
The Necrons were not always thus. Once, unimaginable ages past, they were the Necrontyr. A race of

flesh, not metal. A race that lived and felt and died, not passionless and unchanging machines. A cursed

race - blighted by the vagaries of the cosmos and the weaknesses of their bodies.

For the Necrontyr were born on world that orbited an unstable star. It was brutal in it's

capriciousness as much as anything else, for although the Necrontyr could be certain that, every so

often, the sun which gave them life would spit out the lethal radiation that blighted them with cancers

and deformities, they could never predict when the solar storms would come or how strong they'd be.

One year, there might be a low but steady stream of particles to cause still-births and tumours. The next,

the storms might abate for a while only to burst one day and kill millions on the day-side of the planet

(the only reason their planet bore life at all was that its rotation was slow enough that the most violent,

and shortest, storms would only effect one side of the planet). Their lives were dedicated to death,

inevitable but unpredictable, usually agonising but often a welcome release. The living walked through

tomb cities of the dead, necropolises where the statues of the departed took pride of place and the

present inhabitants were merely caretakers. After all, they reasoned, they would spend far more time

dead than alive, and so they devoted their energies to finding the peace in the after-life that they could

not have in this one.

But there was progress, of a sort. They studied their sun obsessively, and developed a measure

of control over lives which had previously been at the mercy of the whims of the solar storms. They

could often predict when the worst radiation bursts would take place, and take shelter. They also

developed sophisticated magnetic shields which could protect some of their cities, some of the time.

However, although this provided a degree of respite, it was not a cure. The sun remained essentially

capricious, and prediction was an uncertain and fallible thing. If taken by surprise, they often could not

seek shelter, nor activate their shields in time. And the shields could not stop the constant background

radiation, nor withstand the largest bursts of energy. Necrontyr science moved forward, but the

essential pattern of their lives remained unchanged. If anything, it was even more frustrating once they

had a certain amount of control, for before they had been able to resign themselves to their helplessness

and had the peace and dignity that came with acceptance of their fate.

Another solution was proposed: the source of their woes was their sun, but although their

homeworld might be at its mercy, it was hardly the only star in the galaxy. Colonising other star-systems

might at last free them from their cruel master. This, however, was controversial: their sun, life giver,

death dealer, was at the very core of Necrontyr culture. Their leaders based their rule on the assertion of

divine right, conferred on them by the Sun God, foremost of the Necrontyr pantheon, who they claimed

descent from. Necrontyr society was inextricably linked with their sun.

Necrontyr politics was a complicated affair, however. It was arranged around a collection of

noble Houses, all ruled by the Great House, the head of which was the Im-per-ah: ruler of all Necrontyr

(author's note: the word Pharoah, a modern rendering derived through Greek from the ancient Egyptian

title 'pair-oh', literally means 'Great House', though probably in the more literal sense of 'palace'. 'Per-ah'

is probably at least as accurate a transliteration of the hieroglyphs as 'pair-oh', if not more, and the prefix

'im-' just means 'he who is of', 'he who comes from', or something along those lines. I'm not sure if it

really works to call the head-necron 'imperah/emperor', but it just fell so neatly I couldn't ignore it).



The king's power was not absolute, and although successive rulers were deeply against leaving

their sun (foundation of their culture) behind, they could not control the dissenting Houses for ever.

Finally, they relented, and the Necrontyr began to expand out into the galaxy. They had no knowledge of

the warp, and with no faster-than-light travel they were forced to resort to tomb-ships that crawled

between stars at sub-light speeds, carrying their people in not-quite-death to new worlds free of their

sun's torments. It took centuries for each ship to make its journey, but as the millennia passed the

Necrontyr started to build an interstellar empire.

And as they did this, they made a horrifying discovery: they had changed nothing. The

agonisingly slow and difficult process of colonising new worlds altered the colonists' fates not one bit.

The poisonous environment of their home-system had so warped and twisted their genetic code that

cancers, tumours and deformities were simply a fact of their biology, only exacerbated by the solar

storms. Worse still, their cellular chemistry was dependent on certain reactions with the radiations, so

while a less violent sun might provide a respite from some of the cancers, other, worse, sicknesses

connected to this simply took their place. In the short term, leaving their home star had only made

things worse. They could not survive away from their home-world without artificially irradiating

themselves, and although when this was perfected it provided the greatest amount of control over their

lives the Necrontyr had yet achieved, placing their lives in the hands of their cold, predictable science

instead of their violent, capricious sun, this was little comfort. As it always had, the essential pattern of

their lives remained the same - except the frustration at the failure of all their efforts, which grew with

every set-back.

Limited as they were to sub-light travel, the Necrontyr's star-empire only occupied a fairly small

corner of the galaxy. The rest was controlled by a single race: The Old Ones. They were the first sentient

species to evolve in the galaxy (as far as they knew; if there were others, they had vanished by the time

the Old Ones arose). Their mastery of warp-travel allowed them to spread all across the galaxy, where

they found... nothing. They were alone. But they loved life, and like a gardener tending his garden the

Old Ones started seeding life amongst the stars. Their civilisation spanned the entire galaxy, and they

nurtured countless species to sentience, who blossomed under their guidance and protection.

And eventually, inevitably, the Old Ones and the Necrontyr encountered each other. The

Necrontyr, whose short lives were blighted by pain and death and sorrow, who had built their empire

through agonisingly slow and difficult struggle, met with these nigh-immortal mystics for whom

interstellar travel was but a side-step through dimensions, and a kind of madness overcame them. All

their frustrations, all their bitterness, which they previously could only throw against an impersonal

cosmos, now all found focus in the Old Ones. Thus the War in Heaven began.

There were practical reasons for this as well; for all their hate the Necrontyr were not insane.

The expansion onto other worlds had turned Necron society from a monarchy into a collection of semi-

feudal colonies, each under the control of a noble House, which nominally owed allegiance to the Great

House and the Im-per-ah, but in reality operated their colonies as their own personal fiefdoms. This

fracturing, and the dilution of the monarch's power, was what the War was meant to address: the fight

against the Old Ones would unite the Necrontyr as never before, under the banner of the Great House.

Really though, this was as much an excuse as a reason - all Necrontyr wanted this war, to finally have a



target for all their hatred. Perhaps they even believed that they Old Ones had created them, as they had

created so many others (in private, for they would never admit they were the inferior species - but once

they learned of the Old Ones' life-seeding activities the thought must have crossed their minds). It would

explain the manic depths of their hatred if the Necrontyr secretly, subconsciously, believed that the Old

Ones were ultimately responsible for all their sufferings.

The war did not go well for the Necrontyr. In many ways their science was superior; their living

metal ships, sophisticated shielding and gauss weaponry were all formidable(especially their weaponry,

for internecine conflict was common among fractured Houses of the Necrontyr, whereas the Old Ones

had never fought a war, between themselves or against anyone else). In one thing, however, the Old

Ones had no equal: their mastery of the warp. The Necrontyr had very little connection to the warp; they

had no psykers, and had only the vaguest grasp of the concept of the other-dimension. Their sciences

were checked by the Old Ones' warp-spawned magicks, to which they had no answer, and their sub-light

ships posed laughably little threat to the Old Ones, who could appear and disappear from the warp and

their webway with impunity.

The Old Ones contained the Necrontyr within a small corner of the galaxy, driving them off some

of their more remote colonies and establishing a quarantine which kept them confined to their core

territories. They could probably have destroyed the Necrontyr altogether, but genocide was not in their

nature, and the wretched Necrontyr inspired more pity in them than fear. And, perhaps, they did not

want to destroy the only other sentient life in the galaxy not created by them (if there were any other

sentient races at that time that were not created by the Old Ones, then they have been lost to the

aeons). The Necrontyr were reduced to little more than a nuisance to the Old Ones, and were left to

fester in their impotent fury. It would have been better for the Old Ones if they had not let pity stay their

hand - and perhaps kinder to the Necrontyr as well. The pity of the Old Ones denied the Necrontyr the

death they deserved and the peace they needed. However, the Old Ones thought the problem of the

Necrontyr was dealt with- but even the very wise cannot see all the paths the future might take, and the

time would come when the Necrontyr would again have a part to play. The pity of the Old Ones would

rule the fate of many, for the worse.

And so this state of affairs, a war in name only, continued for innumerable ages.  The fury of the

Necrontyr was cooled into a passionless hate during this humiliating imprisonment - where before they

had raged against the Old Ones and the universe in general, now they didn't even bother with anger. At

least before the war had revitalised and inspired the dour, depressive Necrontyr culture, but now their

hate was a cold, dead thing. They continued their obsessive study of their star however; indeed, the war

spurred on research in this area, in the hope that they could turn the most powerful force in their lives

against their enemies. Although they had long since elevated the devotion to their arcane sciences above

all other beliefs, they still maintained a complex relationship with their ancestral religion. The study of

their star was motivated as much by a crypto-religious sentiment as pure, rational thought. For all their

knowledge and power, the shadow of the sun as their oldest, greatest, god lingered in their minds.

Eventually, their nurturing of their sciences bore the fruit of knowledge. They found something

so ancient as to pre-date even the Old Ones, maybe even planets - perhaps even the stars themselves.

What was found were beings of pure energy, convoluted magnetic manifolds that intertwined and



interacted with each other with such breathtaking complexity to produce a living, thinking, entity. They

fed on pure energy, and could well have existed since the birth of time, when the universe was just a

soup of plasma and magnetic fields. This sentience fed on the suns they orbited but had little conception

of the universe around them other than satisfying their need for energy. These Star-Vampires drained

their target of energy, then set themselves loose on the solar winds to drift to new feeding grounds.

Their feeding shortened the life-spans of stars by tens or even hundreds of millions of years, and made

them unstable and volatile in the process. This was the source of all the Necrontyr's suffering, and this

was the weapon they needed to fight the Old Ones. Their vast size - they covered areas of the solar

surface larger than entire planets - and aetheric form made them all but invincible to conventional

weapons. The Necrontyr's hatred of the Old Ones was so intense by this point that they did not think

beyond the advantage this would give them in the war, nor care that these entities had made them the

cursed creatures they were. They named the beings C'tan, or Star Gods.

How the Necrontyr managed to communicate with these beings is unknown, but they knew

these beings could not understand the material universe without a physical, material body. So they

made bodies for these creatures out of their living metal, allowing these constructs to expand and

change at will. The birth of the Star Gods into our galaxy was heralded by a translucent stream of force

that crossed the incorporeal starlight bridge the Necrontyr had created, and burst through the skies of

the Necrontyr homeworld as an incandescent pillar of energy, as the first being transitioned into the

body they had forged for it.

This was Aza'gorod, the Nightbringer, first of the C'tan. First, most powerful and most horrifying.

As it manifested itself in all its supreme power, the Necrontyr bowed down in worship to this ultimate

being. At first the Necrontyr tried feeding it with pure star-energy they had created artificially to mimic

the C'tan's feeding habits, but the new-born god soon found that the delicate, complex energies

produced by biological beings provided something it had never experienced before, nor realised it was

missing: flavour. The purity of star-energy was all very well for nourishment, but the essences of living

beings tasted far superior. Individually, however, mortals provided next to nothing in the way of

nourishment, but this was no particular obstacle as the Nightbringer started to devour vast numbers of

those who had brought it into the material universe.

One can speculate whether Aza'gorod was just acting out of the nature of the C'tan, or whether

the transference to the Necrontyr's living-metal body had somehow corrupted it. It's hard to believe that

it would have cared much for the fate of such comparatively insignificant beings even in its ethereal

form, but it's equally hard to fathom why an entity that just recently had had no interest in the material

universe would find such glee in causing suffering and destruction, for it took a cruel pleasure in its

atrocities far beyond what was needed to sate its hunger. Perhaps the Necrontyr's hate had infected

their works, for this avatar of annihilation was certainly what they had hoped for to fight their war. And,

after all, everyone makes god in their own image. In any case, eventually, with pledges of loyalty and

service, the Necrontyr managed to convince it to stop the slaughter.

Now the Necrontyr struck back against the Old Ones. The War in Heaven erupted into a conflict

that consumed the entire galaxy. It was not just the inconceivable scale of the C'tan's power that drove

the Old Ones back: the discovery of the C'tan had propelled the already arcane sciences of the Necrontyr



into new realms of knowledge. The vast energies that the C'tan wielded allowed the Necrontyr to

experiment with technologies that were previously beyond their ability. As well as this, the study of such

ancient and alien beings, which were born when the universe was young and existed in a manner

previously beyond the conception of the Necrontyr, gave them new insights into the universe. The C'tan

cooperated in this research as much as was needed to produce better armies for the harvest.

The insights the Necrontyr gleaned gave them access to superior power generation and control,

as well and a greater understanding of the early universe and how the laws that govern our cosmos were

formed - and how to bend them. This combined to produce better weapons, better shields, and for the

first time, faster-than-light travel. Studying the effect of the C'tan on their new bodies even

revolutionised the living-metal technology.

With these once un-dreamt of powers, led by nigh omnipotent beings, the Necrontyr carried

their war out of their enclave to the heart of the Old Ones' civilisation. Countless species that had been

created and nurtured by the Old Ones were harvested and rendered down to feed the insatiable hunger

of the C'tan - the Nightbringer, and the others who joined it once the Necrontyr spread out into the

galaxy and found new stars and new Star Gods.

The Old Ones reeled. They had never prepared for something like this, never even considered

the possibility. They were builders, and thinkers, who split their time between nurturing the life they

took such joy in and quiet contemplation of the universe - nothing they had experienced could have

prepared them for this orgy of violence. They fell back - but they did not fall. With all the power they

now had, the Necrontyr still did not provide anything more than this to the Old Ones: an equal fight.

Now the true power of the Old Ones was unleashed. As C'tan laid waste to garden worlds, entire

Necrontyr fleets burned in the warp-fuelled fires of the Old Ones. As the Necrontyr spread ruin among

the Old Ones' paradise, the Old Ones decimated their enemies forces with powers from beyond our very

universe. The Old Ones could not now come close to matching the Necrontyr's science and the C'tan's

raw power, but likewise, their adversaries had no understanding of the dimensions outside our own

universe. The Necrontyr had only a faint presence in the warp, and it was anathema to the C'tan. For

every Old One ship that fell to the guns of the Necrontyr, many more of their own were swallowed by

warp-rifts, twisted into scrap by psychic distortions, or simply found drifting, with their crews driven mad

and slaughtering each other. The C'tan had learned of the pleasures of the material universe, now for

the first time they tasted pain - their sheer scale made them difficult to kill outright, but they could still

be hurt. Where they had once led from the front in their lust for death, now they sent armies of their

worshippers ahead of them. The gods themselves feared the Old Ones, and if there had been more of

them, if they had been better prepared, they might have been able to crush the invaders outright.

As the Necrontyr died by the billion to powers they were helpless against, fear started to vie with

hate. They were devoted to the rational, the scientific - and the powers of the Old Ones terrified them.

What good were ships and guns against beings who could burst your brain from half-a-galaxy away with

their occult magicks? They were damaging the Old Ones, but they weren't winning: for all their powers,

their gods were failing them. As the C'tan started to withdraw behind the protection of the legions they

sent to their deaths, so questioning began to whisper through the ranks of the Necrontyr armies.



It was at this point that the C'tan made the Necrontyr a proposition they could not refuse. One

C'tan in particular is associated with this: Mephet'ran (who would come to be called the Deceiver). He

came before the Im-per-ah Szarekh, spoke to him. According to several sources that chronicle this critical

moment, with varying degrees of agreement, the gist of it was this : "You are failing in our war against

the Old Ones. How many of our fleets, how many of our armies have you lost now? We know you serve

your gods loyally: your spirits are willing, it is the flesh that is weak.  Mortal frames are frail and fallible,

your bodies more than others, cursed and corrupted as your physical forms are. But we are forgiving

gods, and generous gods - I come here not to punish you for your failures, but to offer you reward for

your loyalty. Join us: become as we are, beings of mind and metal, and leave behind your feelings and

your flesh. Join your masters in immortality. Could you ask for any greater gift, could any god be more

generous? You who have ever been blighted by mortality will be free from pain and death once and for

all: this is what we offer you, who have served so faithfully and fought so bravely. It can be done, and it

must be done, that you might serve us better and wage this war better - for we will not tolerate any

more failures. The fate of everything rests in the balance. Our war against the Old Ones will not be

resolved with blood, but with metal - with bodies of metal and minds of metal. Victory is within your

grasp, your ascension is at hand, and all you need do is accept my gift to you. I, your god, will not even

bother to command you. It is your gift, and your choice, and you are fortunate, Szarekh, for no ruler of

your people has ever faced such an easy decision."

And Szarekh knelt before his god and accepted his offer. Whether he understood what this

would mean is unknown. Whether he did it for the promise of victory or the desire for immortality, no

one can say. The entire Necrontyr race was purged in the machine-forges of the biotransference engines;

the Sarcophagus, the Flesh-Eater - the few sceptics swept along by the mass of the believers. Every living

Necrontyr died, their bodies cast aside, and their race arose again into eternal un-life as machines of

living metal: the Necrons. The C'tan gleefully glutted themselves on the banquet of bio-essence

produced by the transference engines.

Now, as Necrons, they had no fear of the Old Ones, they had no doubts about their gods, they

had no pity, no remorse and no mercy. They had nothing - the transference process stripped them of

their individuality and will, and only the strongest minds retained even a semblance of what they once

were. The C'tan gained a feast, and an army bound to them in eternal servitude. The Necrons lost

everything except their hate.

Szarekh, last ruler of the Necrontyr, was one of the first to undertake the transformation. He

stood above the banks of Sarcophagoi and watched as his people were fed to the machines, feeling his

new body that didn't really feel, and enough of him remained to know that he had made a horrible

mistake. The loss of bodily sensation,  the diminishment of his mind - these things were terrible, but

sacrifices must be made in war, and a gift like uncorruptible immortality does not come without a price.

But as Szarekh stood there on that hill, a breeze he couldn't feel snatching at his cloak, flexing his metal

limbs for the first time, he realised that before, he had had a soul. Atrophied and unregarded it had

been, but it had been there. And now it was not. It was lost forever, and a creeping horror stole over

Szarek: death would have been better than this.

But what was done, was done, and one comfort now remained. The War in Heaven now entered



a new phase. Even the greatest of the previous atrocities were eclipsed as all the Old Ones' creation

burned. Even now, though, the Old Ones did not give up, and matched the Necrons' implacable hate

with an unrelenting will to live. But the tide had turned against them. Whether it was that the Necrons

now had greater unity and strength, or the fact that the Old Ones' warp-magicks were less effective

against beings without souls, or even simply that war had gone on too long and cost too much, they

realised that they were going to lose.  Stronghold after stronghold was falling, they were taking loses

they couldn't replace in time, and even the webway was breached in places. It would be a bloody,

bloody, ending, and if the Necrons were still mortal they might even have sued for peace rather than

accept this pyrrhic victory, but if things carried on as they were the Old Ones would inevitably be

destroyed.

The Old Ones withdrew to their greatest strongholds and marshalled the last of their resources.

They had lost many, many battles, but they had not yet lost the war: they still had plans. Meanwhile, the

C'tan turned to plundering the Old Ones' empire, and the once verdant galaxy was laid waste in their

desire to feed their hunger. As for the Necrons, for all that it had cost them, for all that they had lost,

after all these aeons they finally had their revenge against the Old Ones. Even the emptiness inside them

did not diminish the satisfaction they took in rendering all of the Old Ones' creations into nothingness.

Now that the Old Ones lacked the power to carry on an offensive war, however, cracks began to

appear in the Necrons' unity. Once again, this critical change began with Mephet'ran, who would  to

earn the title 'Deceiver' for this treachery. Perhaps he feared that once the war was over, he, the

weakest of the C'tan, would become vulnerable. Perhaps he simply enjoyed sowing discord and betrayal,

for all the C'tan gloried in cruelty and destruction, and Mephet'ran liked his pleasures to be subtle. Either

way, the legends tell that as the other C'tan gorged their way through the Old Ones' former realms, they

found that even stripping the greater part of the galaxy of life was still not enough to sate their hunger.

The more they fed, the more bored they got with the bio-energies of mortals, until only the largest

banquets were enough to stir their interest. It was now that the Deceiver came to the Nightbringer, and

although what passed between these two mysterious beings is unknown, he managed to convince him

that the greatest feast of all was the C'tan themselves.

The C'tan turned on one another. It if difficult to say how many were killed, or how many there

were to begin with for that matter, but they caused horrendous damage as they fell upon each other in a

feeding-frenzy. The strong fed upon the weak, and the Necrons stood by and watched as their gods

devoured themselves. And started to question again. They still remembered what their gods had cost

them, their mortal bodies and their souls, and in some the bitterness lingered. Moreover, the War in

Heaven was won; the completion of the Old Ones' destruction now seemed a mere formality, and a few

of the Necron Lords who had retained some their former selves began to wonder: what need did they

have for the C'tan now? Their fractious, destructive gods were causing almost as much damage to each

other ( and their slave armies ) as they were to the Old Ones. When the Old Ones were gone, were they

really to serve these beings for the rest of eternity?

It was in the midst of this anarchy that the Old Ones struck back. Reduced though they were,

they were far from defeated, and sequestered in their last, most highly defended fortresses they rebuilt

their armies anew. Their warp-magicks alone had not been enough to stem the advance of the Necrons,



but that was not the only talent they possessed.

Before, the races the Old Ones had nurtured to sentience had simply been fodder for the C'tan's

hunger; the Old Ones had directed the evolution of these species so that they would become as the Old

Ones themselves, wise and peaceful races that knew nothing of warfare. Now, seeing their creations

extinguished by the malice of the Necrons and the hunger of the C'tan, they forged new sentient species.

These  races would not fall meekly before the lifeless legions of their enemies. These races would fight.

Taking advantage of the Necrons' disunity, the Old Ones broke out of their strongholds and

swept across the galaxy in a maelstrom of destruction. For all the damage the Old Ones had been able to

cause to the Necrons before, it was simply a by-product of their vast knowledge and intelligence. They

had fought, but they had never truly waged war. The young races were bred for a single purpose

however: to destroy the enemy. Any enemy; every enemy. The Old Ones watched, half pleased, half

horrified, as their new armies combined the technology and knowledge of their mentors with a sheer

unadulterated joy in slaughter. At least, that is how it seemed to their innately peaceful creators. It

would never have occurred to them to write a song in celebration of a battle won, nor see the artistry in

a well-honed blade, to laud death in battle as a duty done, nor take a trophy from a corpse they'd made.

The Eldar did though. They are relics from this time, as are the Orks, the Jokaero, and many

others now extinct or forgotten. They treated war not as a painful necessity but as an art form. It would

explain a lot about the Eldar if they knew that, as much as their creators loved them, they were also

disgusted by them. If they always knew that they were somehow... flawed; but that is another story.

The Necrons and C'tan, taken by surprise by an enemy they had thought essentially defeated, fell

back and regrouped. It is difficult to say if, having so recently waged war against each other, they would

have been able to mount an effective counterstrike against their newly revitalised enemy. It is entirely

possible that the Old Ones could have routed the disorganised Necron armies once and for all,

hammering against their foe with their new weapon-soldiers until even the unyielding, deathless

Necrons cracked and broke. This time, there would have been no mercy, and no survivors. The Necrons

flinched before the death-blow...

It never landed. Perhaps the Old Ones had only brought themselves a reprieve anyway, and the

Necrons would have been able to counter-strike with all their formidable strength and recover from this

temporary setback. Perhaps it is better to believe this than the alternative, to think that the Old Ones

came so close to victory. In either case, it is a moot point. The war between the Old Ones and the

Necrons was soon overtaken by an altogether different apocalypse.

As well as designing their new creations to be warlike, the Old Ones, masters of mysticism who

based their power and their fight against the Necrons on their other-dimensional magicks, had

engineered the Younger Races with an even greater connection to the warp than their creators. This

worked very well, for the warp was still anathema to the C'tan and the Necrons. But it came with a price.

A heavy price. Maybe the Old Ones knew what they were buying? It's hard to say; if they were so

determined to keep the Necrons from victory that they were willing to sacrifice everything. More likely,

they just didn't understand the the side-effects the psychic strength of the young races would cause.



With their greater connection, as the new armies of psykers drew power from the warp, so their

thoughts fed back into the immaterium. The volatile emotions of the young races, utterly unlike the calm

wisdom of the Old Ones, caused turbulence in the warp, and the once pacific empyrean, which the Old

Ones had traversed in harmony for the uncounted aeons since the birth of their race, became a hostile

and tempestuous environment. Warp-entities which the Old Ones had once conversed with in friendship

and peace now became ravening predators; lesser ones were mutilated or devoured, while great horrors

arose the like of which had never been known before. This was the dawn of Chaos, and it shook the

galaxy with birth-screams.

This period, the fall of the Old Ones, is by it's very nature difficult to examine with any great

degree of accuracy. The fragmentary records speak of a plague of beings called Enslavers, drawn through

the warp to the psykers they used as gates into the material realm. They are said to have been able to

control and consume the minds of all sentient life. Whether these can be considered the first, confused

records of the daemons we know of today (which were previously unheard of), a special sub-category of

daemon or a separate class of entity all together, none now can do more than speculate. Whatever they

were, it seems certain that a pandemic of warp-possession overran the galaxy, with Enslavers, Daemons,

and whatever other warp entity that could take advantage of the multitude of inexperienced, vulnerable

psykers created by the Old Ones, trying to force their way into our universe.

As more and more warp entities tried to breach the borders between dimensions, the point

came when the Old Ones found they could do no more to hold them back. Psykers themselves, they

were suffering from the predations almost as much as their children. One final time, the Old Ones'

civilisation burned, and this time the Old Ones burned with it. All their knowledge, all their wisdom, all

that they had created and experienced in the ageless depths of time since they arose out of the

nothingness that had come before them - all failed them at the end. So passed the Old Ones, the first

starfarers, the first sentient life in a galaxy which had once been theirs and theirs alone. Once, but no

more.

The death of the Old Ones was watched by the Necrons and their gods. Watched, and enjoyed

with great satisfaction (and although they would never admit it, relief). The fact that it was none of their

doing didn't diminish this - indeed, the fact that the Old Ones had destroyed themselves in their

arrogance and carelessness was the final vindication for the dour and bitter Necrons. But although the

war against the Old Ones was over once and for all time now, a new conflict had taken its place.

The plague of warp-possession that spread across the galaxy was not a direct threat to the

soulless Necrons. However, once warp entities crossed into the physical universe, they could become a

threat. An Enslaver might not be able to harm a Necron, but its puppets could. And while a daemon

might not be able to attack a Necron's psyche, if it was able to manifest a physical body a warp-beast's

claws could do a lot of damage. Although by destroying this physical body they could send the daemon

back to the warp, this was really only an inconvenience. Without psykers, the Necrons couldn't do

anything to drive the daemons away more than temporarily.

They could be safe enough so long as they stayed away from the more inhabited areas, but their

long dreamt of dominion of the galaxy was slipping out of their grasp. More than the threat posed to



them by the invading warp-spawn, however, the real problem was that the feeding grounds of the C'tan

were overrun and their food supply cut off ( they might have been able to survive on non-biological

energies, but this was not an existence they cared for, and in any case after so much time feeding off

bio-essence it's debatable whether they would have been able to return to feeding from star-life ).

The answer was simple: they would wait it out. The plague would burn through the galaxy for

now, but once the galaxy had been laid bare the plague would subside and in due course new life would

arise out of the wasteland, all without their intervention. They would go into stasis on worlds that had

been purged of all life, so there would be nothing that could provide a gateway to the warp, nor evolve

into such. Then, when millions of years had passed and the plague, and they themselves, were but a

distant memory, they would emerge to harvest the unsuspecting galaxy once again. Years spent in

death-like slumber held no fear for beings whose very existence was a living-death, and such a vast

stretch of time was not nearly so vast for beings as ancient as they. This was a practical and efficient

solution; they needed to spend no more of their strength fighting this war - a war they had already won

(the unspoken part of this reasoning was that they had expended far too much already).

So began the preparations for hibernation. And, at this moment, Szarek, last ruler of the

Necrontyr, foremost Lord of the Necron armies, made his strike against the C'tan. He had nurtured his

hatred for them in secret through all the years since his transformation, keeping it buried while they

fought the war against the hated Old Ones, keeping it safe for the time when he would no longer need

his gods. Now, weakened by the war against the Old Ones, starved by the plague sweeping the galaxy,

and having eaten many of their own brethren, as the C'tan prepared to go into stasis they were

vulnerable. And unfortunately for them, the C'tan had allowed the Necrontyr to conduct their study of

them a little too thoroughly. Szarek and the few Necron Lords who followed him turned their weapons,

which the C'tan themselves had given the power to distort the very fabric of the universe, against their

masters.

This did not kill them, for once again their sheer scale proved too great a challenge for any

weaponry. But the C'tan are not like corporeal beings, and although they could not be killed, they were

capable of being... reduced. Cut a worm in half, and you get two worms. Focus a star-destroying weapon

on the delicate magnetic skeins of the Star Gods, and you tear great sections of them away - which in

turn become their own entities, fragments of the larger whole. These were the Shards, splinters of the

god-beings.

You will never know the unimaginable rage of the C'tan as their servants turned on them. Beings

that had passed through slaughter on the sanity-breaking scale of the War in Heaven with only slight

injuries, laughed off everything the Old Ones could bring against them (albeit often from a safe distance),

now found themselves crippled and maimed by their own slaves. Only a minority of the Necron host

revolted; perhaps as much as half, at most. The others remained loyal, maybe out of devotion to their

divine protectors, maybe because their will had diminished beyond hope of recovery. Although the C'tan

were grievously injured, Szarek had failed to free his people.

At least, not all of them. Szarek still had his own forces, however, though now they would have

to face the retribution of their gods. But it never came - the C'tan were now too weak, and had to go into



stasis immediately or risk expending too much energy to ever awaken. This reprieve even allowed Szarek

to capture many of the Shards; had he not, they would have sought to return to their former selves and

once again re-integrate themselves into the whole. Knowing that control of these Shards presented their

best hope for fighting the C'tan, instead of trying to find a way to destroy them completely Szarek's

faction instead managed to bind them in their service. It was a risk, for if the C'tan managed to reabsorb

their Shards they would be able to restore much of their former power, but so far the only thing that had

proved to be truly effective at killing the C'tan was other C'tan.

Szarek took his people into stasis too, to escape the wrath of any of the C'tan's loyalists that

remained awake and to avoid losing precious resources to attacks from warp-spawn. Also, the failure of

the Red Harvest which had forced the C'tan into dormancy would have the same effect on the Shards if

Szarek did not take his forces into hibernation as well.

The tomb-worlds of the Necrons slumbered, and as they had predicted, the warp-plague

eventually burnt itself out. In time, new empires arose in the galaxy, from races which had finally learned

to control their psychic abilities. The Eldar, who had been devastated by the collapse of the Old Ones and

the possession-pandemics, eventually built themselves into a vibrant and dynamic civilisation (which fell,

eventually, but that is another story). They never truly regained what had been forfeited with the death

of the Old Ones, but a certain amount of what was lost was recovered. The webway, for example, was

re-discovered and repaired, and although the warp would never again be a safe as it had been in the

time of the Old Ones the Eldar still accomplished many great feats of psychic engineering. Even at their

height, however, they did not attempt to destroy the sleeping Necrons, for fear of awakening an ancient

horror beyond anything they could face. They exercised their vengeance whenever they found the few

damaged ships and outposts that had been abandoned when the Necrons withdrew, but they never

dared assault a tomb world. The memory of the War in Heaven still lurked in their collective psyche.

The Orks, who had never had much use for civilisation in the first place, recovered quickly after

the fall of the Old Ones, and while it's debatable whether this is a good thing, it's hard not to admire

their tenacity and sheer bloody-mindedness.

Still the Necrons slept, and new races who evolved after their withdrawal came onto the galactic

stage. Humans, primarily, who rose to power in the galaxy with startling speed, only to fall, then rise

again. The Tau, too, are starting to make their presence felt in their small realm. And Tyranids, although

they could be  more ancient than anything of our own galaxy for all anyone knows, have only recently

(by Necron standards at least) started arriving  from out of endless void. Once again, the galaxy is

teeming with life.

In anticipation of this harvest, the Necrons are beginning to stir. Aeons of sleep have not been

kind to them; they were weakened when they went into stasis, and even with the Necrons' facility for

self-repair they are decaying and half-starved. But now they are awakening, this will soon be rectified.

The C'tan will take their armies, and begin the harvest anew while they search for their missing Shards.

The rebel Necrons will attempt to prevent their former gods from regaining the Shards and restoring

themselves, and instead try to use the Shards to kill their oppressors once and for all. No doubt they will

purge as much life as they can in order to spoil the harvest and weaken the C'tan.



It will be a bleak time for life in the galaxy when the Necrons return. Caught between the hunger

of the C'tan and their lifeless former servants, perhaps our best hope for survival is that the warring

factions will destroy each other, for even within each opposing faction there are divisions. The C'tan

have never been the most cooperative of creatures, and each of the rebels Lords commands his army as

the he once did his semi-independent noble House. At the beginning, at least, the Necrons will likely be

mostly concerned with each other. However, even as an afterthought the destruction wrought on the

living will be terrible, and eventually one faction will emerge victorious.

If the tale of the Necrons has taught us anything, it is to not be optimistic.


