnad’s forces were already
moving on. He already knew of the
Continuity’s network of warp gates from the
envoys sent to the pocket empire and saw

in it a means of attack. With one warp gate
taken Yonnad’s forces divided, breaking into
planned sub-forces and striking our using
the warp gates themselves. As soon as they
arrived in a new system they would attack,
secure the gate and wait for long enough

to fortify their holdings before jumping to
the next system. The Continuity tried to
respond, but every time they struck back,
they would find their own gates held against
them and, no matter what price in death
they extracted from the Imperial forces, they
paid many times that cost.

Within two months the Continuity was
reduced to the single core world of Araneus
Prime. Their empire cut from around them,
the rechnobility in their iron towers looked
up one night and saw the darkness stolen
by the light of the Imperial fleet. They
surrendered then, and the sun rose the next
day on the seat of another empire brought
to Compliance.

War is the interplay of chance and
mischance, or so some claim. Few would
have doubted that truth on the day when
the first worlds of the newly Compliant
Araneus Continuity died. They fell even
as the Iterators descended to the planets’

surfaces and these newly Compliant citizens
of the Imperium were waking to the new
reality of their lives. Strange alien ships
poured from the warp gates, small dark ships
circling bloated behemoth craft. Who were
the enemy who came with such fury and
also little warning? Why did they choose

to attack at that moment? Even then none
knew and now we can only guess without
the possibility of ever knowing. A few
accounts speak of a darkness deeper than the
void, of living lightning and flame-wreathed
chrome. What we do know is that they came
not to conquer but to destroy. Six systems
burned, their stars igniting to terrible life
before crumbling to cold embers.

Even as the systems fell, Imperial ships ran
before the storm of destruction as heralds

of its coming. With the domain he had just
conquered vanishing around him, Yonnad
saw that he could either defend some or lose
all, and that even if they won the cost would
be terrible. He chose to bear that price.
Ships raced through the remaining warp
gates taking his orders to those who would
have to enact them. As the unknown enemy
appeared in system after system, they met
the Imperial Fists. The defenders knew that
there was no hope of survival, but survival
was not victory. As more of the enemy
came, they detonated the warheads they had
attached to each gate. The light from each
exploding gate burned as bright as a new
born sun in both the void and the Warp.

Without their gates, the unknown enemies
simply vanished. Perhaps they dissolved
into the void or died in the death fires of
the gates themselves. Regardless, their
advance halted on Araneus Prime when

its gate exploded. The price paid by the
Imperial Fists and their vassals had been
enough—just. All but one of the systems
of the Continuity died, and at the cost of
thousands of Imperial Fists and billions of
humans Araneus Prime survived, but barely.
The death of its warp gate and the cluster
of xenos craft which had penetrated the
Imperial Fists' lines had changed the shape
of the planet. Its surface had been riven by
unnatural fire, its world-city cracked and
rendered to dust and ash, from which the
shattered roots of its great towers rose like
broken teeth.

Looking on the charred remnants taken from
the pyre, the Imperium gave it 2 new name,
one that echoed with a world brought to the
threshold of death but that still lived.

Necromunda, they named it.
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THE ArrHA LEGION

Numeration: The XX™ Legion
Primogenitor: Alpharius

Cognoment (Prior) Many informal
cognomen are listed for the Legion,
including: The Harrowing, The Children
of Eris, The Ghost Legion, The Unbroken
Chain, The Strife Wrought, The Hydra,
The Combine, Aleph Null, The Last Unity,
Vigil, The Threefold Path, The Left Hand
of Darkness, The Azure Serpent, The
Amaranth Coil and simply lit. - “Legion”,
[732 other recognised cognomen oceur in
Primaris level archives]

pir

Observed Strategic Tendencies: Surprise
Assault, Sabotage, Infiltration, Insurgency
and Counter-insurgency Warfare, Multi-
vector Attack, Interplanetary Pursuit and
Decimation Campaigns, and Deep-range
Raiding Operations.

Noteworthy Domains: Unknown/
Unconfirmed {see Addendum XX-XVX-
Omega-V}

Allegiance: Traitoris Perdita

“War is life. In war and in life nothing is

so precious as truth, and thus as the ancient
wisdom holds: where truth walks, everywhere
she should be shepherded always by a bodyguard
of lies."

The Unspeakable King

Magnar Albia and Archtyrant of Panpacifica
Collected Ydles and Nightmares, Cantos X1
Circa M.27

“Our name is Legion, for we are many."
The Book of Malignancies

The Apocrypha Terra
Origin date unknown
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There is no other Legion like the XX,

Of all the mighty forces the Imperium
commanded during the Great Crusade, there
were none so wound about with falsehood,
supposition and paradox than they. Any
attempted study of the XX* division of the
gene-seed of the Legiones Astartes, a force
that would eventually become known as

the Alpha Legion among a myriad of other
names, is therefore fraught with difficulty
and contradiction, and uncovering ‘truth’
when applied to such a study is a vain hope.
This is the case even to a record such as this,
compiled with the highest of authorities

and most extensive reach possible given the
wreckage of the age of war which we have so

recently survived.

Long before the vile treachery of Horus came
into being, the XX" Legion, its formation,
use and purpose was shrouded with mystery
and deliberate concealment from the rest

of the Imperium. This secrecy was colluded
in —it is evident— by the highest circles

of power; indeed, it cannot be doubted

that it was by the Emperor’s will. It is the
supposition of this record that the secrecy
that surrounded this ‘outsider’ Legion and its
hidden purposes, would later serve to conceal
a cancerous transformation at its heart which
was long in its gestation. This malediction; a
delight in strife, and the increasing addiction
to the exercising of its own preternatural
abilities for subterfuge and destruction,
clearly worsened after the ascension of
Horus to Warmaster, although it was unlikely
responsible for this to any extent except
giving the Alpha Legion licence. The Alpha
Legion thus became a twisting serpentine
thing of formless shadows, as dangerous and
venomous as the multi-headed monster of
ancient myth that in latter days became its
sigil and its sign. It was a weapon neither first
the Emperor nor later the Warmaster could
fully control.

What follows then is a fragmentary and in
parts contradictory record. More so than
any other of its type, this record relies on
evidence of the Legion’s activities and
operations as observed by covert sources,
and those who have dealt with the Alpha
Legion at first hand as both ally and enemy
before the perfidy of Horus was to bear its
bitter fruit. Such wisdom was often paid for
in blood, rather than drawn from within

the Legion's own ranks—as such inside
testimony itself is doubly filled with lies and
misdirection. This then is a secret history of
the Alpha Legion and in its lies perhaps may
be found the truth.

Owicins: THE GHosT LecioN
The pall of mystery surrounding the XX"
Legion can be traced back to its creation.

The last known of the gene-seed strains used
in the creation of the Legiones Astartes at the
end of the Unification Wars, factors relating
to the XX™ were kept beyond the usual
secrecy and security that the Emperor chose
to surround the Space Marine project with.
The XX, along with the XVII1* and VI®
proto-Legions, were formed and established
largely in separation from the rest of the
Legiones Astartes, and it is generally thought
created to very specific ends and purposes.
What plan of the Emperor’s lay behind this
action cannot now be known, and even at the
dawning of the Imperial Age, this was one

of many secrets the Emperor kept both from
the Imperial Court and many of his closest
advisors, and the Primarchs themselves.

Known obliquely in some sources as the
‘Trefoil’, these Legions were kept veiled

and distant from their brother Legiones
Astartes from the beginning, breeding
distrust between them that, save in the case
of the XVIII'** Legion ——who would later
become the widely renowned Salamanders
Legion— would never disappear. In the
case of the Alpha Legion, it would instead
worsen over time. This first mystery would
breed others, and questions would continue
to go unanswered not simply about the XX
Legion's methods and nature, but about the
use to which it was put in its earliest days.

Of the early decades of the XX Legion on
Terra and during the re-conquest of the Sol
System almost nothing can be said with any
accuracy whatsoever, and even the cluster
of myths and rumours that would later
grow to surround the Legion’s activities

is absent. What remains instead are a few
sparse but suggestive fragments; anomalous
records of unknown Legiones Astartes units
carrying out targeted strikes, abductions and
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assassinations, both on Terra and beyond,
and reports of Space Marine units answering
to no known master or Legion allegiance
passing through war zones on high priority
missions and under the writ of unassailable
clearance codes which brooked no question.
Rumour and supposition even surrounds the
designation ‘Alpha’, which by some records
is connected with the XX proto-Legion
from a very early period. This, aside from the
numerous occult and arcane associations and
significance that certain sources choose to
derive from this fact, ties into another, more
prosaic, potential association dating back

to the hidden work of the Emperor's own
gene-labs.

It is apparent from numerous extant sources
that during their creation, each nascent
proto-Legion after the Primus or I* Legion
(later the Angelis Tenebraium or Dark
Angels), was raised first to active service ina
staged process of testing and trials before the
full active force was created through mass
recruitment. Each stage of creation would
result in an expansion of the gene-seed
implantation on progressively larger groups
of neophytes. The last of these preliminary
stages was, according to sources, the ‘Alpha
induction. This was in essence believed to
be the first non-experimental implantation,
and its purpose was to create a proto-Legion
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at minimum fighting strength to be field
tested in open battle. It is notable that at this
stage that in the case of the [RepacTED] failed.
Tellingly, there is no recorded evidence that
the XX™ pattern gene-seed group, although
having been approved by the Emperor after
its initial battle tests, was ever ordered to
expand to full implantation, or received an
allotted intake region for mass recruitment
as the rest would do during the early years
of the Great Crusade. This then effectively
limited the XX™ Legion to a body of around
1,000-2,000 Legionaries and effectively
‘side-lined’ them while their contemporaries
underwent rapid expansion and deployment
through the opening phases of the Great
Crusade. The question then remains, why?

Almost certainly it was not a question of
gene-adaption; the extant sample records
place the gene-seed implantation success

for the XX™ pattern as being in the higher
end of the recorded spectrum. The evidence
would indicate it was certainly far superior to
certain other developed types [the difficulties
experienced by the VI* and IX™ patterns
being documented elsewhere]. Likewise,
their battlefield performance was rated high,
removing the other most obvious likelihood
for considering the proto-Legion a failure.
There are three outstanding theories that
have been posited as to why the XX was not
apparently expanded to full Legion strength
during the early Great Crusade which may
each have some merit.

The first is entirely mundane —shortage

of suitable manpower— the recruitment
assignments of the other Legions during

the period now covered most of the suitable
genetic and cultural candidates of both

Terra and the Sol System, and the disaster of
[rRepacTeD] had proven the folly of attempting
to recruit Legiones Astartes stock from
potentially tainted sources.

The second is the suspicion that some
hidden problem, or potential flaw had been
discovered which prevented the proto-
Legion’s expansion—although this in many
ways seems unlikely; for it is to suggest the
Emperor was either unable or unwilling to
solve such a problem and equally unwilling
to ruthlessly eradicate a failed experiment as

he had done before.

The third theory is that the XX™ was
deliberately preserved separately as an
isolated unit for either scientific or military
reasons; possibly to act as a strategic gene-
seed reserve (or indeed a ‘control group’,

as some have suggested, to measure gene-

distortion over time in the other Legions).
This theory also posits the possibility that the
XX™ proto-Legion was held back to undergo
some further development or conditioning
unique to them that the rest of the Legiones
Astartes had been excluded from by design.
There remains no evidence that links this
last ‘Alpha’ stage Legion to the Emperor’s
later and eternally sealed gene-craft project
to create the Legio Custodes, nor indeed
involvement in Labryk Polaris or the aborted
[rREDACTED] experiment which has long been
the subject of dark rumour.

A War in Shadow

Once the Great Crusade was fully underway
and the first of the great Expeditionary fleets
had set out in earnest to bring unity to the
galaxy, the XX Legion then disappears
from official history for many decades.
However, some sources posit a connection
between them and certain shadowed events
during the Great Crusade that have never
been satisfactorily explained by the official
record, even to such as is known to the
highest echelons of the Imperium, save the
Throne of Terra itself. Some suggest that
during this time the XX, without then
their Primarch, had a secret role to play in
ensuring the Imperium’s future. It has been
apparent since the earliest days of the Great
Crusade and the Emperor's great vision of

a united humanity free of the shackles of
torment of the nightmarish cosmos, that as
well as the many enemies without, there has
remained the danger of the enemy within as
has been proved time and again. Evidence
for this hypothesis can be seen both in the
mysterious assault which scattered the
Primarchs across the stars, and by the fact
that the nascent Imperium was plagued
with terrorist assaults, petty rebellions

and the desperate plots of renegades and
madmen. Some such enemies had slunk
into shadowed obscurity following bitter
defeats and crushing conquests during the
bloody wars of Unification but yet plotted
vengeance. Others, twisted by lust for
power or tainted by exposure to the horrors
beyond, sought to pervert the Imperial
dream for their own ends.

No clearer sign that such hidden foes could
strike at the heart of the Imperium occurred
than the so-called ‘accident’ that resulted

in the gene-seed crisis that was nearly

to doom the I1I* Legion—an act which
many have since attributed to the actions
of a secret enemy within. It was not long
after this dark event in the fourth decade

of the Great Crusade, that scattered and
apocryphal reports of anomalous Legiones
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Astartes activity come to light. These actions
were uniformly tactical-scale operations,
carried out far from the front lines of the
Great Crusade by small detached units,
ranging between squad and company in
size. The warriors who carried them out
were doubtless of the Legiones Astartes

by their power, abilities and wargear, but
their identity remained concealed. These
mysterious Legionaries carried little or no
unit markings or heraldry, or in some cases
bore unrecognised markings not in the
official record. In some stranger instances
yet, they operated under a ‘false flag’; the
livery of a known Legion, often amid a

war zone where that impersonated Legion
was operating but without that Legion’s
knowledge, license or command. These
actions were uniformly of a covert nature:
surgical strikes, assassinations, espionage,
sabotage, the recovery of unknown artefacts
or the abduction of important individuals or
entire groups for some unknown purpose.
Such strikes, carried out both at the front
lines and within the Compliant worlds

of the Imperium, were deadly accurate

and seldom left any witnesses alive to tell
directly of them.

The predations of what came to be known

in certain circles as the ‘Ghost Legion’ were
rare —at least those that came to light were
few— and protests by local commanders

or planetary governors against them were
rebuffed or simply ignored. It was suggested
by some within the Imperial High Command
that the XX Legion was at work, but as
other, specialised agencies of the Imperium
such as the Legio Custodes, the Sororitas
Inconcessus and the Officio Assassinorum
rose to power and established themselves,
reports of this unknown force faded and
began to enter myth, although they never
entirely disappeared. If such a ‘Ghost Legion’
truly existed as a coherent entity, then it
represents the frightening prospect of a
Legiones Astartes force whose specialisation
was to act in a way that was distinctly
different from its peers, and to do so in secret.
Lf this force was indeed the XX* Legion, then
it may have been operating in the shadows
of the Imperium for more than a century,
building a web of influence and experience
alien to any other Space Marine Legion and
undertaking a secret war at once part of and
parallel to the Great Crusade itself.

What it became, what it learned during
these years remains unknown. But even if
this supposition is true and not merely a
convenient theory fashioned after the fact
to explain what was to follow, it poses yet
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another question—why was the purpose

of this ‘Ghost Legion' in its particular role
ended? Had it simply been replaced by more
specialised and newly founded powers, or
had it become perhaps too unpredictable,
uncontrollable or even too dangerous in

its current form? Had the Great Crusade’s
need for a front-line battle Legion to add

to its war effort proved too great to allow
the XX to remain in the shadows, or had
the long-awaited recovery of its Primarch
necessitated the change? Irrespective of the
truth, the twisting coils of the Alpha Legion
rose from the darkness and into the light of
the Imperium.

Uniry AND LIS

There remains much that is contradictory
in the accounts of the first open actions

of the Alpha Legion as a force of the
Legiones Astartes in its own right. Official
accounts found in both the arcanlooms

of the Logistica Corpus and the more
prosaic works of the Remembrancers

place the Alpha Legion’s appearance as

an active Legion force in its own right to
either the decade immediately preceding
the commencement of the Farinatus
Extermination or as appearing as an
unexpected reinforcing power during

the darkest days of the third Rangdan
Genocides. This represents a discrepancy
of some thirty sidereal years, but in many
regards makes the Alpha Legion the last

of the Legiones Astartes to be recognised
as a military entity in its own right by a
considerable margin, and also the last to be
officially re-united with its Primarch [again
accounts widely differ as to the exact timing
and conditions of this occurrence, and are
dealt with elsewhere in this account].

In battle this ‘youngest’ Legion, driven

by its mysterious and taciturn Primarch,
became renowned quickly for its discipline
and strict and impenetrable organisation
and regime, which emphasised the unity of
the Legion and its wider actions over the
individual in every respect. Its hallmark

was a relentless application of force and a
terrifying level of co-ordination between its
warriors and war machines. This capacity for
combined arms warfare, speed and surety

of attack was matched by a mastery of the
darker arts of war: of sabotage and ambush,
terror tactics and assassination. Also evident
was its desire for secrecy and talent for
misdirection. It kept its distance from its
fellow Legions, even when tasked to directly
fight alongside them, and in its actions
many found a sinister watchfulness, and
beneath the facade, the shadow of mockery.

=y

The XX™ Legion’s chosen name —the Alpha
Legion (in the ancient form commonly
meaning the first’ or the ‘beginning in

the glyph-pattern)— seems an almost
deliberately perverse jest in the light of its
late inception, as does the name by which its
Primarch was generally to become known—
Alpharius. Some who have studied the
history of this Traitor Legion have chosen to
see the adoption of this naming convention
neither as irony nor deliberate contradiction
of fact, but rather as a statement of ambition
and intent. The Alpha may also mean
‘Primary' and ‘Supreme’, particularly in
conjunction with the ancient glyph Omega
to form the pre-Dark Age of Technology
sigil known as the £ternus. This sigil, which
was used particularly in the carlier displays
of the Legion's heraldry, carries other
hidden meanings not limited to themes

of unity, continuum and indestructibility.

It contains within it the pre-Imperial
‘sacred geometry’ (Ref: Tellurian Data-

Glyph patterns) of the serpent of power
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and knowledge coiling around the pillars
of physical reality and truth. The serpent
also has, since time immemorial, been seen
as a symbol of treachery, secrets, strife and
lies. The ancient Terran mythic serpent of
devastation that could not be slain —for
when one head is cut off, two more would
uncoil in its place— would provide the
Legion's other great icon-type, and one
which would become dominant by the
time of the Horus Heresy; the symbol of
the Hydra. Even then within these symbols
alone could be divined layer upon layer of
hidden meaning and the promise of baleful
intent, ambition and destruction; so would it
be with the Alpha Legion.

The Harrowing

Unlike the other Legiones Astartes in
which could be discerned patterns of Terran
culture and intake of recruitment, with the
hand of their Primarch’s direct influence or
that of their founding wrought upon what
had gone before, where the Alpha Legion

-

and their Primarch began or ended were to
all intents and purposes one and the same.
Their hallmarks were unity, power and the
confusion that outsiders encountered in
dealing with them. Right from the very
beginning, even the Imperialis Logistica
could not confirm even the most basic
details of the Legion with any certainty, be it
the Legion’s primary spheres of recruitment,
its livery or anything remotely approaching
a true gauge of its operating strength. 1t was
a Legion seemingly sprung whole and entire
as if from nowhere, complete with tens of
thousands of fully equipped Legionaries

and a capable war fleet that operated with
veteran skill.

Even the name under which it operated
seemed in doubt, for while the name of
‘Alpha Legion’ gained common currency,
official battle reports saw it operating
under self-given titles such as the ‘Unbroken
Chain’ or more sinister appellations such

as ‘The Harrowing as it called itself in the

xenocidal campaigns of the Perfidian Gap
Extermination. Likewise, many accounts
occur of individual members of the Legion
referring to themselves to outsiders by

the name of ‘Alpharius or simply as ‘One of
Many', often infuriating and confounding
the forces they served alongside. Whether
this policy of anonymity was the result of the
unusual focus the Legion placed on unity
and solidarity in its ranks, or mere outright
addiction to secrecy or a deliberate attempt to
mask its numbers is unknown.

Other contrary accounts exist which belie
this practice, however. Multiple sources

of evidence exist of names originating in
ancient long-thought lost dialects being used
by the Legion both in communication and as
personal cognomen for its members. Further,
on at least one occasion, analysis of after-
action reports involving a battalion of the
Alpha Legion (in this case serving alongside
the Klarkash Imperialis Auxillia against the
Khrave at Memlock), the names and code
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words used by its Legionaries were later
found to exactly correlate to the population
of a recidivist human world the Alpha Legion
itself had previously exterminated (Ref:

the Neverlight Contagion). The reason for

this falsehood or the function this macabre

practice served remains unknown. Such
attitudes of deception —in their broadest
sense at least— appear to have been tacitly
accepted and tolerated by the Emperor and
later by Horus as Warmaster, though to what
true ends remains unclear.

In battle the Alpha Legion proved itself
capable of wielding a devastating mixture

of subtlety and overwhelming force,
revelling in both meticulous planning and
the exercising of imaginative cruelty in

war. Quickly, the Alpha Legion developed
an unmatched reputation among the
Legiones Astartes —save perhaps by the
Raven Guard— for the use of espionage,
infiltration and sabotage in its strategic
planning. But where the Raven Guard sought
to use such tactics to achieve victory without
unnecessary attrition, or spare a human
population it sought to liberate, the Alpha
Legion had other, darker, purposes in mind.
To them, such covert tactics seemed almost

a deadly game of prelude. Where it could,
the Alpha Legion would spread confusion
and disorder seemingly for its own sake as

well as any tactical gain it conferred, or even
perhaps for the bloody spectacle of it. They
maimed and bled the foe, forced them to
chase phantoms and turn on each other in
panic before they struck. Such tactics often
brought the Alpha Legion's target to an
agonised fever-pitch while simultaneously
robbing them of their real strength

and forcing them into such vulnerable
configurations as the Alpha Legion wished.
Then would come the kill. Often this final
attack, or ‘Harrowing’, would be in the form
of an assault from a hundred directions

at once; a blizzard of different tactics and
attack plans used against a foe either utterly
unaware of the true danger or already
brought to the brink of chaos. The result was
almost inevitable catastrophe for the Alpha
Legion'’s victims, as the full might of the
Legion would then descend at the point of
their enemy’s greatest weakness, and what
would follow would be, to the onlooker,
more akin to murder than battle.

To their allies, the Alpha Legion represented
a shifting, protean entity of uncertain
identity and active deceit, coupled with
undeniable military strength, unknowable
goals —and to some observers— unproven
loyalty—a dangerous combination and one
that did not breed trust. To their enemies
they were a true nightmare; a foe that

could strike from any direction, a foe that
seemed to thwart any stratagem and strike
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at weakness no matter how well hidden. The
Alpha Legion was a foe that knew neither
mercy, nor honour, nor quarter, and one that
seemed to delight in destruction for its own
sake, and the chaos and anarchy it could
inspire before the death blow.

Although its history as an active Legion was
a short one compared to many —at least
under its own name— it proved quickly
determined to match any of its brothers in
glory —or perhaps more accurately prove
itself superior to them— and its tally of
victories mounted with surpassing speed.
The Alpha Legion, ever watchful, was far
from averse from studying the strengths of
their fellow Legions, and their weaknesses,
and adapting the weapons and tactics of the
other Legiones Astartes to their own ends.
In this the Legion was not so different to the
strategic observances of the Ultramarines
Chapter and their master, although it is
doubtful that the Lords of Ultramar would
have cared much for the comparison, even
before the two Legions later came to bitter
bloodshed. Such zealousness to prove
themselves as part of the Great Crusade
atany cost, and the often over-elaborate
and needlessly complex and malign way in
which the Alpha Legion chose to wage war
saw them quickly gain infamy more than
fame. This, coupled with growing distrust
due to their insular and deceptive nature,
brought rivalry and acrimony between the
Alpha Legion and much of the rest of the
Legiones Astartes.

As time passed, the relationship between

the Alpha Legion and its peers soured
further. The nature of the Alpha Legion'’s




arts of war and their lack of adherence to
the commands of other Legions placed over
them in the field brought Alpharius and
both Roboute Guilliman of the Ultramarines
and Mortarion of the Death Guard into
conflict on several separate occasions, with
incidents notably occurring both in the
aftermath of the Ullanor Campaign and the
later Vasalius Uprisings. More pointedly
Rogal Dorn and the Imperial Fists quickly
grew to see the entire Alpha Legionas“...
honourless assassins, not fit to bear the Emperor’s
mark”, and only the direct intervention of
the Emperor himself forestalled blood being
spilt between the higher ranking officers of
the two Legions in an affair of honour after
the fall of the Fortress of Jakalla during the
Avalorn Compliance.

Beyond these more famous incidents, Konrad
Curze of the Night Lords is recorded in

the secret transcripts of the Legio Custodes
to have openly condemned the Legion as
“hiding their true sins in a shroud of lies”, while
the evidence also seems to suggest that the
Alpha Legion were discreetly shunned and
avoided by the Thousand Sons Legion where
possible, although no cause for this discord
has ever come to light.

Conversely, if the Alpha Legion could be
said to have had an ally or friend among

the Primarchs, it was Horus himself, and

a potent ally he would prove. Horus saw

the Legion as a unique weapon in the
Imperium’s arsenal, its ambition laudable
and its tactics not so very far removed

from those favoured by his own Legion.
Furthermore, the XX Legion is also known
to have successfully campaigned beside both
the Dark Angels and the Iron Hands without
incident (perhaps surprisingly) on multiple
occasions before the outbreak of the war of
the Horus Heresy, and also displayed a talent
for successfully formulating battle plans
which incorporated non-Legiones Astartes
forces in its campaigns with great effect,
although spending the power and lives of
those who served alongside the Legion

with coldly calculated efficiency. Standing
also in favour of the Alpha Legion was an
enviable record of success in military terms,
particularly in forcing the Compliance of
recalcitrant human colonies, and exposing
and rooting out rebellion and treachery

on recently Compliant worlds. It had also
developed a reputation for hunting down
and exterminating Warp-capable raiding
forces, nomadic xenos threats and human
renegades, at which it had also proven
remarkably successful.

After his ascension to the rank of Warmaster,
where he gained control over the outward
campaigns of the Great Crusade, Horus
increasingly gave free rein to the Alpha
Legion to operate independently of other
Legiones Astartes forces. The Alpha Legion
during this time noticeably and swiftly
expanded in size, creating the core of several
Expeditionary fleets and splitting to form
scores of independent deep-range raiding
forces, often operating alongside Rogue
Traders and reaching into the unknown void
well beyond the Great Crusade’s frontlines.
In the final years before the outbreak of the
Horus Heresy, there is fragmentary evidence
to indicate that even Horus was beginning
to doubt his grip on the Alpha Legion, and
doubt also the veracity of his own knowledge
about the XX™, its goals and who it truly
served. Secret reports prepared for both the
Warmaster and the Imperial Court on Terra
during this period show a growing unease
about the Alpha Legion, some implying that
it was increasingly beyond the Imperium'’s
ability to measure or to control. Furthermore,
that perhaps some obsession or madness was
taking hold of the Legion's psyche in the
way it operated and made war. It has been
suggested that the Alpha Legion had begun
to seek out bartles to fight for the challenge
they offered, rather than to suit the needs of
the Great Crusade, orchestrating ever more
apocalyptic displays of their arcane and
malevolent methods of war, even when mere
conventional assault would have proved
more efficient and expedient.

In time the accusation had started to
become such common currency among

the Terran Court and many Imperial
commanders that the Alpha Legion had
now become seemingly addicted to bringing
low civilizations by anarchy, fire and

blood that might have been brought into
Compliance readily through negotiation

or a limited display of force, rather than

be turned into strife-torn ruins as a test

of the Alpha Legion’s skills. Worse, it was
alleged that this need to orchestrate the
elaborate destruction of their foes was no
mere affectation but a pathological flaw, and
one that was only worsening as the Great
Crusade progressed. Such accusations the
Warmaster pointedly dismissed.

As the time of Heresy drew closer, the Alpha
Legion, as if in response to the growing
cloud of suspicion and distrust of them in
some quarters, drew further into the outer
darkness at the fringes of known space,

or at least appeared to. Their deceptions

multiplied, as too it appears did the names
that the Legion and its agents were known
under, particularly in the dark stars beyond
the Imperium's borders, where many of those
it came into contact with had no idea of their
destroyer’s true nature or allegiance until it
was too late.

BeroRe THE FALL

When the Horus Heresy erupted and the
atrocity at Isstvan I1I occurred, a large Alpha
Legion strike force, comprising some 50,000
Legionaries under the direct command of
their Primarch were conveniently situated
to respond to Rogal Dorn’s orders to attack
the traitors at Isstvan V. This Alpha Legion
contingent is believed to have comprised
the combined forces of two separate
Expeditionary fleets and their support
vessels, having recently returned to the
Imperium to resupply and re-arm at the
Forge World of Lucius after an extended
series of campaigns at the north-eastern
Galactic fringe. The Alpha Legion and

their Primarch had then been supposedly
all but out of contact with the rest of the
Great Crusade for several years, and by this
fact was Rogal Dorn, Praetorian of Terra,
likely assured of their loyalty and lack of
involvement with whatever treacherous
madness had befallen Horus and his
immediate coterie. This could not however
have been further from the truth as their
involvement in the Dropsite Massacre

was to prove—and there have even been
unsubstantiated claims since that Alpharius
had a hand in the planning of the Dropsite
Massacre itself.

It is certain that the Alpha Legion had
spread its web of infiltration, espionage and
sabotage far and wide through the Imperium
prior to the outbreak of hostilities, as was
soon to be proved to bloody effect on a score
of worlds as part of the Warmaster's opening
gambit. At the hands of the Alpha Legion’s
talent for conspiracy and that of their agents,
billions were to die and countless billions
more would suffer hardship and disaster

in the time to come. Even on planets that
would not feel the thunderous footfall of
the Legiones Astartes throughout the entire
war, would the Alpha Legion'’s cruel plans
and talent for strife wreak untold havoc.
However, even as Horus unleashed the
Alpha Legion to bury its fangs deep into the
body of the Imperium, he neither trusted it
nor its master to obey him, nor fight the war
he wished them to fight once the hydra had
been unchained. History would prove this
distrust well founded.
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Ti1g HEAD OF THE SERPENT —

Tue ALPHARIUS ENIGMA

Of the many mysteries that surround

the Alpha Legion, the most fundamental
and key enigma is the question of their
Primarch, Alpharius. Of all of the Primarchs
who remained to draw blood against each
other in the Horus Heresy, of Alpharius
the least is known for certain. It is

widely believed that on diverse occasions
members of his Legion each claimed not
only Alpharius’ name but also his identity,
even in council with allied Legions and
emissaries of the Imperial Court, and
later that of the Warmaster. Beyond this
some have made the outlandish claim

that there was more than one Primarch of
the Alpha Legion, or that Alpharius was
even somehow able to ‘duplicate’ himself
physically and appear to be in more than
one location simultaneously, perhaps
worlds apart. Some have even attributed
hidden truth to the emblem of the three-
headed hydra that later came to symbolise

the Legion in this regard.

Furthering this mystery and the outright
deception perpetrated by Alpharius, many

reliable reports of the Primarch’s physical

:|ppmr;m(.'o.‘diffm'_ While he is noted on

many occasions to be of similar stature

and countenance of any of his Legionaries
and able to pass unnoticed in their ranks,
other records show him as a rowering and
fearful figure as were the other Primarchs,
bedecked in sinisterly ornate, hydra-chased
battle plate and wielding a mighty double-
headed spear. Contemporary accounts
record Alpharius as a masterful ractician
and strategist whose skills were rated by the
Imperial Stratagos as akin to the legendary
abilities of Perturabo or Guilliman. His
erudition was said to be astounding, but one
whose great intelligence was as cool and as

watchful as a viper's gaze.

He is recorded as having sought out the
comradeship and council of none of his
brother Primarchs save perhaps Horus,
although some reports that place him
also on Caliban and Terra at various times
cannot be easily dismissed. He is said

to have encouraged his commanders to
operate with extreme independence of
thought and action, and yet the Alpha
Legion was known to pride itself on its
unbreakable unity of purpose and will.
Such are the paradoxes that abound in the

wake of the shadowed figure of Alpharius,

and in this he can be said to encompass
his Legion, and this is never more the case
than in the mystery of his reuniting with
the Imperium.

An account of the finding of Alpharius

that circulated secretly between the houses
and factions of the Imperial Court states
that his discovery was an accident of the
Luna Wolves Legion. By this, Alpharius
was the leader of a confederation of

human systems whose fleet of warships, no
match in size or scale to Imperial vessels,
managed through trickery and ambush to
ingloriously lay low one of the outlying
Luna Wolves battleships. Responding to
this unforgivable defeat, Horus himself and
his fleet gave chase, only to find themselves
mired in ambush after ambush, tricked into
deadly traps and chasing shadows until
Horus' own flagship came under attack. In
the ensuing confrontation, the Luna Wolves
smashed the enemy fleet's d;'spcr:!!c attack
aside, but in the confusion a single assassin
broke into the flagship, and through stealth
and murder managed the impossible task of
fighting his way clear to Horus' command
chamber and slaughtered his bodyguards
before Horus himself was forced to
confront him. But Horus did not slay the
attacker but recognised him instead fora
brother; Alpharius. This account is a lie.

Another account torn from the mind of an
Alpha Legion Centurion captured by the
Legio Custodes after the Fall of Seraphina
tells the story of the finding of Alpharius.
It speaks of a nameless dead world at the
edge of the Mandragoran Stars whose
civilisation rose and was wiped out by
bloody hands long before Mankind first
walked on Terra. On this nameless orb, the
nascent Primarch fell into the shattered
ruins of a fallen city murdered long ages
ago. Utterly alone, voiceless and without
aid, he was forced to survive against the
tortuous elements of the desolate world
and the predations of the hungry ghosts

of the charnel pit into which he had

been consigned. His solitude was only
broken after many long years by a new star
falling from the heavens; a corsair ship

of degenerate half-human renegades and
alien mercenaries intent on plundering
the dead ruins for whatever worth might
remain amid the shatters. Instead they
found only death at the young Primarch’s
hands, and Alpharius gained their weapons,

their knowledge and their vessel as his

own, and with it he ser out in search of he
who had made him. This account is a lie.

Two other accounts, found encrypted
within the pages of certain volumes of the
suppressed work of memetic corrosion
known as the Transit of the Human Soul
thraugh Strife, or the Codex Hydra as it

is sometimes known, offer differing
contentions. The Arst is that the lost
Primarch was deposited on a thriving
tech-oligarchy world known as Bar'Savor,
but before his first decade of life there was
done, the skies of Bar'Savor darkened as the
nightmarish xenos worm-creatures known
as the Slaugth descended to feed. Capturing
the young Primarch, a being alone strong
enough to resist them, the Slaugth kept
Alpharius as a curiosity, twisting his mind
with their horrors and enslaving him and
tutoring him as a living weapon to sow
strife and discord on their victim worlds

before they fell upon them to feast.

It was the Emperor himself who at last
liberated him, his golden battle barge
ramming into the heart of the vast stone
ship of the foul xenos to break it open, the
Emperor’s wrath like that of a vengeful
god of legend in retribution for what had
been done to his son. For long years after,
Alpharius remained at his father's side as
the Emperor undid what had been done

to mar his creation. This account also
offers a n‘omt'mlicmr'r.r version of events,
saying that Alpharius alone, unfinished

in some way, had been spared or at least
some part of him had remained behind
though gravely injured when the rest of the
Primarchs were scattered across the stars
by unknown hands. Here, in the shadow
of Terra, he grew and was nurtured alone
of the Primarchs by the Emperor himself,
his existence a jealously guarded secret
even from those closest to the Emperor,
lest the dark fates move against him, Upon
his maturity he became the Emperor's own
secret hand and his greatest shield, until
he was at last parted from his father, his

destiny to fulfil. These accounts are lies,

What then is the truth, if recorded facts
suggest none of these accounts are real—
and they are but a few of the phantasms that
purport to be the secret truth of Alpharius’
past? Perhaps, like the most potent of
falsehoods, they each contain a grain of truth
within them, a hint at a greater secret yet, il
is for each to judge for themselves.




UNIT ORGANISATION AND STRUCTURE WITHIN THE LEGION

When faced with the task of elucidating the
inner workings and structure of the Alpha
Legion, one is once again forced to deal head-
on with paradox and contradiction, both by
report and the evidence left in the dust of
shattered worlds where the Legion worked
its arts of war. Where one authoritative
report might present the Legion's inner
workings as highly stratified and cloaked

in labyrinthine secrecy beyond any other,

a different report, also by reputable source,
might describe the Legion’s inner workings

as surprisingly open and egalitarian in nature,

with each voice heard in council regardless
of rank or station. Certain commonalities
do however exist, particularly in accounts of
how the Legion fought, and to some extent
trained its aspirants for war.

The first of these is the emphasis the Alpha
Legion placed on unity of action and
intent within its ranks. Such co-ordination
and faultless discipline was paramount

to the rapidly shifting, responsive tactics
Alpharius inculcated in his Legion, and the
fluidity which characterised the Legion's
deployments on the battlefield. It was
repeatedly reported that from their first
hours as aspirants, the would-be warriors
of the Alpha Legion would train and fight
together as units, rather than individual
soldiers; the success of each one, and even
their survival, depending on the success of
the unit as a whole. The exercises and trials
the Legion's aspirants were put through
were said to be in their way as deadly as any
of the Legiones Astartes, but required both
intelligence and co-operation to overcome,
so that no single aspirant might alone
survive them.

A second commonality in observations of the
Alpha Legion was its superlative expertise in
the arts of espionage, sabotage, infiltration
and assassination. The goal of which was

to leave an enemy leaderless and fractured,

a helpless puppet before the Legion’s
onslaught when it came. In counterpoint,
the tactics of attrition and the forlorn hope,
the bloody slog of trench warfare and static
defence were things shunned by the Alpha
Legion unless entirely unavoidable, and
even then only ever engaged in on the
Legion's own terms. When the time for
all-out attack came however, it would be a
lethal mistake to underestimate the Alpha
Legion's abilities in open warfare, abilities
which had drawn grudging praise from both
the likes of Horus and Sanguinius in action.

The seamless tactical cohesion and fluid
mastery of complex stratagems displayed by
the Alpha Legion in the realms of infiltration
and covert assault also made them masters

of adaption, manoeuvre, feint and ambush in
open battle. To fight the Alpha Legion’s hosts
of warriors and war machines in open battle
was akin to fighting a single, vast and coiling
entity with myriad limbs and striking fangs,
but operating under a single malevolent will.

It is unclear whether the Alpha Legion ever
conformed fully to the original operating
strictures and organisational pattern laid

out for the Space Marine Legions in the
Principia Belicosa at the start of the Great
Crusade, particularly as the Alpha Legion
was formed long after the initial muster of
the Legions. Outwardly though there was
extensive resemblance to the basic Legion
patterns, although the command structure
and the organisation of the Alpha Legion
can be discerned as being radically more
fluid and specialised. It seems entirely
possible, given the evidence available, that
an individual Legionary’s role and position
within the division he was attached to was
adapted and changed as frequently as tactical
need demanded, and perhaps to some higher
system of purpose whose ultimate goal
remains unknown.

The Alpha Legion’s companies, battalions
and chapters (sometimes referred to as
‘Harvows', ‘Cohorts', ‘Hosts' and ‘Instruments’

in shifting meaning) were formulated and
broken down seemingly at the whim of
Alpharius and the Legion’s commanders. To
this end unit numerations were swapped and
heraldry changed and adapted, personnel
and resources were reassigned or removed
entirely from an order of battle, only to be
later again replaced. Such organisational
transits were noted not only between

active deployments but also even during
the course of a particular campaign. This
made the Legion’s strength, intentions and
deployments almost impossible to gauge or
track to foe and friend alike.

This shifting and deliberate formlessness
may, by some reports, have extended even
to a particular Legionary’s identity and rank,
and is echoed in reports of uncommon
similarity in both the physical features and
aspect sometimes displayed by the Legion.
Needless to say this latter phenomenon

is confusingly not constantly observed in
the record either, and while some reports
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speak of the Legion's members displaying

a strange physical uniformity, others infer
them as originating from a mixture of
genotypes, while others indicate a strange,
waxy and unnatural appearance to grey flesh
bled of pigment, and sees them adorned
with shimmering serpentine electoos. It is
entirely possible that all of these reports are
equally valid. Whether surgical or memetic
implantation techniques, proscribed
cognitive manipulation or esoteric
technologies were employed to these ends
remains unknown, as does just to what
extent the individual Legionaries undertook
such measures voluntarily—or perhaps were
even aware of being subject to them at all.

At a strategic level the Alpha Legion

was clearly at pains to maintain a wide
spectrum of military assets and capacities,
its dedication to flexibility ensuring it

was as capable in armoured warfare as it
was in surgical drop strikes, artillery fire
support or close quarter Zone Mortalis
operations. It was supported in maintaining
these abilities by voracious demand for
materiel, particularly supplied hy Forge
Worlds such as Lucius, Incaladion and
Phaeton—with some of these treaties

of provender brokered directly by the
Warmaster, no doubt in the hope of further
securing the Alpha Legion's loyalty. These
arrangements do not however account

for the full scope of the Alpha Legion’s
extensive panoply of war, particularly their
known acquisition of rare and specialised
wargear notionally only manufactured by
the armouries of certain Legions and never
released to others, or not yet issued outside
of closed prototype deployments.

A case in point is the evidence of the Alpha
Legion’s access to a version of Corvus

pattern power armour, not then in general
circulation, as early as the Dropsite Massacre
and the 1% Battle of Paramar. Later battlefield
recovery and analysis of this ‘Corvus-Alphd’
armour shows it in fact to be a unique variant
likely developed separately from an early
prototype of unknown manufacture. This
suggests that the Alpha Legion may have
acquired incomplete schematics by covert
means early in the project’s life and chosen to
develop it on their own without recourse to
the Mechanicum. It has been surmised that
long before the Horus Heresy was to tear the
Imperium asunder, the Alpha Legion had
sought to secure its own extensive facilities
of manufacture and positioned numerous
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hidden supply outposts and arms caches,
both within Imperial space and beyond it,
the full extent of which will never be known.

On a tactical level, the Alpha Legion favoured
freedom of manoeuvre and portability

of firepower. I'ts battle tactics showed
particular tendencies towards specialised
reconnaissance and infiltration units in
opening combat operations, to be quickly
followed by the rapid deployment of fast
armour, close air support and mechanised
infantry units as a main strike force.
Attacking from many vectors at once, as well
as skilfully employing feints and ambushes,
would commonly reveal a foe's weaknesses
to the watching Alpha Legion commanders.
They would then bring about maximum
pressure against the exposed vulnerability,
deploying reserves of shock troops, heavy
armour and artillery as expedient to deal a
shattering death blow. In order to employ
these tactics, the Alpha Legion was known
to have developed a number of specialised
formations and units, often equipped with
otherwise unknown and esoteric weapons
and wargear. They were also known to form
sub-divisions, referred to as ‘Splinters’, which
operated completely in isolation to achieve a
particular mission or strategic goal, without
regard to the safety or survival of either
themselves or other members of theirown
force. It was often the case that other allied
forces, and even the rest of an Alpha Legion
deployment in the conflict in which they
operated would be entirely unaware of a
Splinter's existence or mission.

The Seeker squads employed by many
Legions were, according to some reports,
pioneered first by the Alpha Legion to this
end, and certainly such squads, along with
specialised Reconnaissance squads, were
common to almost all of the Legions' battle
formations. These tactics were taken a stage
further by the Alpha Legion in the creation
of an elite unit geared specifically to rapidly
inflicting targeted casualties behind enemy
lines, known variously as the Headhunters
or ‘Effrit—although this latter term may also
have referred to the act of assassination, and
the sowing of destruction and chaos behind
the lines mid-battle, as well as a particular
unit type. This preference for high-impact
strikes carried out by small, elite infantry
units is evidenced by the fact that both
Destroyer squads (who suffered none of the
opprobrium found in some Legions to those
so assigned), as well as specialised Alpha
Legion sabotage operatives are also classified
as “Effrit” in some accounts and treated as a
respected veteran cadre within the Legion.

Another designation, again drawn from
ancient myth by the Alpha Legion, was the
‘Lernaean’. This cognomen appears to have
been given to the Legion's most expert shock
assault troops, particularly to dedicated
Terminator companies and in some instances
breacher squads and Dreadnoughts. In
particular, battle recordings of certain
Lernaean Terminator units mark them as
being equipped with advanced teleportation
assault capacity and specialised heavy
weaponry such as compact conversion beam
weapons and phase-field generator gear.

The foremost task of the Lernaean was to
swiftly isolate and destroy the most powerful
frontline troops and potent battlefield assets
a foe possessed, and to do so in such an
emphatic and bloody manner that not only
was a potential threat to the Alpha Legion’s
attack ended, but the psychological shock

of their attack would further damage enemy
morale. Such was the calculated cruelty and
cold brutality employed by the Lernaean,
that their reputation quickly spread beyond
the Alpha Legion itself. Certain records

also indicate other named and specialised
formations, such as the ‘Rhatosthaen’,
‘Shayatan’,'Quaryn’ and ‘Echidna’ whose
nature, if they truly existed at all, remains
mysterious. In addition, certain references
are made to the ‘Chrythsaor’ which may have
referred to the Legion's Librarius (possibly
encompassing a wider intelligence gathering
apparatus as well), which was suspected to
have been extensive before the Council of
Nikaea. Though not believed to have been
present at the Council, Alpharius, at least
outwardly, appears to have had his Legion
abide by its ruling, a stance quickly ended
during the war of the Heresy.

Of importance also when considering the
particular structure and capabilities of

the Alpha Legion is its use of human and
augmented-human agents and paramilitaries.
Whereas many Space Marine Legion
forces utilised the manifold elements of
the Excertus Imperialis to support their
efforts in the Great Crusade, and many
Expeditionary fleets utilised regiments of
the Imperialis Auxillia (or Imperial Army)
subservient to the Legiones Astartes in
their order of battle, the Alpha Legion
made particular use of detached elements
specifically trained for tasks of espionage,
infiltration and terrorism, and these were
beholden to none save the Legion itself in
fealty. Operating individually or as part of
a cell network, these agents and operatives
often had little knowledge of each other or in
many cases of who their true masters were,
but were uniformly highly trained, psycho-
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conditioned for ruthlessness and fanatical
loyalty, and were often subjected to surgical
or biochemical augmentation to further
their abilities. When encountering human
worlds to be brought into Compliance, these
augmented and highly adept agents (referred
to as ‘Sparatof, possibly from an ancient term
meaning the ‘sown men’ in some sources),
would go ahead of the Legion and infiltrate
the population, acting as spies, agitators and
saboteurs. They would encourage treachery,
spread disinformation and corrosive mimetic
patterns, and find or take over underground
rebel or terrorist groups. Their role primarily
was to promote dissent and cause widespread
panic and infrastructural damage, and so
seek to critically weaken an enemy before
the Legion itself engaged in battle. When
the Alpha Legion finally showed its hand,
the Sparatoi and their web of puppet-agents
would provide a wave of sabotage and
distraction attacks, further destabilising the
enemy, often at the cost of their own lives. It
is apparent that prior to the Horus Heresy,
the Sparatof network was expanded into

the Imperium itself and its armed forces,
becoming a cancerous presence that was only
revealed as civil war erupted. Further reports
of actual Legionaries similarly infiltrating
civilian populations by unknown means

and even the rank and file of others of the
Legiones Astartes and masquerading as part
of their number cannot be confirmed.

CommaND HierARCHY

As with so much concerning the Alpha
Legion, precise definition of their

command structure cannot be determined
with certainty, but certain patterns can

be deduced as —if not constant— then
repeated enough to have been deemed
important. The first of these is specialisation.
In any given deployment, a chain of
command was obeyed unquestioningly, but
this chain of command was a fluid one, both
conditional and highly decentralised in its
nature. While a force would be notionally
under the control of an officer such as 2
captain, the authority held by specialists in
particular, such as siege masters or vigilators,
was deferred to as a matter of course and

was regarded as absolute and not to be

questioned in their area of expertise.

Likewise, each unit within the Legion was
expected to operate as a self-motivated and
self-governing ‘cell’ without need of exterior
command, and expected to display initiative
and pursue its part in the wider battle plan
under its own cognisance and in any way

it judged to be expedient. Such was the
empbhasis on unity of action and initiative
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the Alpha Legion placed on its warriors,
that the battlefield co-ordination and
responsiveness to changing circumstances
the Alpha Legion displayed was arguably
superior to that of any other of the Legiones
Astartes. The Alpha Legion's commanders
seldom were observed to operate as
champions or warlords in the conventional
sense as might be expected of the Legiones
Astartes, craving it seemed neither personal
glory nor the experience of sublime clash
of arms. Instead they were wont to observe
a battle unfold impassively, watching the
patterns of force and bloodshed it revealed,
intervening only when needed by issuing
orders that would tip the outcome in

the Alpha Legion’s favour, or by direct
action, striking personally at the point of
vulnerability where they would inflict the
greatest damage.

In terms of honorifics and titles, the Alpha
Legion seemed to have used a shifting set
of terminology to convey authority and
role. At times the Alpha Legion appears

to have deliberately aped the systems

used by other Legions (such as the Sons

of Horus and the Blood Angels) although
whether this was done to incorporate a
proven pattern of organisation as part of

a particular strategy or as some form of
mockery remains unknown. Aside from
these patterns, close scrutiny of the records
also reveals several distinctive additional
divisions of command not shown by other
Legions. One such unique title known to
have been used by the Alpha Legion was
that of ‘Harrowmaster or ‘Thariuk’ as the
leading commander given overall control of
all Alpha Legion forces in a given war zone.
Although their nominal rank might vary, it
was the task of the Harrowmaster to keep
track of encompassing the shifting events
of a conflict in minute detail and shape the
actions of the Legion’s forces accordingly,
creating and aborting battle plans and
stratagems with bewildering speed. The
position of Harrowmaster was known to

be held as a supreme accolade by the Alpha
Legion, and their infamous skill at battlefield

control was highly regarded (even as the
Legion itself was often mistrusted) by the
commanders and stratagos of the other
Space Marine Legions. It is noteworthy
that the Harrowmasters were among the
few of the Legion, save its equerries, whose
personal names are left to the open record,
although whether these have any basis in
reality or are merely guises worn by a single
warrior or perhaps a series of individuals

remains unknowable.

War DiseosiTion

Exact figures for the martial strength of the
Alpha Legion at the outset of the wars of
the Horus Heresy are impossible to obtain.
Sources and estimates vary wildly, some
making extravagant claims which may
both overestimate or undervalue the Alpha
Legion’s manpower. Most contemporaneous
accounts from around the time of the
Dropsite Massacre put the Alpha Legion at
between 120,000 and 130,000 Legionaries
strong, placing it within the middle tier

of Legion strengths. Some theorists have




dubtoredan tdias 4 npdifas sl pleriinli el €xer beidived sapilr vgEadi b

posited this figure as far lower, somewhere
in the 90,000 range based upon the largest
concentrations of Alpha Legion forces

ever seen in operation in a single theatre.
With hindsight and diligent corroboration
however, evidence of multiple simultaneous
battle groups operating in far distant locales
suggests a far higher figure than either

of these estimates, well into the range of
perhaps 180,000 Legionaries which, if
accurate, would make it one of the most
formidable Legions in sheer size alone, a
factor un-guessed at by both sides of the war
that was to follow.

In terms of its access to wargear and
star-faring vessels, the Alpha Legion was
formidably equipped. Again, true estimates
are difficult to arrive at, but most pictorial
and second party reports show the Alpha
Legion as possessing extensive access to the
most modern forms of Legiones Astartes
equipment, not limited to Maximus and
Tartaros pattern armour, the new Sicaran
pattern battle tanks and their sub-types,

The Colour of Deceit

The question of the Alpha Legion’s livery and heraldry of arms is also a matter of some
contention in the study of this Traitor Legion’s history. It is the case that over the
centuries-long conflict of the Great Crusade, all of the grey-clad Legions that first departed
Terra changed in appearance to some degree —some very dramatically so— as the
consequences of the long war and campaigning took their toll, and most tellingly after they
were reunited with their Primarchs. It is also the case that given that an armed force such
as a Space Marine Legion numbers in the tens of thousands strong and is often scattered
across the vast distances of interstellar void, true uniformity or conformity of livery and
appearance is impossible, even for a Legion so stratified and structured as perhaps the
Ultramarines or the Iron Warriors.

These factors, however, do not account for the wide variance displayed by the Alpha

Legion, and instead it is likely more deliberate misdirection and secrecy plays its part.
| Variously and without recourse to time period or progression, the Alpha Legion has been
witnessed in liveries of pale grey, gleaming steel, veridian, dull bronze, sable, indigo,
amaranth and azure blue—both in main and combination. It has been variously recorded
as displaying Principia Belicosa standardised rank and unit signifiers, elaborate stylised
reptilian iconography of unknown meaning, and the complex logos-teknika forms
favoured by the Emperor-shattered Panpacific Empire on Ancient Terra. It has also gone
into battle without emblems or markings of any kind; a faceless, anonymous army of killers
without distinction or division in its ranks.

1f any deeper meaning is held by these changes and masquerades beyond their use to
confuse the enemy and confound those who would study the Legion and know its ways,
one of the most outlandish and disturbing explanations is that not even the Alpha Legion
itself knew its true shape and form. This theory, postulated since the Horus Heresy,
contends that only Alpharius knew the true extent of his Legion and its domains, its
strength and its reach, and perhaps then even he knew it only imperfectly. By this token
the Alpha Legion had become unknowable; a self-sustaining, self-replicating force, a
weapon that had transcended the flesh of the Legionaries that made it up and the hand
that wielded it. It would be a force whose limits and extent would forever be unknown,
even unto itself, and therefore ultimately unstoppable as no enemy or influence could ever
hope to fully infiltrate or overcome it from within.

It was and is indeed the case, that even before the Horus Heresy, entire generations of
Alpha Legion warriors could have been trained, fought and died in ignorance of their
own Legion's wider operations, purposes and goals. Entire Expeditionary fleets could have
operated never knowing the existence of mirror images of themselves, each believing that

they were the only Alpha Legion bearing that name. The implications of such a colossal
deceit are staggering, if true.
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as well as extensive stocks of plasma and
conversion beam weaponry and specialised
munitions unknown outside the Legion.
In terms of warships, the Alpha Legion
was known to possess a very extensive
and diverse fleet, although lacking in
large numbers of heavy capital ships and
planetary siege craft in comparison to
most other Legions. The main strength of
the Alpha Legion’s fleets then was found
in a plethora of different intermediate
and escort vessels, with range and speed
being their primary focus. The Alpha
Legion was also suspected of utilising a
number of captured xenos vessels, and
indeed incorporating xenos technology
into their warship designs —a practice

strictly forbidden without the sanction

of the Mechanicum— but given the
Legion's frequent activities far beyond the
Imperium’s borders and its hidden strengths
and bases of operation, such a suspicion was
impossible to prove.

As the war of the Horus Heresy raged on,
the Legion demonstrated an enviable ability
to replace its battlefield losses. While the
war continued and many Legions saw their
strength shorn away, the Alpha Legion
appeared to grow stronger throughout the
conflict, despite several seemingly serious
defeats. Much like the hydra of myth, where
one head was cut from the Legion's body,
two more appeared to grow in its place.
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ArrPHA LEGION TERMINATOR STRIKE LEADER

Uniknown STRIKE LEADER

Unkxown Squap/Unknown UNIT AFFILIATION

Live Assautt TERMINATOR SQUAD LEADER

THE INvASION OF PARAMAR

InrriaL OrarmaL Ramo on THE PaNopTicon CoMPLEX
PicT-RENDER: CONFLICT ZONE 34/13

This depiction of an Alpha Legion Terminator squad
strike leader is taken from multiple fragmentary
records surviving from the initial assault on the
Panopticon Complex of the Paramar Terminus facility.
This initial attack wave, carried out by Kharybdis
Assault Claw vehicles, served to demonstrate both
the speed and precision wirh which the Alpha Legion
could operate, as well as the breadth of wargear and

tactics available to them.

The attack force is believed to have comprised over a
hundred Terminators, utilising at least five patterns
of Terminator armour and at least three distinctive
unit role types. This observed strike leader bears the
older Cataphractii pattern and commanded a demi-
squad in standard line assault configuration — the
Cataphractii pattern, although more cumbersome
than its successors, afforded better protection
against the heaviest firepower. This durability no
doubt enabled this unknown strike leader to endure
into the third hour of the attack against this deadly
Zone Mortalis, by which time the wave suffered an
estimated 70% casualties before his disintegration by
Myrmidon Destructors.

Panoply of War
1. Reaver Pattern Power Chainaxe.

2. Phobos Pattern Combi-melta: Note unknown
syncretic iconography.




ArrHA LEGION CONTEMPTOR DREADNOUGHT
ArcHontas OriGo
UNknowN LEGION Sus-UNIT
[ssTvaN RETRIBUTION FLEET MUSTER
Very little is known of the warrior referred to in the archives of the Logistica Corpus as the ‘Archontas’ of an unknown chapter of

the Alpha Legion, and it is considered unlikely that ‘Origo’ is even a personal name. According to some extant early Great Crusade
archives, at least a dozen different warriors of the old XX™ Legion bore that name, every one of them falling in combat during the
early or mid Crusade eras to be interred within the armoured sarcophagus of a number of different marks of Dreadnought armour,
from early Furibundus to later mark Castra Ferrum. This particular Dreadnought is of the Contemptor class, the mainstay class
used by the majority of the Legiones Astartes throughout the later Great Crusade era. Of particular note in this instance is the
application of a subtle ‘scale’ motif across areas of the Dreadnought’s armour, drawing on one of many mythological themes the
Alpha Legion is known to favour.

Archontas Origo's Dreadnought armour is equipped with a pair of power claws with inset flamers, making him a fearsome
prospect for any but the most accomplished of melee fighters. He also mounts a cyclone missile launcher, a weapon often utilised
to break down the coherency of enemy formations prior to an attack, a broad category of tactic the Alpha Legion are noted as being
especially adept at implementing.
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XX™ LEGION VETERAN LEGIONARY

UnNaMED VETERAN LEGIONARY

Unknown Lecion Sus-uNtT

CRYPTOSI PURGATION

This depiction of a warrior of the XX™ Legion
is compiled from a number of pict-captures

committed to central archives in 927.M30.
According to the records, the Legionary was

part of a sub-company sized unit deployed

to investigate atrocities committed in the
Imperium’s northern reaches by an exotic,
meta-dimensional strain of xenos thought to be
the species later referred to in some accounts as
the ‘Cryptosi’. The campaign appears not to have
been committed to record, although contact with
colony worlds in that region was lost soon after,
seemingly as a result of Legiones Astartes activity.

The Legionary is clad in early production MkII
Astartes battle plate, itself unusual as this mark
was largely obsolete by 927.M30. The armour
bears the older forms of iconography observed
in use by the XX throughout the early Great
Crusade, later almost entirely replaced by the
Hydra symbol. The meaning of the icon on the
right shoulder is unknown, but may represent
an amalgam of company and chapter identifiers.
Other markings, rendered in what is assumed to
be ancient Terran ‘Helac' script can be seen, their
meaning entirely unreadable.

Panoply of War

1. Thunder Edge Chainsword: Note the
application of azure Legion colouration on hilt
and furniture.

2. Phobos Pattern Boltgun:
Note Delta symbol, possibly

asquad identifier.

3. Krak and Frag Grenades.
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ArprHA LEGION VETERAN TACTICAL LEGIONARY

LECIONARY ‘ALPHARIUS

SQUAD ALPHARIUS

UNIDENTIFIED CHAPTER

(Possiary ‘Tre Ungroken CHAIN)

Isstvan V DROPSITE MASSACRE

This Legionary is depicted as he appears in
sensorium core data ex-loaded from the armour of
one of the few Salamanders Legionaries to escape
the Isstvan V Dropsite Massacre, the Traitor’s
name and squad designation transmitted by his
armour’s amicus/inimicus transponder. This
particular Legionary was witnessed operating

a missile launcher in a Legion veteran tactical
squad, a weapon he used to fearsome effect in

the opening minutes of the betrayal when the
second wave, of which the Alpha Legion were a
part, opened fire on the unsuspecting units of the
first wave as they regrouped. Notably, Legionary
‘Alpharius’ felled the Salamanders Dreadnought,
Ancient Khulkran, with a kral missile fired in the
opening seconds of the betrayal, which appeared
to serve as a signal for his entire chapter to reveal
the depths of its treachery.

The Legionary is clad in prototype Astartes
battle plate, later post-designated ‘MkVT, itselfa
mystery as at this time the only Legion listed as
having any suits of this trial mark was the Raven
Guard. The armour is decorated with a number
of icons and markings commonly observed in
use by the Alpha Legion, including the Laernean
Hydra Legion icon and the older Alpha-Omega
symbol of the XX™. This possibly indicated that
the Legionary is a veteran of the old Legion prior
to its unification with the Primarch.

Panoply of War
1. Proteus Pattern Missile Launcher.

2. Umbra Pattern Boltgun: Note ‘Unbroken
Chain’ iconography.
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UNKNOWN LEGIONARY

Uniknown SQuAD/UNKNOWN UNIT AFFILIATION
WARGEAR INDICATES OPERATION

As ‘Seeker’ TacricaL Sus-Tyee

The INvASION OF PARAMAR

AssauLt oN THE PARAMAR TERMINUS COMPLEX
Picr-RenDER: CONELICT ZONE 34/ 71

Presented as an exemplar of the Alpha Legion

line forces encountered during the Invasion of
Paramar, this Legionary can be observed to be
equipped with modified MkIV ‘Maximus’ power
armour, and displaying particular livery and insignia
believed in part to be indicative of the forces of the
Harrowmaster Armillius Dynat (in particular the
use of bronzed elements), although this cannot be
accurately confirmed.

The iconography displayed can be seen as a mixture
of more recent hydra’ design utilised by the Legion
and the older ‘aleph-null’ or ‘Eternem’ emblem of
earlier record. The helm stripe may indicate veterancy
or special deployment, while the significance of the
trophy skulls remains unknown.

Panoply of War

1. Customised Power Sword Variant: Constructed
with an unknown type of ceramite composite and
non-standard disruption generators. They actively
suppress rather than shed light and electrostatic
discharge, leading to a cognomen of ‘shadow’ or
‘spectre’ blades in observed use by other forces.

2. Umbra-Ferrox Pattern Boltgun:
Standard ‘Seeker’ issue featuring
multi-selector expanded magazine
and enhanced cyber-optical
sighting slaved to the auto-sensory
system of the user’s armour.

ArPHA LEGION SEEKER




ArrHA LEGION TERMINATOR LINE OFFICER

UNIDENTIFIED LEGIONARY,

UnkvowN FORMATION,

[sstvan V Dropsite MassacrE, UNCONFIRMED PHASE
This depiction of an unidentified Alpha Legion

warrior is based on sensorium data ex-loaded
from the armour systems of several Raven Guard
Legionaries after their extraction from

Isstvan V. By his wargear, the warrior is assumed
to be an officer, most likely a squad sergeant or
part of a line company's command cadre. He bears
common Legion iconography on both shoulders
of his Tartaros pattern Terminator armour, and
the skull and lightning bolt symbol mounted

on his chest armour predates the uniting of the
Alpha Legion with its Primarch, suggesting the
warrior is a veteran of the XX™ Legion of old.
The meaning of the symbol mounted on the
Legionary’s left leg is less clear. It incorporates a
six-headed version of the common hydra motif,
though this may simply be the standard three-
headed version mirrored for some unknown
reason. The obvious reading of the ‘XX’ numeral
is as the Legion number of the Alpha Legion,
but given the deliberate obscuration for which
the Alpha Legion is well known, this cannot be
taken for granted.

Panoply of War
1. Charatran Pattern Chainaxe: Note the
addition of hydra motif to chainblade cowling.

2. Unknown Variant Pattern Power Maul:

Line officer issue.

3. Ryza ‘Hellshot’ Pattern Plasma Blaster:
Personal requisition. Note application of hydra

head motif.
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OprHION ARMOURED ASSAULT HARROW

The Alpha Legion has been observed to
deploy a wide range of formation types, some
mandated by the architects of the Great
Crusade, but many others entirely unique

or novel, and being unsurpassed masters

of disinformation and guile, the records of
the Great Crusade cannot possibly make

a full account of the scope or nature of

more than a handful of these formations.
Indeed, it is believed that individual units
within the Legion routinely change tactical
markings between and perhaps even during
deployments, making it all but impossible to
track them from one war zone to the next.

The Ophion Armoured Assault Harrow is
one such unit, thought to take the form of

a company mounted in heavy transports
such as the Land Raider, supported by its
own squadrons of battle tanks and support
vehicles. Its presence was noted in the Muror

system mere hours before the deep-ather
tracking station located on the planetary
fragment ZK-Upsilon-12 fell silent. Later
investigations determined that the Ophion
Harrow had been deployed by Thunderhawk
transporter to the fragment’s surface, the
approach of the carrier vessel masked by the
twin plumes trailing behind. The tracking
station was defended by a Cybernetica
cohort, which deployed its Castellax and
Vorax Battle-automata into the surrounding
wastes the instant the attack was detected.

The resulting battle is known to posterity
only by the fractured and disjointed pict-
captures that survived the destruction of the
Muror facility to be recovered much later.
An armoured duel erupted across the airless,
cratered wastes, between the armoured war
engines of the Alpha Legion and the mighty
Battle-automata of the Cybernetica.

The battle raged for several hours, but came
to a sudden halt when it transpired that the
armoured thrust was but a means of drawing
the Battle-automata away from the facility
itself, which was silenced, so it is presumed,
by the hand of Alpha Legion infiltrators
deployed by a wide-flanking sub-unit within
the formation. When the infiltrators struck,
the tracking station's mighty array of deep-
@ther scanners fell quiescent, as did every
one of the several hundred Battle-automata
fighting out on the wastes.

With the destruction of the tracking station
at Muror, the Legiones Astartes loyal to Terra
lost the ability to track the movement of
warp vessels voyaging along the vital Warp
conduits linking the Isstvan system with the
Segmentum Solar. With the loss of such vital
intelligence, the Warmaster’s long march to

Terra could begin in earnest.




T EE——— T et i 2 Py - e — e - - - —_ —r — —_ —

Whirlwind Scorpius: The Ophion Armoured Assault Harrow is known to have deployed the
Whirlwind Scorpius in large numbers. Its potent armour-defeating warheads were fearsomely .
effective against the ceramite shells of the Cybernetica Battle-automata defending the Muror facility. i

Armourial Detail: The few surviving pict-captures from which accounts of the destruction
of the Muror deep-ther facility are constructed depict several dozen Whirlwind Scorpius
tanks, all of which displayed similar iconography to that shown here. It is notable that these
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markings all appear to relate to the Legion itself, and if any identify the individual vehicle or
its position within the Ophion, they are evident only to those who claim themselves to be
conversant in the complex and ever-shifting visual language of the Alpha Legion.
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ArrHA LEGION ARMOURED ECHELONS

PARAMAR INvAsION FORCE

The assault tactics used by the Alpha Legion
against the Paramar Terminus Complex
involved the mass use of rapid-moving
armoured spearhead columns, supported

by mobile artillery and siege units. Often
depicted in the popular conception of their
Legion as a force which favoured infiltration

and asymmetrical tactics over brute strength,

the Alpha Legion’s excellent record in the
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use of armoured warfare during the Great
Crusade is often overlooked, but it would
be this key expertise that would carry their
victory in the 1* Battle of Paramar.

The invasion force deployed an armoured
contingent that was both extremely
numerous and varied, but which focused

chiefly on mobile rather than deploy-to-fire

units, with particular strength ranging in
various Predator and Vindicator chassis
light and medium tanks and large numbers
of the newer Sicaran type fast battle tanks
and Sicaran Venator tank destroyers. The
heavy elements of this force comprised
several squadrons of Malcador tanks,
supported by advanced Fellblade and Glaive
super-heavy tanks.
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Deimos Pattern Vindicator Tank
Rather than their conventional role as a supported, slowly advancing siege weapon, at Paramar the Alpha Legion
deployed their Vindicators as direct strike weapons, moving at full speed to close to point blank range with their targets
before firing. Many appear to have been expressly fitted for this purpose, lacking the cumbersome siege shields often
mounted on the tanks, and carrying a ‘half-load’ of munitions to reduce their weight.

Legion Glaive Super-heavy Special Weapons Tank — Designation Unknown: One of the most advanced war machines in the Legiones g
Astartes arsenal, the Glaive is built round the powerful Volkite carronade field-effect ray weapon. During the battle these weapons would
prove both a boon and a detriment to the Alpha Legion attack, providing highly effective firepower against troops protected by conventional

T e

fortifications, but also igniting under-ground storage vessels filled with promethium and munitions. This in turn triggered waves of uncontrolled

explosions during the mid-battle phase, cutting off the Alpha Legion's own line of attack for a time.
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EXEMPLARY
BATTLES
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some had given themselves over to the alien
species’ dominion, providing them with a
tribute of living sacrifices. While in others,
in return for being spared or perhaps for
gain, the xenos had human aid in plotting
their attacks, such covert corruption having
protected them from the Imperium’s eye for
several decades until they had finally grown
too many and too hungry to keep their
attacks secret.

This dark communion the Alpha Legion
used to their own advantage, infiltrating

the conspiracy with their own agents,
gathering intelligence and luring the largest
concentrations of the parasitic marrow-
blooms to their deaths in pre-arranged traps,
slaying the rest in close boarding actions of
their infested ships or by the mass-cyclonic
bombardment of their concealed breeding
nests. The punishment for those worlds
that had aided the alien was similarly brutal,
as their rulers were put to the sword for
their crimes, and the colonies themselves
punished by the poisoning of their water
supplies or the destabilisation of their
climates or seismic patterns. Many on these
worlds would die, and those who survived
would need both strength of will and unity
to endure, virtues they had proven so sadly
lacking in previously.

Inside three sidereal years, the Ak'Haireth
had been once again hunted to the precipice
of extinction, but again analysis indicated
that some would have fled into hiding and
inevitably the threat had not been ended.
Ever willing to countenance solutions

that others would not, Alpharius and the
Apothecaries of his Legion had not been
idle in preparing for this eventuality. During
the three years of their relentless campaign
against the Bone Drinkers, the Alpha Legion
had been not content to destroy the xenos,
they also desired to understand them, and

to pull apart their secrets and vulnerabilities
ata cellular level. In co-operation with the
Magos Biologis of the Mechanicum, they
created a deadly phage virus as the fruits of
their vivisections.

The dark cunning of the Alpha Legion

then came into play, not merely with the
creation of the bio-weapon, but rather the
insidious method of its deployment. It was
not to be seeded across the stars or upon

the dead worlds the Ak’Haireth had made
their concealed homes in the hopes of their
eventual return, but instead on the worlds on
which they had preyed. It was the humans
that peopled those worlds and the void-born
who plied the stars between those planets




that were to be infected with the virus. In
the human population, the malignancy rate
of the virus was as little as 7%, but to the
Ak'Haireth that might feed on them or the
generations born of them in the centuries to
come, it was irrevocably lethal. Alpharius had
won ultimate victory against the xenos by
poisoning their food supply—Mankind.

THE TesstrA COMPLIANCE

The battle to force the human world of
Tesstra into Compliance has been seen by
many as an exemplar both of the Alpha
Legion’s particular strengths and ultimately
its flaws. Tesstra was at that time part of a
close alliance of totalitarian colonies resistant
to the Imperium’s authority. This alliance,
known as the ‘Conservation’, had survived the
Age of Strife through a mixture of relative
good fortune and rigidly imposed eugenic
control. This divided its population into
highly stratified castes enslaved to their
civilisation’s greater needs. For the Imperium,
the Conservation’s worlds represented an
addition to the Great Crusade’s conquests; a
prize that would liberate a human population
of nearly eleven billion, but in order for this
to be the case, the abhorrent civilisation
created by the Conservation would have

to be systematically dismantled. Once the
Imperium'’s emissaries made their desires
known they were fired upon and driven away,
while the Conservation geared its worlds to
violent defence against the Great Crusade.

The Warmaster Horus, whose own forces
were at the time engaged in battle elsewhere,
diverted the forces of two Expeditionary
fleets, commanded by Roboute Guilliman
and Alpharius respectively, to bring the
Conservation to heel. The Ultramarines
under their Primarch Guilliman began

to immediately conduct a campaign to
engage and conquer the outer worlds of

the Conservation, whilst pinning down its
mobile military assets in an ever constricting
noose. Alpharius and his Legion did not
immediately attack, but instead circled,
launching probes and raids without seeming
rhyme or reason. Increasingly infuriated

by the Alpha Legion’s lack of progress and
co-operation, Roboute Guilliman is known
to have openly berated Alpharius in council,
demanding that the Alpha Legion learn
from his own Ultramarines’ method of
warfare and emulate it to achieve the victory
that the Great Crusade demanded of them
both. Further, that if Alpharius were to
place his Legion under Guilliman’s full
command, the Conservation could be made
to fall in a matter of months. This demand

Alpharius ignored.

Shortly thereafter, the Alpha Legion bypassed
the Ultramarines’ battle lines and attacked

the inner Conservation world of Tesstra.

But again these attacks, while vicious, were
inconclusive, and served only to rally the
planet to maximum preparedness to repel an
invasion. In particular, massive armed forces,
including thousands of gene-wrought Ogryn
enforcers dug in around the planet’s sprawling
capital city of sixty million inhabitants, known
as Prime. For more than a full week of sidereal
time, the Alpha Legion delayed their invasion,
appearing only as threatening spectres as
more and more Tesstran forces were deployed
to Prime’s defences in preparation for the

inevitable attack.

When the assault finally came, it sent the
Tesstrans reeling, striking from a hundred
vectors at once yet leaving whole swathes

of the defensive lines untouched. While
within the city they had expended such

effort to cordon against an attack, the enemy
was already within their walls. Key nexus
points of the city’s transit network and power
infrastructure were destroyed in a wave of
bombings and sabotage thar paralysed the vast
metropolis and plunged it into darkness. The
panicking Tesstran commanders found their
army was equally paralysed, their garrisons
trapped in their fortified defence lines, unable
to advance or retreat, as Alpha Legion strike
forces began to appear inside the city, making
red slaughter of government facilities and
security stations with impunity. Frantically,
the Tesstran commanders attempted to
redeploy forces from those defences not under
attack back to the city, but sheer anarchy now
reigned as supply lines collapsed or were

cut, orders were redirected or simply failed

to arrive, and entire divisions were stranded
trying to cross bridge networks that had been
blown apart before they could reach them.

It was then that the Harrowing of Tesstra
Prime truly began. Alpha Legion super-
heavy armour, spearheaded by Fellblades
and Typhons, smashed through the outer
defences of the city in a score of places
previously untouched by the attack, and
through the breaches they made, thousands
of Alpha Legion warriors poured in
mechanised atrack columns. The Tesstran
soldiers, caught in bottlenecks between the
shattered bridgeheads and the defences
their own commanders had forced them

to abandon, were ruthlessly exterminated

by the implacable advance of the Legiones
Astartes. Such pockets of resistance that tried
to hold out were doomed to fail as neither
reinforcement or resupply could reach them
in time.

Within hours, what had begun at first as

an attempted withdraw by the Tesstrans
had become a massacre, and soon devolved
into city-wide panic and anarchy. Refugee
civilians and fleeing solders alike fled
before the Alpha Legion in blind terror,
crowding onto roadways and concourses
blocked by burning vehicles, only to be cut
down in their thousands as azure-hulled
Thunderhawks and Fire Raptors swept in
from the skies above, their weapon pods
howling death into the mob below. The

vast city burned, and it was two days before
what remained of the Tesstran military and
government could rally sufficient force for
an attempted counter-attack, including their
last reserve of augmented Ogryns—the only
troops that thus far had managed even to
slow the Space Marines’ attack. Their plans
however had been betrayed from within

to Alpha Legion infiltration agents placed
within the city months previously, and the
Tesstran counter-attack advanced directly
into the teeth of a trap already laid for them.

Beset on all sides by the Alpha Legion, the
Ogryn enforcers were cut to pieces by a
crossfire of deadly accurate bolter fire, their
officers slain by snipers and the last of their
heavy armour torn to shreds by fast moving
squadrons of Sicaran tanks which slashed
like razors through the last hope of the
Tesstran Conservation's rule. The battle was
over, but not the killing. As the Alpha Legion
withdrew from Prime, their task done, they
left an anarchy of riot, fire and ruin in their
wake. The regime and infrastructure had
collapsed, and the dead and the dying were
everywhere in the streets, with pestilence
and famine soon to follow. It is estimated that
ninety per cent of Tesstra Prime’s population,
both military and civilian, would not survive
the battle and its aftermath. The rest of the
planet capitulated in a matter of days.

Afterwards, when Guilliman questioned
Alpharius why he had not simply seized

the capital before the defending armies

had arrived to further fortify it, or why he
did not choose to strike at the heart of its
governance and take over instead of laying
the city to waste, Alpharius was said to have
replied “It would have been too easy”. The fall
of Tesstra Prime would be a pattern repeated
elsewhere by the Alpha Legion during the
campaign, much to Roboute Guilliman'’s
disgust, claiming such tactics were a “...

mere exercise in cruelty and the wasting of the
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