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Foreword

Here it is as promised—the icing on the cake! 
For five years and over a thousand pages, we 
have built upon the WARMACHINE experience 

layer by layer and brick by brick. Each installment 
expanded the options available to you as a player. Each 
new component multiplied the number of combinations 
within this complex box of tools, challenged your 
mastery of the game, and heightened that euphoric 
feeling of victory that comes with every success. For 
many, however, perhaps the most important and exciting 
aspect of each new volume in the WARMACHINE series 
of books is the epic tale we have woven with words and 
pictures that brings to life a pantheon of characters that 
have become institutionalized in the minds of thousands 
of players around the world.

Our goal since the beginning has been quite simple: 
make you believe. The characters we created and 
the world we shaped is so vividly realized in our own 
imaginations that we are compelled beyond control to 
share it with you. Because of that, we must strive with 
every ounce of passion and perseverance we posses to 
immerse you in this universe so that you may experience 
it as lucidly as we do.

If we can make you believe that an invented hero can rise 
as a champion, fall before adversity, and find redemption 
once more in the eyes of his people, then we have 
succeeded. If we can engage you in the tumultuous affair 
of two imagined lovers and make you feel the isolation 
they must endure, then we have accomplished our 
objective. If we can transport you to a fabricated world 
embroiled in a conflict so palpable that you are driven 
to stand behind one faction so completely and with such 
tangible conviction that the woes of our real world all 
but fade from your awareness, then we have triumphed 
beyond measure.

Whether it is a man, an event, or a story spun from a 
hyperactive imagination, for a thing to reach mythical 
status it must resonate clearly in the consciousness of 
a substantial and unified collective. We have labored 
to manifest these fictitious personalities, these make-
believe dramas, and this fantastic world as incarnate 
phenomena. To us they are as precious as any material 
or living being, but only you can elevate their existence 
from a fashioned concept to a corporeal permanence. 
We have endeavored with such purpose to assemble you, 
the players of WARMACHINE, so that you would keep 
our dreams alive and bestow upon them the greatest 
distinction a concept can realize.

Thank you for indulging us in five years of unrestrained 
creativity. Thank you for believing, and thank you for 
making our creations Legends.

Though this book represents the final climactic chapter 
in this first WARMACHINE saga, in truth Legends is but 
a moment to catch your breath. The muse that inspired 
the story so far still moves us with clarion direction, and 
these characters strain within our psyche to venture 
beyond the known limits of imagination. There are miles 
to go before we sleep, and we look forward to bringing 
you the continued epic and the opportunity to keep 
these legends alive.

“True Legends never die.”
- Origin unknown
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Perhaps we have underestimated you.

For five years, we have denounced your steer-like lack of cajones with ego–rending verbal assaults 

in an attempt to break your fragile, malnourished spirit. 

You have not faltered.

For fiVE books, we have berated your baby-soft psyche with uninhibited 

observations about your spineless demeanor that would shame any parent into disowning such an 

embarrassing accident like yourself. 

You have persevered.    Through countless battles, you have unflinchingly 

stared adversity in the eye, and whether victorious or beaten to a bloody pulp, you have 

returned with steely resolve and unquenchable determination. 

You are a conqueror. You are a masochist.  You are a virtuoso of strategy. 

You are the maestro of tactics. Your battle craft is unequaled by man and myth alike.

Napoleon? Wuss.

Sun Tzu? Hack.

Julius Caesar? Unfit to shine your boots.

For at this moment, you hold the completion of your training—the culmination of the blood, sweat, and 

tears you have poured into a quest for ultimate domination of the battlefield. 

You have passed the test. You have arrived. You are a Legend.

Go forth and kick ass.

You have earned your pair.

PAGE 5
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The roar of a blazing inferno swallowed the 
screams of dying soldiers. Choking smoke 
blinded the survivors. Cygnar’s 16th Heavy 
Infantry Battalion pressed on despite the 
heavy losses. They had pushed too far 

into the heart of Sul to turn back. Sporadic rocket fire 
erupted nearby, but they could clearly see the Menites 
withdrawing to seek a better-fortified position. The blaze 
that consumed so many brave young men and women 
had been Feora’s last effort to break their resolve. 
Lord Commander Coleman Stryker marched forward 
determined not to give her that satisfaction. Fear showed 
clearly on the faces of many of his men as Stryker rallied 
the 31st Storm Company back to readiness.

Stormblade Captain Niels Waverly of the 31st “Storm 
Chasers” caught up with his commander. “Sir, we must 
pull back. The fire has cut us off from reinforcements, 
and the street ahead is thick with Flameguard.”

Commander Stryker shook his head. “No. Push on 
captain. We will not give up the ground your men died 
to gain.” The smell of charred flesh hung thick in his 
nostrils and riled his anger and determination. “Feora 
is retreating. We have her cornered. This is the time to 
end her.”

Feora’s escort of Temple Flameguard attempted to 
recover but could not preserve their ragged and 
incomplete line. They pulled back into an ancient 
looming Menite temple, one of the larger buildings still 
standing in this quarter.

“Onward! You men, take the Flameguard!” Stryker drew 
his pistol and fired into the retreating wall of shields. 
A Flameguard fell only to have another fill the gap. 
Stormblades, their weapons crackling with lightning,  
rushed forward to engage the Menites.

Stryker sent Ol’ Rowdy charging into a limping 
Crusader covering Feora’s retreat. The Ironclad finished 
the Crusader with a heavy blow and returned to the 
warcaster’s side. Stryker vowed, “I will see her gasp her 
last breath before she burns even one more Cygnaran 
soldier.” Together with Rowdy, Stryker left his men to the 
fight outside and followed after Feora.

Ol’ Rowdy battered through the large barred doors 
with a single great blow. Warjack and warcaster burst 
into the vaulted central chamber. Stryker stopped in 
his tracks. Hundreds of civilians huddled in the temple. 
They packed in tight between the shattered pews as they 
scrambled to get out of Feora’s way. She and her ragtag 
battlegroup backed through the crowd and scrambled 
up a dais at the far end of the chamber. For once he had 
caught her alone, separated from her escort, only to find 
her hiding behind a mass of terrified men, women, and 
children. Their fearful visages showed them as frightened 
of the Priestess of the Flame as of the Cygnaran attacker.

Feora took advantage of his surprised hesitation. Her 
Vanquisher came at him with its massive flail sweeping 
in a wide arc. Civilians dove to the ground to avoid the 
weapon. Stryker ducked low as the metal balls swept 
through the wall and support columns behind him 
with an explosion of stone and sparks. Sparing no time, 
Feora’s Castigator came in low with its fists ablaze to 
smash into Ol’ Rowdy.

The Castigator and Rowdy tumbled through an interior 
wall in an avalanche of masonry. The cascading rubble 
buried an elderly couple. Panic erupted throughout the 
crowd. Stryker froze, conflicted. Instincts to save these 
blameless lives railed against his heart filled with hatred 
for everything they represented. He looked at the blood 
seeping from under the pile of stone and knew there 
would be more if this battle continued.

Stryker’s hesitation proved short lived as the Vanquisher 
continued its assault. The wildly swinging flail careened 
off supporting pillars and walls. The great temple shook 
to its very foundation. Stryker mustered his power 
and laid into the already damaged Vanquisher with a 
powerful flurry of chopping blows from Quicksilver. 
The first took the ’jacks legs from under it, the next 
battered its head into useless scrap, and the third 
thrashed the pistons powering its whirling flail. It 
collapsed in a heap of twisted iron and steel. Keeping 
pace, Ol’ Rowdy rose to its feet and backhanded 
the Castigator. Dust and rocks fell liberally from the 
compromised ceiling. Stryker saw that the building 
could take little more abuse and remain standing.

In the chaos of his skirmish with the other ’jacks, Stryker 
had failed to notice Feora moving a badly damaged 
Redeemer into position on the dais. She charged the ’jack 
with all her power, its one operational weapon glowing 
with visible mystic runes. A barrage of rockets hissed out 

I will see her gasp her last 

 breath before she burns even  

one more Cygnaran soldier.

Part One

The Price of Redemption
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of the skyhammer launcher and spiraled wildly through 
the great sanctuary like a storm of angry snakes. One 
detonation sent bodies flying through the air. A second 
projectile ripped Rowdy’s right shoulder casing from 
its fasteners in a fantastic explosion. The third rocket 
missed Stryker by a yard before gaining altitude and 
corkscrewing into the wall above the entry. The massive 
iron doors buckled and blocked any escape. Fire raced 
across support beams and masonry rained upon the 
civilians. Many of their shrieks ceased instantly.

Stryker stared at the Protector of the Flame in disbelief; 
her willingness to sacrifice her people confounded his 
logic. Her gambit had failed, though. The damaged 
Redeemer had missed its mark, and her effort had left 
her weak with no assets to aid her. It came down to him 
and her, but he could not ignore the screams and wails of 
the refugees. The temple was collapsing.

He stepped toward Feora. Quicksilver hummed as she 
retreated behind the altar. Rowdy’s boiler chugged beside 
him, the warjack ready to do his bidding. In a moment, 

Stryker would destroy his quarry and seal her in a tomb 
of broken rubble alongside her callously abandoned 
followers. The Lord Commander looked around him and 
saw the eyes of the sobbing, screaming masses of Menites. 
His jaw clenched. He turned on his heel and clapped 
the great warjack on its iron arm. “The door, Rowdy!” he 
yelled over the cacophony and quickly pushed his way 
into the crowd of innocents.

The sea of refugees parted as the warjack stomped past 
his commander. Ol’ Rowdy wound up with a mighty side 
swing and crashed the hammer into the temple’s doors. 
They flew from their hinges, but the act dislodged even 
more rubble. The entry arch could not support the 
weight of the collapsing wall. Dropping his sword, Stryker 
braced himself against a support pillar. He overpowered 
his armor to muster all its strength and keep the massive 
vaulted ceiling aloft. Rowdy spread its arms across the 
entry to prop the arch up as stone fell around them.

“Go! Go! Hurry!” Stryker yelled. The panicked Menites 
rushed the doors. Some knocked others down in the 
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press. He saw others lift the wounded before scrambling 
out under Rowdy’s arms. The ceiling groaned. He could 
feel it begin to give way. Fire ate through the beams in the 
awkward arrangement above his straining arms.

Stryker’s eyes locked with those of his enemy across the 
sanctuary, safely hidden behind a featureless bronze 
mask. As she intoned one last prayer, Stryker knew he 
would never have the satisfaction of defeating her. Even 
so, a grim smile spread across his face as he strained with 
all his might to keep the temple standing for a few more 
seconds. “You didn’t beat me,” he whispered. For the 
briefest instant, Feora seemed to pause as if she’d heard 
him. Then she vanished in a flash of fire.

He felt a sense of relief as the last of the fleeing refugees 
cleared the doors and the final crack sounded. The pillar 
crumbled. Lord Commander Stryker fell buried beneath 
stone and burning wood.

Great Prince Vladimir Tzepesci stood on the slight 
rise overlooking the new barracks east of Laedry 
and watched older soldiers instruct younger ones on 
the new training grounds. Gathering the household 
liegemen of his vassals had proved neither quick nor 
easy. Many already served the army as officers, but Vlad 
asked them to fulfill older ideals, feudal promises oft 
forgotten in the modern era.

“They make good progress,” Vladimir said to the hulking 
man mounted on a horse at his side.

Viscount Barak Ushka grunted noncommittally. An 
Umbrean Uhlan of the ancient tradition––his line had 
borne that title long before the rise of the Iron Fangs––he 
sat astride his Karpathan Destrier layered in the armor 
of his ancestors. “Our infantry is ready, but we need 
more heavy horse. Some of your vassals have been slow to 
answer your call.”

“They will answer.” Over a century had passed since a 
great prince had exercised his feudal rights to organize 
an army for war. Reconciling those oaths with the military 
chain of command occupied an ambiguous space in 
Khadoran law. It brought to sharp relief the confusion 
engendered by Vlad’s noble title and his lack of official 
rank in the army. By unwritten custom, his recognized 
warcaster status granted rank equivalent to a kommander, 
but his bloodline complicated the issue.

A young runner brought word that the newly elevated 
Supreme Kommandant Gurvaldt Irusk had come to pay 
his respects. “Stay with the men,” Vladimir instructed the 
viscount. The horseman had a temper and occasionally 
grew too vocal in defense of his liege lord.

Irusk and his entourage had clearly come to survey Vlad’s 
mustering army. Vladimir scanned the senior officers 
accompanying Irusk and immediately saw Forward 
Kommander Sorscha Kratikoff. The two exchanged a 
silent look, and Vlad allowed himself a small smile. He 
saw a warning in her eyes, not that he needed it.

“Supreme Kommandant Irusk, welcome. You honor me 
with your presence.”

“Great Prince Tzepesci.” Irusk offered the smallest bow 
etiquette allowed. “You have mustered a sizable force. I 
was not informed of any imminent threat.”

“These men are not for defense. I hope to deal the 
eastern rebels a decisive blow. A sizable force is moving 
toward Leryn, including a well supported contingent of 
southern Menites.”

“Yes, I have that report. Yet what I see here is the result 
of months gathering Umbreans to your banner. Some of 
these are from our new lands, and they have no great love 
for the Khadoran Empire.”

“I felt it my role to inspire in them a greater sense of 
patriotism and duty. We must reassert the old blood ties 
that bind them to our empress.”

“Is it the empress to whom they are bound, or to you? 
An important distinction, I think. I have been having 
difficulty recently gaining soldiers and supplies from 
Great Prince Rolav Mulesci, yet I see some of his men 
here. Quite unusual.”

Vlad’s eyes went cold and his hand strayed near the hilt 
of Dominion. Behind Irusk his officers seemed similarly 
tense and glanced between the two men. “It appears you 
have something more to say, supreme kommandant. 
Let us dispense with the extraneous rhetoric and come 
to your point. We have wars to fight on the battlefield 
instead of in your councils.”

Irusk smiled without warmth. “My concern is simple. You 
appear to have put the needs of Umbrey before those of 
the empire.”

Vladimir gritted his teeth. “I seek to safeguard lands we 
have already won. What is conquest if we do not hold 
what we seize?”

Irusk was not persuaded. “Your perspective has become 
too provincial. Understandable since you do not have 
regular contact with the High Kommand. We will be 
reassigning a number of your soldiers to assist in the 
imminent attack on Northguard. I have a list of men, 
warjacks, and provisions.” He waved and a subordinate 
kommander stepped forward and offered a thick ledger 
for Vladimir’s perusal.
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Vladimir scowled. “This represents over half of my veteran 
forces and the majority of my operational warjacks. 
Completely unacceptable.”

“With respect, this is not a request. It would serve you 
better to inform the High Kommand of your plans. Were 
they integrated into our ongoing operations, we could 
have avoided this confusion.”

The two warcasters stared at one another. “I will comply 
with the wishes of the High Kommand, but I will need 
to compensate for this deficit in my forces. I request 
Kommander Kratikoff and her battlegroup be given leave 
to join my assault.” Vladimir nodded in her direction.

Irusk considered this and looked to Sorscha’s carefully 
blank face. “I have given the forward kommander an 
important task for the upcoming engagement. Let us ask 
her. Kommander Kratikoff, where would your talents best 
serve the Motherland?”

She hid her distress well, but Vladimir could see it in 
the rigidity of her posture and the fact that she avoided 
looking at him directly. Sorscha spoke after a short pause. 
“The attack on Northguard is clearly the higher priority.” 
The supreme kommandant nodded, satisfied.

Vladimir said, “Zoktavir, then.”

Irusk sighed regretfully although he did not seem sincere. 
“Would that I could loan Kommander Zoktavir to you, 
but he is detailed to deal with Fellig’s garrison. Perhaps 
Zevanna Agha? I was told she supported your efforts.”

“She is with the Third Border Legion rooting out 
certain...interior difficulties.” He knew full well that the 
supreme kommandant knew the details of her movements 
better than Vladimir did.

“In that case, Great Prince Tzepesci, I am afraid you 
are on your own. Your talents, however, would be very 
welcome in our operation. Say the word and I will provide 
you with a significant role in the battle ahead.”

A thin, young rider wearing the colors of the Khadoran 
Kommand Dispatch Service interrupted the coolly polite 
discussion. His horse stood lathered and breathing hard, 
clearly pushed almost to death. He dismounted and 
knelt with an extended leather case. “Urgent news from 
Ravensgard, supreme kommandant!”

Irusk read the message quickly and frowned, lost in 
thought. He turned to his officers. “Our spies have 
brought word that General Sebastian Nemo has 
left Northguard quite abruptly, riding south toward 
Bainsmarket. He seems likely bound for the train station 
there and hence Caspia.”

Kommander Strasvite of the 4th Assault Legion noted, 
“That is good fortune, sir.”

“Yes. This shall greatly increase the odds of our success.” 
Irusk sounded almost disappointed. “Though I would 
have enjoyed the opportunity to face him again. We shall 
exploit this opportunity.”

Vladimir offered, “It would seem you no longer require 
all of the men and supplies you demanded.”

The supreme kommandant shook his head sharply. 
“Quite the contrary. I require every available man and 
machine. I will take no chances with this assault. I suggest 
delaying your action until after we have taken the fortress. 
I am certain some forces could be allocated to deal with 
this eastern uprising at that time.”

“By then it will be too late.” Vladimir felt his temper start 
to get the better of him. He nearly told Irusk of Zevanna 
Agha’s warning regarding the importance of Leryn, but 
he refrained. He knew the supreme kommandant placed 
no weight on portents.

Irusk shrugged. “Do as you must. Leryn is unassailable 
and has ample food stores. It can easily endure a few 
months against the Menites, with or without you. 
Conserve your strength and delay. That is my advice. But 
I know you will heed your own compass.” He offered the 
same nominal bow and took his leave. His subordinates 
began to gather men, warjacks, and supplies from 
Tzepesci’s army. Umbrey’s dark champion could do 
nothing but fume, yet the lost soldiers did not occupy 
his thoughts. Rather, he thought of Sorscha’s eyes and 
the pain and worry he saw in them before she turned to 
leave.

Cylena Raefyll could imagine few things more unpleasant 
than the crowded press of humanity that choked the 
bustling streets of Korsk. She had recently endured the 
company of the dead, she reminded herself, and the 
throngs of the living were no worse. She drew stares as 
she made her way along the streets, but the scrutiny 
proved less intense than she expected. The city’s 

“My concern is simple. You appear to 

have put the needs of Umbrey before 

those of the empire.”

9



residents had clearly grown accustomed to the sight of 
Nyss refugees, perhaps finding it quaint that so many 
of these once fearsome northern elves huddled on the 
outskirts of their capital.

Cylena had come so far south, against her instincts, partly 
in search of them. She had also come seeking new allies. 
While she had expected the eldritch Goreshade to turn 
on her eventually, the depths of his treachery had taken 
her by surprise. She had not anticipated that the black-
hearted creature would enter an unholy pact with the 
dragon Everblight. She had narrowly escaped with her 
life, and several of her kin had paid the ultimate price for 
this harsh lesson.

She hoped the Khadorans would make better allies. She 
had heard enough during her travels south to know 
Everblight’s deprivations had become a concern to these 
northmen. The blighted perversions that had once been 
Nyss had put many northern villages to the sword. In fact, 
these attacks had forced her to observe greater caution 
when nearing such afflicted regions, as the terrified 
locals could not differentiate between true Nyss and the 
corrupted monsters. When she learned that the bulk of 
the Nyss refugees had found some welcome in Korsk, it 
occurred to her she could perhaps restore her numbers 

by traveling there.

She found her people amid the slums where they looked 
woefully out of place. They did not greet her as warmly 
as she expected. The Raefyll tribe, living on the far 
fringes, had always engendered distrust, yet they warmed 
to her after she shared stories of her shard’s travails. 
She carefully did not mention her partnership with the 
eldritch. “Why are you here?” she asked a priest who 
seemed to have influence among the refugees.

“The humans came to us,” he explained. “I do not know 
why, but they offered sanctuary. We had gone too far 
without food or shelter, so their aid was welcome. One 
of the human faiths opened its arms.” He shrugged. 
“They say it is their doctrine to assist those in need. We 

have seen nothing to dispute this.” He lowered his voice 
conspiratorially. “They have taken the Winter Father to a 
well guarded place. We could not have hoped for a more 
secure stronghold to preserve Him.”

This revelation shocked Cylena in more ways than 
she could express. The priest breached custom just by 
speaking aloud of the Winter Father while near to non-
Nyss. That the priests allowed humans to come in contact 
with their god defied belief.

The appalled look on her face made her thoughts clear 
and turned the priest peevish. “Do not look at me that 
way, child! The humans know not what they help us 
protect. To them it is simply a sacred block of stone, a 
curiosity of a simple people. We have been careful in our 
dealings. The last of the Maelwyrr Aeryn stand vigil.”

The conversation left her feeling troubled, and she 
quickly took her leave. Though kindly, she decided the 
priest was a fool. It filled her with despair to reflect that 
the strongest and wisest of her people had died fighting 
the forces of Thagrosh in those early days of the upheaval.

On her way out of the Nyss ghetto, an older man 
scrambled after her and called her by name. One of the 
nearby women waved Cylena off as she turned. “He is 
mad,” she insisted. “A hermit we found and cared for. He 
means no harm. Do not listen to his words, he makes no 
sense.” Cylena nodded to the woman but knelt by the old 
man, intrigued.

He came closer and hissed, “The Deathbringer and his 
shadows have come to this city! He who draws screaming 
souls from the rift and sheaths them in steel. He who 
crushes the skulls of empty-eyed infants while their 
mothers wail! He is drawn here, and doom walks with 
him.” Cylena felt a chill that raised the hairs on the 
back of her neck. She knew precisely who the blind Nyss 
described. The elders among her people said that the 
blind sometimes possessed a different sight, their minds 
open to true visions. “Listen to me, child of Raefyll. In 
times forgotten, the Winter Father sent emissaries to the 
forest dwellers to deliver a treasure of lore so great it 
might have ended our shared ills.”

Cylena worked to follow this shift in topic, too fascinated 
to pull away. “The inheritors of Lyoss spurned our 
people and bitterness fell between them,” the old man 
continued. “This threatens to destroy us all! You can 
bridge this divide. Find the one they call the Angel of 
Retribution. Her people are here, in the smoking den 
where outsiders linger. Go to them and seek him with the 
face of lines. The Angel must know the Deathbringer is 
here. Someone must stop him before it is too late.” His 
words faded, and he fell asleep in mid sentence.

“The Deathbringer and his shadows have 

come to this city! He who crushes the 

skulls of empty-eyed infants while their 

mothers wail! He is drawn here, and 

doom walks with him.”
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He might have spoken nothing but the ravings of a 
madman, but too much of what he said he could not 
know. Cylena could not stop thinking about his words and 
knew he must have seen some glimmer of truth.

She walked the crowded streets of Korsk asking Nyss and 
those humans who understood where to find the place 
and the man the hermit had described. She eventually 
found a dark and dank, smoke-filled basement tavern, 
shunned by the locals but visited by foreigners, where 
strange music played and an unusual assortment of 
outcasts lingered. Smoke stung her eyes and made 
breathing a labor.

She nearly fled, but a hand clasped her arm and pulled 
her back. She reached for the short skinning blade 
strapped to her thigh before she locked eyes with the 
man. She paused. While neither Nyss nor human, she 
could instantly tell—despite his concealed features—that 
he more closely resembled the former than the latter. 
He took her to an enclosed table surrounded by a thick 
curtain and unwrapped his face. His shaved head and 
rugged features struck her as strange, similar to the Nyss 
and yet distinctly different. Several thick scars, the marks 
of many battles, crisscrossed his face. She knew him as 
Iosan, the distant kin of the Nyss, and undoubtedly the 
man the hermit spoke of.

“I am Fes Elyssar. Your incautious inquiries make my 
mission here more difficult. Why do you seek me?”

She got quickly to the point. “I was told to find the 
woman you call the Angel of Vengeance.” The words felt 
awkward to her tongue, for she spoke the Shyr language 
haltingly, and she feared she did not get them quite right. 
“She who hunts those born to power. She must come 
here, quickly. She must bear witness to our plight.”

The scarred elf tapped slender fingers on the table and 
scrutinized her closely. “That can be arranged, but first 
I must know more. Who are you, and what has brought 
you here?”

Anastasia di Bray made her way silently through the 
motley assortment of fighting men and women that 
constituted the Resistance to find the warcaster who 
had brought them together. Anastasia had rarely seen 
so many patriots gathered in one place, and she found 
it simultaneously inspiring and worrisome. Here waited 
former members of the Llaelese Army, exiled sons 
and daughters of executed nobles, stranded Cygnaran 
soldiers who now called Rhydden home, remnants of 
the High Royal Guard, gun mages of the Loyal Order 
of the Amethyst Rose, and sell-swords from mercenary 

outfits with loyalty to nothing but gold. She even heard 
the hearty laughter of dwarves, likely a notoriously 
bloodthirsty company from Horgenhold that she heard 
had developed a taste for Llaelese wine.

The strength of this host might have impressed her more 
if she had not just seen the progress of Severius’ Northern 
Crusade gathered north of this position. The ranks of 
gleaming armor from the perfectly disciplined Knights 
Exemplar and even the silently devoted throngs of zealots 
had seemed to her the embodiment of a truly dedicated 
army. Her peers looked like a disordered rabble. 
Considerable tension had arisen between the Menites and 
the Resistance in recent weeks, but this action had them 
united for the moment.

Anastasia found Ashlynn D’Elyse checking the 
deportment of her warjacks amid mechaniks hired to 
keep the machines running properly. The two Rynnish 
women ducked into a nearby field tent to talk and ousted 
a Steelhead supply sergeant trying to catch a few winks.

“Thanks for coming so promptly,” Ashlynn began. “I take 
it you know the situation and the arrangement we’ve 
made with Grand Scrutator Severius?”

“Yes,” Anastasia replied cautiously. “It makes me uneasy. 
I think it’s a bad idea to bring that army into Leryn. We 
have no assurances they will keep their word.”

The warcaster smiled ruefully. “Without them, we have no 
way into Leryn at all. The Resistance has done everything 
it can within the city, but the Greylords have the place 
sealed up tight. Other than passing messages, our hands 
are tied. This is our only chance. That city will be the 
stronghold we need. Rhydden is indefensible from 
Khador in the long term.”

Anastasia looked unconvinced, but she remained 
professional. “How can I help?”

“We are locked into this partnership, but I do not trust 
Severius either. We need a better idea of what he intends. 
Go to him, and make your services available. I know he 
lacks intelligence on the current state of affairs in the city. 
He should jump at the chance to learn more.”

“He will fully expect I’ll be reporting back to you,” 
Anastasia noted.

“True, but in this case he will have no other better 
options. He does not hold me in particularly high regard. 
We are tools to him, but once paid for a tool is only worth 
its price if it sees use...”

“...And once a tool’s purpose is finished, it is discarded,” 
Anastasia finished the thought.
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The waiting might have gone easier with a clear threat, 
but the knights had difficultly imagining a more secure 
location. Katrinksa, as the largest cathedral in Khador, 
saw hundreds of visitors every day and thousands on 
days of high worship. Any hostile force seeking to reach 
its arched doors would need to fight through the Korsk 
city garrison and withstand attacks by the personal 
guard of the Empress stationed at the palace not two 
hundred yards away.

As Relford had put it, “Ours is a trial of patience.” 
Countless times angry relatives of those who had died in 
battles against Cygnar accosted the Precursors. The shared 
faith did not matter to such people. The Precursors had 
no choice but to endure the scorn stoically.

“Did you see that?” Sir Edgers’ question shook Relford’s 
subordinate chaplain Canthor from his thoughts. Edgers 
pointed across the open courtyard in front of the gas-lit 
cathedral entrance to the shadows near a tall hedge.

“No. What did you—? Wait, yes something moved.” 
Chaplain Canthor pushed up the visor of his helmet to 
peer at where a large shadow had crossed to the right. The 
time had passed midnight. It would have been peculiar for 
anyone to approach the cathedral at this hour, particularly 
since the Korsk Vicarate Council was attending the 
Empress at the palace. “Step lively. Everyone stay alert,” 
Canthor ordered in a low but clear voice.

To their credit, despite months of inactivity, the men 
responded crisply. They stepped forward into line, 
held their shields marked with the shining sigil of the 
Radiance of Morrow before them, and each readied the 
blessed mace of their order. “Likely nothing, but—” Battle 
Chaplain Relford cut off as horrific figures burst from the 
darkness in front of them.

Hulking dead creatures wearing spiked armor, wielding 
axes, and enshrouded in writhing shadow charged 
forward smoothly as if gliding on the darkness pouring 
from their lower bodies. The undead crashed their axes 
into the line of shields. The Precursors’ polished silvery 
armor gleamed in the light of the gas lamps, but clinging 
darkness dampened that light as the dead entangled 
them. Several knights fell immediately to the cruel barbed 
edges of those axes, but the rest stood firmly in formation 
and shattered undead flesh and bone with blessed maces. 
The night’s chill took on a sickly and unnatural edge. The 
knights found breathing difficult.

Battle Chaplain Relford chanted prayers praising the 
Prophet and invoking the Lord of Light. Confidence 
surged through his limbs as he waded into battle. Their 
order prepared well to fight the walking dead. He had no 
time to consider how they had arrived.

Ashlynn smiled in approval. “Just so. I am making 
arrangements to ensure we are not so easily thrown away.” 
She leaned closer and said in a lower voice, “We have 
secret friends in Rhul.”

Anastasia felt a sudden surge of respect and affection for 
the warcaster and clasped her hand. “Be careful in the 
battles ahead. Llael needs you.”

“There is no Llael,” Ashlynn reminded her. “It is a 
memory of a dream. Do as Severius bids and be cautious. 
Do not deceive him; he can smell lies and half-truths.”

“How in blazes do they get used to this cold?” A man in 
gleaming armor attempted to huddle steel-clad arms to 
his chest, his breath pluming.

“It’s not even winter. Just imagine what it’s like in those 
mountains up north.” An identically armored man flexed 
the numb fingers on his right hand within his gauntlet.

The Morrowan Precursor Knights stood watch outside 
the Katrinksa Cathedral in Korsk. Battle Chaplain Giles 
Relford allowed them the indulgence of griping while at 
their post from sympathy for their unusual assignment. 
While first and foremost Morrowans, they were Cygnaran 
born warriors on foreign soil forced to endure the hostile 
stares and suspicious scrutiny of the locals.

Primarch Arius had sent them to this post, but the 
knights did not understand the necessity of their vigil. 
The Church currently provided sanctuary to a group 
of northern refugees, understandable and certainly 
admirable, but the Precursor Knights had a more specific 
task. They stood guard against any “forces of darkness” 
that might threaten this cathedral. Battle Chaplain 
Relford insisted that the direct command of a holy 
archon of Morrow had directed them here. No mortal 
could comprehend the fullness of the Prophet’s plans or 
His ongoing struggles against darker gods envious of His 
domain and influence.

Katrinksa Cathedral lay adjacent to Stasikov Palace at 
the heart of Korsk. The knights could see the palace 
from where they stood. One of the most imposing 
structures in western Immoren, Stasikov served as the 
fortress-home of the recently self-proclaimed Empress 
of Khador. No wonder that the locals believed the 
Precursors had come as spies, given the proximity. 
Agents of the Greylords Covenant had restricted 
the knights’ movements to a small radius around 
the cathedral. The kapitan of the palace guard had 
enforced strict limits on the number of knights that 
could patrol the cathedral grounds fully armed.
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His hope ended when he saw what approached behind 
the thralls.

A hulking, armored undead creature with eyes that 
gleamed with an inner fire stepped forward. Smoke 
poured into the night’s sky from the pair of curved 
stacks on its back. The creature carried a huge brutal-
looking cleaver, its bronzed frame inscribed with green 
runes. Indistinct silhouettes strode on either side of 
this creature, and they leaped forward with impossible 
speed on spider-thin legs. Relford’s prayers choked in 
his throat.

The Stalkers tore Precursor shields free on either end 
of the line and plunged the pointed tips of eviscerators 
through gaps in armor. Goreshade’s ghastly smile was 
the last sight several of the men had as Bloodcleaver 
chopped into them. In seconds the line had shattered 
and those who remained drew back around their banner 
and their chaplain, faces wan. Relford’s holy words no 
longer comforted as the knights saw their death made 
manifest. The vile creature hacked them down one by 
one and took clear delight in their pain.

It ended so quickly it seemed a nightmare. Precursor 
Harlus Vaneway lay against the stones at the foot of 
the sweeping stairs, among the first to fall beneath the 
piercing thrusts of the ghastly machines. He saw the 
entire morbid spectacle from where he lay bleeding, 
and his faith trembled and nearly shattered. He wished 
for death to spare him the sight of the blasphemy now 
inflicted on his brothers in arms.

It seemed the horrible creature had not noticed him. The 
thing quickly chopped the heads from the dead with cold, 
ruthless efficiency. It gathered these grisly trophies and 
moved out of sight toward the cathedral entrance.

Why had they been sent here to be slaughtered like sheep? 
This question plagued Harlus’ mind as his life seeped 
onto the cold Khadoran marble. The Prophet would not 
send them to their deaths for no purpose, yet Harlus 
could find no reason. Just as his eyes began to close on this 
miserable thought, he jolted awake. “No.” His voice came 
as a whisper filled with resolve. He would not abandon his 
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faith, the pillar of his life, not at this final hour. The fact 
that he yet lived must have meaning.

He looked toward the light of Stasikov Palace and 
somehow found the strength to stand. He felt the world 
sway, and dizziness almost overcame him. Leaning so that 
gravity helped his steps, he staggered forward. “Help,” 
he tried to shout, but it emerged as a whisper. He wove 
almost sideways and trailed blood as he went. He focused 
on Morrow’s light and tried to feel its warmth in his 

numb legs. He prayed to Ascendant Katrena for strength 
for just a few more steps.

His face had the pallor of a corpse as he entered the 
gaslight, and the palace guard saw him. “The dead,” he 
gasped. The knight’s armor clanged loudly as he toppled 
to the pavement. The guards overcame their surprise, ran 
over, and discovered the gaping wound in his side. He 
gasped with his last breath, “Cryx comes,” and pointed to 
the cathedral. With that he slumped and knew no more.

General Adept Nemo’s subordinates waited for him in 
the antechamber outside the private recovery rooms 
and gawked at the looming architecture, stained glass, 
and intricately carved columns of Archcourt Cathedral, 
the heart of the Sancteum in Caspia. The glory of 
the cathedral contrasted with the groaning of the 
injured. The priests had converted much of the large 
hall into a vast hospice. Nemo had told them little, 
but they had learned of the grave injuries sustained by 
Lord Commander Stryker. Those who knew what had 
happened to him all expressed their doubts that the 
warcaster would live.

“With the Church on our side, I reckon we are destined 
to win the war. The Menites can’t recover their 
wounded as quickly as we can,” opined young Major 
Les Mallerby, an enthusiastic Stormguard officer who 
had accompanied Nemo south on his hasty trek from 
Northguard. When not in battle, Mallerby served as an 
aide overseeing the flood of paperwork that inevitably 
followed a Cygnaran general. 

The seasoned Trencher Captain Dalt Larvet grunted in 
disagreement. “Remember, they pushed us out of Sul.”

The trip had been a welcome diversion to both of 
them, particularly the comfort of traveling by train. 
The immense distance and rugged landscape between 
Northguard and Caspia had passed at dizzying speed. 
Once arrived in Caspia, they had eagerly sought news of 
recent fighting from their counterparts in the Second 
Army, which proved easy since every solider in the city 
seemed to talk of nothing else.

Mallerby insisted, “I’ve heard the Menites are contained. 
We’ll be back in Sul soon enough.”

General Adept Nemo’s return interrupted their 
conversation. He appeared lost in thought, his brow 
furrowed, and he did not look them in the eye. Mallerby 
and Larvet exchanged glances. Nemo’s demeanor seemed 
to confirm their worst fears. Neither had the nerve to 
question the general as they marched from the cathedral, 
certain that inquiries would intrude on a moment of 
private grief. Nemo said nothing to either of them. 
Possibly he had grown so used to their presence that he 
had ceased to think of them as people.

As they made their way back toward the central garrison, 
a messenger approached with some haste. He bore a 
satchel bearing the seal of the Cygnaran Army. “Urgent 
telegraph message from Northguard for General Adept 
Nemo!” The notion of such messages transmitted by wire 
remained a novelty worth savoring among the military. 
As yet this new means of long-distance communication 
connected only a few wired stations. The notion of almost 
instantaneous contact between Caspia and the northern 
theater was a boon they were still learning to appreciate.

Nemo shook off the distraction of his private thoughts to 
seize the satchel and break its seals. He squinted at the 
tightly scrawled script. “Curse and damn it all! Did Irusk 
sit there with a spyglass watching for me to leave?” He 
looked to his two aids as if recognizing their presence for 
the first time. “Northguard is besieged again. We were 
hardly out of the Thornwood when Ravensgard opened 
its gates. Morrow help us, I didn’t think they could muster 
a force so quickly.”

Nemo considered a moment and then began issuing 
orders. “Larvet, track down Captain Jeremiah Kraye. I 
believe he’s based at Eastwall. Mallerby, contact Captain 
Dominick Darius who should be fighting under Major 
Brisbane. I need both of them to rendezvous and head 
north by train. They’ll need every ’jack Caspia can spare. 
I don’t expect we’ll get many, but every one will help. 
Tell Darius to quit lollygagging and get the Thunderhead 
cracking again. I’ll talk to the Warmaster General 
directly. We’ll go ahead of them. We must return as 
quickly as possible.”

“The path is clear for us to strike at 

the heart of Cygnar. Now is the time to 

bring down the heretic king...”
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“Their resolve has been an inspiration, your Holiness. 
They held the gates against several assaults, letting their 
bodies be the bulwark against which the enemy crashes—”

“Enough!” Hierarch Garrick Voyle slammed an open 
palm down upon the stone ledge in front of him and 
caused those gathered to jump as the stone cracked. “You 
say they are stalled. I do not need your report softened or 
their lack of progress excused.”

The senior monk of the Order of the Fist addressing 
Hierarch Voyle and the gathered visgoths of Imer 
prostrated himself on the cold floor before the priests. 
The Harbinger floated near him. The monk spoke again, 
“Forgive me, your Holiness. It is true they have made no 
further progress into Caspia.”

Visgoth Jasrun spoke, “Yet Sul is reclaimed. A victory 
worthy of rejoicing.”

“No.” Voyle’s voice was harsh. “The gates of Caspia stand 
open, controlled by the faithful. The path is clear for us 
to strike at the heart of Cygnar. Now is the time to bring 
down the heretic king, to seize the Sancteum, and submit 
its priests to the True Law. Reclaiming Sul is no victory. It 
only reduces an earlier shame.”

The Harbinger spoke, “I will go to them to lend my aid.”

“Yes, you should be there,” Voyle nodded agreement, “but 
you will not go alone. The knights and garrison of Imer 
will also come, and I shall lead them.”

At these words the visgoths stared in silent disbelief 
at their hierarch. None of them dared to speak. The 
Harbinger drifted closer to him, her voice as quiet as a 
whisper, “Remember the words of Sulon as he lay dying. 
He said doom would befall any hierarch who entered 
Caspia before the divided city is made whole.”

Voyle spoke to her with greater patience than he would 
have shown to anyone else. “That prophecy holds no 
weight. Too frequently my predecessors have used its 
warning as an excuse for inaction. The time is at hand. 
Only by sword and fire will Caspia and Sul be rejoined.”

The visgoths hesitantly voiced their own objections, but 
Voyle made a sharp gesture to silence them. “I will not 
wait in Imer as victory slips from our grasp. Menoth 
summons me to war and I will answer His call. The 
divided city shall become one and its people will prostrate 
themselves or perish in flames.” He faced the visgoths 
and commanded, “Gather the collective might of Imer, 
and send word to Tower Judgment. When our forces are 
ready, we march on Caspia.”

The ruins of a nameless village in the northern 
Thornwood, long since raided, burned, and plundered, 
concealed the entrance to the upper caves. Hidden 
behind a number of charred and easily moved timbers, 
lay a large cave capable of accommodating the bulkiest 
helljack. Mortenebra glided forward on her multitude of 
legs into the tunnel, followed by her escort of bonejacks 
and Harrowers.

The tunnels descended rapidly through a confusing hive 
of switchbacks and dead ends, several of which concealed 
sentries with the patience of the dead. The enormous 
bloat thrall occupying one such passage raised its weapon 
toward her until it recognized her as an iron lich. The 
uninitiated would easily get lost in these tunnels, and 
a few defenders could hold its chokepoints against any 
larger force. A trace quantity of necrotite subtly marked 
the proper way forward, invisible to ordinary mortal eyes, 
yet as clear to Mortenebra’s sight as a beacon.

The lower caverns resulted from more careful 
engineering, and the extensive metal support beams and 
piping running along the ceilings suggested this facility 
had operated for many years. Mortenebra recognized 
cephalyx handiwork, particularly the odd specific angles 
where the corridors met. From her time among the Cult 
of Cyriss, which had long opposed the subterranean 
race, Mortenebra knew that cephalyx preferred joins at 
increments of fifty-five degrees to avoid right angles.

The air held a redolent reek Mortenebra knew well. The 
complex smell combined putrescence, worked metal, 
the heat of forges, burning oil, and noxious chemicals 
mixed without care for the delicate sensibilities of mortal 
respiratory systems; the odor of necrotechs at work.

A trio of dark figures robed in black that set off their 
gleaming white skulls swept into the chamber to confront 
Mortenebra. They offered her gestures of deference. 
She inclined her head slightly and lowered the clawed 
manipulators on her back in a pattern of recognition and 
respect. The creature at the fore, wearing a hooded cowl, 
spoke. “Welcome, Master Necrotech Mortenebra.”

“Greetings to the Withershadow Combine.” She turned to 
each in turn, “Maelovus, Admonia, Tremulous.”

Lich Lord Asphyxious entered the chamber from the 
opposite hallway, the gleaming green lens of his eye 
briefly scanning along the trio. He clutched a weapon of 
power—once Lich Lord Daeamortus—and his posture 
suggested a certain agitation. A female shadow followed 
closely behind the lich lord, one whom Mortenebra knew 
rarely strayed far from Asphyxious’ side.
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Mortenebra genuflected to Asphyxious, a complex 
movement that involved the splaying of her many legs and 
the unfolding of her arms and the manipulators behind 
her. Even the wriggling vertebra that comprised her 
black-iron spinal cord opened in supplication. “Lich Lord 
Asphyxious. I present myself to you in the name of Lord 
Toruk, our master. Use me as you will.”

The witch made a noise, clearly finding the connotation 
amusing, but Mortenebra ignored this impertinence. 
Asphyxious made a gesture that traced his personal 
glyph in the air as a show of welcome. “Master Necrotech 
Mortenebra, thine arrival could not have been better 
timed. Allow me to introduce Wraith Witch Deneghra.” 
His claw gestured to indicate his female shadow, who 
offered a human curtsey and an insouciant smirk.

The witch’s mannerisms created a note of disorder, but 
Mortenebra had learned to ignore such mortal remnants. 
She accepted the fact that most of her peers seemed 
strangely reluctant to cast aside the anachronisms of their 
former lives.

Mortenebra addressed him, “Have the cephalyx been able 
to exploit their access to these depths to open the way to 
your lost temple?”

Asphyxious tilted his head to one side as he scrutinized 
Mortenebra. “The Temple Garrodh is lost, sunk beyond 
reclamation, and of no consequence. Its power is no 
longer required. Let us speak now of the task I would ask 
of thee.”

“How may I serve? I had hoped to view the extent of your 
operations here and—”

Asphyxious held up a clawed hand, “There will be time 
for that after the nonce. First, there is a slaughter to 
arrange. We must sow the seeds of ruin by ensuring 
no stronghold exists where mortals may find succor 
beneath the boughs of these accursed trees. Go forth with 
Deneghra and intercept the reinforcements rushing even 
now to provide deliverance. Thou wilt find them amid 
the Bloodsmeath. Delay them as long as possible. Do not 
concern thyself with victory, only delay.”

“As you wish.” She hardly spared Deneghra a glance as the 
wraith witch joined her, and they turned to make for the 
surface. The retinue of helljacks and bonejacks following 
after them doubled and then tripled as machines joined 
them from the ancillary passages.

Supreme Kommandant Irusk walked the lines of massive 
cannons brought forward for shelling the outer bulwarks 
and trenches defending Northguard. The booming 

guns on either side created an unrelenting thunder. The 
central fortress, a castle in its own right, had elevation 
on their side, and its massive cannon batteries outranged 
even his pieces specifically manufactured for this assault 
in the foundries of Korsk. The largest fortress cannons 
remained constrained by certain angles of fire and their 
inability to ascertain the exact positions of Irusk’s forces. 
More dangerous incoming fire came from numerous 
outer redoubts constructed to prevent easy approach.

Irusk’s artillery hammered on these star-shaped 
fortifications, but their thick, steeply sloped walls 
deflected direct artillery fire. The forts stood at various 
intervals around the central fortress to support the rows 
of deep trenches and associated bunkers from which 
came the periodic report of return rifle fire as Irusk’s 
snipers probed the lines.

His expert eye plainly saw that Northguard had not 
entirely recovered from the last battle. Thick smoke along 
the lines made accurate appraisals difficult, but the story 
told in the number of unoccupied watch towers and the 
empty bunkers which previously had bristled thick with 
Trenchers and chain guns.

Irusk conducted a slower and more deliberate assault 
than the last with a precise awareness of exactly what he 
would face. He did not like to think of the lives spent 
to gain this education, but he remained determined to 
make use of every painful lesson. He generally preferred 
to strike the enemy as swiftly as possible and exploit their 
inability to adapt. He had revised this doctrine for the 
first stage of his assault. Despite the High Kommand’s 
propaganda that Northguard would fall easily, the 
southerners had designed this fortress admirably and 
defended it with soldiers every bit as dedicated and 
skilled as his elite assault legions. He had to peel this 
fortress’ layers each in turn like an onion. Confronting 
them directly would only bury more of his countrymen in 
the blood-soaked mud.

General Adept Sebastian Nemo and his retinue had 
pushed hard to return to Northguard with all the haste 
they could muster, a task made harder by the incomplete 
rail lines through the Thornwood. Fortunately, the same 
difficulties that slowed his pace and kept Northguard’s 
supply lines ever troublesome also formed a serious 
impediment to invaders. For several hours the Cygnarans 
had heard the intermittent sound of great booming 
cannons that proclaimed the siege well underway. At last 
Nemo’s escort broke through one dense knot of trees and 
saw the southern supply fortress, the last significant outer 
redoubt protecting the main road.
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As they hastened forward toward its sloping walls, 
woodsmen and manhunters leapt out from ambush. 
Rifles crackled and several Trenchers along the left side 
of the road toppled to the dirt. Nemo’s Stormguard 
moved forward to intercept as the remaining Trenchers 
ducked down behind the nearest trees to return fire. The 
accompanying squad of Rangers vanished swiftly into the 
woods, their own rifles ready as they moved to find those 
who fired on their exposed position.

Nemo felt naked without a single warjack at his side. His 
haste required him to travel light and leave the walking 
iron with Kraye and Darius. He took to the cover of a 
massive, moss-covered boulder shoring up the earthworks 
of a steep incline down to the road.

Looking up the slope, he saw a flitting shadow. A man 
in furs leapt down the hillside through the trees toward 
him with axes raised. Nemo calmly lifted his hand and 
enveloped the would-be assassin in a pulsing surge of 
lightning. Dispassionately Nemo watched the hulking 
Khadoran fall, tumbling and twitching, and expire just 
inches from the warcaster’s left boot.

After a few minutes, the ambush collapsed under 
Cygnaran rifle fire, and they found their losses light. 
Rather than a strongly organized war party, the 
Khadorans seemed a sweeping scouting expedition 
likely hoping to intercept supply wagons on the road. 
Storm Lances rode out from the southern fortress and 
exclaimed happily at the sight of General Nemo. The 
general’s party reached Northguard proper without 
further incident.

Hagan Cathmore, Lord General of the First Army, Earl 
of Bloodsmeath, and Lord of Northguard waited in the 
entry hall to greet Nemo warmly. The middle-aged but 
still hale nobleman dressed in the armor of the northern 
Sword Knights. Nemo could tell from the dark lines 
around his eyes that the man had not slept. “Old friend,” 
Cathmore greeted him, “you are a welcome sight. I’m 
glad you got our message. I’d not thought to see you for 
some weeks yet.”

“And leave you to wrestle Irusk by your lonesome? Never.” 
Nemo chuckled. Now that the excitement of the ambush 
had faded, he began to feel his own weariness return. “It 
looks like neither one of us has gotten any rest.”

“And why should we, when there’s work to do?” 
Cathmore drew Nemo closer and moved apart from 
their subordinate officers, who gave them space. Away 
from his men, the lord general’s expression revealed the 
worry that absorbed him. “This assault by Irusk, I am not 
sure we can weather it. We are nearly surrounded. Our 
strength remains reduced. I dislike how much of the 

outer trench works we’ve had to give up to them. The 
winter fox has clearly learned the range of our cannons. 
At times I think all we accomplish is wasting powder.”

Nemo nodded, his own expression turned serious. “I did 
not expect to find them so near the southern fortress.”

“I had to pull the men closer in. We had Cryxian attacks 
as well along the outer western edge. It almost seemed the 
two forces worked together. As Cryx attacked the western 
flank, Irusk’s new kommandos attacked the middle lines 
near Lagger Creek, dividing them.”

Nemo sighed. “Irusk would not work with the dead, but 
they are vultures and ever ready to exploit weakness.” 
Seeing the gloom in Cathmore’s eyes and the slump to his 
shoulders, Nemo made an effort to sound more cheerful. 
“Have heart, my friend. We will beat them again, you and 
I. There are still a few tricks up my sleeve.”

Cathmore allowed himself a small hopeful smile and 
raised an eyebrow. “Oh?”

“We’ve got Captains Darius and Kraye coming swiftly up 
the river with additional warjacks from Caspia. Not as 
many as I’d like, but I think it will suffice. They should 
help us see this through.”

“That is excellent news.” Cathmore’s relieved smile 
made him seem a younger man. “Here, I know you are 
exhausted, but before you retire I wanted to show you 
the most recent maps of their positions, as best as we can 
determine.” Nemo nodded and followed. He put aside 
thoughts of a warm bed and worked to focus his mind.

“Damn you, Irusk. Damn you to an eternity wandering 
Urcaen!” Vladimir Tzepesci swore under his breath at a 
man hundreds of miles away. The sharp and jagged edges 
of his sword Dominion dripped with gore. He swung in 
great arcs of sweeping death with both hands. It shattered 
armor, parted flesh and bone, and slew in screaming 
agony men bearing the Menofix. He could feel a line 
of blood trickle down his side from an earlier wound. It 
was a cold and rainy day for battle. The grassy hills had 

“This assault by Irusk, I am not 

sure we can weather it. We are 

nearly surrounded.”
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become blood-churned mud underfoot, and dark clouds 
seethed above.

Vladimir stood at the center of a tide of destruction. 
Fighting at his side, the ancient Berserker Drago’s 
executioner axes had killed men beyond counting this 
day. Two other Berserkers had earlier exploded like 
tremendous bombs deep within the ranks of the enemy 
from the exertion placed upon them. His Destroyer 
held its own at the terminus of his left flank, but Knights 
Exemplar surrounded it, enraged and emboldened by the 
mounting casualties of their brothers in arms.

To his left stood a battered but intact line of veteran Iron 
Fangs and to his right a virtually impregnable wall of Man-
O-War Shocktroopers. His larger force of Uhlans and a 
Drakhun, led by Viscount Barak Ushka, moved swiftly 
back and forth to run down enemies trying to flank their 
position. They had fought valiantly and soaked their 
horses in Sul-Menite blood, but they were tired nearly to 
exhaustion. Everything they engaged perished, but the 
situation remained grim. A large number of their horses 
had tried to cut off the enemy where the valley narrowed 
only to run into a rebel warcaster and her ragtag army. 
Several steam cannon blasts fired by Mules had disrupted 

the charge, and out of the smoke had poured heavily 
armored dwarves bearing massive hammers. He could see 
the remnants of that force still battling far off to his right, 
but he could not move to their aid.

Vladimir watched as a swiftly charging force of Exemplar 
Vengers swept past. Ushka and the Drakhun crashed into 
the leftmost knights like a moving wall of granite that 
sent horses and riders toppling. The rest of the charging 
line continued straight on into the defenseless mortar 
crews firing into the ranks of the Menite army. Those 
guns went silent as Venger lances impaled their crewmen. 
Most of their Winter Guard and freshly trained Umbrean 
pikemen had earlier routed and fled.

Vladimir rallied his remaining men and fought to a 
position atop a rise where he could look down on the 
valley below the mountains within which Leryn nestled. 
The scope of the Menite army sprawled across the field 
ahead beggared belief. He had marched his men as 

quickly as possible hoping to get to the walled city ahead 
of them, but he had walked into an ambush.

“They used that first small force and an easy victory to 
spur us on,” he muttered. The greater force did not 
reveal itself until the Khadorans could not escape. He 
had hoped to divert the Menites back toward Khadoran 
fortified lines, but the enemy reacted too swiftly. Counting 
the Llaelese renegade, he faced three warcasters at the 
least. He felt deep bitterness at the thought of the soldiers  
Irusk had taken from him. Those men might have turned 
the tide here. He thought of Sorscha.

Vladimir caught sight of Grand Scrutator Severius and 
his warjacks heading straight toward Vladimir’s position. 
Where Severius pointed his staff, fire and destruction 
followed. Vladimir recognized the heavily armored 
Menite marching near the scrutator as High Executioner 
Servath Reznik. The enormous book carried on the 
back of several supplicants drew Vladimir’s eyes from 
the warcasters. The sight of it filled him with a sense 
of awakening dread. Surrounded by an entire choir of 
chanting priests, the book seemed to shimmer golden 
with a light that reflected the hidden sun.

The voices rose up in a chorus that boomed across the 
valley with the strength of the thundering sky. Severius 
stepped up to the book as its attendant bowed and backed 
away. The ringing voice of the grand scrutator rose up, 
“By the litany of the Seal of Sorrows, bestow upon me 
the Mark of the Lawgiver to guide the faithful who stand 
in the wilderness of the faithless. Open the path to a 
new dominion, and bring order where chaos reigns!” 
A whirlwind of dust and stone spun around Severius 
and those nearest him as if they stood at the center of 
a tornado. Vladimir thought he could hear a deeply 
resonant tone from some unfathomable instrument, like 
the ring of a deep gong impossibly sustained.

The churning clouds above their heads parted and a 
pure beam of golden sunlight flashed down onto the 
grand scrutator and the Covenant. The light fell upon the 
Khadorans with curtains of flame. Men-O-War instantly 
boiled in their armor. Vlad felt something at the center 
of his being twist in awe and amazement as he beheld the 
grand scrutator infused with the power of the Creator. 
Lancets of fire poured forth from Severius’ mask as if the 
essence of Menoth pierced the veils separating Caen from 
Urcaen and peered through those mortal eyes.

“Retreat!” Vladimir Tzepesci shouted without hesitation. 
He had no fear of his own death, but in those eyes he saw 
the doom of all the men he led. “Back! This day is lost!” 
They withdrew with surprising ease. As soon as they began 
to pull back, the Menites broke off and did not pursue. 

Vlad felt something at the center of 

his being twist in awe and amazement as 

he beheld the grand scrutator infused 

with the power of the Creator.
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They turned instead to behold the golden glory of Grand 
Scrutator Severius. He was lit by the sun shining through 
the cracked clouds while rain and lightning smote the 
earth around him and the wind howled. As Vladimir 
urged his men away from the field, he saw the Menite 
army kneel all at once as if of one mind. The sight turned 
his blood to ice.

Captain Dominick Darius stood at the end of the main 
road and looked into the fetid fen with a grimace. The 
road literally ended here but not by any design of its 
engineers. “I recall the last time I was out this way, this 
road went quite a ways further north,” he remarked. He 
could see the road pick up again for a few yards before 
a series of sinkholes created a chain of deep ponds. 
Around him raged the almost deafening buzz of forest 
birds, insects, the croaking of frogs, and other less easily 
identified sounds. “So Kraye, got any brilliant ideas?”

Captain Jeremiah Kraye sat astride his horse Malagant 
and looked at the end of the road. Darius had grown 
accustomed to during their journey the stoic expression 
on Kraye’s weathered face. “Looks like we should have 
taken a boat all the way after all.” Behind them stretched 
a long line of wagons hitched to teams of draft horses 
panting from hauling warjacks and ample loads of coal 
and water.

“Not with those Khadoran gunboats that the Corvis boys 
say are patrolling the upper river,” Darius said. They 
had put their cargo on fast steamships up the Dragon’s 
Tongue River to Corvis and then as far up the Black 
River as the Corvis garrison intimated was possible before 
encountering cannon-laden Khadoran river boats. Kraye 
called the loss of the northern river a “bad sign” in the 
sort of understatement that characterized his personality.

Kraye sniffed philosophically. “We knew we’d have to give 
up hauling the ’jacks through this swamp sooner or later.”

Darius sighed. “I guess it’s going to be sooner.”

“Nemo picked us for a reason. Let’s get these ’jacks 
moving. About time, if you ask me. The pace of these 
wagons was trying my patience. We can redistribute the 
fuel and supplies to the horses. I know a good trail that 
should have survived the recent rains.”

Darius signaled back to the porters and mechanic crews. 
“Unload the ’jacks! Fire them up! And move like you’ve 
got a gorax on your tail!” The several small units of 
young Trenchers and long-gunners accompanying them, 
sent straight from training at Point Bourne, also went 
scurrying. Kraye had contacted a southern post of the 
Reconnaissance Service and obtained a squad of rangers 

who had already proven their worth on the trip.

Kraye suggested, “How about you get into that armored 
suit of yours? Remember what happened the last time you 
decided to muck about in your overalls.”

Darius grimaced, and his hand went to the side of his 
face. “Point taken.”

Moments after Darius sealed himself into his steam-armor 
rig, the swamp around them went ominously silent. Every 
insect, bird, and reptile suddenly stopped its racket and 
left them with only the chugging of their steam engines 
and the nervous whinnying of the horses.

Darius knew the Thornwood well enough to take that 
as a bad omen. “Okay people, look sharp! Kraye has the 
lead. If you don’t want to drown in mud, follow him and 
do what he tells you. I’ll be at the rear with the heavies.” 
He mentally directed the two Ironclads, a Centurion, 
and a Defender to move out. The Thunderhead fell into 
line without prompting. The only ’jack among them that 
did not require traditional refueling, it had remained 
active the entire trip. Its only material needs lay in 
periodic replacements of the galvanic flow cells feeding 
its massive storm chambers, each cell a sealed metal 
canister containing layered zinc, brass, and copper strips 
bathed in alchemical fluids. Across the mental link Darius 
shared with it, he sensed again the crisp intelligence of 
its superior cortex. The Thunderhead hardly needed any 
direction at all and boasted an uncanny knack for doing 
just the right thing at the right time.

Kraye had his carbine rifle in hand and stared out into 
the murky darkness between the trees. He looked back 
and nodded. “Let’s not leave Northguard waiting.” 
His retinue included two Chargers, two Hunters, two 
Sentinels, and a Grenadier.

Darius directed the heavy ’jacks to follow the more solid 
trail Kraye insisted lay only a short detour from the main 
road. Now that the racket from local vermin had settled 
down they could hear the sound of cannons, although 
from this far away it sounded like the rumbling of a 
distant storm.

Kraye had an exhaustive knowledge of Cygnar’s 
wilderness areas, but one man can perform only so many 
miracles. Despite their best efforts, the swamp began to 
get the better of them as tenuously solid ground became 
sucking mud. They kept the ’jacks in motion to fight the 
constant slow sinking.

The light ’jacks fared better than the heavies, particularly 
benefiting from Kraye’s masterful touch. Darius had 
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never seen ’jacks move with such life-like ease and 
nimble steps. Darius poured his arcane energies into 
his machines and pushed their articulated propulsion 
to the limit. Kraye employed his own breed of magic to 
tighten up the ground and lend each warjack a degree 
of surefootedness, but it remained a trial. Darius’ rig 
faced similar peril depending on where he stood since, 
he carried nearly the weight of a light warjack. When he 
could get solid footing, he used his steam-powered crane 
to help pull the ’jacks loose.

“Bad idea to travel at night,” Kraye muttered, but the 
cannon fire had not ceased and men’s lives lay on the line 
He urged his warjacks to greater speed.

They heard a terrible shriek a pulsing white and green 
light flashed between the trees and exploded into one 
of the Trenchers near Kraye. A cloud of pure darkness 
erupted and consumed the men standing nearest.

“Harrower!” Kraye yelled and raised his carbine to fire 
as blue runes of arcane force swirled around him and 

the light warjacks leading his group. As he and the 
nearest Hunters fired unerringly at the helljack, the 
mud on either side of the trail erupted, and Helldivers 
sprung forward to attack. One of these squat and alien 
constructs threw its full weight into the nearest Charger. 
The Cygnaran machine toppled back into the murk. The 
bonejack followed up with its powerful jaws and tore 
off large pieces of metal. Another surged toward the 
nearest Ironclad and rammed into its leg with a shriek of 
crumpling metal plating. Numerous shadows closed in.

“Ambush!” Kraye shouted, but rifle fire had already 
commenced. The Sentinels’ chain guns whirred into 
action and cut into the indistinct forms coming toward 
them. Darius urged the Defender to fire at will. It 
launched a shell into the Harrower crippled by Hunter 
fire. Another Harrower skittered toward them oblivious to 
the sucking mud. Darius compelled the second Ironclad 
to intercept the bonejacks surging toward the nearest 
knot of long gunners. He heard the distinct sound of 
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the Grenadier’s grenades launching while Trenchers 
hastened to reload it.

Darius lobbed a steam cannon shot toward one of the 
helljacks approaching from the perimeter, but the 
canister flew wide and sunk into the mud. He had to 
stop and pull a Centurion from the muck with his crane. 
Cursing under his breath, Darius labored to get it out of 
the mire or at least prevent it sinking so far its heartfire 
went out. He fortified the Thunderhead with a ring of 
thick runes around its frame and sent it ahead to aid 
Kraye, even as the cavalryman rode back and twisted in 
the saddle to fire behind him. Lightning streaked out 
from the Thunderhead’s coils and revealed dozens of 
swiftly moving forms coming out of the darkness.

Several ghostly forms coalesced, including the floating 
shape of a strangely crowned woman who carried a long 
and cruelly curved polearm. Her movements possessed 
a distinct sensuality despite the pallor of her flesh, and 
Darius started as he recognized her as the ghostly witch 
from the battle at the Temple Garrodh. Alongside her 
stalked a creature of pure darkness that melted forth 
from the shadows. Only as it approached him did Darius 
recognize it as a Slayer gleaming with green runes. He 
righted the Centurion and sent it ahead to block the 
helljack. That monstrous machine charged past the 
Centurion straight for Darius. The Centurion stabbed 
with its piston spear, but the weapon passed entirely 
through the Slayer. Despite Darius’ power field, the 
helljack raked huge gaping gouges through his thick 
armor. He felt startling pain as its claws penetrated the 
flesh of his abdomen.

The Ironclad nearest to him grabbed hold of the now 
solid machine and hurled it into the mud. Unfortunately 
the landing spot proved too shallow to threaten the 
nightmare’s necrotite fires. Darius saw an even stranger 
creature emerge from the gloom and cross the swampy 
ground on a mass of metal legs. Its form suggested 
feminine curves, but it had insect-like appendages. It took 
Darius a moment to identify it as a Cryxian warcaster, 
something far worse than a new type of helljack. “Kraye! 
Look out!” Two more Slayers and an army of murderous 
thralls with steam-powered fists poured from the shadows, 
and the skirmish became a true fight.

The sound of Sentinel chain guns seemed like music as 
they tore through two more bonejacks attacking on the 
left. The Hunters sent armor piercing rounds into the 
larger Cryxian machines, but only one of the approaching 
Slayers toppled.

Darius sent his power into his gathered warjacks. The 
Thunderhead’s coils fired a massive fan of electrical 

energy that filled the air with sudden light. Darius ejected 
his half-jacks and sent them ahead to dig in and prepare 
to explode. “Fall back toward better ground! Get to the 
rock wall!” He directed his men and ’jacks toward the 
relative shelter of a tumbled wall they had passed on the 
road, the shattered remnants of some abandoned fort. 
He waited for Kraye’s horse and their soldiers to get past 
the line. “Hope you didn’t expect to reach Northguard 
without some action.” His warjacks lined up ahead of him 
as a rumbling wall of steel.

Kraye offered the hint of a smile as he reloaded his 
carbine, slammed its breech shut, and sighted down the 
barrel at the approaching horde. “That’s presuming we 
reach Northguard at all.” He looked out to where the 
forest seemed almost to seethe with hostility. “I won’t 
wager on our chances just now.”

Darius triggered his mines and savored the sight of 
Cryxian black steel raining down amid the blasted 
landscape. The undead assault never slowed.

Kraye fired again into the darkness, and a shadowy 
form pitched over into the muck. “I  do believe we’re 
outnumbered.”

The mechanik gave Kraye a sour look. “You think?” They 
had no more time for words as both of them braced to 
endure the onslaught.
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NEW RULES

Affinities
Affinities are special abilities granted to some unique 
warjacks when the warjack is part of a specific warcaster’s 
battlegroup. The warjack gains the affinity when 
controlled by any version of the warcaster listed in the 
name of the ability. A unique warjack with an affinity 
may be bonded to the warcaster listed in the name of 
the affinity. The warcaster referenced always refers to the 
warjack’s controller.

Allies
Allies are faction models that can also be fielded with 
mercenary contracts that include the line “models that 
will work for” followed by the Ally’s faction. For example, 
the Highborn Covenant mercenary contract may include 
“Mercenaries that will work for Cygnar”, so Precursor 
Knights (Cygnar Allies) can be taken in Highborn 
Covenant contract armies. Allies are Mercenary models 
when included in a mercenary army.

Cohorts
Some models grant abilities to other models of a certain 
type in the same army. Models that gain abilities from 
a Cohort rule retain them even after the model that 
granted these abilities is destroyed or removed from play.
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Epic Solos
Epic solos are variations of character solo models with 
fresh abilities, strengths, and weaknesses. Epic solos do 
not replace the original solos upon which they were 
based but instead offer players the opportunity to play 
whichever version they prefer.

Because all versions of a solo are the same character, an 
army or team may include only one version of a solo. Just 
as a player cannot field two Bane Lord Tartarus models 
in the same army, he cannot field both Eiryss, Mage 
Hunter of Ios and epic solo Eiryss, Angel of Retribution 
at the same time.

To reflect the nature of epic solos and to preserve game 
balance, players may not include an epic solo in games 
with an army point limit smaller than 750-points.

Imprints
Some warjacks have Imprints representing a partial 
awakening of the warjack’s cortex. A warjack with an 
Imprint may activate the Imprint at anytime during its 
activation by spending one focus point. A warjack cannot 
use its Imprint while its cortex system is disabled.

Light Cavalry
Some cavalry models are designated as Light Cavalry. 
They follow all normal Cavalry rules with the following 
alterations. A light cavalry model may move up to its 
current SPD in inches after completing its combat action. 
A light cavalry model cannot be targeted by free strikes. A 
light cavalry model cannot make Ride-By Attacks and does 
not make impact attacks. A light cavalry model may make 
initial attacks with its mount. When making additional 
attacks, a light cavalry model may use its mount.

Tactics
Tactics are abilities granted to units by some Unit 
Attachments. The unit retains these abilities even after 
the model that confers them is destroyed or removed 
from play.

Warcaster Attachments
Warcaster Attachments are sidekicks or attendants that 
follow a warcaster into battle. Before the start of the 
game, the Warcaster Attachment’s controller assigns it to 
a single warcaster. The Warcaster Attachment cannot be 
reassigned during a game. Each warcaster may only have 
one Warcaster Attachment. A warcaster attachment is 
part of its warcaster’s battlegroup.

A Warcaster Attachment is a solo model that activates at 
the same time as its warcaster. A Warcaster Attachment 
may perform its normal movement before or 
immediately after the warcaster performs his normal 
movement but before either model performs an action, 
similar to the way that units activate. If a Warcaster 
Attachment is not in melee or within 3” of its warcaster 
at the start of the warcaster’s activation, the Warcaster 
Attachment must run.

The warcaster and his Warcaster Attachment do not form 
a unit. 

Mercenary Contract Errata
Magnus’ Agenda Contract Army Composition

•	An army constructed under the Magnus’ Agenda 
contract must include either Magnus the Traitor or 
Epic Warcaster Magnus the Warlord. The army also 
includes the warcaster’s battlegroup.

•	The army may also include Boomhowler & Co., Croe’s 
Cutthroats, Gorman di Wulfe, Kell Bailoch, Orin 
Midwinter, any Idrian models/units, and any Steelhead 
models/units.

•	A single unit of Cygnar Trenchers or a single unit of 
Cygnar Long Gunners may be included in the army. 
This unit cannot be a weapon crew, nor can it include 
attachments. The troopers in the unit are deserters. 
They are considered to be friendly mercenary models 
instead of Cygnar models.
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Blackness. Momentary interruptions 
of  haze and pain. Each time his mind 

struggled to the surface he felt like 
a drowning man seeking air. At first 

these moments of  consciousness felt like 
disconnected bubbles of  time.

Coleman Stryker’s first memory after his clash 
with Feora was awakening with his face pressed against 

steel, dizzy enough to vomit if  he had had anything in his 
stomach. He watched with a horrible vertigo as the ground 
passed below him and slowly realized Rowdy was carrying 
him. Blood dripped into his eyes while smoke choked his nose 
and lungs. Around him he heard the sound of  roaring fire, 
crackling wood, and screams of  confusion. He recognized 
gunfire and shouting as the world faded.

Pain. Arms strapped to a stretcher, struggling futilely to get 
free. His arms. He could tell he lay in the Storm Division field 
headquarters, a converted building near the wall of  Sul and 
his only home for the last year. A bustle of  frantic movement 
surrounded him, junior officers with anxious expressions 
packing up everything they could carry amid a flurry of  
shouted orders. Soldiers lifted his stretcher and carried him 
out of  the room. He tried to speak but could only manage a 
rasp. There was a bad jolt as they rushed him around a corner 
prompting a flash of  pain and bright white light.

Dizziness. Nausea. He stared up at ornate frescos on a ceiling 
very high above him, surrounded by the sounds of  groaning 
men. His ears told him he lay in a hospital, but the vaulted 
ceiling made him think of  a cathedral. He would eventually 
discover both of  these conclusions correct, but the dissonance 
proved almost overwhelming at the time.

These sights grew more familiar over the passing days as 
he faded in and out of  consciousness with no regularity. 
Sometimes he awakened at night, other times during the day. 
At some point they moved him to a smaller chamber away 
from the other wounded, a fact he noticed with regret. He 
had felt better among his fellow soldiers.

Light. Shocked to consciousness by a shadow gliding through 
the filtered sunlight that blinded his vision, he reached out to 
grab the older man’s arm. “Where...” His hoarse voice and 
painfully dry throat failed him. The man leaned down to lift a 
water flask to Stryker’s lips. He drank eagerly before speaking 
again. “Where am I?”

“The Sancteum.” Stryker must have looked baffled since the 

man’s face softened and he lowered his voice as if  speaking to 
a child. “This is the Archcourt Cathedral.” The stranger wore 
priestly vestments, and Stryker thought about last rites.

“Am I dying?”

“Do not dwell on death, my son. We have done what we can.” 
The priest hesitated but seemed to decide on frank honesty. 
“By all rights you should be dead. Your back was nearly 
broken. Many of  your bones were shattered. Our ability to 
heal these injuries is limited, and it will be slow. Our most 
extreme intervention is only possible immediately after mortal 
wounds are dealt. By the time they brought you to us it was 
too late for that. Your body needs to do most of  the work. 
Rest in Morrow’s hands.”

When at last he slept, he dreamed of  the sensation of  a hand 
pulling a shroud over his face while he lay paralyzed, but he 
offered no protest and welcomed the slow slide into oblivion.

Regret. Stryker opened his eyes to the last face he could have 
hoped to see and immediately wished that he could return to 
the numb embrace of  darkness. He had to acknowledge at last 
that indeed General Adept Sebastian Nemo sat by the bed, 
and guilt welled within Stryker’s chest. “Nemo?” His tone 
sounded disbelieving. “Now I know I must be dying.”

“That was the rumor.” Nemo sighed. “They misled me. 
Traveled all this way, riding on trains not even meant to carry 
people, not good for a man of  my age or condition, and now 
they say you might make it through after all. Looks like I 
could have stayed at Northguard.”

“It’d probably be better if  the rumor was true.” Stryker’s 
words provoked a racking cough. 

Nemo’s expression turned stony. “Death in the face of  despair 
is surrender, a coward’s escape. I expected better from you.”

Stryker winced at his mentor’s words. “You are right; dying 
would not set anything right.”

Nemo paused for a time. “We have both known soldiers 
turned meek while laid low who returned to their customary 
bluster when recovered. I need to know that this turn is 
genuine.”

“I will make no excuses. I have done terrible things.” The 
words came slowly, with labored breathing. 

“That’s true. And you’re the only one who can fix them.” 

Stryker’s eyes conveyed the pain of  the crumbling of  a 
mental wall he had erected to harden himself. “How can I 
fix anything? I’ve dishonored my countrymen, my king, my 
station, myself...you. I have no honor left.” 

“Honor is not a shield, Coleman. It does not protect you. 

Cygnar
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Honor is a fragile beacon that guides our 
actions. You must protect it.” 

“A poor protector I have been.”

“Stop that. Self-pity doesn’t suit you, boy. 
Leto had you brought here so you could 

think. If  that’s the best you can do, you might 
as well be dead. Morrow denied you the mercy of  

a death in battle, and I do not believe the Prophet let you 
live so you could rot in a dark room feeling sorry for yourself.”

“It’s not that—”

“Coleman!” His old master’s bark silenced Stryker. Nemo 
paused and stared at the floor with blank eyes for what seemed 
a long time as he carefully pondered his next words. Finally 
he cleared his throat and his voice trembled, barely above a 
whisper. “I thought I lost you, son. Not to the Menites, but to 
the corrupting horror of  war. It eats at every man who ever 
set foot on a battlefield. It gnaws at us all, and I have seen it 
consume better men than you. But you beat it. You’ve beaten 
it and don’t even know it, you mop-headed fool. Take strength 
from that. I have. I knew I didn’t train a tyrant. I know what 
you did to land here. There’s good in you, and plenty more 
where that came from.”

Stryker’s voice ran thick with emotions he fought to contain. 
“I won’t let you down again. I promise.”

“I know.”

A knock on the door preceded two field mechanics entering 
with Stryker’s armor set erect on a simple rack. Nemo waved 
to the floor nearest the door, and they placed it there. They 
bowed quickly to both the general adept and the bedridden 
lord commander and took their leave.

“Ah, one last object lesson. Again, I’m sorry. What I said to 
you outside Corvis—”

“Don’t be daft! I didn’t bring this to solicit apologies. You’ll be 
doing plenty of  that in the days ahead. I wanted to give you 
something to motivate your recovery. While I was waiting for 
you to awake, I made a few tweaks to work out some of  the 
problems. The solution came to me not long after you took 
it. Won’t have as much raw potency, but it should prove more 
stable.”

“All this time you’ve known how to fix it?”

“Well, it was just a theory until I put it in practice.” Nemo 
chuckled. “You could have brought it back anytime.”

This more than anything else humbled Stryker, and he 
understood the message. “Can’t say I wouldn’t be more 
comfortable in my old steam armor, but if  you think it’ll work 
now, I’ll give it a try. You sure you wouldn’t prefer to keep it?”

“It was always meant for you. It just wasn’t ready yet. It 
wouldn’t fit me anyhow.”

Seeing the armor made Stryker itch to get back in action 
and reminded him of  his confused memories on the heels of  
his injury. “I wish they would tell me what’s going on. The 
priests seem determined to keep me in the dark.”

“King Leto’s orders.” Nemo’s slight smile showed by the 
movement of  his white moustache. “I believe he worried you 
might get out of  bed to rejoin the fighting unless he kept you 
isolated.”

“I know we were pushed out of  Sul,” Stryker said as if  he still 
could not believe it. 

“That much is true.” 

“But how did they get through our gates?”

Nemo cocked his head and asked, “What makes you think 
they got through the gates?”

Stryker sighed. “The Archcourt Cathedral would not be 
stacked with wounded if  we were not fighting in the streets of  
Caspia.”

“They launched a major offensive immediately after you fell. 
From what I gathered, there was little your men could have 
done to prevent it. The Menites attacked with everything 
they had. They kept Major Brisbane tied up in the southern 
quarter, and by the time he got back it was too late. They 
drove your men across the bridge and past the arches before 
seizing and destroying the main gate mechanisms.”

“And now? Where do things stand?”

“It’s a stalemate. Siege has kept them bottled up in the Black 
River Courtyard, but they have a solid defensive position 
using the interior walls against us. Everyone is playing a 
waiting game right now. I believe Lord General Heltser is 
preparing an offensive to reclaim the gatehouse. The Second 
Army will see it through. Wish I could stay to join the fight, 
but they need me back on the northern front.”

They sat in silence for a long time but a far more 
comfortable silence. At last Stryker felt Nemo’s hand on his 
shoulder and looked up to see the older man standing to 
leave. “I’ll let you rest. You have recovering to do. Siege said 
the men were asking after you; I’ll tell them you’re still on 
this side of  Urcaen. Make me proud, son.”

Stryker awoke to sounds he recognized as the dull thuds of  
explosions. His body remained a mass of  pains and aches, but 
they did not feel as urgent. He forced himself  to rise from the 
bed. This prompted a dizzy spell, but he soon found he could 
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stand if  he ignored the shooting pain in his back. He tested 
his weakened legs by walking across the room.

Not long thereafter the door opened and a priest entered 
wearing more ornate attire than the others. He started in 
surprise to see the Lord Commander inspecting his armor. 
This priest bore an oak staff  wrought with silver and topped 
by the Radiance of  Morrow. His other hand held a stack 
of  parchment and a fountain pen. A thick silver bracelet 
inscribed with swirling looping patterns encased the man’s 
entire right forearm, an exarch’s distinct emblem of  service. 
“Lord Stryker? You shouldn’t be out of  bed yet.” His voice 
had a subtle Llaelese accent.

Stryker at last recognized the man. “Exarch Dargule?” 
Though they had little contact, Stryker could not have 
recognized any other exarch by sight. King Leto occasionally 
invited Exarch Dargule to war councils since he served as 
the unofficial head of  the Church’s information network. 
The priest leaned his staff  against the wall so he could shake 
Stryker’s hand, and the warcaster waved the priest to the 
chair. “I can’t stay in bed forever. It sounds as if  there is 
fighting closer in Caspia now.”

Exarch Dargule nodded. “Yes, I am afraid so.”

“I was given the impression we had them contained.”

Dargule sighed. “Things have taken a turn for the worse. 
There is fighting in the streets, but the garrison holds. 
Reinforcements from Eastwall should arrive soon. We will 
ensure the Menites never reach the Sancteum.”

“How long have I been here?”

“Almost six weeks.” Seeing the outrage and surprise on 
Stryker’s face he added, “A short time, given the extent of  
your injuries.”

Stryker scrubbed his face with his hands and crossed to his 
armor. “I must go see to my men.”

“You will do them no service as you are. There are others 
defending the city. Allow them the honor to buy you the time 
you require to mend.”

Stryker unclasped the breastplate of  his armor and winced 
as he almost dropped it. His muscles had clearly atrophied 
during the bed rest. “I cannot wait here while the city burns.”

The exarch sighed, but it seemed clear the lord commander 
had no desire to heed priestly advice. Dargule raised his pen 
and asked, “The attending priest said you wanted a witness 
and a scribe?” He smiled as if  entertained by serving as a 
clerk.

“Yes. There are important matters to put in motion. After 
you transcribe them I’ll need to have orders sent south by a 
fast ship. Would you be willing to attend to the details?” The 

exarch nodded and transcribed Stryker’s next words upon 
the parchment with quick, economical strokes. 

With that business taken care of, Stryker asked, “What 
happened to break the stalemate? How did the Menites regain 
the upper hand?

“Word has it Hierarch Voyle has arrived from Imer with all of  
the forces once kept back to guard their capital.”

“Voyle is here?” Stryker forgot his weariness. 

Dargule shrugged. “No one has seen him. I expect he is 
at the temple in Sul, but Visgoth Rhoven is here, fighting 
alongside Grand Exemplar Kreoss and the Protector of  
Flame. Word of  the hierarch’s arrival sent the zealots into 
a maddened frenzy. They broke the containment of  the 
courtyard and began to seize gatehouses along the inner 
walls. They have laid siege to the Strategic Academy. Castle 
Raelthorne is still safe.” This reassurance sounded hollow. 
“Likely I should not have told you even this much.” 

The lord commander could feel every muscle in his body 
aching. His back burned in constant agony, but his mind 
filled with images of  Menites rampaging through Caspia. He 
gritted his teeth and looked at his armor again. He asked, 
“Can you help me put this on?” The priest shook his head at 
Stryker’s stubborn resolve but acquiesced. 

“Now,” Stryker asked, already feeling better as the voltaic coils 
charged to life, “where is my sword?”
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That our enemies tremble at the sound of  thunder and fear the flash of  lightning is the legacy of  one man, and his name is Sebastian 
Nemo.

—King Leto Raelthorne, approving the Warmaster General’s request for promotion 

general adept sebastian nemo

the strength to lift a weapon and his warjacks heed his call, 
Sebastian Nemo will never quit the battlefield. 

Some of  the men complain that Nemo’s temper has turned 
more acerbic in recent months, a feat hard to credit. 
Whatever his temperament, the general’s mind remains at 
its peak. No one can match Nemo’s deep and fundamental 
understanding of  warjacks and the voltaic technologies 
empowering Cygnar’s greatest weapons. His schematics 
race decades ahead of  peers content to slowly refine older 
technologies. Sebastian Nemo’s intellectual leaps have 
created new power sources and provided unanticipated 
innovations in warjack cortex and weapons technology. The 
most brilliant minds of  other nations continually struggle 
even to understand Nemo’s simplest creations as his genius 
moves on to the next level of  invention.

Many of  Nemo’s fighting techniques and tactics evolved 
from the period when he served as a respected warcaster 
leading a brigade of  the Third Army against the Cryxian 
menace during the reign of  Vinter IV. Nemo learned to 
wrestle with an elusive enemy capable of  striking anywhere, 
and these tactics served him well when he aided Prince Leto 

in overthrowing his tyrannical brother. Recent years have 
seen Nemo on the northern front, and the battles 

against Khador have prompted him to rethink his 
tactics. Accustomed as an inventor to tearing 

General Adept Sebastian Nemo has given three lifetimes 
of  service to his nation. He has fought in Cygnar’s wars 
for nearly fifty years, dealt with the loss of  his wife and the 
estrangement of  his daughter, and witnessed the deaths of  
countless brothers in arms. Despite these sacrifices and his 
weary old bones, Nemo still answers duty’s call. 

The promotion of  a warcaster to general during peacetime 
often served as a prelude to retirement. The honorific 
bestowed upon a veteran commander after decades of  service 
provided a chance to quit the field and leave the next battles 
to the young. Sebastian Nemo has defied this tradition. His 
promotion demonstrates that his nation needs his leadership 
on the front lines now more than ever. So long as he has 
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up old schematics and starting fresh, Nemo has taken the 
same approach to his methods of  war.

Nemo fell from the summit of  the Orgoth temple of  Garrodh 
during the recent battle and suffered trauma that necessitated 
his return to Caspia alongside the wrecked Thunderhead. It 
seemed appropriate that they should recover together, and 
Nemo supervised repairs to his masterpiece even as others 
attended to his severe internal injuries. He also found the time 
to implement other significant projects, the fruits of  which 
have not yet fully come to light.

War does not allow men like Sebastian Nemo long rest. The 
War Council returned him to active duty just in time for the 
now famous Relief  of  Northguard. Nemo reminded the weary 
defenders and confidant attackers just what impact Cygnaran 
’jacks could deliver. Without Nemo’s iron giants and his ability 
to push them past their normal limits, the fortress would have 
fallen months earlier.

Cygnar EPIC Warcaster Character

SPELL	 COST	 RNG	 AOE	 POW	 UP	 OFF
Energizer	 *	 Self	 CTRL	 -

Nemo spends one to three focus points when this spell is cast. Models in his 
battlegroup currently in his control area may immediately move up to 1” for each 
focus point spent. Energizer may be cast once per turn.

Force Field	 3	 Self	 CTRL	 -	 X
Nemo does not suffer blast or collateral damage and cannot be knocked down. 
When an enemy AOE ranged attack deviates from a point in Nemo’s control 
area, after the deviation distance has been rolled Nemo’s controller chooses the 
direction the AOE deviates.

Lightning Shroud	2	 6	 -	 -	 X
When target friendly Cygnar model directly hits a warjack with an attack, the 
model hit suffers Disruption. When the affected model hits an enemy model 
with a normal melee attack, lightning arcs to and automatically hits the nearest 
enemy model within 4”. That model suffers an unboostable POW 10 damage 
roll. A warjack suffering Disruption loses any unused focus points and cannot be 
allocated focus points or channel spells for one round.

Polarity Shield	 2	 6	 -	 -	 X
This spell targets a friendly model/unit. A model affected by Polarity Shield 
cannot be targeted by charges or slam power attacks made by a model that began 
its normal movement in the affected model’s front arc. 

Pulse Lightning	 3	 10	 -	 11		  X
A model hit by Pulse Lightning suffers d3 damage rolls.

System Bypass	 3	 8	 -	 -	 X
Target warjack in Nemo’s battlegroup does not suffer the effects of  disabled 
systems. The affected warjack is not disabled until four or more of  its systems are 
disabled. When cast on a disabled warjack that has lost three systems, the warjack 
is no longer considered disabled.

Voltaic Strike	 3	 8	 -	 14		  X
Models within 1” of  target enemy warjack suffer a damage roll equal to the 
warjack’s current STR. Models damaged by Voltaic Strike suffer -2 SPD for 
one round.

Feat: High Voltage
General Adept Sebastian Nemo boasts supreme mastery 
over the voltaic energies provided by the thrumming coils 
of  his warcaster armor. Where once he unleashed a 
random disruptive explosion, he has refined these energies 
to provide a precisely controlled surge channeled straight 
into his warjacks’ cortexes. Nemo’s empowered warjacks 
advance in perfect coordination to unleash a crushing 
offensive strike.

Warjacks in Nemo’s battlegroup currently in his control area each receive up to 3 
focus points. A warjack cannot have more than 3 focus points as a result of  High 
Voltage. 

Nemo
Arcane Amplifier - Nemo gains +1 STR for each unspent focus point on him.

Automatic Regenerator - At the beginning of  his controller’s Control Phase, 
Nemo removes d3 damage points.

Cohort: Expert Forecasters - Stormsmiths included in an army with Nemo 
have Stormcall [9] and gain +2 on Stormcall damage rolls.

Focus Matrix - Nemo can allocate focus points during his activation. 
Additionally, once per turn during Nemo’s activation, his controller may remove 
focus points from warjacks in his battlegroup in his control area and place them 
on Nemo. Nemo cannot exceed his current FOC stat in focus points as a result of  
Focus Matrix. 

Remote Activation - Nemo may forfeit his action to reactivate one inert 
friendly Cygnar warjack in his control area.

Warjack Bond - One warjack, which can be a unique warjack, in Nemo’s 
battlegroup may begin the game bonded to him. Nemo can allocate up to 5 focus 
points to this warjack. When Nemo suffers damage from an enemy attack while his 
bonded warjack is in his control area, immediately after the attack has been resolved, 
the warjack may move up to its current SPD in inches.

Galvanic Bolt
Tractor Field - A warjack directly hit by Galvanic Bolt cannot move and suffers -4 
DEF. While within 3” of  the affected warjack, warjacks cannot run, charge, or slam 
and can only move directly toward the affected warjack. Tractor Field lasts for one 
round.

Fulger
Reach - 2” melee range.

Khador withdrew, but this proved a short reprieve. Now they 
knock again on the gates of  Cygnar’s mightiest northern 
fortress, and Nemo knows Gurvaldt Irusk comes to deliver a 
reckoning. Even knowing the odds are against him this time, 
the general adept’s resolve remains firm. Prepared to utilize 
every stratagem and trick learned from a lifetime of  soldiering 
to make Khador pay dearly for every inch of  Cygnaran soil, 
Sebastian Nemo stands as an inspiration to his men, a legend 
to every mechanic lifting a wrench, and a god to the smiths of  
storm who see in his eyes the promise of  the lightning’s wrath.

	 SPD	 STR	 MAT	 RAT	 DEF	 ARM
	 5	 4	 5	 5	 14	 16

Focus 7	 Cmd 9

Damage	 14
Field Allowance	 C
Victory Points	 5
Point Cost	 84
Base Size	 Small

Galvanic Bolt
	RNG	 ROF	 AOE	 POW
	10	 1	 —	 13
Fulger
	 SPECIAL	 POW	 P+S
	 Reach	 7	 11

Tactical Tips

Remote Activation: This just means Nemo does not have to 
be in base-to-base contact with a warjack to reactivate it. This ability 
changes no other rules.

Pulse Lightning: Apply the damage all at once.

System Bypass: If  System Bypass expires on a warjack that has 
lost three systems, that warjack immediately becomes disabled. 
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That man brings single-minded determination and dogged persistence to any fight. He will find the enemy, engage, and overcome.
—Major Markus “Siege” Brisbane of Captain Kraye

In previous centuries, the sound of  galloping 
hooves on the battlefield heralded salvation 
or doom. The proud riders of  heavy horse 
retain their reputation for turning the tide of  
battle, but the modern battlefield boasts the 

more fearsome sound of  warjacks shaking the 
earth underfoot. Captain Jeremiah Kraye of  the 

Cygnaran Reconnaissance Service blends these 
old and new fighting disciplines into a personal 

doctrine of  rapid, devastating assault. Kraye prefers 
to strike against an exposed flank or to harass an 

enemy’s reinforcements, and he instills his ’jacks with 
unprecedented mobility and crushing momentum.

Jeremiah Kraye comes from a long line of  
Cygnaran officers. His father Sheridan retired 

as a respected colonel, and history records 
Jeremiah’s grandfather Nathan as one of  

the finest generals to serve King Vinter 
III. Kraye continued this tradition 

by graduating with the highest 
honors from the Strategic 

Academy and entering the 
Cygnaran cavalry. His 
early career coincided with 
the Scharde Invasions, 
but he did not join in the 
fighting. He served instead 

with Cygnar’s border 
defenders, whose heroism 

the war with Cryx has largely 
overshadowed.

As Cygnar allocated more and more 
forces to the Broken Coast, fewer and 
fewer soldiers had to guard the hundreds 

Captain jeremiah kraye
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of  miles of  borderlands. The cavalry proved vital, and Kraye 
demonstrated he had the mettle to deliver blows the enemy 
would not soon forget. He learned how to make due with 
whatever supplies and resources the army could provide, and 
relied on foraging just to survive. Kraye learned to make best 
use of  lighter warjacks as the heavier machines shipped south 
for the coastal wars. He always found a way to achieve victory 
against all odds.

In a move that did lasting damage to his career, Kraye 
resigned his commission in 589 AR after Vinter Raelthorne 
IV incarcerated Kraye’s uncle for treason. This was at the 
peak of  the Inquisition’s power, when they could arrest and 
execute any man speaking out against the king. Not until 
after the overthrow of  the tyrant and the rise of  Leto did 
Kraye return to active duty. His return came at the urging 
of  Scout General Bolden Rebald in 595 AR, at which time 
Kraye avenged his uncle by running many Vinter loyalists to 
ground. He joined the Cygnaran Reconnaissance Service and 
brought his extensive experience along Cygnar’s borderlands 
to that fledgling organization. With Cygnar’s defenses once 
more stretched thin, the Warmaster and Scout General kept 
Captain Kraye busy leading men from one battlefield to the 
next.

Kraye is an outspoken man of  intelligence and education. 
His refined breeding shows through despite his dusty and 
road-weary appearance. He enthusiastically debates tactics 
or strategy but has no patience for politics and claims no 

Cygnar Cavalry Warcaster Character

Feat: Horsepower 
Jeremiah Kraye can send forth a wave of  charged energy to 
the warjacks around him that infuses them with his own 
predilection for mobility and grants toppled ’jacks the strength 
to stand. They follow Kraye’s lead in a thunderous assault 
across the battlefield that grinds anything caught in their path 
into the mud.

Friendly knocked down Cygnar warjacks 
currently in Kraye’s control area may 
immediately stand up. Friendly Cygnar 
warjacks currently in Kraye’s control area may 
immediately turn to face any direction. Affected 
warjacks may charge at SPD+5” without 
spending focus during their activations this turn. 
Melee attack rolls made by affected warjacks are 
boosted. Horsepower lasts for one turn.

Kraye
Expert Rider - Kraye cannot be knocked down.

Intelligence - Kraye’s controller gains +1 on 
the Starting Roll to determine the order of  deployment and play.

Iron Horse - Warjacks in Kraye’s battlegroup gain Cavalry model rules. Light 
warjacks in Kraye’s battlegroup gain Light Cavalry model rules and can run 
without spending a focus point. When a heavy warjack makes an impact attack, 
use the model’s current STR for the POW of  the attack. The melee range of  
impact attacks is 1/2”. Warjacks may spend focus points to boost impact attack 
and damage rolls.

Pathfinder - During his activation, Kraye ignores movement penalties from, and 
may charge across, rough terrain and obstacles.

Reposition - When Kraye destroys an enemy model with a non-impact melee 
attack, after the attack is resolved he may turn to face any direction.

Bitter End
Brutal Charge - Kraye gains +2 to Bitter End charge attack damage rolls. 

Parry - Kraye cannot be targeted by free strikes.

	 SPD	 STR	 MAT	 RAT	 DEF	 ARM
	 8	 6	 6	 6	 14	 17

Focus 6	 Cmd 8

Damage	 18
Field Allowance	 C
Victory Points	 5
Point Cost	 87
Base Size	 Large

Radcliffe Carbine
	RNG	 ROF	 AOE	 POW
	13	 2	 —	 11
Bitter End
	 SPECIAL	 POW	 P+S
	 Multi	 6	 12
Mount
	 SPECIAL	 POW	 P+S
	 —	 10	 —

SPELL	 COST	 RNG	 AOE	 POW	 UP	 OFF

Arcane Barrage	 3	 8	 3	 13		  X
Models/units hit suffer -2 CMD and cannot run, charge, or perform special 
attacks for one round.

Easy Rider	 3	 Self	 CTRL	 -
Friendly Cygnar models/units currently in Kraye’s control area ignore movement 
penalties from, and may charge and slam across, rough terrain and obstacles 
during their activations. Easy Rider lasts for one turn.

Full Tilt	 2	 6	 -	 -	 X
Target warjack in Kraye’s battlegroup doubles its SPD during its normal 
movement. The affected warjack cannot make ranged attacks.

Guided Fire	 2	 Self	 CTRL	 -	
Models in Kraye’s battlegroup currently in his control area gain boosted ranged 
attack rolls. Guided Fire lasts for one turn.

Hot Pursuit	 2	 8	 -	 -	 X	 X
Immediately after target enemy model/unit ends its normal movement, a model 
in Kraye’s battlegroup in his control area may move up to its current SPD in 
inches.

Mage Sight	 2	 CTRL	 5	 -	
Place a 5” AOE completely within Kraye’s control area. Models in Kraye’s 
battlegroup ignore forests and cloud effects when drawing LOS to models in the 
AOE and ignore Camouflage, cloud effects, concealment, cover, Invisibility, and 
Stealth when making ranged and magic attacks targeting models in the AOE. 
This spell lasts for one turn. This spell may be cast once per turn.

ambition to higher rank. He has a unique rapport with his 
trusted and expertly trained war-horse named Malagant 
who responds with almost empathic awareness to his rider’s 
will. Malagant heeds subtle shifts in weight and pressure as 
instructions to rear up and shred enemies with strikes of  his 
iron-shod hooves.

Kraye requires no accolades or praise for his service to the 
army and King Leto, only the opportunity to lead his ’jacks 
to war and deliver swift retribution against Cygnar’s enemies. 
Officers who have fought beside him claim Kraye can find the 
best fighting ground anywhere along Cygnar’s borders, which 
he roams as a tireless and vigilant guardian. He needs only his 
horse, his warjacks, and soldiers courageous enough to plunge 
into peril when he sounds the charge.

Tactical Tips

When Kraye makes a Ride-By attack, he can cast a spell before 
moving or after completing his movement, but he cannot cast a spell 
during the Ride-By.
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Thorn is not just a machine. It is an extension of  my will. You can borrow it, but I will require your right leg as collateral.
—Major Victoria Haley to Lassiter Polk of the Cygnaran Armory 

THORN

Height/Weight: 9’1” / 3.25 tons

Armament: Disruptor Spear 
(right arm), Shock Shield (left 
arm), Grade IX Arc Node

Fuel Load/Burn Usage: 410 
Lbs / 10 hrs general, 1.5 hrs 
combat

Initial Service Date: 601 AR

Cortex Manufacturer: Fraternal 
Order of Wizardry working with 
the Cygnaran Armory

Orig. Chassis Design: Cygnaran 
Mechaniks Coalition at the Royal 
Cygnaran University
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Cygnar unique light WARJACK

Thorn
Affinity (Haley): Combat Channeling - 
Haley can channel spells through Thorn while 
Thorn is engaged.

Arc Node - Thorn may channel spells.

Disengage - Anytime other than its activation 
that an enemy melee attack misses Thorn, 
Thorn may move up to 2”. During this 
movement, Thorn cannot be targeted by free 
strikes. 

Imprint: Clarity - During its activation, 
Thorn may spend one focus point to use 
Clarity on an enemy model within 8”. Thorn’s 
controlling warcaster ignores intervening 
models, Invisibility, and Stealth when making 
magic attacks against the affected model. Clarity 
lasts for one turn. 

Reaction Drive - Once per turn, immediately 
after Thorn’s controlling warcaster casts a spell 
channeled through Thorn, Thorn may move up 
to its current SPD in inches. 

Disruptor Spear
Disruption - Warjacks hit by the Disruptor 
Spear suffer disruption. A warjack suffering 
disruption loses any unused focus points and 
cannot be allocated focus points or channel 
spells for one round.

Reach - 2” melee range.

Set Defense - Thorn gains +2 DEF against charge and slam attacks 
originating from its front arc.

Shock Shield
Shock Field - If  Thorn hits a warjack with the Shock Shield, or if  
a warjack hits Thorn with a melee weapon and its Shock Shield is 
not disabled by the attack, its opponent takes one damage point to its 
first available Cortex system box. When Thorn attacks with the Shock 
Shield, mark this damage before rolling damage.

Even the most skeptical wizards of  the Fraternal Order admit 
there is something exceptional going on in the cortex of  this 
Lancer for it to demonstrate intelligence so considerably 
above normal. Given Major Haley’s prodigious arcane talents, 
it seems likely Thorn’s singular capabilities result from nearly 
continuous exposure to her and in particular the countless 
times she has channeled her powerful magic through its 
arc node. Experts on cortex development at the Strategic 
Academy theorize the strength of  Haley’s mental influence 
has imprinted additional arcane connections on the intricate 
machinery and burned in myriad new pathways its creators 
never anticipated. The only ’jack Haley has retained from her 
impetuous first years in the service fighting Cryx along the 
Broken Coast, Thorn has stayed at her side for virtually her 
entire career.

Thorn’s transformation into one of  the most efficient ’jacks 
in Cygnar’s arsenal did not happen overnight. In several 
battles, both Cryxian and Khadoran forces nearly battered 
Thorn into an almost unrecognizable heap. Haley felt a 
special connection to its cortex and made it a priority for 
her mechaniks to salvage and rebuild the ’jack on each 
occasion. She immediately noticed a dramatic improvement 
in subsequent combat behavior, a demonstration of  Thorn’s 
singular ability to learn from its mistakes. Haley pushed for 
additional technological improvements to the ’jack’s chassis as 
part of  these reconstructions to expand Thorn’s capabilities.

The most recent rebuild included an experimental reaction 
drive that utilizes a high-end accumulator and reflexive trigger 
relay to translate overflow arcane energy into motive power. 
So long as Thorn regularly receives channeled spells, it can 
perform short bursts of  exceptional speed. Thorn’s reaction 
drive allows it to deliver Haley’s magic exactly where she 
needs it the most and then reposition itself  behind cover to 
avoid incoming fire. This has made pinning Thorn down in 
combat almost impossible.

A number of  mechaniks at the Cygnaran Armory hope to 
use Thorn as a prototype for the next generation of  arc node 
technology but have found their efforts frustrated. Warjacks 
with less refined cortexes cannot operate the reaction drive, 
and the overflowing arcane power often causes an overload 
explosion of  the delicate arc node. These researchers have 
demanded that the Warmaster General requisition Thorn 
for closer inspection, but the importance of  Major Haley’s 
presence on the front lines has kept the ’jack out of  their 
hands. Haley has flatly refused to allow Thorn to leave her 
side and would never endorse its disassembly by “curious 
gearheads”.
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Disruptor Spear
	 SPECIAL	 POW	 P+S
	 Multi	 5	 13

R

Field Allowance	 C
Victory Points	 3
Point Cost	 93
Base Size	 Medium

Shock Shield
	 SPECIAL	 POW	 P+S
	Shock Field	 1	 9

L

	 SPD	 STR	 MAT	 RAT	 DEF	 ARM
	 6	 8	 6	 5	 13	 16

18

To bolster its ability to evade opposing ’jacks, Haley had 
Thorn outfitted with a disruptor spear, which it has used to 
fend off  ’jacks three times its weight. Thorn behaves with 
almost reckless aggression in battle as if  it enjoys taunting 
the enemy to try to catch it while it rushes forward. Haley’s 
soldiers believe its willingness to go for the throat comes 
directly from the warcaster herself.
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ol’ rowdy
That ’jack of  Stryker’s is as stubborn as a mule, but it puts up one hell of  a fight.

—Captain Dominick Darius

Height/Weight: 12’3” / 6.75 tons

Armament: ESI Quake 
Hammer (left arm), Buckler 
(right arm)

Fuel Load/Burn Usage: 650 
Lbs / 8 hrs general, 1.5 hr 
combat

Initial Service Date: 557 AR, 
Refitted 604 AR & 606 AR

Cortex Manufacturer: 
Fraternal Order of Wizardry

Orig. Chassis Design: Engines 
East
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Cygnar unique HEAVY WARJACK

Ol’ Rowdy
Affinity (Stryker): Protective - When 
Stryker is screened by Ol’ Rowdy, Stryker gains 
an additional +2 DEF from magic and ranged 
attacks. Attacks that ignore screening also ignore 
this bonus. While in base-to-base contact with 
Ol’ Rowdy, Stryker gains +2 DEF versus melee 
attacks and cannot be knocked down. While in 
base-to-base contact with Stryker, Ol’ Rowdy 
does not move when slammed.

Counter Charge - Ol’ Rowdy may charge an 
enemy model that ends its normal movement 
within 6” and LOS of  Ol’ Rowdy. Resolve this 
charge immediately after the enemy model 
completes its movement. If  Ol’ Rowdy makes 
a counter charge, it cannot make another 
until after its controller’s next turn. Ol’ Rowdy 
cannot make a counter charge while engaged.

Dynamic Capacitor - When Ol’ Rowdy 
suffers damage, its controller chooses which 
column takes the damage.

Gung Ho - While in its controlling warcaster’s 
control area, Ol’ Rowdy may charge or slam 
an enemy model in its controlling warcaster’s 
control area without spending a focus point.

Hyper Senses - At the start of  Ol’ Rowdy’s 
activation, before its normal movement it may 
turn to face any direction. When Ol’ Rowdy destroys a model with a 
melee attack, it may immediately turn to face any direction. When an 
enemy model ends its movement with Ol’ Rowdy in its melee range, Ol’ 
Rowdy may immediately turn to face the model directly.

Imprint: Best Defense - During Ol’ Rowdy’s activation, it may 
spend one focus point to use Best Defense. When Ol’ Rowdy is hit by 
one or more melee attacks made during an enemy model’s combat 
action while Best Defense is in effect, immediately after that model’s 
combat action ends Ol’ Rowdy may make one melee attack targeting 
that model. Best Defense lasts for one round.

ESI Quake Hammer
Critical Quake - On a critical hit, all models in Ol’ Rowdy’s melee 
range may be knocked down.

Tremor (HAttack) - Roll 2d6 and add the weapon’s POW. This roll 
cannot be boosted. Compare the result to the DEF of  every model 
within 2”. These models are knocked down if  the total equals or exceeds 
their DEF. This effect causes no damage. A Tremor special attack cannot 
be made after a charge. A Tremor special attack does not need a target.

Open Fist
Buckler - The Buckler grants +1 to Ol’ Rowdy’s ARM. This bonus 
does not apply to damage originating in the model’s back arc.

The image of  Lord Commander Stryker fighting back-to-back 
with the ’jack affectionately named Ol’ Rowdy has indelibly 
imprinted itself  on the minds of  those who fight under the 
banner of  the Cygnus. Rowdy looks like any Ironclad at 
first glance, but the eye notices the many decorations and 
honors marking service in numerous wars, the massive plates 
adorning the warjack’s shoulders and right arm, and the bulk 
of  its extra smoke stacks. It is as much a simple Ironclad as 
Coleman Stryker is a simple Cygnaran warcaster. Rowdy’s 
eyes smolder with the eagerness to charge into the heart of  
the battle and reduce anything in its path to scrap.

Ol’ Rowdy has five decades of  service under its chassis. It hails 
from the first generation of  Ironclads hammered together 
at the Cygnaran Armory. Many of  the ’jacks produced that 
year possessed an unfortunate flaw in their cortexes that only 
emerged in the pressure cooker of  battle. Not until after years 
of  fighting with distinction during the Scharde Invasions did 
the ornery temper that would characterize Ol’ Rowdy come 
to the fore. Of  all the personality quirks a warjack might 
develop, warcasters and commanders consider the habit of  
charging into battle without mental prompting or verbal 
command among the worst.

A ’jack found to have this type of  flaw generally has its 
cortex wiped clean, but Rowdy’s service record caused the 
mechaniks to take a risk and leave it unaltered. Few veteran 
’jacks survived the war, and each boasted valuable combat 
experience impossible to replicate. Eventually commanders 
decided to “retire” Rowdy to serve in the training of  young 
warcasters at the Point Bourne Strategic Academy. Rowdy 
served in this capacity until a twenty-one year old Lieutenant 
Coleman Stryker received the ’jack as a test of  skill during his 
journeyman tour. Stryker’s instructors thought that he would 
learn humility from Rowdy, but Stryker enjoyed the machine’s 
spirit and will to fight. 

In recent years Stryker has invested a large portion of  
his officer’s wage in this warjack, most significantly in the 
dynamic capacitor controlling layers of  redundant coiling and 
system bypasses that allow Rowdy to fight at full effectiveness 
even after enduring spectacular damage. Stryker has lost 
count of  the number of  times Ol’ Rowdy has saved his life, as 
often by interposing itself  in harm’s way as by simply refusing 
to stop fighting no matter how much punishment it takes.
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Open Fist
	 SPECIAL	 POW	 P+S
	Buckler	 0	 11

R

Field Allowance	 C
Victory Points	 4
Point Cost	 121
Base Size	 Large

ESI Quake Hammer
	 SPECIAL	 POW	 P+S
	 Multi	 7	 18

L

	 SPD	 STR	 MAT	 RAT	 DEF	 ARM
	 5	 11	 7	 5	 12	 19

20

Tactical Tips

Counter Charge: Rowdy does not spend a focus point to use 
Counter Charge. 

Critical Quake: Rowdy’s controller chooses if  all models are 
knocked down or if  no models are knocked down. It’s all or nothing.
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black 13th gun mage strike team
After awhile killing becomes easier than breathing. In fact, sometimes killing one more of  theirs means drawing one more breath. 

—Captain Dixon Lynch, Black 13th 

The Black 13th is a well-honed weapon of  war sharpened to a 
razor’s edge by relentless service to the crown. It serves as the 
elite strike force of  the Militant Order of  the Arcane Tempest. 
The exact number of  men and women serving in this tight knit 
organization has waxed and waned since the team’s founding but 
has always consisted of  a select few who demonstrate deadly skill 
with the magelock pistol.

The Black 13th has operated out of  Northguard in recent years 
and typically undertaken missions deep into Khadoran and 
occupied Llaelese territory. These sensitive missions vary between 
lightning raids, daring rescues, and flawless assassinations. The 
army never acknowledges this group’s greatest accomplishments, 
and their dead receive no special honors or recognition.

The Black 13th covered Cygnar’s withdrawal from Llael in 605 
AR by harrying vast numbers of  Khadoran forces after the fall 
of  Merywyn and buying time for weary soldiers to regroup at 
the northern fortresses. Since that time, intense fighting near 
Northguard has cut the unit’s compliment to three. Captain 

Dixon Lynch is the only surviving member of  the original Black 
13th, although Sergeant Watts has fought with him for over seven 
years. Dixon does not talk about the team’s history, either from a 
desire to preserve their secrets or due to an abundance of  painful 
memories, and will not identify the ultimate source of  their 
sometimes-enigmatic orders. While not part of  the Cygnaran 
Reconnaissance Service, Captain Lynch does not report to the 
First Army at Northguard, and his place in the army hierarchy 
remains murky at best.

Even excepting his service to the Black 13th, many at the 
Tempest Academy see Lynch as a legend. Perhaps the eldest 
gun mage still serving in the field, Lynch once belonged to the 
Brothers of  the Tempest, the secretive fraternity that predated 
the founding of  the Militant Order and its formal adoption as 
a branch of  the Cygnaran Army. He has a reputation as a man 
of  few words, and his cold but steady leadership has earned 
him the unshakable loyalty of  his team.
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Those who see Lynch as taciturn view Sergeant Samuel 
Watts as downright unfriendly. The gaunt and scarred 
gun mage, infamous for his biting wit and an inability to 
keep his opinions to himself, has few friends. Rumor has it 
Watts remains a sergeant despite his seniority after earning 
the ire of  Lord General Olan Duggan, who allegedly 
pronounced the edict, “That man will never be an officer 
so long as I am still breathing.” Those who know Watts’ 
reputation carefully avoid responding to his baiting. He 
has an infamous reputation for taunting fools into reaching 
for a weapon as an excuse to demonstrate the speed of  his 
lighting-fast draw.

This might lead people to think of  Lieutenant Darsey 
Ryan as the friendly face of  the team. A coolly polite and 
professional duelist par excellence, Ryan joined the team 
just before the invasion of  Llael and remains a tough nut 
to crack. Even Watts admits she once beat him at his own 
game. She attracts challengers like a flame attracts moths 
and has left dozens of  would-be pistoleers dead in the 
dirt. In battle, she wields a magelock in each hand with 
no apparent inhibition to her sorcerous power. When she 
focuses her arcane energy into striking down a hard target, 
the bullets from her pistols erupt into a blinding flash and an 
explosion of  devastating power.

When these three fight together, each effortlessly watches the 
blind spots of  the others while combining their fire to tear 
apart any opposition. Vaporized enemies linger as clouds 
of  ash, while even ghostly Cryxian wraiths shriek in pain as 
glowing, rune-carved bullets hit home. Other targets expire 
in a flash of  powder and the echo of  thunder as they take 
as many of  the enemy with them as possible. For the Black 
13th, there can never be capture or surrender, only victory, 
escape, or death.

Cygnar character UNIT

R

L

Lynch
Fire Beacon (HAttack) - Fire Beacon is a RNG 12, 
AOE 5” ranged attack. Models hit suffer no damage. 
The Fire Beacon AOE remains in play for one round. 
While within the AOE, models lose all benefits from 
Camouflage, cloud effects, concealment, cover, 
Invisibility, and Stealth.

Leader

Pre-Emptive Fire (Order) - When a model in this unit 
is targeted by an enemy ranged attack, before the range is 
measured, one model in this unit that received this order 
and has LOS to the attacker may immediately make a 
ranged attack targeting the attacker. Pre-Emptive Fire 
lasts for one round.

Ryan
Chain Attack – Mage Storm - If  Ryan hits the 
same target with both initial Magelock Pistol attacks 
during the same activation, after resolving the attacks 
she may immediately make an additional Magelock 
Pistol attack against the target regardless of  ROF. 
If  the attack succeeds, instead of  rolling damage 
normally, center a 4” AOE cloud effect on the model 
hit. Models in the AOE when it is placed suffer a 
POW 14 damage roll. Models entering or ending 
their activations in the AOE suffer a POW 12 damage roll. Ryan never suffers 
damage from Mage Storm. The AOE remains in play for one round. Do not 
choose an Arcane Effect when making a Mage Storm chain attack.

Watts
Clandestine - While Watts is in play, models in this unit gain Prowl. While 
within a terrain feature that provides concealment, the AOE of  a spell providing 
concealment, or the AOE of  a cloud effect, a model with Prowl gains Stealth. 
Attacks against a model with Stealth from greater than 5” away automatically miss. 
If  a model with Stealth is greater than 5” away from an attacker, it does not count 
as an intervening model.

Unit
Chain Fire - Models in this unit gain a cumulative +1 to ranged attack 
damage rolls for each direct hit on an enemy model made by a model in this 
unit this turn. Apply this bonus after resolving each attack. This bonus lasts for 
one turn.

Gunfighter - A model with Gunfighter has a melee range of  1⁄2”. It may make 
Magelock Pistol attacks targeting models in its melee range. These attacks do not 
suffer the normal attack roll penalty for targeting a model in melee and cannot hit 
another combatant if  they miss their intended targets. A model with this ability does 
not gain an aiming bonus when targeting models in its melee range. A model with 
this ability may perform free strikes with Magelock Pistols. A model with this ability 
may charge and make his initial attacks but does not make a charge attack.

Arcane Effect - Each time a Magelock Pistol is used to make a ranged attack, 
choose one of  the following effects: 

• Blaze - When this attack hits, roll an additional damage die. 

• Long Shot - The Magelock Pistol gains +6 RNG for this ranged attack. 

• Mage Killer - Mage Killer attacks may damage models only affected by 
magic attacks. When resolving Mage Killer attacks, ignore unspent focus on 
target models with the Focus Manipulation ability.

• Smoke ’em If  You Got ’em - Replace enemy living or undead models 
destroyed by a Smoke ’em If  You Got ’em attack with 3” AOE cloud effects 
that remain in play for one round. Models destroyed by this attack are 
removed from play.

• Thunderbolt - An enemy model hit by this attack is pushed directly 
back d3”. On a critical hit, target model is also knocked down. A pushed 
model moves at half  rate in rough terrain and stops if  it contacts an obstacle, 
obstruction, or model. The pushed model cannot be targeted by free strikes 
during this movement.

Second Magelock Pistol (Ryan Only)

Magelock Pistol
	RNG	 ROF	 AOE	 POW
	12	 1	 —	 10

Lynch’s Damage	 8
Ryan’s Damage	 5
Watts’ Damage	 5
Field Allowance	 C
Victory Points	 2
Point Cost	 77
Base Size	 Small

	 SPD	 STR	 MAT	 RAT	 DEF	 ARM
	 6	 4	 5	 8	 15	 12

Lynch	 Cmd 9

Second Magelock Pistol
	RNG	 ROF	 AOE	 POW
	12	 1	 —	 10

	 SPD	 STR	 MAT	 RAT	 DEF	 ARM
	 6	 4	 5	 7	 15	 12

Ryan & Watts	 Cmd 7

Tactical Tips

Fire Beacon: You cannot choose an Arcane Effect when 
making a Fire Beacon special attack.

Pre-Emptive Fire: If  the enemy model is destroyed, its 
attack is not resolved.

Chain Fire: Remember, if  Ryan’s Mage Storm chain attack 
hits, it counts as a Chain Fire direct hit.
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Put some cannons on that hill today, and I guarantee you we’ll own it next winter.
—Captain Maxwell Finn of the 95th Trencher Company to his lieutenants

Cygnar trencher unit
trencher Cannon crew

Crewman
Targeting (HAction) - The Gunner gains a 
cumulative +1 RAT when attacking with the 
Cannon for one round. The Crewman must be 
in base-to-base contact with the Gunner and 
not be engaged to use Targeting.

Unit
Dig In (HAction) - Models in this unit may 
dig a hasty battle position into the ground, 
gaining cover (+4 DEF) and +4 ARM. A dug 
in model remains dug in until he moves or is 
engaged. A model cannot dig into solid rock or 
man-made constructions. Models in this unit 
may begin the game dug in.

Rushed Deployment - The Cannon Crew 
may advance deploy, but if  it does so it cannot 
activate the first round of  the game. If  the 
Cannon Crew advance deploys, place models 
in the unit after normal deployment, up to 12” 
beyond the established deployment zone.

Weapon Crew - The Cannon Crew is made 
up of  a Gunner and 2 Crewmen. The Gunner 
is mounted on a large base with the Cannon. 
The Gunner is treated as a small-based model 
rather than a large-based model. A weapon 

crew cannot run or charge. The Gunner gains +2” of  movement per 
Crewman with which he begins his activation in base-to-base contact. 
When the Gunner is destroyed or removed from play, a Crewman within 
1” can take the destroyed Gunner’s place immediately and become 
the new Gunner. Remove the Crewman from the table instead of  the 
Gunner. Any effects, spells, or animi on the damaged Gunner expire. 
Any effects, spells, or animi on the removed Crewman are applied to the 
new Gunner.

Cannon (Gunner Only)
Light Artillery - The Cannon cannot be used to make ranged attacks 
if  the Gunner moves during his activation. The Gunner does not receive 
an aiming bonus for forfeiting movement. The Gunner cannot make 
ranged attacks with the Cannon and another ranged weapon during the 
same activation.

Cannon
	RNG	 ROF	 AOE	 POW
	15	 1	 3	 13

Hand Weapon
	 SPECIAL	 POW	 P+S
	 —	 2	 8

Field Allowance	 2
Victory Points	 1
Gunner and 2 Crewmen	 32
Gunner’s Base Size	 Large
Crewman’s Base Size	 Small

Military Rifle
	RNG	 ROF	 AOE	 POW
	10	 1	 —	 11

	 SPD	 STR	 MAT	 RAT	 DEF	 ARM
	 2	 6	 6	 5	 13	 13

Gunner	 Cmd 8

	 SPD	 STR	 MAT	 RAT	 DEF	 ARM
	 6	 6	 6	 5	 13	 13

Crewman	 Cmd 8

Battling their way forward despite incoming mortar and rifle 
fire, Trencher artillery crews haul their cannons into the fray 
across any terrain. The crews dig hasty positions on high 
ground, throw up sandbag barricades, and prepare to fire. 
These cool, professional gunners, chosen as much for their 
steady nerves as their killer’s eye, calmly consult tactical maps 
and shout orders above nearby explosions. The crews fall into 
smooth, practiced actions: One unpacks a cannon shell as 
another opens the hinged breach. The first rams home shell 
and powder bags, and the second slams the hatch shut and 
cranks the wheel to tighten its spring-loaded steel pin. The 
gunner checks wind, elevation, and the range finder before 
launching the shell with a muffled explosion. The cannon 
crews have gained a reputation among their fellows not so 
much for turning the tide of  battle themselves but for sending 
the enemy flying with tremendous precision and clearing the 
way for Trencher platoons to pour forth from cover and end 
the exchange with a rush of  cold steel.

Some who have seen the short barrels of  the Trencher cannons 
have mistaken them for close-ranged naval ordinance. In truth, 
the Cygnaran army engineered these quite modern cannons 
to maximize portability and accuracy. They enhanced the 
latter with a conical shell and rifled barrel instead of  the older 
ball shot and smooth bore guns. Though the range cannot 
equal the Khadoran mortar, it remains impressive and comes 
with no appreciable loss of  precision. The Khadorans have 
learned a grudging respect for these cannons, particularly 
after discovering them dug-in and fortified right up against the 
forward lines.
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It is not enough to be quick or accurate. Your weapon must be guided by your will alone. 
—Arcane Tempest Captain Larstin Jorimy 

cygnar arcane tempest gun mage unit attachment
arcane tempest gun mage Officer

	 SPD	 STR	 MAT	 RAT	 DEF	 ARM
	 6	 4	 6	 8	 15	 12

Captain	 Cmd 9

Sword
	 SPECIAL	 POW	 P+S
	 —	 3	 7

Magelock Pistol
	RNG	 ROF	 AOE	 POW
	12	 1	 —	 10

Damage	 5
Field Allowance	 1
Victory Points	 +1
Point Cost	 27
Base Size	 Small

As battles intrude on Cygnaran soil, the Militant Order of  the 
Arcane Tempest has stepped up to answer their nation’s call. 
Officers lead handpicked teams of  war-honed gun mages to 
prove that no greater masters of  gun sorcery exist in Immoren 
than these veterans of  the Arcane Tempest. Bringing a well-
rounded arsenal of  arcane abilities together with deadly 
accurate magelock pistol fire, such captains and their teams 
are highly prized for their versatile fire support.

The Militant Order has expended considerable resources 
to requisition warjacks for these veteran teams. Research 
has demonstrated that experienced gun mages can prepare 
warjack ammunition to transmit arcane energy with the 
same techniques used to create rune bullets, and the Arcane 
Tempest has trained a number of  its officers to master this 
process. Channeling this power through warjack weaponry 
requires a sufficiently accomplished officer in close proximity 
to the ’jack. Since warjack armament is not constructed from 
the same alloy as magelocks, firing rune-carved ammunition 
damages the ’jack’s weaponry. A single battle usually does not 
render such weapons ineffective, however, and the benefits can 
mean the difference between victory and defeat.

Captain
Arcane Inferno (Order) - See Arcane Tempest 
Gun Mage card for description.

’Jack Marshal (1) - The Captain may start the 
game controlling up to one Cygnar warjack.

Officer - The Captain is the unit leader.

Quickening - Once per game during his unit’s 
activation the Captain may use Quickening. 
When a model in this unit is targeted by an enemy 
ranged attack, before the range is measured, one 
model in this unit with LOS to the attacker may 
immediately make a ranged attack targeting the 
original attacker. Quickening lasts for one round.

Rune Shot - When a warjack controlled by the 
Captain makes a ranged attack, its controller may 
choose one Arcane Effect or Arcane Adept Effect.

Tactics: Arcane Adept Effects - Models in the Captain’s unit gain 
Arcane Adept Effects. When a model in the Captain’s unit makes a 
Magelock Pistol attack, it may choose one of  the following effects instead of  
an Arcane Effect:

• Black Penny - The attacking model does not suffer the firing into 
melee penalty and ignores concealment and screening.

• Ricochet - After directly hitting a target with a ranged attack, the 
attacking model may immediately make one additional ranged attack 
targeting another model in the attacking model’s LOS and within 4” of  
the original target. Do not choose another Arcane Effect or Arcane Adept 
Effect when making the additional attack. Attacks gained from this ability 
cannot generate further additional attacks.

• Wraith Bane - This attack can damage models only affected by magic 
attacks.

Tactics: Combined Ranged Attack - Models in the Captain’s unit gain 
Combined Ranged Attack. Instead of  making ranged attacks separately, 
two or more models in this unit may combine their attacks against the same 
target. In order to participate in a combined ranged attack, a model must 
be able to declare a ranged attack against the intended target and be in a 
single open formation group with the other participants. The model with 
the highest RAT in the attacking group makes one ranged attack roll for the 
group and gains +1 to the attack and damage rolls for each model, including 
himself, participating in the attack.

Magelock Pistol
Arcane Effect - See Arcane Tempest Gun Mage card for description.

Tactical Tips

Arcane Inferno: If  the Captain is still in play, he is the leader 
of  the unit.

Black Penny: Models in this unit still cannot make combined 
ranged attacks into melee.

Ricochet: A combined ranged attack bonus only applies to the 
first attack.
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