
Cellweirwyr waited patiently in the landing bay as the ship descended. He had a small contingent of 
Milwyr Cwyn alongside him, and all were dressed in leathers.  Merrill took his customary place at the 
left. Although small for a Primarch, Cellweirwyr still had to crane his neck to look the man in the eye.

“Aren't we a little...underdressed for such an occasion?” Mused the Equerry. “It's not every day the 
Warmaster decides to come see us in our own vessel.”

Merrill frowned. Well, his frown deepened. “If the man wants pomp, I know of several-”

He cut himself off as the ramp descended. Out marched a full complement of Hektor's elite, followed 
by the Warmaster himself, with Uriel moving slightly behind and to his right. All of the Iron Rangers 
present saluted the Warmaster, and he returned the signal. He was magnificent, his bearing regal, in 
ornately wrought Terminator Armor. Uriel came behind, smiling amiably at the assembled warriors, 
greeting each one in turn, wearing stately and expensive, if relaxed, attire.

Slowly and determinedly, Hektor approached Merrill. “Is this the honor you bestow upon your 
Warmaster? A puny representative of savages in leather cloth? Who do you think you are to summon so 
meekly a formation like this for me?”

“As I was telling my Equerry a second ago, if you were looking for pomp and circumstance, you could 
go see Cromwell. I'm sure he'd love to throw a good dog and pony show in your honor.”

The two stared each other in the eye as the mood surrounding them turned dour. The Astartes started to 
shrink slightly, unsure for the first time in decades. Even Uriel looked a bit worried. But the two 
brothers laughed heartily and embraced. “Careful, brother, you smile much more and it might become a 
habit.”

Merrill quickly recovered his normal, irritated expression as the party began to move from the bay. 
They began to talk, not as Warmaster and Primarch, but as two brothers who had spent years apart.

As they walked down the corridors of the Emperor's Shadow, Uriel used the opportunity to go to the 
Equerry. “It's been a long time, Cell. It's good to see you again.”

The Marine looked up at Uriel and smiled, “Indeed, your presence has been missed on this ship. But 
don't worry, our marksmanship has improved.”

Uriel chuckled quietly, “It's good to see you haven't changed much. Your wit is still as fast and sharp as 
always. Only slightly losing to a three-legged tortoise. Rogerius, tell me, where are we going?”

Rogerius turned back, interrupting his discussion with Hektor. “To The Forest. The only place in any of 
these blasted ships where we can get some peace and quiet.” He beckoned one of his servants, dressed 
in leathers similar to his soldiers. “Would any of you care for refreshments? And I hope you brought 
your Regicide board, I've gotten better.”

“How could I possibly leave without it? I so rarely get to play with my brothers, I would never miss an 
opportunity to beat one of you at another game.”

Rogerius smiled, “Well, at least Father made you the best at SOMETHING.” The three chuckled as 
they strode down the hallway, exchanging news, telling tales, and acting much as brothers do.



The Forest was exactly as it sounded. It was an artificial forest. It was the only place of exuberance on 
the ship, and some considered it as much so as the most outlandish gilded palace. The trees were, in 
fact, living trees. The Mechanicum had discovered some method of growing them around the support 
pillars, and integrating various control panels into their trunks. The floor was soil and grass, with odd 
bushes and a healthy coating of foliage. It was tranquil. The only way one could tell they were still 
inside a spaceship was the faint, acrid smell of oils and grease and fuel through the thick, earthy 
aromas. There was a clearing in the middle, set with several large wooden chairs, carved into 
stupendous tree stumps, with a table set in the middle. Merrill sat in one of these, slowly puffing at an 
ancient and decorated pipe, a present from his father. He stared intensely at a Regicide board, only a 
few pieces moved. Across him sat Uriel, contentedly studying his opponent. Hektor stood to the side, 
amiably discussing various issues with the new Administratum, and the problems he had encountered 
with the new corps of Remembrancers.

“I just never let them on the ship,” stated Merrill, inhaling deeply. “When they asked permission to 
board, I just sent them to my Army units. Let them deal with the pests. But, I did leave strict 
instructions as to whom they were allowed to see.”

“I can't just turn them away like that, though,” sighed Hektor. “One of the problems of being the 
Warmaster. You can't simply turn down edicts like that.”

“Oh, yes, tell us more of the woes of being the second most powerful being in the galaxy...”

“Would you like the job, Rogerius?

“Holy Terra on fire with hoses full of prometheus, no! I don't even want to be offered the job. Could 
you imagine Father's reaction when I would turn it down?”

“It was worse than you can imagine. Trust me on that.”

Merrill stopped and looked at Hektor, seeming suddenly more tired and haggard than he remembered 
him. It was as though, for a second, the larger-than-life Primarch had been replaced by a man beaten 
and worn from fighting a battle he didn't fully understand. He blinked and it was gone. “So, how about 
you, Uriel, how do you deal with them?”

Uriel smiled, “I gave them full access to the ship.”

Both of the Primarchs stared. He spread his hands open, “It shows I have nothing to hide. Besides, you 
don't  think I'd put any of my plans or intelligence anyplace obvious like the ship, do you?” He tapped 
his head. “It's all up here.” Sure, they'll hear a sentence or two here or there, but without the context, it's 
nothing. And it's still your move, Rogerius.”

He sighed, slowly moving forward, and hesitantly moving a sentry. Uriel quickly moved another piece. 
“Your move.”

Merrill studied the board a moment. He took a sip of his beverage. And, just as slowly, began to move 
another piece. “Something tells me you didn't come all this way to chew some fat and enjoy my forest.” 
He moved a basilisk.



“Straight to the point as always,” Stated Hektor as Uriel moved another piece. Merrill moved to the 
board again. “We believe Father might not be as fit to rule as we thought.” Merrill hesitated over a 
raptor.

Uriel jumped in. “What Hektor means to say is- do you think what we're doing is truly right?”

“How could it not be?” Merrill moved another sentry instead.

“Think about it,” Stated Hektor.

“I know you've noticed an increase in the savagery of your Marines,” stated Uriel. “Something's wrong. 
Terribly wrong with all of this.” He quickly moved another piece. “We've noticed. It's not just you. The 
troops are getting more and more barbaric and restless across the galaxy. It has been noticed that your 
reports are increasingly coming from Cell as you spend more time here, in seclusion, even from your 
own troops.” Merrill slowly moved another piece. “I think we might be doing a good thing, we're 
uniting humanity, but we're losing something in the process. Something of ourselves.” Uriel quickly 
responded and waved his hand, signaling Merrill's turn.

Merrill moved, a little more assured of his actions, taking one of Uriel's raptors. “There is some truth in 
this, but it's something that could probably be solved by giving the men someplace to relax for a short 
time.”

Uriel quickly moved one of his pieces. Hektor spoke up, “How much time have you spent in here, 
Rogerius? Days at a time? Weeks? We've heard that you don't sleep in your quarters anymore.  You're a 
Primarch. If something is bothering you to the point that YOU cannot refresh yourself in here for a few 
days, what makes you think your men can shrug it off as easily?”

Merrill moved forward, taking another one of Uriel's pieces, a basilisk this time. “True. Maybe we 
should put the Crusade on hold for a while. Help get the planets we've conquered into proper, running 
condition. We could use the time to calm the men down, figure out what's bothering them, and fix the 
issue before continuing again.”

Uriel moved another piece. Merrill took another. Uriel moved again, “Rogerius, tell me about the last 
planet you brought into the fold?”

Merrill took yet another piece.”Beautiful planet. Lush meadows, thick forests, oceans as wide as you 
could see. They didn't even argue, they were so thankful that the Long Night was over. Home-Terra-had 
come to them. What are you playing at, Uriel?”

Uriel moved again. “What was your recommendation?”

Merrill moved. “That the planet be used as a Garden Planet. Or at least an Agri-World.”

Uriel responded in kind. “And what happened?”

“The mechanicum discovered vast mineral deposits across the continents. It was stripped bare and 
converted into a Mining World.” He took another piece of Uriel's, slumping into his chair a little more.



Uriel nodded, relaxing his posture some. He made another move. “That's such a shame. But progress 
waits for no man, they say.” He sighed. “Well, maybe the next one will turn out better. But I have my 
doubts.”

“And what makes you say that?” Merrill asked, taking yet another piece.

“Simple.” Stated Hektor. “This is the twelfth planet that you have asked for similar accommodations. 
Of those, how many are still pristine?”

“One.” Said Merrill, with a finality in his voice. “It's still your move.”

“Ah, so it is,” stated Uriel, taking one of Merrill's sentries. “But still, my point stands. Something is 
wrong here, brother. You've felt it, we've felt it, the Marines have felt it, even the regular humans are 
reacting strangely. There is a certain... je ne sais quoi that has gone missing in our species. The more 
we accumulate, the more we modernize, the more we...civilize, the more this thing is missing.”

Merrill moved in on the offending piece. “What you say has a certain...truth...to it. But what would you 
have me do? Take up arms against Father?”

There was a long silence as Uriel moved again. “Yes,” stated Hektor.

Merrill took another of Uriel's pieces. “What you suggest is suicide! We three couldn't do that, no 
matter how we tried! You've seen the Imperial Palace, Terra's defenses! There's no way this could be 
done. If even one person heard this, saw this taking place, we would suffer the same-”

“I wouldn't finish that sentence, brother.” Uriel moved again.

“My point stands. This is an impossible task. It cannot be done.” He moved his yale in to strike.

“There are others,” stated Hektor. “Many of your brothers agree with this. We have friends, powerful 
friends, within the Titan Legions, the Imperial Armies, the Mechanicum itself, who support us. But we 
need you. We need your expertise.”

Uriel cut in. “You fight like you play regicide. Your movements are deliberate and exact. Every move is 
exactly correct. Every piece you take is exactly how it should be done. We need men, we need leaders, 
like this. There's not a single Primarch we can turn to with your skill in the kinds of raids and skirmish 
fighting that would be necessary to open up landing zones for the main forces. Without you, even with 
superior numbers, and wielding all the strength the Empire has to offer, it could take years to take 
Terra. With your teams in the right places, it could take weeks. Please, think about it.”

Merrill got up, turned his back and began to walk away. “Please leave. And speak no more of this 
treachery.”

Uriel gave Hektor an assuring smile, and looked at the board. He moved his remaining basilisk 
forward, and laid Merrill's regent across the board.


