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“Through hix blemings, death fvelf & aved. I s embnace, there & omfy
affection and fove Lt s share by mumificence with thase il sponanr of
i cherthed Cerandfsher le they perish before lomowing i penerosioy ™

—Pooe Magister Effluvias Plo,
before the Putrefaction of Hive Kappax

o live is to eventually die, the inescapable fact of all
T mortal life. Almose all of those aware of their lives fear

and dread this final end, which echoes the collapse
of all order into disorder through remorseless entropy. Many
strive to avoid such a fate, and are willing to perform any
deed or suffer any woe to heep death from: their door, if only
for one more day This is perhaps futile, but can attract the
attention of one who represents both ruin and the strupple
against it that typifies all life. For wherever there is life, there
is decay—and where there is decay, there s Murple.

Murgle represents this seemingly contradictory state of both
Ioathsome decay and energetic strupgle. Despite embodying
entropy and the foulest of appearances, he and his Dacmons
are filled with vitality All enthusiastically offer their gifis of
ruinous diseases to both the lowly and powerful, for Murgle
embraces all to his loathsome bosom. They delight in sharing
these blessings to montals, offering escape from the homors of
death but at the price of utter corruption to their flesh. NMone
are beneath his notice, from the smallest of underhive hovels o
the most lordly of sectors: Each new disease, each new mormal
broupht low &= carefully recorded in a never-ending tally of
his loving beneficence. Murgle exists everywhere, for all living

things erode and fail, and with each fall his power grows.

WHAT'S IN THIS BOOK?

Tue Tome oF Decar is the fourth and last book examining the
dark secrets and foul plots of the four Chaos powers and their
mle in the Brack Cavsape roleplaying game. It is devoted to
Murgle, the Lord of Pestilence, and those who follow him. He
is the pod oF blight and decay, yet also one of boundless energy
In many ways, Murgle personifies a strupple against death, as
despite the terrible discased and decayed state of his followers,
they resist actual death and injory to unnatural degrees Heretics
also tearn more of the other fate that can await them, shoold
they prove worthy: Apotheosi to the elevated rank of immortal
Daemon Prince. With such power comes the need for even
greater power, and Heretics can learn: how to launch Black
Crusades to burn the galaxy and depose the False Emperor.

CHAPTER I: NURGLE

This chapter covers the Grandfather of Decay, the Master of
Plapues From: his pestilent garden within the Warp, where
carripn-flowers sway in the polluted breezes and horrid fungi
sprout from rottin g corpses, he lovingly concocts new afflictions
Hiz Daemons cmerpe forth to bring his gifis to mortals acmss
the galaxy, for Murgle &= a- penerous sod who rejoices with
each successful plague. Billions fall to his carefully-wrought
nr.’i:mun, even as the truly appreciative turn to him secking
power through his gifts. His aposties are often shambles of

putrefying flesh and dripping sores, but with unmmrxlt}-:'ié-iE*ﬂ' e

bodies that viporously resists final death even as they bring it to
those who reject Nuorgle's offerings. Just as all fife falls to decay
=0 do those who oppose the Lond of Hies fall te his children:

CHAPTER II:
DEATH BRINGERS

In this chapter, Heretics can find six new Archetypes worthy
of the Lord of Ruin: Plapue Marine, Veteran of the Long
War, Warpsmith, Writhing World Sorcerer-King, Dieath Priest
of Mire, and Plaguemeister. They can also  discover new
cornupted blessings from Grandfather Nurgle, as well as newr
rules for Daemonic Possession, Dacmon Enpgines, and powerdul
mutations suitable for newly ascended Diaemon Princes.

CHAPTER III:
LORDS OF ENTROPY

Here players find new rules for Apothieosis to Diaemonhood,
allowing them to continue playing their chamcters afier
reaching the highest levels of Infamy and Corniption as the
mightiest of their pod's followers. They can also lead Black
Crusades against the hated Imperium. This chapter also
contains new details on pestilent worlds within the Screaming
Wortex that the Heretice might conguer or ally with in their
quest for power, such as the worm-ridden Writhing World,
foetid Mire, and murderous Guelph

CHAPTER IV:THE HEART
OFTHE VORTEX

This adventure takes the Heretics throogh the challenge of
paining access to the Lower Vortex, and 3 mind-bending
confrontation . with the incomprehensible forces within.
Calling on the events from the previous three Tomes, it
allows Game Masters to run all four adventures as o complete
campaign. If the Heretics survive, they haove the chance to
rise to Dacmonhood, as well as an opportunity to reach the
Aszcendent Spiral and rise out of the Screaming Yortex:

NPC Proriss

In the cases of all NPC profiles, the GM should
assnme that they are proficient in any weapon they are
equipped with. In addition, all NPFC weapon profiles
have any damage bonuses from Talents, Strength
Bonus, cybernetics, or other augmentations included.

IneaMmy FOR NPCs

Certain dangerous and powerful NPCs possess Infamy,
representing  their particularly potent abilities and
dread reputations. An NPC with Infamy has Infamy
Pointz equal to his Infamy Bonus, that may be used
as if they were Infamy Points at CP Level 2 (21-60
Corruption Paints).
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"Rejoice, children! Your Fatber brings you hope in your disriest
honr: Let those who would accept hix giffs come forth and recefve
the Blewsimgs of the Lord of Decay. Can swaey vorr crrohe and
donber. Put anide beliefs in o falee master who (il yorr hearts wich
lies, sorrow. and regrerr. Embrace insead the plorious gifts af rot
dnd decay. Revel in the beauty of putrercence and be reborn o lving
symbol of perseverance”

—The Daemon Prince Gal'furth, addressing the diseased
inhabitants of the conquered city of Kulis VI

die esch day Wars consume cntire systems, drowning
civilisations in the blood of their own people. Conceit and
avarice drain populations of their riches and their futures for
the benefit of a few. Broken promises. deceit, and betrayal
topple regimes, sacrificing the lives of those who served them
so that the twisted plans of new rulers can come to fruition.
In the wake of such tragedies, suffering, and misery. pain
and discase touch the minds and bodies of the survivors and
cause them to despair These are the truths of existence in the
mortal realm, and the breath that speaks these troths is the
same breath that gives life to the malevolent inhabitants of
another domain—the Realm of Chaos

Of all the malign influences foisted wpon the mortal
realm, only one can be said to genuinely carry with it that
singular commaodity unlike any other in a bleak and forlorn
existence—hope. Only the gifts of Nurple, the Plaguefather,
offer their recipients the chance to become greater in the
face of unavoidable diminishment. Through Murgle and his
rancid visitations, a soul can find renewed purpose and the
will bo raise its face to the heavens, stare back into the void of
dissolution and reclaim a life worth living. Endings are new

beginnings, and Nurgle offers both in abundance

In every corner of a cold and uncaring galaxy, billions
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INEVITABLE
DECAY

"Encrafry &5 all-connmming, (o by all sngsler apeimst it Ths, even o
hope i ro despair. Sp despaiy, and in youwr desperarion, food purpose "
—{Llans the Wracked. Speaker of Rot

here is nothing in all of creation that does not decay:

I Mo civilisation forever endures the machinations of its
rivals. Mo king survives the plotting of his enemies

Mo life avoids decay. Mot even the Fale Emperor, with all ;

his deluded sacrificial supplicani= and thousands of aticnding
Tech-Priests, will clude the ravages of time and his’eventual
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demise. The question is what happens when the end comes . -
Murgle is the answer to that guestion. o T
Each inevitable ending brings with it an equally certain e

start to something new When a Catachan Spiker traps and
consumes a careless Guardsman, the life of the soldier ends and ;
a new Spiker grows Rotted flesh that sloughs from the am of
a diseased underhive panper is left in the sewers to feed the
plague-rats that scrape out a miserable existence in thosc dark,
maggot-filled twunnels. Even a Ropue Trader whose contract s
terminated must seck owt new avenoes for commerce: There &
no ending that does not result in the hope of renewal

It is because of this inescapable fact of life that Murgle
is known to many as the Lord of All, for there is nothing
that transpires anywhere that does not serve his ends. Truly ;
there is no being, no action or outcome that does not further
Murgle’s aims. In truth, Murgle could simply sit back and
wait for the universe to unfold according fo his design. He i
not content, however, to wait. He has too much energy; oo
much enthusizsm for his work to just sit idly by From decp
within his manse he brews contagion, both physical plapues
and wirulent ideas, that he and his followers then wnleash L
upon the mortal realm. He welcomes the resistance of those -
who attempt to deny him, for each time they erect defences
against his advances, he learns new ways to circumvent the
opposition. Each cure breeds 2 newer, more powerful disease,

i

Every victory for his enemies is pyrrhic, coming at @ cost so
great that it leaves the defenders open to the tender predations
of Murgle’s ever-evolving poxes. This is the nature of Murple.
Resistance is self-defeating. Change is a delay, nothing more.
Running and denial only buy time at a cost of suffering, and o
time has no meaning in the Realm of Chaos.

Records of the many races of the palaxy offen say that
Murgle corrupts, that he brings ruination to all. To a small
extent, they are correct, but their evaluation s narrow. i
scope and fails to grasp the greater truth: The more primitive .
races have a much better understanding of the undeniable © 0
nature of the Master of Certitude. Life is struggle and crosion.
Ta fa-..r the dawn is to await dﬂ: dusk :md in turm, mmﬁqﬁ‘t

cosmic destruction, the observer would m:-ni_]r
rightful place of Murgle as the Ehcphuﬂ-bF



It is cnly Nurgle's fondness for rot, for discase and decay; that
prevents more from accepting his truth. It can be difficult for a
martal o accept that the rotting of a limb or the expulsion of
his entrails is a blessing. Yet it is so. Even the decrepit Emperor
of Man, ensconced in his Golden Throne, sits as a testament to
Murgle's greatness. Each day a thousand souls give their fleshy
bodics and immaortal souls to this false idel in & vain attempt
to presenve his rotting presence. [t is a losing battle, but the
ammunition spent in the conflict, the human bedies sent to their
wasted doom, does indeed serve a purpose—Nurgle's purpose.
Each mortal that falls begets new life and new hope. This is the
trade in which Murgle traffics. Flesh is the coin of his realm, and
hopes are the interest he pays on the investments made.

Truby, Murple embodies the nature of all thinps, and thus
earns his honorific as the Lord of AlL

IMPARTING HOPETO A
HOPELESS EXISTENCE

. Life within the Screaming Vortex, or for that matter anywhere
else in the unfecling palaxy, = harsh, miserable, and full of
‘pain and suffering. Service to an uncaring God-Emperor
or an eldritch and absent cosmic deity iz ultimately empey
and devoid of meaning. Men live and dic, and for what? For

d others to stand on their graves and proselytise? Where is the

!  reward in that? For those who accept the boundless gifts of
- *_-__-’ﬂ"tl'-'aﬂl:.r of Plagues, everlasting hope is the ultimate reward.

~ Decay is unavoidable. Boltguns rust; the shells they fire are

o the fingers that poll their triggers wear down with

g of time and repeated action. Over the course of

s, moftals sustain injuries, become infected, sicken
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and succumb to their wounds or, more simply, to age. It is
impossible to escape deterioration, and yet people try The
struggle to forestall decay moves people to action. It motivates
them to greatness. It gives them hope that better times lie
ahead; endless possibilities in 2 universe that seemingly knows
only certain crushing doom. It is the Plague Lord that brings
light to the darkness It is Murgle that gives weak mortals the
strength to resist the lies of the Ecclesiarchy and others It is
the Embracing Grandfather who encourages his followers to
defy the doom of mortal corruption, and instead use it as a
source of strength and inspiration.

[ the market squares of backward planets and in the drone-
filled cathedrak of the chapeers of the Adeptus Ministorum,
pregchers spew their lics upon an unsuspecting and dim-
witted flock: They warn against corruption of the soul and
filth of the spirit. They admonish their listeners that to turn
from their faith is to join the ranks of the lost and the damned.
Their words cannot encompass the horror of the fruth.

All Chaos Cods have a dual nature, but Nurgle, more so
than any of the other Ruinous Powers, understands that the
supposedly separate elements of his essence actually wark
together in a self-sustaining oycle rather than standing apart
from one another as different explanations of the same thing.
Khorne, for instance, is 4 pod of boodshed and killing—of
utter carnape—and also one of martial pride and a sense of
accomplishment or betterment. These two halves can be seen
as two sides of the same coin, but the coin must be flipped to
view and appreciate its obverse. But this coin is illusory; there
is no divide between its two faces, no beginning and no end.
The coin is nought but a fecble mortal metaphor for the truth
of Nurgle's influence. On one “side” there is decay, death, and- -
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“discase. What would be on the other side of this cain is in
faci part and parcel of the first side. Hope, rebirth, resistance,
and. glowl]'t all arise directly from facing death and decay
The Seers of the Eldar Crafiworlds and the Inquisitors of the
Imperium will never share this truth with the weak-minded
fools who drink in their lies like mother's milk.

For a Lord of Chaos, Murples actions seem addly
harmaniows—caring even. To receive the blessings of Murgle,
all one has to do is want to live and be willing to do whatever
it takes to cling to life. All else follows naterally from there.
Worshipers of Khorne must push toward ever-greater levels
of destruction and carnage despite the risbks to themselves or
even to'their allics. Those who devote themselves to Tzeenich
must deny their lot in fife and seck to change everything,
never: appreciating what they have. Followers of Slagnesh
seek to escape reality in g blur of sensation and self-delusion.
All that is required to fecl the caring touch of Murgle is to see
life for what it is and to want to make the most of i All that
is needed is faith in the future provided by Nurgle.

While an invitation to stroll down MNurgle's pox-strewn
path should be welcomed as an honour, not all see it as such.
Wasting away under the seemingly malign influence of a skin-
cating disease is painful to the afflicted and ofien repulsive
to those around him. ‘When 2 child’s flesh turns a sickly
pale preen and her eyes glaze over and become dull, milky,
unseeing orbs, her father comes to know that he is powerless
te prevent her suffering. Seeing a friend'’s battlefield wound
blacken and coze blood-tinged pus, the stench of
its rot choking the air of a barracks, is a reminder
of the frailty of all mortaks

If this decay comes at the hands of Nurgle, via the'th
a rusted blade or the unleashing of a plague, many will curse
his' name. For those who arc unable to scc that this pain and
suffering lifts the veil that hides the truth-of life and death from
them, such moments and visions are terrifying. Some blmrd
mortals, however, are able to look beyond the putrescence and
set the decay for what it is—a gift from the Lord of All

This gift, regardless of the form it takes, opens eyes even as
it liquefies them. It simultanecusly atrophies the leg muscles
of itz recipients and gives them the strength to march towasd
a greater purpose. [t is Murple's great ambition to speed this
universe toward its end by eroding the foundations of reality
miuch as a disease can erode the spirits and bodies of those
infected. Through his careful and ceaseless experimentations,
begun within his wondrous Garden and then unbeashed
throughout the palaxy, the pillars that suppart the framework
of existence are slowly but surely weakened. Thene will
come a time when they collapse entirely and the universe
will begin a massive transformation. The old ways will be
swept aside like a troublesome fly All that was will cease to
be, and from the rotted ruins @ new and glorous realivy will
emerge—one dominated by Nurgle and his beloved children.
Those who walk with Nurgle and aid him in bringing ahowut
the Creat Corruption, as Nurgle calls it. do so with joy in
their hearts. They know that Nurple's victory ;
is assurcd and that when all things come to
an end and life begins anew, they will have
helped make it so. This makes theirs a life
worth living, despite, and because of,
the gifts of their caring master.
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other gods within the Realm of Chaos are sssociated with
dozens, even hundreds, of depictions, there are far fewer
variations on the appearance of the Plaguefather. The legends
and tales universally describe Murgle in unflattering terms He
is aid to be a vast mound of rotting flesh, with open sores
and gaping wounds in which his lesser minions cavort and
frolic. Weeping pustules ooze filth and his bowels constantly
issue putrescent waste. Beneath his fingernails, maggots and
other carrion feeders lay epps around which develop cysts
that periodically burst open and spew their rancid payloads.
Perhaps the tales are correct. Perhaps they are not. It does
not matter, though, because whatever it is dwells within the
mansion at the centre of the Garden, there can be no denying
that the creations of this being are both foul and wondrous,
and the joy with which he goes about his work is infectious:

Even if none of the insanity-inspired stories of Morgle can
be counted on to be perfectly acourate, the similarities among
them are too hard to dismiss, and those similarities extend
beyond the gut-churning descriptions of his open sores,
exposed intestines, and stupefying stench. Rot and decay are
part of MNurgle's nature, but 5o it seems are jocularity and
enthusiasm. Such s the paradox of Nurgle.

Indeed, it may be his boundless enerpy, the passion with
which he delights in his work, and his irrepressible joviality
that erodes the minds of s0 many who contemplate his
existence. [t seems impossible to believe that a rotund, foetid
purveyor of plapue and muin could simultaneously positively
beam with mirth and have such concern for the billions of
souls upon whom he has inflicted his wracking and hideous
poxes To bend the mind toward the task of reconciling such
foulness with such frivolity is to invite madness Those who

[ RS .
PUTRESCENCE are able to do so without slipping into lunacy are fortunate.
‘ They will have taken an important step toward understanding
the Great Corruption that is to come. Unlike their less
II:)IE RSONIF[ED “enlightened” brethren, they alone will recognise that the

Plaguclord is a tireless gardener of rot, wha is always trying

o prepare the slowly eroding realm they call reality for
ilsEmtrsque apotheosis

[

1 pimed ar his mapmificence, mry vinion compleely filled wich bis
glorvious grrth. A around me was fTesh and sniling fTies. Within

b Bl I spied levser minions, suckling on his fetkimg eneradls. Ar
ts foer poals of pus and ocher bodily fuids gathered, in which bis M
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hen it comes to understanding the glory that is "T"'%mm
; R !‘ the physical form of the Plaguefather, thase who OF ETece SR, Fom
are privileged enough to be able to read about %Tv%

him in the papes of secret texts hidden away in the Black . "
Library are on equal footing with the primitive warriors ) "'W'”F'T“@'Fmrpp,
gathered amund sooty bonfires within the wandering Kill
‘Kroozer battleships of marauding Ovrks. Murgle, like other
Chaos: pods, does not have one single form that can be b M'M.?ph“m 2
recorded, shared, analysed, or conceived. His is majesty ﬁ,
 unfathemable by the mortal mind. ﬁ

ifione were to debve into the comparative histories ﬁ
ide myths associated with Muorple, certain #
ities would  present  themsebves. Whereas 1




THE GARDEN
OF NURGLE

“In this wniverse, all rots. In chiv prfeerse, oie muct Fod to survive

—Excerpt from The Enfighremment of
Kaorvede Kalthnax, Harbirger of Carrion

he four great Gods of Chaos can each claim dominion
T::-'-'tr many of the inhabited regions ofthe galaxy. These

holdings can be as small as the camp of a tribal cult
on a backward primitive planet or as large as entire worlds or
systcms. None of these domains, even if added all together,
can compare to the size, scope and spectacle of the sbode each
of the Ruinous Powers claims for himself within the Realm
of Chaos [n truth, a meaningful comparison of the sizes of
the mortal realms to those in the Immaterium is impossible
Concepts such as time and space have nearly no relevance
in the Warp The Realm of Chaos is made of thoughts and
dreams and reacts to the conflics and emotions of those
who pass through it. As the most powerful entities within
the Warp, the Gods of Chaos cxert the most control over
thie shape of this dark dimension. These pods have, therefore,
created kingdoms that are not so much regions with borders
as they are manifested states of being. and as such they are apt
to expand or diminish according to the waxing and waning
of the power of their lord. It is onby when realms meet at what
a mortal mind might loossly conceive of as their borders that
any sembiance of boundaries can be considered.

Khorne, Slaanesh, Tzeentch, and Murgle each exert their
particular influence over the space arcund them through their
will. their actions, and the deeds of their minions. This results
in vastly different domains for cach pod. The Blood God is
grounded in war and conflict of all kinds, and thus his realm
has many battlefields upon which his minions constantly
fight. Slaanesh’s personal paradise is full of seductive wonders
and bewildering beauty, where wanderers face temptation
around each bend in the road. Tzeentch's domain is a chaotic
jumble of impossible structures, mazes, and constantly shifting
landscapes. Murgle has a garden.

It is no ordinary garden. Perhaps it is not a garden ar all,
but the mortal minds that contemplate the manifested will of
the Lord of Decay must sttempt to make some sort of sense
out of what they have seen or heard about in whispered tales.
They must place it in some sort of relatable context that they
can consider without poing insane. The same tomes and other
forbidden texts that have attempted to describe the lord of
the fand himself have, for the most part, apreed that the idea
of Nurgle's realm being a perverse, deadly, and yet strangely
beantiful parden best puts Chaos into terms they can fathom.

Like 3 nommal garden, the domain of Murgle is home to a
bewildering array of flora and fauna, all interconnected. and
supporting the whole. Beds of bright blue Shovelpetal plants
dig themselves up and leave the dirt in which they prew so
that Plagucbearers can plant new Skullseeds in the rich loam.
lﬁﬂ'ﬂ: Sku.llsl.'cds grow and biossom, they atract bounding,

over-exuberant Beasts that mistake their fruits
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for the heads of new playthings This scatters their matter
violently into the air where it comes to rest on the wings of
the ul."lqulti.'.lu'i flies. Slowed by the sticky pulp of the splatterad
plants, these insects become easy prey for other flying creatures
that ingest them as they zoar through the rot-choked aic
Unbehnownst to the predators, boatflies are carriers-of many
of Murgle's experimental diseases and other creations. With
their innards thus infected, these predators sicken, vomiting
the contents of their guts all across the parden as they fy
about and eventually exploding in showers of life-giving flesh
and blood. This bounty of mutated and mutilzted tissie falls
into new areas of the Garden beneath, decaying into compost
and starting the cycle’of life and death anew,

Though the Garden of Murgle does- share ocersin
commonalities with gardens and junples on planets in
realspace, it still & not a worldly parden in any sane sense.
A wvisitor in this bizarre and perilous realm doesn’t walk
from this place to that. He experiences what necds to‘be
experienced. Even the Daemons that tend the Garden are
not really what might be thoupht of as a work force that
arrives at a place, does a job, and then lzaves for other regions:
These Daemons are a part the experience of the garden iself.
This is especially troublesome for the Plapuebearers, whose
metamoerphosed minds were once mortal, and still strive. fo

impose a modicum of reality in their unreal existences. Still,

even the Plaguebearers accept their place in the Ganden and

spend their eternity enjoying all it offers in their owa way,
e iy
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The Plaguefather affords afl his children many ways o
explore and appreciate his realm, and cven to become a part
of it. Though he is a god of Chaos, he also has a need to create
order, to monitor his creations, and to control his experiments.
A wisitor to Nurgles realm would find a dizzying amount of
diversity of experiences. Here he might find trees made of
nothing but the Aesh of Eldar, constantly ocozing the tears of
a dying race. There he might find fields where tonpues sprout
up from the earth, each one blistered by the malign influence
of a different infection. There is no telling what wonders
await around ‘each bend in the paths that stretch and wind
throupghout the Garden, but any who encounter them will
surely have their sanity tested and questioned, should they
survive to share the tale

The Garden of Murgle is an ever-changing
realm, shifting according to the needs
and whims of its master Many areas cxist
only temporarily, taking shape to allow
him to indulge a particular fancy
or to be granted to an especially
accomplished Great Unclean One
as a reward. Even so, the legends
hint that some aspects of this
foetid domain remain relatively
constant. Murgle has need of ficlds
in which to plant his cops of
blighted herbs, pits to hold the
bodics upon which he conducts his
experiments, and, most important of
all. a pigantic and decrepit mansion
in which to store his creations, brew., |
his lependary contagions, entertain | Y &
guests, and plot the course of the -\
Great Cormuption. -

THE
BLIGHTED
MANSION
OF MISERY
AND MIRTH

There s a house of decay at the centre
of Murgle’s Garden. Its wracked and
twisted structure creaks and groans umder
the influence of baleful toxic winds. Shutters cling just barely
to. window frames only half filled with broken panes of filth-
‘covered glass. Sewape drains spill forth beetles, mappots, and
teristed centipedes with only tongues for their bodies and
human fingers for leps Paint continually cracks and peels
away from the wood beneath, yet the house never loses it
grey-preen hue Along the roof, hundreds of chimneys bellow
out dark clouds that, upon close inspection, are composed of
millions of floating, buzzing fies.

All around this house, trees made of bone bear fruit tha

" J@aﬂmu it swells The leafless boughs of these ancient trees

c :hl:&ur for daemanic birds that sing the funeral dirges
welcome visitor. It is & house of pestilence, rot, and

death. This iz Nurgle’s Mansion, and that means that it is alsp
a place of hope and renewal. There can be no explanation for
the strength that keeps this structure from collapse save that
it is the dwelling place of the Lord of All, whose boundless
energy, scnse of eternal purpose, and limitless joy for his
work finds perfect peace with the inevitability of decay
Murgle himself often sits in @ massive chair just to the side
of the mansion's front door. From there he entreats visitors,
both summoned and unexpected, to spproach, share tales and
questionable libations, and explore the countless rooms within.
[nside the wast strocture, a guest could casily become
lost. Botten floorboards send many to a doom of slow
consumption by the carrion feeders that dwell in the lower
levels. Grand staircases decorated with moth-eaten rups
+ beckon to wandering souls, leading them to chambers
where Diaemons are glad to receive new, fresh fesh.
Should the guest bypass these rooms and
_ continue upward, he might fnd his
way to the attic, where Muorgle keeps
samples of his multitudinous works of
decay, catalogued and counted over and owver
apain by atendant Plaguebearers:
[n this attic are jars containing the
viscera of plague victims from: across
«time and space. Souls are trapped within
apparently simple glass
containers,  left to
slowly dim and fade
. 2= maladies of the
f" + spirit waste them
B to the bone.
4 If the visitor
o walked past the
.. stairs and pushed
1 O decper into the
mansion, he might
stumble upon the
kitchens and larders
of the Plapucfathers home.
Every foul inpgredient every
pestilent component imaginable (and some that
defy sanity) rests on shelves here, neatly labelled and
ready to be combined in the great canldron. A wise
. guest moves on quickly from here, knowing that to linger
is to become favouring for the noxions stew, for this
cauldron is among Murgle’s prized possessions and he likes to
keep it full It is in this preat black crucible that the Lond of
All brews the many plapues he pours into the mortal realm.
Murgle is a creative being, and he will take inspiration for
experimentation where he finds it Seldom can he resist the
temptation to add nearby visitors to his virulent concoctions

THE VIBRANT GROUNDS
OF A MORBID ESTATE

Nurgle is unlike the other Ruinous Powers is many ways,
including how he views his domain within the Realm of Chaos:
Khaorne, for instance, rarcly leaves his throne, barking ordersito”
his proerals from atop a mound of skulls Slaanesh watches the
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" happen ng;sufhu kingdom from within his palace or wanders
 the universe secking to tempt mortals into giving up their souls
tovzatisfy his hunger Tzeentch secms to not care much at all for
the state of his warped and fractured lands, spending his time
plotting and interfering with affairs in realms beyond his own.
Murgie, on the other hand, cherishes the beauty and surprises
of his Garden. He routinely takes strolls down its twisted paths,
cavorting with his Daczmons and stopping to observe as one of
his diseases takes its toll on a wounded captive. Murgle is in
touch with his land and its many regions

In his wanderings outside of the Mansion, he passes by
some of his favourite places, many of which have existed since
Murgle first thought of them and are [ikely to be the models for
the reborn universe that & to come. A moment’s journey from
the Mansion are the Death Beds, a place he visits more often
than perhaps any other. It is a place that serves two purposes.
Mot only are wayward travellers and defeated invaders
trapped here, stored in the deep pits and i
sucking muck of this place awaiting
some future foul use, or their eventual
demise, but it & here that Murgle
can indulge in one of his greatest
forms of eatertainment The
Plaguefather loves to hear
stories of the realms beyond
his own. They inspirc him
o create new  pestilences
that are well suited to other
lands, and in the Death Bads
he has countless potential
stonytellers.
offers thess unforunates the
chance to improve their position
by spitting the worms from  their
mouths and sharing tales of their words
with him. Those who amuse him sufficienthy
gre plucked from the muck and removed to the

Mansion. There they have the great honour of becoming
vessels for Nurgle's newest plagues. Once they are properly
infected, Grandfather Murple smiles, gives them one last
tender, put-churning embrace, and sends them back into the
lands their stones described.

After visiting the Death Beds, Nurgle often makes the
Poxyards the next stop on his stroll. It is here that he tests the
efficacy of his contagions of the flesh and spirit. Each malady
requires a different set of trials to gaonge its ability to achieve
the Plaguefather's desires. This means that the physical form
of the Poxyards changes to suit the task. For a test of the
spirit, thiz region of the Garden may be filled with crystal
clear lakes A dehydmated test subject may see these lakes
and, believing salvation is at hand, drink deeply of the oool
waters. Suddenly the water will turn to pus, tormenting the
sick and weakened soul. For a test of a skin-eating disease, the
Poxyards may be filled with Clawthrust Brambies. Infected
captives can be sent running into the daemon-plants, chased
by Beasts If the captives scream as they pass through the
razor-edged branches of the plants, then Nurgle knows that
vr ,lﬁi:.pnur wiretches can still feel pain and his affliction needs
ment. Mo matter the incarnation of the Poocyards, this
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comer of the Garden always gives Nurgle new insights, an
therefore he spends a great deal of time there.

There are other places sech as these—places that are
always buzzing with activity and joy. The Morabusium where
the most precious and toxic herbs take mot. the Dungiash
Arboretum where refined excrement hangs from trees like
patrid, reeking vines, and many others All of these regions
provide Murgle with the ingredients and insights he needs
to further his work at the cauldron when he returns to the
Mansion after one of his invigorating jaunts.

THE REALM OF A MILLION
AND ONE PLAGUES

In addition to the mainstay regions of the Garden, there are
many others that enjoy a less permanent existence, coming "
and poing with the ascendancy and passing of
. one of Murgle's many plagues. Some of these
likely only exist in the nightmane visions
and untrustworthy hallocinations of :
. discase-rmaped minds 56l the <
. Garden is near inhnite, and it & oot -
so unbelicvable that a recipient ,
of one of Murgle's grest gifis
might be blessed with a flecting
plimpse of the Plaguefather’s
realm.
With their last dying
breaths, some mortals pasp
, and choke out words saying =
that they hear faint bells tolling:
Perhaps they refer to the blossoms
that grow in the Deathbell Lily E
Ficlds. When a mortal dies as the result
of one of Nurgle's many diseases, one af
these pallid flowers opens up and emits 3 finny
chime to mark the success of Murgle’s handiwork. The
ringing is incessant.
The Hanging Gardens of Thush'Bolg are a sight to be seen.
This remote slice of Murgle’s realm was given to the Great
Unclean One Thush’Bolg as acknowiedpement of his use of
a choking plapue to wipe cut an Ork infestation on Hurax,
a planet that Nurgle coveted. To commemorate his victony
and to demonstrate constant thanks to his lord tor his reward,
Thush'Bolg used their own intestines to hang every single -
Ok from the colony in the trees of his domain: There they .
danple and rot, slowly dying bat never quite inding release
laguebearers toss organs from the bodies 'of discase
victims into sorting pools, making it easier for them to count
the numbers that have died from cach ailment Beasis of
Murgle frolic in ficlds where planted spines yield crops of -y
dementia-inducing foodstuffs. Nurglings cackle with glee a8
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comprehension. it isa ph].rg'n::und for ﬂu

of Decay, a laboratory for his work, and a

for a pod that knows his realm is ﬂmﬂ.nfﬁ:_
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- SERVANTS OF THE
GREAT PARADOX

S0 mamy wondrows fos’ S mary bopes and dreames! O, Plamugfisher,
your gifts are boumdlees! Sl 1wl make an dcoonmitng of them.”

—Pusmaw; Mlapucbearer of Murgle

urgle’s Dacmons and mortals alike smile at the

thought of serving their god. Other masters are harsh

and demanding, but the Lord of Flies only asks that
his servants embrace cach moment. Though they are rotting,
discased, and corrupted beyond redemption, Nurgle's blessed
minions are rewarded with 2 sense of peace and certitude
about their ulfimate purpose in the eniverse.

DAEMONS

Like all Daemons that serve at the whim of their dark deity;
the minions of the Great Lord of Decay are beholden to the
commandsoftheirmaster. Yet unlike the ambitious Bloodletiers
of the Blood God or the self-centred Daemoneties of the
Prince of Pleasure, those Dacmons who serve Nurgle do so
happily, understanding their part in the Great Corruption and
counting the days until it comes to pass

From within the Garden of Nurpie, the daemonic minions
of the Plapuefather each contribute to MNurgle’s goals in their
awn way Some aid their master in the creation of system-
crippling diseases by bringing their lord rotted, magpot-
infested flesh from fallen foes. Others sow the palactic
wiinds with' the spores of their lord’s many plagues, bringing
corruption and rot to distant worlds Legions of Daemons
are.seat into the field of battle to bring death directly to
the doorstep of the foes of Nurgle, piercing flesh and spirit

alike with foul plapueswords and other wicked weapons of

decay There are even those whose only contribution is to
play, reminding the others that Murgle is 2 pod of vitalicy and
boundless enerpy, and not merely a death dealer.

Counting, harvesting, experimenting, reaping, consuming,
rofting, - lapghing—all are important te MNurgle, and his
beloved children are eager to please their Plaguefather.

GREAT Uncreany Ones

Plague Londs, Fiy Mudsers, Stench Lards of Murgle

Greater Daemons of all Chaos Cods po by many names, each
g tending to emphasise @ particular aspect of these terribie
5 beoings, but only Great Unclean Ones have the distinction
& of being allowed to use the name of their master as an
. appeliation of their own. This may lend some credence to

K the ravings of those wha claim to have beheld Nurgle's grand
. form. [f the hysterical outbursts of these broken souls are
" to be believed, their accountings of the appearance of the
Plagucfather are remarkably similar to those given by mortals
‘who have beheld an actual Great Unclean One and lived to
Ihq.'nql;t the homor to others. Vast and rotund, oozing filth
cormuption, l.r.mﬂn.g decay and foulness in their wake, the
rm of the Great Unclean Oines serves to terrify the

foes ﬂfNuflU_‘L and 1«::1 r..r1|n.:| his followers of 'rhi_- magnlﬁfmt
pod that has blessed them with the strenpth to pesevere in
the face of such overwhelming bedily corrupticn.

These Stench Lords are Murgle's favoured children; his blessed
emizsaries and trusted licutenants. [n battle, they lead his armics
as penerdls and devastatingly poweful warriors. They pestate the
countless Murplings that continually crawl out from within their
corpulent forms They travel the galaxy, housing their master's
many plagues deep inside their cauldron-like puts, brewing the
foul concoctions to perfect potency before finally ripping open
their own bellies and disporging the vinulent contents uwpon
Murgle’s chosen recipients. As macabre master pardeners and
wardens of woe, they tend to the decaying plant life and diseased
animals of the Garden of Murgle, while also ensuring that the
Plaguebearees and other denizens of the Carden do their part in
bestowing Grandfather Nurple's gifts on the galay

Daemon PRNCES

Purveyors of Poxe, Filthlords, Harbingers of Rebirth

Many mortal followers of the Chaos Gods have wrought
terrible deeds in the name of their masters Leaders of culis
recruit mew worshipers routinely  Billions  of adhercnts
commit foul acts of devaotion to their dark lords every day
These actions are common, and go largely unnoticed by the
likes of Murgle: To gain the attention of the Lord of All 2
follower must be willing to spread disease on a grand scale,
infecting entire planets with a deadly pox. He must ercde
the foundations of entire cities and send their millions of
inhabitants inte a state of starvation, rot, and decay A candidate
for Dacmonhood must prove his worth on a level that most
mortal minds cannot even begin to contemplate. Once he has
committed an act that brings a smile to Nurgle’s blistered and
seeping face, he can pledge himself to unwavering service and
dedication to bringing about the Great Corruption.

Few who strive for this prize actualby daim it. Failure endsin a
wretched death, or worse, the cumse of Spawndom, ctemal life-as
a mindless, writhing monstrosity. Still, those who worm their vy
into Nurple’s foul heart receive his darkest blessing: Apothensis.



Rotbearers, Mappotkin, Tainted Owes, Nierple’s Talfymen

Murgle is proud of all of the plapues and poxes he has created
as gifts for the mortal realm, but one disease stands out above
all the rest as perhaps the favourite of the Plapuelord—
Murgle’s Rot Most of the afflictions ravape the bodies of
those who become infected by them, and many even eat away
at the soul of their victims, but Murgle’s Rot utterly consumes
those who contract it—mind, body, and seul. It transforms
them from beings of weak mortal flesh, and sees them reborn
in the Garden of Nurgle as a Plaguebearer.

Ohnce they emerge from the muck and fith of the Garden,
their mortal suffering is pone, a reward for their faith in Murgle
and their acceptance of his pifts. Whatever their old body may
have been, be it Imperial Guardsman, spacefaring merchant,
impoverished mother of ten malnourished whelps, or leader of
a Plague Cult in some rusted oot underchive, their new forms ane
all wery similar to those of the other newly-reincarnated. Their
flesh is dull and covered in sores and open wounds. Pustules
form and buorst, their contents pouring out and collecting in
the folds of the daemon's flesh. Their faces all bear a single
central eye and a hom sprouts from their head. Their limbs are
unnaturally pangly and yet flled with a strength the mortal
likely had not felt in many years A plaguesword, the weapon
by which it will infect the enemies, and friends, of Murgle, is
given o each new Plaguebearer a5 a symbol of allegiance. The
person they once were is no more, evolved into the physical
embodiment of Nurgle’s affection for his children

Though they have left their mortal selves behind, perhaps
a piece of their former existence lingers within them, for these
Tallymen invariably seck to fll their days with seemingly
mundane tasks, most of which imwlve seeking to impose some
kind of order in the chaos of their new home. Many tend
to his Garden, help usher other Plaguebearers into existence
like midwives, or keep catalogues of the diseases Nurgle has
created. Some even attempt the impossible task of keeping a
tally of the ever-chanping number of Murglings that populate
the Garden of Murgle It's all rather odd behaviour for a
Daemon, when compared to the savage acts of Bloodletters
or the predaticns of Dacmonettes, but it pleases Murgle to see
his children doing as they wish, and a father's love for his
children is best left simply admired, if not understood.

HEeraLDs

Prime Corruptors. The Plagueridden, The Resolie

Those who receive the blessing of Murgle's Rot endure some
of the most twisted and foul bodily depredation imaginable.
Sores swell, pulse, and split open, spraying pus and magpots
Bruises appear in an instant from even the slightest contact,
often times with no contact at all, wrning the flesh purple,
yellow, and black. Fingers, toes, ears, and lips rot away and
fall off. Hip bones soften and break, forcing leg bones
through rancid flesh. In particularly vicious cases, the eyes
and tongue become fertile breeding grounds of flies or cven
an especially mischisvous Nurgling or two. It &5 a misery o
which no amount of description can ever possibly do justice.

The toll it takes reaches beyond the physical form and
into the minds and souks of the morals who contract it
5till, dedicated followers of Murple understand that even this
suffering is a gift from their mastec Most bear the decay for as
long as they can, cherishing each day of life and appreciating
their place in the great oycle There are those, however, who
abandon all that Crandfather Murgle has given them. They'opt
for a self-inflicted and untimely death rather than suffer with
their malady az they promised they would. These wretches are
forpotten. Cast aside by a disappointed lord, they dissolve into
nothing, their flesh and souls uttery consumed.

There is a third path open w the strong and resolute
believers. Resistance to Murgles Fot is always impossible
in the end, but for these devoted mortals;, the end can be
forestalled. As their bodies collapse further and further into
ruin, a peaceful calm comes over their minds and setties
intor their souls At last, immaobile heaps of little more than
quivering flesh and motted entrails, even these mortals sucoumb,
When they are reborn in the Garden, their Plapuebearer form
is more massive, stronger, and more powerful than those who
could not resist the Rot as they did. These Plagaebearers reap
one of Murgles greatest reweards, leading and inspiring their
lesser brethren as Heralds of Murpie.




BEAsTs

Niuerple’s Lapdogs, Sfime Hosmds Bombdstio Comtagions

Each of Nurgle’s dzemonic minions takes delight in doing its
part to bring to fruition the Plaguefather's grand vision for
< the collapse and rebirth of the universe. There is much to do,
ol from counting the death toll of each newly unleashed plague,
'y ta Alling the pus pits with fresh rot. The effort s ceaseless,
but not without joy As the Daemons po about their work,
they will sometimes: be interrupted by an unexpected, but
abways appreciated, visit from one of the Lord of Diecay's most
wonderful creations—a Beast of Morgle. Propelled by stocky
legs and a bile-coated, slithering tail. these enthusiastic Slime
Houndsbound aboutthe Garden, constantly seeking playmates.
Their putrescent tongues wrap around Plaguebearers, dmwing
them toward the Beast's noxious maw: They crash headlong
into meticulously organized piles of limbs, heads, and other
rotted body parts, causing the Tallymen to have to bepin their
counts anew: Mothing embodies the joyful nature of Chaos in
quite the same way a5 3 Beast of Nurgle. Though they undo
some work that has been done, not one Plaguebearer, Great
Unclean One, or Nurgling ever complains, for these Beasts ane
the physical realisation of their God's will to bring cnergy,
vitality. and joviality to the universe They remind the other
minions why it is they serve their master.

This boundless enthusiasm for play and unquenchable thirst
for attention glen serves the Lord of Decay when his forces
march to conflict. A Beast of Nurgle could o thousands of
years never knowing the greater world outside of the Garden.
When taken to' the mortal realm and sent toward Murgle's
encmies, the excitement a Beast of Murgle feels is impossible
to ‘restrain. They lonpe into the ranks of the enemy, trying
to find new fricnds and different playmates. Armour rots
instantly upon contact with the caustic goo that coats the
Beasts. Hones and weapons shatter under their bulk as they
roll around on top of their newfound companions. When the
unfortunate victims cease moving, the Beast of Nurgle pauses
bricfly, fecling a touch of sadness that his friend will not play
anymore, before setting off to find someone new

Pracue Drones

The Rorring Riders, Harvesters of Sorrews, Pus Crows

When a Beast of Murgle suffers the ultimate frustration of being
killed by the very playthings with which it had hoped to frolic,
ils essence retreats back into the Warp and comes to rest in the
slime pits of the Garden. There it spends centuries forming
& new body, shiclded from interference by @ mass of bloated
flies Owver the course of fime, depression and resentment take
haold within the Beast: This makes it a very rare oreature in the
domain of the Pus God—a being without joy, mirthless and
bitter When the Beast emerges from it long dormancy; its new
form i much different from that of the creature that it once
‘wis. fts skin ‘develops a chitinous layer on its back. Spindiy,
bladed limbs replace its short, stocky legs. Most dramatically,
. the Beast’s tentacles give way to enormous wings similar to
~ thase of the flies that protected the Beast while it regenerated.
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Thus transformed, the new Rot Fly attempts to return to
the mortal realm, malice in its heart driving it to seek out and
destroy those who refused to play with it centuries before
Left to its own devices, the Rot Fly's anper would drive it
mad, but Murgle is a loving and merciful pod and cannot bear
to see one of his children suffer so. To ease the Rot Fly's pain,
The Mapuetather pairs it with a Plaguebearer who has carned
a place of pride in the daemonic legions of the God of Filth.
The relationship between a Rot Fly and its rider benefits bath
the former Beast and the favoured Plaguebearer. The rider
gains the ability to cover ground more quickly, allowing it to
count Murgle’s many putrid blessings more thoroughly than
ever before. The mount pains an eternal companion, allowing
the pain of its previous rejection to fester a little less; and i
victim's wounds to fester a little more.

NURGLINGS
G leefd Castoyfs, Pus Spores. Miter of Nurple, Ty Plagues
Though they are some of the least of Murgle’s minions,
Murglings are surely some of the most numierous, and among
the maost favoured. Even their appearance is pleasing to the
Lord of All, for each Nurgling is like 2 minute copy of the
dread master himself. This i perhaps not surprising. given
that Murglings are formed within the innards of Great Unclean
Ones, who themselves physically reflect Nurgle's repulsive
magnificence. Nurglings serve the Filth-father in which they
were formed, often pretending thar their progenitor is Nurgle
himself. They play within the folds of his Aesh, fetch morsels
for him to consume, pick at his sores or give him new ones, and
otherwise seek his approval, gigaling all the while. Sometimes
they are gifted to Heralds or other powerful champions to act
as 4 living litter for him, or to hold him aloft atop a palanquin.
In these cases, the Nurglings will treat their new master much
as they had treated the Great Unclean One from which they
came—whether the new lord would prefer it or not
Dacmons of Murgle emolate the Lord of Decay and
follow his path in many different ways When they are not
vying for the amention of their parent-Daemon, Murglings
most often try to'do things that reflect the mirthful natore
of Nurgle himself. This frequently leads to them interfering
with the work of the Plapucbearers, who find Murglings ta be
something of a nuisance—though they don’t normally give
voice to their irritation, at least not when a Grear Unclean
One is within earshot. Just when a Plapucbearer is nearly
finished counting the number of drips of pus required 1o fill 2
particular pool, for example, a swarm of Murglings may come
running through it, playfully splashing in the rancid poo and
scartering it all amund. Tt is their nature to cause mischief, just
as it is the Plagucbearer's nature to keep tallies. In the Bealm
of Chaos, even in the relatively ordered domain of Nurgle, it is
no surprise that harmony eludes the grasp of most Daemonz



‘.F o l-,‘r ."','l:.-:_-i; 1 !. ;}h.i_f j

g e "'* ] 1':. L! -‘ll: .

MORTAL FOLLOWERS
OF NURGLE

The universe is vast, and yet no part of it remains untouched
by conflict, chanpe, and preed. Service to Nurple secures a
safe harbowr in a swirling sea of doubt. Fear of infirmity is set
aside and replaced by the knowledge that a greater desting
lays ahead, free from the nightmares that plagee thase who
do not understand the great oycle of death and rebirth.

Mot all mortal followers of Murgle are quick to accept his
bicssings. Many need to suffer before they can accept the
truth: For a path full of parsdoxes. one of the preatest is
that the longer a blighted mortal struggles against accepting
Murgle, the more powerful his form will be when he finally
yiclds. Through immeasurable suffering and loss, the mortal
will gain resiliency and strength.

CHAOs SPACE MARINES
Corruption. It iz a word that lies at the heart of the most
divisive, destructive, and long-lasting conflict the galaxy
has ever known. It was corruption of the spirit that caused
Horus and half of all Space Marine Legions to turn on the
Emperor of Mankind. Corruption of will broke the resolve of
thousands of warriors who found the unrelenting hardships of
serving a weak cause in support of a cruel master too much to
endure. Corruption of faith cast thousands more down a fresh
path of glory and freedom, embracing new, darker masters
that blessed them with tangible gifts and rewards rather than
flecting promises and thankless suffering. Corruption of
the body—the infirmities of aging forms, infected wounds
sustained in battle, and the ravages of illness were sufficient
for countless others to turn to the only being capable of
saving them from the misery of their decline—Nurgle.

Among the first to sbandon the Emperor and embrace
the Lord of Decay were Monarion and his Death Guard.
Abandoned by the Corpse God of Man and left to a fate
of starvation and discase, they struck a bargain with their
new corpulent master, Nurgle, and were saved. The pain of
their affliction was numbed. Their bodies became hosts to
mapgots, flies, and a host of contagions. They were given
repewed strength and a purpose they had never considered
before. As Plague Marines, they embraced : corruption in
all its forms as a natural and inescapable part of life. Thus
empowered and enlightened, they set about the fask of mking
the blessings and revelations of Murgle to the masses. They
became Murgle's rotted fist, spreading his infectious messape
of hope and perseverance to the battlefields of the galaxy But
they would not be his only power ammoured servants

War zones are breeding grounds for all manner of
corruption. They present ample opportunity for Nurgle's
truths to manifest and present themselves 1o those who have
open eyes with which to see them and the cunning to make
use of them. Plague Marines such as the Death Guard and
others spread disease with each toss of a blight grenade or
thrust of a plague knife, but other forms of decay shape
events a5 well. Fragmentary warbands from many of the
[raitor Legions and renegade Space Marine Chapters, though
Snot particularly. given to devout worship of Norgle, know

in their twisted hearts that the Pox Lord is correct in that
collapse is inevitable. The Lord of Decay teaches that nothing
is permancnt, and it is a lesson these Chaos Space Marines
have lzarned well.

Ewven after a battle has been won by the Legions of Murgle,
his presecnce continues to have an effect Broken bodics Eay
rotting, their organs and flesh turning to mush and renewing
the soil inte which they seep. Though their approach is less
subtle than that of a lovingly crafted plague, Chaos Space
Marines are remarkably efficient at converting massive armies
of enemy flesh into the raw materials of rebirth, and therefore
he embraces their service to him with gles

MutanTs
Some who have been touched by the unchecked warping
influence of gods like Slaanesh or Teeentch might be able pass
themselves off as normal, at least for a time. An extrs limb or
third eye can be covered up or masked, but the unmistakable
stench of corruption that hangs in the air around 3 mutant
afflicted with one of the Pox Lord's many diseases is impossible
to miss. Even the smallest pustule &= Glled with a fuid so
noaious, that when it bursts, those unfortunate enough to be
nearby wretch and heave uncontrollably, struppiing to moid
vomiting the contents of their stomach where thiey stand. -
Because they find it so difficult to remain hidden,
mutants who manifest the corrupting influence of M .
ministrations often face very short lives. For most,

mercy. Their chances of becoming a great champion L
= L
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or being reborn in the Garden are slim at best, so for these
putrid wretches. there truly is little hope. Still, survival instincts
push them to live as long as they can, perhaps taking refupe
in the dank sewers of cities or in the chamel pits of primitive
cultures, where the stench of the decay and filth around them
provides & slipht chance of masking their own repulsive
odour. Tactics such as these usually only succeed for a short
time. Unless they are found and sheltered by sympathetic
plague cultists, these mutants are almost invariably betrayed
by their own nausesting deformities. X ealous priests, watchful
wardens, or cven simple frightened former family members
have but to follow their noses to uncover the hiding place
of a noxious mutant. Cornered, alone, and often so warped
in form that they cannot flee from their persecutors, these
pathetic souls find peace in fame.

Pracue Currs
Not all who seck to serve Murgle have the means to attract
his attention through grand individual acts of devotion. Most
mortals do oot have the might of @ Chaos Space Marine or
the influence of & corrupt political leader. For these common
worshipers, nofice is often best pained when they band
topether as a plapoe cult. The power of such a group & far
greater than that of dny one of itt members. S0 much that
is out of reach can be seized though concerted effort. The
food stores of an Tmperial barracks, for example, are secured
against interference and spoilage. There is a guard at the
door who ensores that nothing enters or leaves withouot his
knowledge, a supply master who inspects and maintains the
food, and a cook who requisitions ingredients and uses them
to prepare the meals. Alone, these individuals can do very
little, but if all are members of the same plagoe cult, it can
be another matter entirely The puard can look the other
way when suspicious materials are smupgled in and stored
safely away from prying eyes. The supply master can keep the
contraband out of official records and mask its presence in
the larder. The cook can access the ingredients and use them
to taint the meals of the entire garrison, bringing illness to
all of the soldiers at once and allowing the barracks to fall to
imvaders. Actions such as these just might be enough to pain
some small favour in the eyes of their true lord. Perhaps not,
but the chances of cach member of the cult are much better
together than they would be alome

Disease and despair are comman throughouwt the palaxy
Dieath is ever-present as well, especially when plague grips a
region. Some who would worship Murgle see the death that
follows disease, misinterpret the Plaguelord's will, and form
death cults instead of plapue ol To these woeful souls,
death is all. They believe that Murgle's ultimate goal i= final
‘death. They arc wrong. One common task that plague cults
often take upon themselves is the eradication of these rival
death cults who have so egregiously wronged Murple The
strupgles berween the two types of cults are usually limited

i to small skirmishes or individual assassinations. Chnly when it

s too late, when the plegue cult has vanguished the heretics,

and an unstoppable contagion spreads through their streets,

- authorities realise their error

WARRANDS

Plague cults are: groups of melatively powedess individuals
banding together in order to venerate Morgle in any small way
they can. Warbands have o such insignificant mortals difuting
their memberships. They are comprised of some of the greatest
warriors, the keenest tacticians, and the most creatively gified
mortal minions of Murgle, Unlike plague cults, warbands of
Murgle likely already have his attention. Many members are
Chaos Space Marines who will have received blessings from
their master long ago. Common purpose and the power to
act motivate warbands to achieve greamess in the name of
the Plaguefather. Much distinguishes a warband from a plague
cult, bt one of the greatest distinctions they have &s that they
do not hide. With power, strength, will, and the many gifits of
Nurple they possess, there simply is no need.

It i= not hard to imagine why a2 Chaos Space Marine might
leave his brothers behind. Loyalty and self-sacrifice are not
hallmarks of the lost and the damned. Service to Nurgle can
take its toll on even the most dedicated of followers. Advanced
mutation, loss of mobility, or even fanatical devotion beyond
those of his fellows can leave a Plague Marine unable to
function as an cffective member of his squad. Sometimes his
only option is to break from his squad-mates and continue to
befoul the galaxy on his own. Isolation, however, is at odds
with the communal nature of Nurgle. Loneliness festers in the
heart of a Plapue Marine or other Chaos Space Marine that
has left his Legion, and Grandfather Murgle is often moved
to reach out tor a wayward follower in such a position. The
warrior hears the kindly laughter of his master on the cosmic
winds and pursues the joyful noise. Once the mirthful trail is
followed to its end, the blighted soul gives thanks to his caring
God, for more often than not he arrives to find a fellowship
of others whose faith and dedication to Nurgle left them in
similar straits. Together, the warband forms something of 2
travelling cavalcade of mirth and rot, freed from the stroctures
imposed by the crzanisation of their Legion and accepted by
one another as cxemplars of all that Nurple teachers.

These warbands can accomplish much that 3 plagoe cult
or Legion of Chaos Space Marines cannot. Examples of the
fruits of such ambitions sbound. The preat rivers of pus that
flowed from the volcano on Grenetus Major were the doing
of Yorgol's Yomitmaws when the small warband passed the
planct’s defences undetected and delivered a2 pox-blessing
from Murple’s own cauldrons into the erupting mountain.
Because they were free to act according to their own plans,
the members of the Brotherhood of Unclean Mercy were able
to seize upon an opportunity of random chance and infect
the entire store of supplies in a passing merchant fleet. Thus
enhanced, the cargo spread the Stenchgut Plapue to an entire
continent on Xurunt These are but a few of the many deeds
warbands of Murgle have carried out in his name. Positioned
perfectly  between the nuisance activities of  localized
plague cults and the massive galaxy-spanning campaipns of
corruption of the Death Guard, the actions of a warband of
Nurgle serve the ends of the Lord of Decay perfectly—a fact
in which their members take great solace and joy
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His enemier sherll wither and die. Hi aliies shall wdcher and die.
T e unrverse dud alf werfie it shall wither dnd die. And when the
Crear Corrmpeion has setled over the fond, mu'pmnm. ed the very

foumdarions of reality deelf] dhen shall the Lord of Al ."rr-.'_,l‘T'-:-'n rn:' o

“and Fiim, _'-'prr..n:l'.'jﬁu"rrr.r wide to rechamm alf his duiss el children...

—“The Yictory of Rebirth.” from Litanser of Inevitability

hough they strive to embrace each day of life lefi to
Tlh-:m, io forestall the ineviiable, those who serve

MNurgle must accept their eventual death. They must
also believe in the equal certainny of rebirth. This hope for
something new. and  glorious is the prest comfort that the
Plaguefather has shared with them. It is a hope bom from
Murgle’s own understanding of the workings of the universe.
Just as his followers have accepted the teachings of their lord,
Murgle himsslf long ago accepted that decay brings an end
to all things, but that through such decay life begins anew
Decay & the victor in all battles the opposition to which
there is no resistance. This i why Murgle embraces decay as a
weapon, as a tool, and as a means of instructing and guiding
his followers. Decay is at the core of Nurgle’s philosophy and
methods, Blessed with reshaped forms and renewed purpose,
the minions of Murgle become his instruments in the Great
Corruption. As vessels and embodiments of decay, mortals and
Pracmons alike are effectively living fuel, powering the great
cycle through their actions and, indeed, their simple rotting,
infectious presence in the Realm of Chacs and the mortal plane.

ROT, GLORIOUS ROT

Few who pledge themselves to Nurgle do so in the belief

that he offers an easy path to power and glorng He does not
promise increased influence, brutal strength, or hedonistic
excess Those who turn te him for aid are not seeking to make
thieir dreams become reality, to strike down those who stand
in opposition, or to be adored by all who know them. Mo,
most mortals who find their way into Murgle's foetid embrace
wish only for an end to some sort of suffering. They call o
him to protect them from the ravages of discase, to save them
from the slow, painful death of unchecked infection, or o
otherwise spare them from whatever may ail them. There are
even some wha do not seek him out but are instead visited by
one of his messengers and offered a bargain.

Mo matter if they sought his gifts or if they themselves
were found, the exchange is never quite what was expected.
These mortals have their doubts and fears cast aside. They
find that they are no longer caughe in the paralysing grip
of despair and misery Their afflictions, however, linger, and
arc usually joined by other blights. New sorés and pustules
appesr, the foul liquids they contain becoming home to
small worms and mappots: Bellies swell and distend, the flesh
straining to contain Mecding entrails that push the abdomen

. outward. Old wounds rip open again spontancously and invite

fresh infections. Wharever diseases or mku:nﬂlﬂrmﬁd
once sought to leave behind ke vp permanent residence
within their bodies and minds All this must be ‘accepted as
the first lesson Murgle teaches—decay is inescapable, but
also glorious. This knowledge is illuminating for those who
follow Murgie If all things decay, each moment is a gift. Why
not wse these moments to shape what is to come and secure
a place in it? Why =it idly by wallowing in pain and sormow
when there is 50 much to do-and so littls time in which to do
it? As these thowghts race through the minds of the newly
converted, it dawns on them—their pain is deadened. Bven
with so many new afflictions, so much rancid cormption of
the flesh, the suffering has abated. Hope arrives.

For these newest of Murgle’s adopted children, it is a5 i
the moming fog has lifted and they see the world clearly
with fresh eyes. Why had they complained about their poxes
and failing bodies? What selfish desires to change their fates
had prevented them from realizing their true purpose? Hot,
plorious rot, becomes the constant companicn for & servant
of the Lord of All, instructing them, geiding their path, and
reminding them that they are fortunate beyond measure to
have been chosen by Murgle to receive his gifts. Indeed, many
discover that the initial malzdy from which they suffered, the
one that drove them to seck salvation in the first place, ‘was
actually bestowed upon them by Nurgle. Rather than anger, it
is joy that springs from this knowledge. These mortals believe
themselves to have been chosen, destined for greatness as 3
true champion of Murgle
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CHAMPIONS OF DECAY

Relatively few of those who receive Murgle's glorious blessings
distinguish themseives as much more than a tiny but welcome
magpot, doing their part to eat away at the rotting corpse
that is the decaying wniverse. Those who do differentiate
themselves invariably exemplify the precepts of Nurgle's
% philosophy and emulate his grand and corrupted form at a
level that leaves no doubt as to which of the Ruinouws Powers
has claimed their souls. These are the Plaguefather's mortal
champions, and it is through their foul deeds that many of
the' preatest accomplishments of Murple's plan are achieved.

<% 5o often these champions take on an appearance not unlike

i that their dark patron. This & not unusual for minions of the
F Plaguefather. Great Unclean Ones are said to be small {though
k., still massive in their own right) versions of Nurple himself,

and in turn their excreted offspring, the Murglings, look like
miniature replicas of the Great Unclean Ones that gave them
life. Likewise, mortal champions become bloated, stinking,
leaking, collections of rotted flesh, exposed entrails, necrotic
sores, and all manner of foulness They are surrounded by
clouds of flies and followed by Murglings that splash about
in the slime trails that spread out behind them to mark their
passing. Unlike the minions of the other Gods of Chaos,
champions of Murgle do not hesitate to pursue enemics into
the most dank, dispusting, and polluted places There is no
cesspool or sewer noxious enough to deter Murple's followers.
Mo quarantined plapue zone iz off limits. Once a champion of
Murpie has the scent of his foe, no amouont of stink can throw
him off. The determination that is such part and parcel of all
that Murgle’s lessons impart serves his champions well as they
do-whatever must be done to serve their lord.

Lesser worshipers of Murgle whe  follow  them  ame
unperturbed by the grotesque condition of champions and draw
inzpiration from the macabre beauty of their rotting forms, the
sickly sweet odour of their rancid flesh, and the comuptive acts
they commit in the name of Grandfather Murgle,

The Plapuelord’s followers all end wp mimicking  his
appearance in one way of another. Some even became his
children because they started out life bearing some passing
resemblance to him. MNurgle is more than form, though He
is alsn philosophy. Most mortal champions, and many lesser
followers, end up thinking like he does, though in a limited
fashion due to the constraints of mortal minds, but it & the
daemonic champions that know their father's thoughts the best.

Creat Unclesn Omnes understand Murgle in a way that
no- martal—not even one elevated to the rank of Daemon
Prince—ever could. They are nearer to their pod than any

gir mortal, and more closely involved in hiz plans than any
o Plaguebearer or other daemonic servant. There is litthe place
for jealousy or scheming in the Garden of Nurgle or any of
his domains beyend, and his Daemon Princes know this
Though they wish for nothing more than to be one with the
.Phgu:!:alh:[, they also know they will never be as close to

* him as the Great Unclean Ones are. As they do with so much
L else as a result of Nurgle's teachings, they accept their lot. This
 relationship to their god differs from that of other Daemon
e l:rllll:f H.umuu: Powers take parlu:ui&r pl:uu:‘c

lies and promises they know they will almast certainly never
need to keep They see their daemonic followers, even their
champions, as never having had a choice but to do as they
are commanded. They view these Daemons more as slaves to
darkness than co-conspirators with it. In their eyes, this malkes
mortal servants somehow more interesting. Murgle, on the
other hand, knows most of his mortal fellowers turned to him
as a last act of desperation, but his daemonic minions, most
especially the Great Unclean Ones, have penuine affection
for Grandfather Murple and serve him out of love. Murgle
delights in reciprocating, reminding him as'it does of a kind
of a oycle, and therefore takes great interest and pride in the
efforts of his daemonic champions. The desires of Nurgle and
his champions are one. Each knows that the Great Carruption
is a higher purpose that must be served, and they 'do so with
great resolve and satisfaction.

A PURPOSE SHARED,
A PLAN DIVIDED

The Gods of Chaos are all ulimately afier the same thing.
Each wishes to overthrow the existing order and caim
dominion over both the Realm of Chaos and the mortal
world. The guestions of how this & to be achieved and
which lord the universe will call master are answered very
differently by each of the Dark Gods. Slaanesh would see all
of existence turned into a playground in which he and his
minions could eternally explore new delights Khorne dmcl;




nothing more than to claim every skull and drop of biood
to use as the mortar with which to baild the foundations
of his new kinpdom. Tzeentch surely has his own plans for
what a twisted reality reshaped in his image would look like,
bat be has not shared what that might be. Perhaps he does
not even know himself. To Murgle, these alternatives are
indistinpuishable—self-indulgent fantasics with no sense of
greater purpose or understanding of the nature of things. To
him, the ambitions of the others seem small.

Reality will be remade Both the mortal plane and the
Realm of Chacs have ever been on a path of decay, and from
decay come death and endings Endings, but not Anality
It seems that Murgle alone comprehends the meaning of
thiz the distinction. Where his brother gods each envision
g destination at the end of the path, Nurgle knows that
the journey turns ever back upon itself in a loop, leading
to rebirth, revitalisation, and new beginnings. It is this
fundamental diverpence of views that sets Murple at odds
with the other Powers, tor it means that they are not actually
working toward the same thing that he is On the surface, it
appears o the others that while the methods each employs
may be different, the end result is moch the same—the
destruction of the Imperium, the enslavement or destruction
of all mortals, and final deminion over all. This iz, though, a
superficial understanding. Differences come to light in many
ways Slaanesh is content to allow Plague Marines to inflict
gricvous damage on an army through blight and disease, but
“is then perplexed when Murgle’s servants do not allow the
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minions of the Prince of Pleasure to play with the wounded,
absconding with their shattered forms before delights can be
explored. To Khome it &= all well and pood to work with
his brother Murple in an effort to blast 4 Kroot colony into
oblivion, but he cannot fathom why the Plaguelord insists on
leaving their former homeland untowched rather than raze it
to & charred, lifeless stone. 5till, these incidents pass, written
off as the eccentricities of their jolly brother.

Tzeentch, however, is another matter entirely He nefuses
to give Murgle his due or to allow him to pursie his own
path. He tweaks, twists, and diverts. He warps, redirects,
and alters. The Master of Change is unable o accept that
which will surely come to pass. He is constantly looking to
modify the rules to his advantape so that his desired ending
is the one that will come to pass, even if it means interfering
with Murgle’s desires, no matter how small the consequences
of those desires may appear to be. Nurgle knows that such
meddling is pointless. He knows that the journey down the "
path does not stop, but the machinations of his brother are
vexing and irritating just the same. The actions of Khorne and
Sizanesh are a small inconvenience, but Teeentch’s pamies play .;ji?
havoc with Murgle’s plans, creating sethacks that are needless
and counterproductive to not only Nurgle's own g:al_r.; I:lu:t
also those of the other Dark Gods. Very linle c:u:.:s.Hu.:gh
smile to dip, but Treentch scems to be able to pumhlu:
reaction at will. When the universe dies and then rises apain,

it is one of greatest hopes of the Lord of All I:I'!It like




F NURGLE AND
THE LONG WAR

“The Tmperinm drew ie lost frearh long ago. We are merely awaiting
s deuteh rartle, dnd them emtrapry shall claim i fong-auaited victory
W are patient. W hawe wdited fon thonsard years. W udll wait tew
rhousand maore, if mecersary. Bur T oo roe think i will be.”

—Lethrax the Blighted Hand

or 3 Plague Marine or other Chaos Space Marine in
Fth{ service of Murgle, the timeless nature of existence

within the Warp & a gift beyond measure. Many of the
lessons and expericnces that lesser mortals are unabie to fully
appreciate, ket alone comprehend in any significant way; are
theirs to explore: It pives these warriors an eternity to
ponder the grandewr of their master’s plan for ultimate
corruption. The many diseases they have within them |
are given time to percolate and properly evolve into
ever more deadly forms. Perhaps best of all, it may allow
them to live long enouph to see rot claim the body
and soul of the Filse Emperor as he withers away to

place. If the apperites of Slaanesh’s bain-addled devotess et
lost in the pleasures of the kill, so be it Even the erratic,
misguided actions of Tzeentch's minions can, at times, create
diversions that force the enemies of the Buinous Powers to
weaken. Mone of this can compare to the all-encompassing
totality of the Plapuelord’s grand desipn. As empires crumble,
stars collapse upon themsehves and each and every pathetic
Space Marine chapter fades from memory, Grandfather
Murgle and his chosen servants will have the last Isngh. The
galaxy will
shall come into being,
it all. Not a single one | {
offspring shall persist

| die, and from its death throes a new existence
with Murgle ruling as lord over
of the Emperor's loyal, wretched

to sully it

nothing on his Golden Throne. While the unfocused |
followers of Tzeentch waste time """

in futile attempts to find new ways |
to’ breach the Imperial Palace, d
the 'patient Chaos Space

Marines of Nurgle know that
inevitability is their ally They
hawve bat to wait for the great
wictory, for nothing is eternal—not
even the Emperor and his domain.
For these enlightened and blighted warriors, the Long
Wir does not seem as long as it does to others.
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This is not to say they do not harbour the zame righteous
hatred for their former brothers that all Legions share. While

they know they could simply wait for victory to come
to them, they choose to follow the example of Nurgle
himself and take a more active role in the downfall and
renewal of the malaxy Eternity offers them many ways
to revel in the joy of living and to gain satsfaction
from the death they can bring to their enemies. There
are a thousand worlds ripe for virus bombing. Billions
of ‘souls wait to be tormented by plapues of the spirit
The flesh and bones of entire Space Marine chapters
are there to be harvested and wsed as experimental
subjects for Murgle s constantly mutating catalogue of 4
diseases. It is the duty and privilege of the veterans |
of the Lonpg War to see to it that no opportunity to
further the great opcle through acts of venpeance
upon the Emperor's lapdogs passes by E
The betrayals committed against the
- Legions in the days of Homus” war--—
i agzinst the bonds of undeserved
Sy servifude are fresh in the minds of all who
ight in those days. Let Khomne's brainless savages mutilate
-af the Adeptus Astartes. Such viclence has a
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DEATH

'BRINGERS

"Wy do you sorupsle o, lictle ome, when even the very air you
fredthe bolds the seeds of your eveninal and everlasting desruciion?”

—Crier of the Hordes of Nymeronth

Fall the Chaos Gods, Murgle is most involved with
the pliphts of the mortal realm: He is the Lord of
Disease and Decay, and every living thing endures
his ministrations before wultimately falling to corruption
and ruin. A noble few face this death bravely and stoically;

yet many more cling frantically to life in their eagerness o

escape their fate. To these ::I.'.spi.ral_ individuals, Nurgle offers

salvation throuph eternal stapnation and entropy in the form
of copious Warp-spawned contagions that ravape the body
and corrupt the soul In retrn, Murple's diseased followers
sing praiscs to the Plague Ged for his generows bounties while
eagerly spreading their lord’s afflictions. As the numbers of
dead multiply and entire worlds drown beneath tides of filth
and pestilence, Murgle's power and infloence grows until his
dasmonic servants burst forth inte the marerial realm intent
on spreading his plagues to every comer of the palaxy

This Chapter of Tee Tome or Decar introduces new

Traitor Legions to the abhorrent hordes thae dwell within the

Screaming Yortex as well as vile new human and Chaos Space

Plarine Archetypes

* Plague Marine: A warrior of Chaos whose foul afflictions
gid him in spreading Nurgle's bliphts.

* Veteran of the Long War: A Chaos Space Marine that
secks only to destroy the hated Imperium.

* Warpsmith: A profane Techmarine whose mechanoid
mastery is put to devastating use on the battlefield.

* Writhing World Sorcerer-King: A revolting sorcerer
whose body is riddled with the same loathsome womms that
infest his disturbing home world.

* Death Priest of Mire: A ferocious warrior dedicated o
propagating his profane beliefs of corruption and death.

* Plaguemeister: A twisted apothecary whose unnatural
obsession with dis=ase makes him a deadly adversary

Also included is an expanded armoury, rules for harbouring
malevolent Warp entities 25 a Possessed, and profane new
rites and ritwals for crafting diabolical Daemon Engines.

A Note to GAME MASTERS

These Archetypes are designed for more advanced
players and represent powerful veterans of Chaos. Game
Masters are encouraged to take this information into
account before allowing players to use these Anchetypes,
and players should be aware that Game Masters might
limit the use of these characters. Also, due to the relative
potency of these Archetypes, it is recommended that
Game Masters not grant additional starting experience
to players using these characters, lest they have litthe
room to develop after of character creation.

The Chaos Space Marine Archetypes introduced
in this chapter are roughly equivalent to a beginning

Chaos Space Marine character with an additional
3,600 experience points. The human characters are all
roughly equivalent to a beginning human Disciple of
Chaos with an additional 4,600 experience points. See
pages 48 and 50 of the Brack Crusane Core Rolebook
for starting sbilities for Chaos Space Marines and
human Heretics.




AT THE EDGE
OF DESPAIR

j "M have shastered our chains of bondiaee ard cant down ther
F o trmacherons Tiest Now we are frec, my brovhers, free to extract our
O wengeance from their flesh! Ler us repay them @ thousand fold'”

.':-t _' —Khrengas the Spiteful,
. Grand Defiler of the Gore-Spattered Fist

long and largely forpotten  history, encompassing

millions of worlds and wntold billions of subjects. This
muassive realm was forped during the legendary Great Crusade,
when the Immortal Emperor led his armies across the stars in
an upprecedented campaign of conquest gnd exploration. Yet
thig ape of enlightcnment and discovery was not meant to be,
for Homus, preatest of the Space Marine Primarchs, betrayed
his oaths of allepiance and led half the Space Marine Legions
in & terribie civil war that tore the Imperium asunder. Though
the Emperor evenmually cast down the tmitorous Warmaster
in single combat and scattered his Legions, the cost would
ultimately prove catastrophic for the fiedpling Imperiom.

E." T he Imperium of Man is the largestendeavour in humanity's

For 100000 years since those dark days the Imperium of

Man has endured, despite the effors of innumerable heretics,
renegades, and vile xenos who seck to erode its authority from
without aswell as within. However, beneath its mighty facade,
the Imperium stinds on the brink of collapse. Following his
confrontation with Horus, the wounded Emperor was interred
in-an accane device known as the Golden Throne where he
remainis to this day a withered and lifeless husk. Meanwhile,
cormuption, hypocorisy, and stapnation are rampant throughout
the Imperinm, while only the herculean efforts of its
L. defenders and their faith in the Emperor hold the forces that
assail humanity at bay. The most dangerous of these are the
remnants of the Traitor Space Marine Legions that very nearly
toppled the Imperium those many centuries ago; including
the undying Death Guard, the conning Iron Warriors, and the
‘renamed Black Legion. They are all determined and deadly
wiiprinm, utterly devoted to their cause and the inevitable
> downfall of the Corpse-God and his realm.

" THE DEATH GUARD

_ Though now considered one of the Imperivms most
: I_H'wntnt foes, the Death Guard were once counted among
. the most relentless and resolute of the Emperor's warriors The

Yet when Horos led half the Space Marine Legions ‘in
rebellion against the Empernaor, he was able to sway Martarion,
the Dheath Guard’s pallid and grim Primarch. to join him in
tearing to the ground all that his father had accomplished.
What exactly motivated Mortarion to betray the Imperium
iz lost to history, yet he and his warriors eagerly joined the
other tritors in their campaign of destruction, crossing into
the Warp £n masse to aid in the assault on Holy Terra.

However, shortly after their transition, the Death Guard
were becalmed ‘within the fickle Warp tides, while a strange
and devasteting plague of unprecedented virulence ravaged
the Legion and their attendant fleet. Even the legendary
physiologics of the Space Marines could not save them as
one by one each of the Death Guard was overcome, their
superhuman bodies bloated and distendied as the foul contagion
transformed them into shambling, diseased grotesgues.

Yet mone are believed to have suffered as oreatly as
Mortarion, who was forced to watch his progeny . stumble
in unending anguish through the disease choked confines
of their helpless vessels without hope of escape or death. In
desperation, Maortarion offered up his soul and the souls of
the remaining Death Guard to the Warp in exchanpe for his
Legion's salvation, and it was Murgle, Lord of Discase and
Decay, who answered his prayer, saving the Death Guard and
ensuring their eternal damnation;

What eventually emerped from the Warp within their flth-
covered plague ships were not the stoic and sustere Dieath Guard
of old, but the first and most deadly of the Plapue Marines. Led
by their Primarch, the transformed Legion burst forth upon the
Emperor's Palace of Terra like a2 tide of putrid corruption, their
dizease-encrusted bulks and rust-coversd weapons wieaking a
devastating toll upon the Imperial defenders.

.
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In the wake of Horus's defeat, the Death Guard retreated o
the E}n: of Terror alongside the other Traitor Legions, their
steadfast demesnour allowing them to avoid the disarray and
anarchy that afflicted many of their traitor brethren. Upon
entering the Warp, they laid claim to a blighted world near
thie borders of reality now known as the Plapue Planet. The
Death Guard are said to dwell there sill, and ic & from this
poisonows rock that the Legion continues to strike out at their
Imperial enemics, their massive plague ships bursting with
diseased followers eager to bring despair and desoclation to
mankind. Those insane and corrupted individuaks who claim
to have set foot upon it say it is a toxic world of corruption
and pestilence whiose sheletal ruler dwells within his wrought-
iron bastion upon the world's highest peak.
Since their fall, the Legion has unterly dedicated frself o
propagating Murgie’s corruption, its discased flects spewing
from the Warp to spread his vile plagues across countless
worlds. In battle, they are as utterly relentless as ever,
inexorably advancing in the face of withering fire while using
their rust-covered bolters and poisonous Plague Knives o
brutally dispatch their foes. Their bloated and diseased bodies
are immune to fear and pain, often allowing them to causally
ipnore wounds which would kil lesser men.
Throughout their centuries of raiding, the Legion has
gradually split into smaller and smaller units, each led by
a particolarly deadly Champion of Murgle in addition to
the untold numbers of foetid, Warp-spawned servants that
accompany them. In heeping with their corrupt heritage,
the Death Guard primarily fisht on foot, relying heavily
on infantry tactics and their own diseased physiologies to
overpower their enemics. Many of these repulsive warriors
are the same traitors who burst forth from the Warp during
the fabled Battle of Terra centuries apo, while others are more
recent comverts who have sworn allegiance to both Mortarion
and his noxious patron.
Scattered warbands of Death Guard frequently operate
within and around the Screaming Yortex, ever cager to reduce
the many worlds surrounding those unnatural corrents to
stinking mormasses of putrefaction. Though few in number,
they frequently swell their ranks with denizens of the Vortex
who wish to spread Grandfather Nurgle's bounty as well as
the numerous Traitor Space Marines who have embraced the
path of decay. Yet there is a change coming within the Vortex,
with many solated warbands uniting beneath the pestilent
banner of 3 malevolent new champion who has emerged from
the cternal warzones that surrcond the Calixis Sector,
Known only as Buorgdius, legend has it that he was once
a proud capeain of a3 Space Marine purgation force that was
sent to facilitate the eradication of Chaos forces within the
Acheros Salicnt of the Jericho Reach. After months of brutal
campaigning, 3 rogue plagoe ship unexpectedly burst forth
from the Warp and rammed his Strike Cruiser before vomiting
; .h-mh‘.ihg warriors directly into the vessel's interior. It is said
lbat the Captain fought with terribie fory, cutting down all
‘manner of plague-ridden monstrosities while enduring the
i juf flies and noxious clouds of contagion that
roormidor and assailed his superhuman frame.

l v

By the time he reached the bridge, the ﬁ:f 3
could barely stand, while behind him his i
lay dead or dying and the servants of NMurple mn s
throughout the hallowed halls of the venerable Strike C
The bin.m:-i Daemon-thing that confronted hu‘umﬂ:‘ln

raised his massive weapon to strike the killing blow.
moment, the Captain despaired, crying out in angui

by the innumerable infections that festered within his body, -
the Captain struck out with renewed vipour, smiting his
opponent and claiming his place at the plague ship's helm:
Now he is a Champion of Nurgle whose plague Heets
plics the outer fringes of the Screaming Vortex, unleashing = S8
its revolting warriors against those wnfortunate enough to o
fall afoul of their diseased and leprous hulks In n:-n:bﬂ,
Buorgdius leads the reanimated corpses of his former Spu:;t‘
Marine brethren into battle while wiclding a massive mace | T
crafted from the discased bones of his unholy predecesser, = 2
and dripping with repellent Warp energics. Afterward, his™ 2
undead warriors stuff the innumerable dead and’ dying mtn -
the fifthy, dank plague holds of his vessels in order that™ ==
they may moulder in the foetid darkness. In this way the |
champion recruits many of his. mightiest warriors, and he T—ﬁ
is said to offer a place in his warband to any who will but !
supplicate themselves before the Lord of Decay

THE BLACK LEGION

Since the time of Horus" betrayal, much of the Arch-Traitor's
history has been expunged from Imperial reconds, while what
little has survived is rare and jealously puarded. Yet before.
hiz fateful actions made his name 2 byword for sedition
and catastrophe, Horus Lupercal was widely considered the
preatest of the Primarchs A master tactician and warrior,
Horus was highly intelligent and charismatic, able to
inspire the best in his fellow Primarchs while utilising their
respective Legions in operations that suited their unigue
talents. Following his success against the Orks dufing the
Ullanor Crusade, Horus was elevated to the newly r:n:a:l:nd_ ]
rank of Warmaster, while the Lunar Wolves, greatest of the
Space Marine Legions, were renamed The Sons of Homs in
his honour. As part of his new position, Horus was' piven Jiod
overall command of the Emperor’s Great Crusade and the
hitherto uElFl recedented expansion of humanity's dn-mnﬁ:.

against the Emperor uf mankind in the service uf'

Gods. Perhaps he resented a lord who muﬂ

own Legion even claim a Dasmon pussum:l
those legendary times. Ultimately, the true
Horus's betrayal died with him when the Er
Warmaster at the height of the infame
yet his treachery and the actions of those v
forever transformed human:qr 5 fﬂﬁﬂy{



The death of their Primarch was 3 traumatic bl
Sons of Horus, who had alw prided thems
the greatest of the Space Marine Legions |
their Primarch’s fate, the Sons of Horus immedia
from the Siege of the Emperor’s Palace, bre
reteeating into the blackness of space with the f their
dead Warmaster, Such actions earned the ] us the
enmity of afl the other Traitor Space Ma
day. which would later return to haunt
Following their devastating loss, the Legion fled into the
Eye of Tcrr-zur whr.n. 1hi".' r,.masnr_'u:l among the most active

't.'rptnly' courting tl'u- various p

I-lum:\tr, the legion soon fo

tml]rls with their former allies, during '-'-'hlrh time conspirators

defiled Homiss tomb and stole the Warmaster's corpse in
q:wd-r: to clone the notorious keader Furious at such wanton

nnl::tu: new master: Abaddon of the First Compamy:
der: Abaddon's leadership they renounced their Primarch

into numerous warbands of every
gw: their nJh:glan-..: to h:rcus and

newly emerged champions who have won favour through
their nefarious deeds and violent acts. In addition, individual
loyalties, old rivalries, and conflicting devotions to the Chaos
nternal disputes within the Le
n's penchant for daemonic p
only pounds such fragmentation.
Dhespite such divisions, the Black Legion is wh

in its undying hatred of the Imperium, and has lasunched
sorids in its cfforts

rr|.11'l':-:r|| and destruction. Whether acting ac ]
ber of the Black
5 xible tactical doctrine which enables
1J'|- M Lo .1.:|..1[:t .'|u|- y combat situation. No tactic is too
ous or weapon too terrible for these highly resowrceful
ngths to accomplish their
n for its highly efficient
ng that the current leader is able
the occasional display of strength
and ruth ess Ohne of the Black Legion's favourite tricks is
to tear the throat out of the enemy by eliminating the enemy

innuemerable raids upon countless Imperial

rband, each

commander in a single swift and brutal strike.

In recent centuries, a number of Black Legion warbands
have begun to operate out of the Screaming Vortex, launching
devastating  raids inte the nearby sectors and warrones
Though many seem to be operating independently towards
their own insane and self-serving ends; there is'one warband
in particular, led by one Hadaror the Ravager, whose power
and influence are in the ascendant,
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Hadaror is a Black Legion Captain whose warriors have
wrought terribie havoc wpon the beleaguered Imperial
Forces of the Jericho Reach since the early days of that
disastrous campaign. Since then his forces have continued
to grow as Chaos Marines from many different Legions and
backgrounds unite beneath his banner of hatred .1ru:| malice
He does not seem to favour a particular Chaos God owver
another, preferring instead to offer devotions to the nomerous
powers to suit his necds. Despite such activity, his poals and
purpose remain elusive, and whispers of his motivations are a
frequent topic of rumours and widespread speculation amid
the treacherous powers of the Vortex. Such questions might
never be answered, however, as his ambitions and objectives
are his own, and he commands fierce and unquestioning
lowyalty from those beneath his command.

Despite his motivations, his intense hatred of his former
Adeptus Astaries brethren is undeniable, often leading him to
abandon entire assaults and forfeit any gains at the slightest
opportunity to engage Adeptus Astartes forces. Only during
such engagements does the Ravaper deign to set foot upon the
field of battle, eagerly rending and tearing his superhuman
adversaries limb from limb while screaming his defiance at
the Corpse-God's followers. Such actions have led many
speculate that his sole motivation is to tumn the entire front
into a meat prinder in order to satiate his manifest hatred, a
belief which only further swells his ranks.

TraE WarMmAsTER REBORN

Among the countless enemies and traitors of the
Imperium of Man, none inspires such bitterness, fear,
and revuolsion as the name Abaddon the Despoiler
save perhaps that of the Arch-Traitor Homs himself
Following the Warmaster's defeat, it was Abaddon who
ripped the fllen Tyrant's corpse from loyalist forces
and disappeared with his cadaverous prize into the
abyss of madness known as the Eye of Terror. When
he finally resurfaced centuries later during his first
Black Crusade, it was at the head of a tide of flth and
corruption the likes of which had not been seen since
the Emperor walked among his subjects. Abaddon has
since amassed eleven more crusades, each gaining him
preater power and influenoe among the scattered forces
of Chaos. Mow his thirteenth Black Cruzade threatens
io overtake the Cadian Gate, and in doing so secure a
path to the greatest prize of all: Holy Terra.

THE IRON WARRIORS

Before their fall during the fabled Horus Heresy, the Trom
Warriors were among the Imperium’s finest sicge breakers,
ruthlessly efficient in all aspects of static warfare and combat
engineering. In addition to their exceptional combat skills,
each possessed an innate affinity for technolopy and 3 cold 4
and pragmatic logic inherited from their Primarch Pertumabao, a

warrior of exceptional skill and strategic insight. ¥hat reconds :
remain of their tactics typically describe brutally effective -
sicge campaigns in which the Iron Warrioes systematically
silenced the defender’s puns before relentlessly storming the

i
wegkened defences and slaughtering the defenders without ]
a shred of remorse. Blood ran thick on these worlds, for the .
strongest ramparts could not stand befiore the wrath of iron. %

So effective were these tactics that the Iron 'Warriors >
became the sutomatic choice for every difficult sicge mission, it

and it is highly possible that the strain of these ruthless S
campaigns eventually had a destructive effect on their morale. J'; S
What's more, their frequent deployments as siepe specialists SSSSS
and garrison soldiers means that precious lirtle is mentioned -
of their deeds during those mythical days, an oversightwhich ™ SSSSS
doubtless contributed to their eventual betrayal Indeed, };
many chronicles only mention the Iron Warriors in passingy i
if at all, and most give little account of their actions during =SS
the many momentous achievements in which their cxptrli.i:"-f‘-;-.
proved instrumental.

What part Horus played in such matters shall newvers Eu:F,J
known, yet the charismatic Warmaster was ultimately able -
to manipulste the Iron Warriors into joining his rebebli
against the Imperium of Man. Perhaps he was able
exploit some flaw within the fron Warrior's indoctrinat
or manipulate Perturabo’s anger at the margin-alil.ﬂ'im'l.
his Legion's achievements Whatever the resson, the
Warriors were quick to join Horug's ranks; and Per e
himself even helped supervise the decimation ufhi‘ 3
titanic fortifications during the Siege of the Emps




No Mercy, No QUARTER
4 .Fui]uw'mg the Warmaster's defeat, the lron Warriors retreated
to the many, fortress worlds' that their garrison forces had
overtaken i the wake of Horuss betrayal in preparation
4o, stave off the loyalists" inevitable assault. They did not
have to wait long. The resulting campaign was a brutal and
ﬁuﬂa::tcd affair, After years of intense fighting, the Imperial
 Fists, with support from their Ultramarine allies, drove their
Jongstanding rivals from the last of their strongholds. Their
home world destroyed and their empire in ruins, the Iron
‘Warriors finally retreated into the Eye of Terror where they
£ continue 1o dwell to this day
\ . Pespite the many centurics of exposure to the madness
X af the Warp, the Iron Warriers have retained much of their

" arganisation, though the centuries of conflict have noticeably
i.'-' fractured the original Grand Companies. [n addition, at the
: time .of Horus’s betrayal, the Legion was scattered across
dozens. of fronts and hundreds of worlds, meaning no one truby
knows the Lepion's size and strength during those turbulent
days  Mow they operate in deployments of various sizes,
ranging from small detachments sent to aid their fellow Chaos
Space Marines to' Grand Companies capable of besicging
hupe swathies of Imperial space and responsibie for the deaths
and siffering of billions. The larpest of these forces owe their
alleginnce o powerful Warsmiths: veteran warrios whoaose
tactical penius combined with their hatred of the Imperium
makes them formidable and vindictive opponents.

3 Iron Warricrs excel at all manner of siege craft and
demolitions, and are all highly proficient with various
patterns of weapons technology, either preserved from their
glorious past or pilfered from the lifeless ruins left in their
wake! In battle, they rely heavily on their firearms and other
wrapons of war, preferring to allow their devastating artillery

i barrapes and cruel field fortifications to do their work for

ol them. When an opening presents itself, the Iron Warriors are

quick to exploit it, but only when the moment is right.
Throughout their campaign of destruction, the Legion has
acquired various weapons of siege warfare which they employ
to - preat effect induding Termite Tunneliers, Dreadcdow
Assault Boats, and numecrous other transports and artillery
picces. Such war machines are highly valuable to the Traitor
Fegion, and marauding Iron Warriors are always quick to
:::Ev:ngt additional equipment whenever possible. There are
+even reparts of the Legion operating alongside various Chaos

Titen Legions including the Forsaken Reavers that have lonp

E}lg;tﬂ the Calixis and surrcunding sectors.

:ﬂir. depree uf mukation amcng the Iron Warriors varies

F)

that accompany prolonped cx p:uscd to I:|'H‘.'
'ﬂa e Warp. Thls IJI.'lIFl'."H'!'lI*} is n::-l"t:n 4 pmdu._[ af

ﬂphﬂ I:h: high numbers of Warpsmiths
i Hﬁsd&bd‘mmcall’l,r inclined Legion. Indeed,

. T oW nght, thereby pranting them the
{mgjllrmnﬂ:l creations at will.

Within the Screaming Yortex the Iron Warriors are highlhy
valued allies, often commanding  preat wealth or tribute
from any warlords who wish to gain access to the powerfil
weapons in their possession. They are without mercy or
conscience, raining death upon their enemics and innocents
alike with ruthless efficiency and leaving only devastation and
the boedies of the slain in their wake. Like many rencpades
who dwell within the Screaming Vortex, their motivations are
entirely self-serving, and many pit opposing powers against
one another in order to exploit the various conflices that rage
throughout the sector for their own secular gain.

The maost prolific of these callous individuals is Warsmith
Madrydon Dirados who, along with his brutal Shatter Corps,
secks to destroy the Imperiom's many fortifications and
fortresses throughout the nearby sectors: He believes that
without such fortifications the Imperium will quickly topple
beneath its own weight and be laid open to the numeroos
marauders and forces of Chaos that surround it. To Drados,
such bastions are personal affronts to his own abilities that
serve only to sustain the power of the decadent and corrupt
weaklings who cower behind them:

In addition to the numerous warriors beneath his command,
Madrydon's warband alse possesses 2 great many  powerful
war machines recently liberated from the nearby Spimaard
Front. These once noble machines mow skitter and stomp
beside the Warsmith's armies as blasphemous siege constructs
or terrifying Daemon Engines, their pristine forms twisted
beyond recognition thanks to the efforts of Warpsmith Gracic
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1 hatve wandered amid the decompasing copses of my master's
Crareen, and dramk deep from che r'.igm:r'rp-mfr af :umrp oo of s

- feer. Soan you shall see whdt triie power medns.
—Plapue Captain Despoidiol, Champion of Grief

he Lord of Diecay has many servants that dwell within
' the swirling eddies of the Screaming Yortex. Among the
preatest of these are the Plapue Marines, wanriors whose
putrid apprarance is matched only by their determination and
unnatural resilicnce. While the Death Guard are the most
notoricus of these vile individuals, not every Traitor Marine
that follows the path of decay owes his ‘allepiance to that
polluted lineage, for Nurgle's corrupt abundance
is gvailable to all who prove worthy
of his favour Yet regardless of their
origins, the denizens of the Yortex
often give these grotesque brutes a
wide berth, as each is always eaper to
share their bounty of disease and death.

Praving A Pracue MARINE

Plague Marines are amongst the most terrfying
and relentless of Muorgle's servants, undaonted
in the face of death and hecdless of all but the
most devastating wounds  Their rosty armour
and weapons are coated in filth, pus, and other
foulness, while rotting organs burst from rents
in their distended forms, and teeming hordes of
insects burrow beneath their pallid, leprous
flesh. Swch is the extent of the decay that
wracks  their diseased frames  that cheir
crumbling armour has long since fused with
the decayed flesh beneath, while the very air
surrounding them is o cloying miasma of disease.

Yet, despite their ghoulish appearance, these
warriors are far from desd. Instead they are living
embodiments of the promise of corruption and decay
within all living things, a gift of their foul patron
in return for their devotion to the propagation of his
numerous contagions and poxes. Howewer, though
many Chaos Space Marines may dedicate themselves to
the Plague Father's service, only those truly worthy
of his frvour receive the dreadful Blessings required
to transform them into & Plague Marine.

Many receive their abhorrent favours in exchange
for deplomble acts of adulation or through pacs with
powerfol plague sorcerers and other foul servants of
Nurgle. Others embrace the path of decay out of desperation,
their disease-addled minds choosing servitude over agony
and death at the hands of their afflictions In the end, such
motivations are secondary to the unholy task of spreading
.N'nrglt'x sinister bounty, and each Plague Marine embraces
his devotions with inexorable enermy

In battle, Plague Marines iipht without respite or mercy,

ki ﬂmsr'tﬂmtﬂl bodies and legendary physiology rendering
-."llﬂ!ln immune to nearly every physical limitation as they

eaperly kill in the Plapue God's name. Most prefer
ranged engagements where they may more n:i.d.ih,rama 1
the necrotic effects of the poxes and contagions they spread,
all while revelling in the disparaging moans of the dying. = 8
To a Plague Marine, such cries of agony are praise for tﬁg
virubence of their dark lord's works, while every ory E:hrm:mr.] -
is yet another opportunity to expand their giorieus host. For
this reason, some prefer menely to wound their wictims so H::u.._t’
they can fully experience the agonies of Nurgle’s senerosity,
while for others there is no greater satisfaction than to wateh
their enemies dissalve into a discased mass of liquefied Hesh:
Plague Marines are rightly feared throughoor the Imperium
as deadly adwersaries whose dreadful appearance directly
mirrors the rotten soul within. As such, many warlords within
the Wortex find their skills, relentless det=rmination, amd
resilience to physical damage highly _
uscful on the field of  battle o>
. However, a Plapue Marine's j
sole drive is the propagation
of his  malevolent
» . patrons pestilences, x
so it is always this: 1
inexorable purpose
to which his rotting

mind returns.




Pracur MARINE

A Plague Marine must be a Chaos Space Marine.
Characteristic Bonus: Plague Marines —10 Agility,
+10 Touphness, +5 Willpower, +15 Cormuption
Points, and +7 Infamy.

Starting Skills: Awareness +10, Common Lore (Amy
One), Forbidden Lore {Deemonclogy) or (Heresy) or
(Psykers), [ntimidate +10, Parry +10.

Starting Talents: Ancient Warrior or Dhe Hard, Baolter
Drill, Exotic Weapon Training (Plague Knife), Fearless,
Iron Jaw, Handy, Hip Shooting, Rapid Reload, Sure Strike
or Deadeye Shot, Takedown or Blind Fighting.

Starting Gear: Legion Boltpun with 2 magazines, Plapue
Knife, 3 Blight Grenades, 2 Legion Kmk Grenades.
Wounds: 18+1d5.

SPECIAL ABILITIES:

Abominable Physiology: The numerous parasites
and virulent diseases that eat away at 3 Plague Marine's
armour and liquefy his discased flesh also make him
unnaturally resistant to harm. A Plapue Marine never
suffers Damape or other negative effects from Diseases,
poisons, or the Toxic Quaslity unless he chooses to
suffer these effects (although he can still be infected
by Discases as normal, and can spread them to others).
Hideous Resilienee: Magoe Marines have been
known to walk woflinching through terrible fire and
shrug off mighty blows that would cleave other Space
Marines in twain. As a Reaction, a Plapue Marine
may make a Difficult (—10) Tonghness Test If he
succeeds, he reduces the Damage from the next hit he
suffers before the beginning of his next Tom by 1 per
Degree of Success he scores on the Test. If he reduces
the Damape to 0 this way, he gains the Fear (1) Trait to
the foe whose attack he so easily withstood.

Infections Miasma: Plague Marines are revolting
testaments to the horrific bounties that await those
who embrace the Lord of Decay, their bodies dripping
with foul pestilences and contagions that hinder their
opponents in combat A Plague Marine may spend
an Infamy point to release the swarms of bloat-flies,
corpse-gases, and other vile contagions housed within
hiz bloated frame. For the next 1d5+1 Rounds, at the
start of the Plapue Marines Tom, each other character
within 10 metres of the Plague Marine suffers a single
hit for 1d10 Energy Damage with the Toxic Cuality,

ignoring armour that is not environmentally sealed.

Pltgue Marines begin play Aligned to Nurgie

PLAGUE MARINES
INTHE VORTEX

Mague Marines are among the most revolting and
wile of the Chaos Space Marines that inhabit the
Screaming: Vortex: Yet to- those who revel in the
glories of the Carrion Lord, these putrid warriors
rank ameng Murgle's most blessed servants, and
most find willing allies within the Vortex's most
wretched and polluted throngs

The following are examples of these repolsive
Traitor Space Marines from within the Screaming
Vortex and their despicable practices of pestilence
and wicked devotion.
Germinatoris: One of the most vital positions
within the Adeptus Astartes is that of the Apothecary,
g warrior medic tasked with harvesting the precious
gene-seed from the fallen in order that the chapter
may endure. Yet within the Screaming Vortex there
exists & coteric of Plague Marines who protesquely
mirror their noble counterparts. Like carrion feeders,
they prowl the battlefield, plundering the gene-seed
from any fallen Traitor Space Marines they can find
and infecting them with the viscous fluids that ooze
from their rotting innards in order to ensure the
propagation of Nurgle's putrefying influence.
Forsaken Host: Among the many tales of terror
and death found within the Screaming Vortex is that
of the Forsaken Host, the solitary survivor of a battle
which scodred an unknown planet of life during a
forgotten ape. Lepend says a host of fat, buzzing flies
gccompanies him—aone for each of the fallen during
that fateful battle—and that their collective buzzing
tears at the sanity of those who hear it, for it i flled
with the suffering of billions. Now he is a walking
avatar of the devastation of war whose followers
relentlessly seek new souls to add to the teeming
hordes that swirl about him with ghoolish intensity
Emissaries of the Wasting Death: The Plague
Marines of the Wasting Dieath are particu larly feaned
among the many denizens of the Screaming Vortex,
fior their very presence brings with it untold suffering
gnd privation. Wherever they tread the ground
shrivels and cracks beneath their fect, and even the
heartiest and most resilient creatures shrivel and

perish as they draw near Contact with the malefic

air of deprivation that surrounds these desiccated
warriors irreparably scars those who survive, often
manifesting in incessant pangs of unguenchable
thirst and indescribable hunger that lasts for years
after the dreadful encounter is 2 distant memory.
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Concepts such as honour and n:s:f:ti.ntzl.'nr4:11|:'il'|.=['5.'*miv::iIiil:i::i‘_""‘i -

ETERA N O F TH E to these corrupt combatants, and no Dacmon i too ¥ile, no e
pact too desperate, and no knowledge too terrible to dissuade :

LONG QKEAR‘ them in their abhorrent intentions—the wtter destruction of ‘f'

the Imperium of Mankind and the total ruination of its w::nll'ﬁaf

Diespite the dangers associsted ‘with these smgbm:udu# ;

kiflers, numerous warlords and raiders within the 5crc:m1iiig_'_'- i
Vortex are eager to enlist the aid of such veteran warriors
~Gorgamnon the Blooded, at the commencement Those who manage to rein in their tenacious charges ane
of the Hell Mouth Incursion often able to reap the tremendous benefits of their centunics

ince the dark days of the Horus Heresy, the Imperium ~ of tactical insight, combat expertise, and sheer binody-
has endured innumerable attacks from the forces of — minded determination. , However, every leader must

“The Emperor v dead and hir armies mere chaff before the might of
Chaos? This day § shell drink ey fill of misery and dexch.”

HIVAT

the dreaded Chaos Space Marines Yet among these always be cautious not to § hinder the Veteran's endless
Traitor Legions, there are thase for whom the perpetual — quest for vengeance, for @ todoso invites the wrath
war to destroy the False Emperor’s realm has become an  of these eternally vengeful fiends.
e 8 all-consuming madness. These are the most dangerous of
! the Imperium'’s focs many of whom eventually make their
ﬁ i way to the turbulent Screaming Vortex, efther as part of a
::.u W grand desipn or due to the mysterious machinations of the Y
i—" Warp. Others are forged within the conflicts that smoulder ‘_
Z ceaselessly within and around the Yortex itself, their singolar L ¥
m hatred of their former masters driving them to lash out at both '
) Imperial and Chaos devotees with equally savage aggression
A
(&' Pravinc A VETErAN oF THE Long War
Veterans of the Long War are highly skilled and lethal warriors .y

whose sole motivation is their undying hatred for the Imperium
of Man. The potential catalysts for such animaosity are legion
ranging from recent injustices and schisms to the chaotic
aftermath of the infamous Horus Heresy itself. Many can no
longer even recall the impetus behind their unremitting malic g .
as the innumerablz horrors of trafficking with Daemons and
other foul Warp spawn have completely shattered their
debased minds. For others the fickle nature of time within
the Immaterium makes the passape of whole acons

entirely subjective and ensures their unbearable scorn
loses none of its intensiny over the centuries

In addition to the cormupt legacy of the False
Emperor, the Veterans of the Long War hold further
animosity for their loyalist counterparts: the Adeptus
Astartes O the surface, such abhorrence may result
from any number of ocourrences, yet there is often
a darker side to their malice, an intensity bome of
individual seif-loathing and the subconscious knowledge of their
own cternal damnation. Such emotions fester like rancourous
wounds within the minds of these terrible warriors, while
their never-ending desire to see the Imperium burn ever
prnaws at the last vestipes of their sanity

Veterans of the Long War are highly accomplished
killers whose centuries of experience and tactical insight
make them incredibly danperows and unpredictable
foes. Some strike out boldly and violently apainst their
adversaries, while others chooss instead to weaken the
Imperium from within by spreading confusion and
madness in their wake. Though their tactics and methods
may vary, their combat prowess is a sight w behold as
their singular skills and murderous mentality drive them

16 commit cver-more atrocious acts of cruelty and spite.




VETERAN OF THE Long WaAR
A Veteran of the Long War must be a Chaos Space

Marinc.

Characteristic Bonus: +5 Willpower, +5 Weapon
Skill or Ballistic Skill, +15 Corruption Points, and
+10 Infamy.

Starting Skills: Awareness +10, Charm or Deceive
or Intimidation +10, Common Lore [Any One),
Dodge +10 or Parry +10, Forbidden Lore (The
Inguisition) or (Codex Astartes) or (Mutants) or
(Heresy), Forbidden Lore (Warp) or (Psykers) or
(Daemonology) or (Pirates), Intimidation, Scholastic
Lore {Tactica Imperialis), Survival or Command.
Starting Talents: Air of Awthority or Disturbing
Yoice, Ancient ‘Warrior, Enemy (Adeptus Astartes),
Hatred (Adeptus Astartes, Imperial Guoard), Jaded,
Pecr (Traitor Legions, 'Warlords), Rapid Reload or
Liphtning Reflexes, Unshakeable Will

Starting Gear: Legion Bolt Pistol with 2 Magazines,
| Legion Frag Grenade, 1 Legion Krmk Grenade,
Trophy Radk.

Wounds: 15+1d5.

SrECTAL ABITITIES:

The Etermal Enemy: Veterans of the Long War
represent the greatest of the Imperium’s fears, waging
war on the very foundations of Imperial faith wsing
skills and tactics garnered from innumerable battles
spanning countless worlds. A Yeteran of the Long
War selects his Starting Alipnment at Character
Creation. He then acquires any one Special Ability
and a single piece of equipment from any other Chaos
Space Marine Archetype with a starting Alipnment
that matches his own in addition to the Special
Abilities listed here.

Abhorrence Unchained: Every Yeteran of the Long
War harbours an undying hatred of the Imperium that
fuels his murderous rampages while sowing the seeds
of his inevitable damnation. Across the battlefizld
of ages he strides, a blood-spaked nightmare whose
steps are thunder and whose battle-moar is death.
Whenever a Veteran of the Long War slays a foe
for whom he has the associzted Hatred Talent, he
may make an Ordinary (+10) Infamy Test. If he
succeeds, he gains the Fear (2) Trait apainst that
type of foe and his attacks inflict +1 Damape {to a
maximom of +10) against enemies of that type until
the end of the encounter.

Vererans of the Long War begin pley Almed to the Chaos
Cod of their choice or Unaligmed.

VETERANS OF
THE LONG WAR
INTHE VORTEX

Few Chaos Space Marines are worthy of the title
Veteran of the Long War, most either dying in
battle or becoming  wtterly . consumed by their
own biasphemous and perilous pursuits. Yet for
the multitudes that fall, a select few endure, their
hatred of the Imperium and desire to wreak fear and
carnage driving them to commit ever more shocking
acts of destruction and crueley

The following are infamous examples of these
exceptionally determined and  dackly disturbed
warriors known to inhabit the Screaming Vortex
Reflections of Torment: Throwphout the
Imperium’s war-torn histories are countless legends
of vanished ships and hosts of warriors lost to the
hazards of Warp travel. However, not all thus lost had
the good fortune to dic. Some instead wander the
Empyrean for time out of mind, their physical forms
and ancient wargear utterly transformed and entirely
corruptéd by direct exposure to the malefic influence
of the acther Beneath these warrors' gibbering
madness lies a single decipherable motivation: a
desperate and inescapable desire to wreak vengeance
gpon the Emperor that abandoned them and kept
them so ignorant of the true power of the Warp.
The Chosen of Heiros: These sadistic killers once
numbered among Abaddon's mightiest warriors
and are responsibie for countless atrocities during
his infamous Black Crusades Each had their own
reasons for abandoning their villainous master and
flecing to the Screaming Vortex, yet all burn with
an unquenchable desire to march to war beneath
banners of hate and destruction. Their centuries
of experience, ferocious tempers. and predilection
towards daemonic possession and mental instability
make them a fruly menacing foe:
The Shards of Enmity: The so-called Shards of
Enmity are the remnants of a heretical Adeptus
Astartes Chapter that was declared Purgatus following
the subjupation of Cataegis IV. Though a combined
Space Marine fleet subsequently massacred the entire
expeditionary  foroe, what actually transpired once
Imperial forces penetrated the cavernows nadies of those
snow-capped mountains remains unknown. However,
& scattered few menegades manaped fo escape the
Imperium’s wrath and have since been sighted within

the Screaming Yortex, whene they plot vengeance on

the aorursed Imperiom that betrayed them.
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" the fifth dry the bastions fell, and those scorsed rm"ﬁu MORAETS
entered the marthern hab districts. The scretms haunt me stifl ”

—Excerpt from the statement of Corporal Vegrandur,
prior to his execution for Dereliction of Dty

any warbands make extensive use of the infamous

Chacs Warpsmiths who lshour ceaselessly

within the scattered Warp Forpes and towering
Chaos Foundrics of the Screaming Vortex. These macabre
metallurgists have begun to surface in ever increasing
nombers as the Vortex’s inhabitants prow ever more brazen
in their wanton attacks apainst the Corpse-God's domain. Tet
these heartless individuals are not to be trusted, for the only
remaining ambition within each of their mechanical minds is
the extermination of the frailtics of humaniny

Pravinc A WARPsSMITH
Warpsmiths are Chaos Space Marines who have embraced
the wse of bicnics and other more devious enhancements o
rid themselves of the frailties of the fresh. They are powerful
servants of the minous powers who frequently serve their
malevolent patrons through the creation of horific engines
of war and the maintenance of the vehicles and
wargear of the corrupt Traitor Legions
Miost trace their origins to the enigmatic g
pricsthood of Mars, cither through their
former service as a loyalist Techmarine or as
a result of some schism from the rigid dogma
of the Machine Cult. Tet the paths to damnation
are many, and not all Warpsmiths owe their
penesis to such clandesting beginnings
Regardiess, these Chaos Space Marines are
united in their adversity 1o weakness, and are
all. completely obsessed with expunging
their physical frailties. They are
more machine than flesh, most
little more than a brain and spinal
cord housed within 3 mechanical
construct resembling the terrifying
visapr of ‘2 Chaos Space Marine
Many are also guite fond of e
other, less subtle enhancements,
frequenthy sporting numenous
mechatendrils  tipped  with
prasping pincer claws, shearing
chainblades, fusion bfasters,
and other wvicious weapons
that writhe with seemingly
unnatural fife. No price is oo
extreme to these inhuman
deviants, and most willingly
sact