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ATLAS INFERNAL 
An Inquisitor Czevak novel 

By Rob Sanders 
 
 
 
 
Inquisitor Bronislaw Czevak is a hunted man. 
Escaping from the Black Library of the eldar, Czevak steals 
the Atlas Infernal – a living map of the Webway. With this 
fabled artefact and his supreme intellect, Czevak foils the 
predations of the Harlequins sent to apprehend him and 
thwarts his enemies within the Inquisition who want to kill 
him. Czevak’s deadliest foe, however, is Ahriman – arch-
sorcerer of the Thousand Sons. He desires the knowledge 
within the Black Library, knowledge that can exalt him to 
godhood, and is willing to destroy the inquisitor to obtain 
it. 
A desperate chase ensues that will bend the fabric of 
reality, where Czevak’s only hope of survival is to outwit 
the chosen of Tzeentch, Lord of Chaos and Architect of 
Fate. Failure is unconscionable, the very cost to the 
Imperium unimaginable. 
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TORRES	  HAD	  FORGOTTEN	  about	  Guidetti.	  	  
As	   the	  assembly	  swept	   into	  the	  stellagraphium,	   the	  rogue	  trader	  

captain	  came	  to	  regard	  her	  former	  Navigator.	  Rasputus	  Guidetti	  had	  
been	   a	   tall,	   proud,	   alabaster-‐skinned	   charmer	   whose	   family	   had	  
charter	   ties	   with	   the	   Torres-‐Bouchier	   Mercantile	   Sovereignty	   on	  
Zyracuse.	   During	   the	   Malescaythe’s	   extended	   stay	   in	   the	   Eye	   of	  
Terror,	  Guidetti’s	   singular	   talents	  had	  become	  all	   but	   redundant	   –	  
the	   Astronomican	   failing	   to	   penetrate	   the	   deeper	   reaches	   of	   the	  
maelstrom.	  Some	  of	  the	  ship’s	  company	  claimed	  that	  the	  Navigator	  
had	   caught	   a	   variety	   of	   ether-‐fever,	   others	   that	   without	   the	  
Astronomican’s	   constant	   chorus	   of	   angelic	   light,	   Guidetti	   went	  
insane.	   When	   several	   crew	   members	   were	   discovered	   with	   their	  
throats	  torn	  out,	  initial	  suspicion	  had	  fallen	  on	  the	  monster	  Hessian	  
or	   some	   daemon	  world	   stowaway.	   This	  was	   until	   the	   body	   of	   the	  
Malescaythe’s	   chief	   astropath	   was	   found	   on	   the	   lower	   decks	   with	  
Guidetti	  still	  feeding	  on	  her.	  	  
Torres	   had	   been	   tempted	   to	   destroy	   him	   there	   and	   then	   but	  

reasoned	  that	  in	  his	  lucid	  moments,	  the	  Navigator	  and	  his	  extensive	  
knowledge	   of	   the	   segmentum	  might	   still	   be	   useful	   to	   her.	   Instead	  
she	   opted	   to	   imprison	   him	   in	   a	   gibbet	   cage,	   restricting	   his	  
movements	  and	  hang	  him	   in	   the	  corner	  of	   the	  stellagraphium.	  She	  
had	  placed	  him	   there	   for	   two	   reasons:	   firstly,	   as	   the	  Malescaythe’s	  
chart	   room,	   it	   was	   a	   place	   that	   the	   insane	   Guidetti	   felt	   calmest	   –	  
which	   was	   the	   way	   Torres	   preferred	   the	   psychopath;	   secondly,	  
since	   entering	   the	   Eye	   of	   Terror,	   where	   star	   charts	   were	   all	   but	  
useless,	  the	  stellagraphium	  was	  rarely	  used.	  	  
Czevak	   barely	   acknowledged	   the	   scaly	   mutant,	   merely	   ducking	  

beneath	  the	  snatching	  grip	  of	  Guidetti’s	  dirty,	  webbed	  claws	  before	  
walking	  on.	  Captain	  Torres	  placed	  a	  threatening	  hand	  on	  the	  grip	  of	  
her	   laspistol	   and	   held	   it	   there,	   which	   was	   enough	   to	   prompt	   the	  
Navigator	  to	  slink	  back	  into	  his	  cage.	  He	  blinked	  subservience	  from	  
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where	  his	  head	  was	  secured	  in	  an	  iron	  bridle	  and	  restricted	  himself	  
to	  sibilant	  mutterings.	  
Turning,	  Torres	  went	  to	  take	  her	  traditional	  position	  at	  the	  head	  

of	   the	   stellagraphium’s	   great	   table	   but	   found	   that	   Czevak	   had	  
already	  taken	  the	  ornate	  leather	  chair	  for	  himself.	  Casually	  reclined,	  
he	  propped	  his	  boots	  up	  on	  the	  polished	  surface	  of	  the	  great	  table	  –	  
as	  well	  as	  the	  ancient	  vector	  charts,	  celestial	  cartograms	  and	  warp	  
dilation	  tabulata	  that	  had	  been	  the	  captain’s	  inheritance	  along	  with	  
the	  Malescaythe.	   In	   silent	   disgust,	   the	   captain	   took	   an	   alternative	  
seat	   and	   began	   assembling	   the	   delicate	   collection	   of	   scrolls	   and	  
maps.	   Epiphani	   took	   a	   seat	   opposite,	   resplendent	   in	   a	   two-‐piece	  
bedlah	   of	   bronzed	   silks,	   a	   chain	   circlet	   and	   a	   high	   collar	   gown	   of	  
magnificent	   cyclopteryx	   feathers,	   and	   began	   shuffling	   a	   pack	   of	  
psychoactive	  crystal	  wafers.	  	  
Despite	   Klute’s	   own	   youthful	   forays	   into	   spire	   fashions,	   the	  

inquisitor	  had	   initially	   thought	   it	   strange	   that	   the	  blind	  warp-‐seer	  
took	   such	   an	   interest	   in	   clothes	   and	   her	   appearance.	   Her	  mother,	  
Lady	  Casserndra	  Laestrygoni	  had	  been	  a	   spire-‐style	   sensation,	  but	  
Epiphani	  was	  not	  privy	  to	  that	  information.	  She	  saw	  the	  future	  and	  
not	   the	   past.	   The	   inquisitor	   slowly	   came	   to	   understand,	   however,	  
that	   while	   most	   people	   saw	   others	   and	   consulted	   mirrors	   to	   see	  
themselves,	  the	  warp-‐seer	  constantly	  saw	  herself	  through	  the	  eyes	  
of	   another.	   Constantly	   viewing	   herself	   through	   her	   drone’s	   bionic	  
eyes	   had	  made	  her	  more	   self-‐conscious	   –	   and	   fashion	   conscious	   –	  
than	   anyone	   Klute	   had	   ever	  met	   and	   this	   manifested	   itself	   in	   the	  
spectacular	   arrangements	   the	   warp-‐seer	   was	   seen	   wearing	   about	  
the	  rogue	  trader.	  
The	   servo-‐skull,	   Father,	   hovered	   over	   Epiphani’s	   silk	   shoulder,	  

watching	  the	  tarot	  unfold.	  Saul	  Torqhuil	  was	  forced	  to	  stand	  by	  the	  
wall,	   the	   ornate	   furniture	   not	   hoping	   to	   accommodate	   his	   bulk,	  
armour	   and	   servo-‐appendages.	   As	   Klute	   hurried	   in	   past	   the	   two	  
goggled	   Savlar	   Guardsmen	   stationed	   on	   the	   entrance	   arch,	   he	  
positioned	  himself	  at	  the	  other	  end	  of	  the	  table.	  He	  was	  followed	  in	  
by	   a	   servitor	   carrying	   a	   tray	   of	   food	   and	   drink.	   Laying	   a	   dish	   of	  
steaming	   ichthid	   eggs	   and	   black	   bread	   before	   Czevak	   with	   a	  
decanter	  of	  amasec	  and	  a	  glass,	  the	  silent	  servant	  left	  the	  chamber.	  	  
Sitting	  up	  to	  the	  table,	  the	  young-‐looking	  inquisitor	  scooped	  up	  a	  

pronged	   spoon	   before	   shovelling	   the	   food	   down.	   The	   assembly	  
waited,	   fascinated	  by	   the	   spectacle	   of	   the	   clearly	   ravenous	  Czevak	  
wolfing	   down	   such	   luxurious	   fare.	   Still	   chewing	   and	  with	   some	   of	  
the	   tiny	   eggs	   running	   down	   his	   chin,	   the	   inquisitor	   addressed	   the	  
room	  with	  an	  all	  encompassing	  gesture	  of	  his	  spoon.	  
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‘Don’t	   wait	   for	  me,’	   he	   said	   through	   a	  mouthful,	   before	   pouring	  
himself	  a	  generous	  glass	  of	  amasec.	  	  
Torres	   didn’t	   wait,	   she	   launched	   into	   a	   series	   of	   questions	  

directed	   at	   Klute,	   ‘Raimus,	   please.	   What	   is	   going	   on?	   Who	   is	   this	  
man?’	  
Klute	   nodded	   in	   acknowledgement	   that	   the	   captain	   was	  

absolutely	  right	  to	  ask.	  
‘May	  I	  introduce,’	  Klute	  began,	  ‘High	  Inquisitor	  Bronislaw	  Czevak,	  

of	  the	  Ordo	  Xenos.’	  	  
Apart	  from	  Guidetti’s	  gibberings	  and	  the	  snap	  of	  crystal	  wafers	  on	  

the	   smooth	   surface	  of	   the	   table,	   the	   chamber	   fell	   to	   a	  dumbstruck	  
silence.	  
‘This	  isn’t	  Czevak,’	  Torres	  spat.	  ‘Czevak’s	  dead.’	  
‘Well,	  that	  is	  a	  relief,’	  Czevak	  said	  between	  spoonfuls.	  
‘She’s	  correct,’	  Torqhuil	  weighed	  in.	   ‘Even	  those	  that	  believe	  him	  

alive	  say	  that	  the	  eldar	  have	  him.	  Others,	  that	  the	  dark	  sorcerers	  of	  
the	  Thousand	  Sons	  Legion	  made	  him	  their	  plaything.’	  
‘Besides,	  what	  would	  he	  be?’	  the	  rogue	  trader	  captain	  put	  to	  them.	  

‘Four	  hundred	  years	  old?’	  	  
‘Four	   hundred	   and	   thirty-‐three,’	   Czevak	   corrected	   her,	   his	   face	  

hard.	  
‘This	  is	  Bronislaw	  Czevak,’	  Klute	  told	  them	  as	  the	  two	  inquisitors	  

regarded	  each	  other	  along	  the	  length	  of	  the	  table.	  Czevak	  went	  back	  
to	   his	   eggs.	   ‘I	   should	   know;	   before	   achieving	   rank	   in	   the	   ordo,	   I	  
served	   as	   his	   acolyte	   and	   apprentice	   for	   twenty	   of	   those	   four	  
hundred	  and	  thirty-‐three	  years.	  I	  then	  used	  that	  rank,	  influence	  and	  
power	  to	  engage	  the	  three	  of	  you	  in	   locating	  him	  in	  this	  benighted	  
place.’	  	  
‘But…’	  Torres	  murmured,	  her	  mouth	  running	  before	  her	  mind.	  
‘The	   eldar,	   to	   be	   sure,	   are	   a	   long-‐lived	   race,’	   Czevak	   said	   with	  

authority.	   ‘This	   longevity	   is	   only	   partially	   determined	   by	   their	  
biology.	   I	   don’t	   pretend	   to	   fully	   understand	   it,	   but	   the	   trans-‐
dimensional	   travel	   that	   dominates	   their	   faster-‐than-‐light	  
movements	  across	  the	  galaxy	  seems	  to	  have	  a	  regressional	  effect	  on	  
their	  cellular	  senescence.’	  
Torres	  turned	  from	  Czevak	  to	  Klute.	  ‘In	  simple	  language?’	  
‘Increasing	  time	  spent	  on	  the	  webway	  stalls	  and	  then	  reverses	  the	  

ageing	  process.	  And	  not	  just	  for	  the	  alien	  eldar,’	  Torqhuil	  informed	  
her	  with	  professional	   interest.	  Then,	   to	   the	   inquisitor,	   ‘You	  visited	  
the	  fabled	  Black	  Library	  of	  Chaos,	  did	  you	  not?’	  	  
Czevak	   tossed	  his	   spoon	  on	  his	  plate	   and	   then	  went	   to	  work	  on	  

the	  amasec.	  ‘As	  both	  guest	  and	  prisoner.	  I	  don’t	  intend	  to	  return	  as	  
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either.’	  
‘And	  what	   of	   Ahzek	  Ahriman	   and	   his	   Thousand	   Sons?’	   Epiphani	  

put	  to	  the	  High	  Inquisitor,	  her	  voice	  excitable,	  like	  a	  child	  trying	  to	  
be	  noticed	  in	  an	  adult	  conversation.	  Her	  eyes	  never	  left	  the	  wafers	  
of	  the	  Imperial	  Tarot	  and	  their	  Aquilique	  layout.	  	  
Klute	   seemed	   agitated	   at	   the	   mention	   of	   Ahriman	   in	   Czevak’s	  

presence.	  
‘Ahriman	  covets	  the	  Black	  Library	  and	  the	  arcane,	  forbidden	  lore	  

it	   contains,’	   Klute	   enlightened	   her	  with	   gravity.	   ‘His	   search	   for	   its	  
secrets	  is	  galaxy-‐wide	  and	  never	  ending,	  for	  surely	  if	  such	  a	  master	  
of	   the	   dark	   arts	   ever	   gained	   access	   to	   the	   shrine,	   the	   Imperium	  
would	  witness	  the	  birth	  of	  a	  Chaos	  god.’	  	  
‘And	   you	   were	   slave	   to	   this	   accursed	   sorcerer	   for	   how	   long?’	  

Torqhuil	  pressed	  darkly.	  
‘Brother	   Torqhuil,	   that’s	   enough,’	   Klute	   interjected,	   but	   the	  

question	  remained.	  
‘I	   am	  a	  member	  of	   the	  Holy	  Ordos.	   I	   have	   a	   title	   and	   I’ll	   remind	  

you	  to	  use	  it,	  Brother	  Torqhuil,’	  Czevak	  testily	  returned.	  
‘Inquisitor,’	   the	   Space	   Marine	   addressed	   Klute	   –	   laying	   special	  

emphasis	  on	  the	  title.	  ‘Ahriman	  of	  the	  Thousand	  Sons	  is	  peerless	  in	  
the	  arts	  of	  deception,	  and	  cunning.	  How	  can	  you	  be	  sure	  that	  this	  is	  
Czevak	  and	  not	  some	  imposter	  –	  even	  worse,	  how	  do	  you	  know	  that	  
this	   is	   not	   some	   servant	   of	   the	   Ruinous	   Powers	   or	   even	   Ahriman	  
himself?’	  
‘He	  has	  a	  point,’	  Czevak	  agreed	  mordantly.	  	  
Losing	   patience	   with	   the	   hostile	   reception	   and	   Czevak’s	  

antagonism,	   Klute	   said,	   ‘It’s	   crossed	   my	   mind.	   Please,	   friends	   –	  
enough	  of	  these	  inflammatory	  questions.’	  
Now	  it	  was	  Czevak’s	  turn	  to	  lose	  what	  little	  patience	  he	  had.	  ‘I	  am	  

surprised,	  Brother	  Torqhuil	   to	  be	   lectured	   thus	  by	  a	  member	  of	  an	  
Excommunicate	  Chapter.	  A	  Chapter	  whose	  glorious	  history	  ended	  in	  
dishonour,	  a	  Penitent	  Crusade	  abandoned	  and	  vile	  acts	  committed	  in	  
the	  name	  of	  the	  Emperor	  to	  cover	  searching	  out	  artefacts	  and	  using	  
the	  forbidden	  weapons	  of	  Chaos…’	  
‘…	  against	  Chaos!’	  Torqhuil	  rumbled	  with	  conviction.	  	  
‘A	   fool’s	   bargain,’	   Czevak	   said.	   ‘Chaos	   cannot	   be	   turned	   against	  

Chaos,	  proud	  Relictor.	  You	  are	  less	  a	  heretic	  than	  an	  imbecile	  if	  you	  
believe	   that.	   The	   Dark	   Powers	   know	   your	   desire	   to	   use	   their	  
sacrilegious	  tools;	  they	  exploit	  and	  manipulate	  it	  for	  their	  own	  ends	  
–	  even	  in	  the	  loyal	  subjects	  of	  the	  Imperium.’	  
‘As	   Ahriman’s	   slave,	   I	   assume	   you	   would	   have	   learned	   much	   of	  

those	  Dark	  Powers,’	  Torqhuil	  returned	  harshly.	  
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‘I	  learned	  not	  to	  put	  my	  trust	  in	  them.’	  Czevak	  then	  turned	  on	  the	  
rogue	   trader	   captain.	   ‘And	   you,	   captain.	   You	   trade	   in	   corrupt	   and	  
destructive	  wares,	   pilfered	   from	   this	  damned	  place,	   to	   return	   their	  
polluting	   filth	   to	   an	   unwitting	   Imperium	   –	   all	   to	   line	   the	   hold	   and	  
pockets	  of	  your	  precious	  cartel.	  You	  talked	  of	  my	  recklessness	  in	  the	  
hangar;	  consider	  your	  own,	  captain.’	  
Epiphani	  smiled	  at	  the	  High	  Inquisitor.	  She	  already	  knew	  she	  was	  

next.	  ‘Witches	   and	   daemonhosts?’	   Czevak	   spat	   incredulously.	   ‘And	  
you	  sit	  here	  and	  judge	  me.	  Klute?’	  
Klute	  held	  his	  master’s	  gaze.	  
‘We	  are	   in	   the	  Eye	  of	  Terror,’	  Klute	   informed	  him.	   ‘Searching	   for	  

you.	  Only	  now	  do	  these	  people	  learn	  of	  my	  objective.	  You	  might	  want	  
to	  allow	  them	  a	  moment	  to	  adjust.	  God-‐Emperor	  knows,	  I	  instigated	  
the	  endeavour	  and	  I’m	  still	  reeling.	  An	  Inquisitorial	  rosette	  does	  little	  
to	  buy	  you	  allegiance	  in	  this	  lethal	  place	  –	  as	  I’m	  sure	  you	  know,	  my	  
lord.	   These	   people	  work	   for	  me	   and	   for	   themselves.	   They	   all	   have	  
their	   own	   reasons	   for	   being	   here	   –	   as	   they	   must.	   If	   anyone	   had	  
agreed	   to	   travel	   with	   me	   without	   those	   reasons	   I	   would	   have	  
dismissed	  them	  out	  of	  turn	  for	  being	  insane.’	  	  
Czevak	  nodded	  with	  a	  grim	  certitude.	  
‘By	  that	  reasoning,	  you	  yourself	  must	  be	   insane,’	  Czevak	  accused,	  

with	  returning	  lightness.	  
‘Another	  thing	  that	  had	  crossed	  my	  mind,	  my	  lord.’	  
Czevak	  looked	  back	  at	  the	  daggered	  glares	  of	  Torqhuil	  and	  Torres	  

and	  the	  simpleton’s	  smile	  of	  the	  zoned-‐out	  warp-‐seer.	  	  
‘One	  thing	  that	  you	  might	  come	  to	  learn	  about	  me	  –	  if	  you	  live	  that	  

long	  –	  is	  that	  my	  words	  are	  often	  hasty	  and	  choice.	  Raimus	  will	  tell	  
you	   this.	   Think	   not	   on	  what	   I	   have	   said.	   In	   turn,	   if	  my	   time	   in	   the	  
Black	   Library	   taught	  me	   anything	   it	  was	   –	   rather	   controversially	   –	  
that	  Chaos	  is	  already	  very	  much	  part	  of	  us.	  It	  deals	  in	  the	  currency	  of	  
mortal	   souls	   and	   feeds	   off	   states	   and	   emotions	   that	   are	   in	   essence	  
natural.	  Without	  us	   there	  would	  be	  no	  Chaos.	  Good	  and	  evil?	  Right	  
and	  wrong?	  These	  are	  binary	  oppositions	  that	  the	  inhabitants	  of	  this	  
galaxy	  use	  to	  comfort	  and	  define	  themselves.	  I’m	  afraid	  much	  of	  the	  
God-‐Emperor’s	  work	  is	  done	  in	  the	  grey	  area	  in	  between.’	  
There	  were	  nods,	  slow	  and	  unsure,	  from	  about	  the	  room.	  	  
‘Let	   us	   put	   this	   to	   the	   test,’	   Czevak	   decided,	   suddenly	   animated.	  

‘Enough	   of	   the	   past,	   warp-‐seer.	   Leave	   history	   to	   dusty	   books	   on	  
lonely	   shelves.	   It’s	   the	   future	   that	   interests	   me.	   Ask	   no	   more	  
questions.	  Tell,	  instead.’	  
Klute	  gave	  a	  hesitant	  nod.	  Epiphani	  manipulated	   the	  wafers	  with	  

light	  ease,	  all	  fingers,	  thumbs	  and	  edges.	  She	  had	  uncovered	  several	  
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already,	  providing	  context	  for	  the	  reading.	  	  
‘Three,	  High	  Inquisitor,’	  she	  instructed.	  	  
Leaning	   over	   he	   walked	   his	   fingers	   across	   the	   tarot	   spread,	  

touching	   three	   cards	   as	   he	   went.	   Using	   one	   card,	   she	   flipped	   the	  
other	   two	   over.	   The	   gathering,	   including	   the	   caged	   Navigator,	  
watched	  with	  interest.	  
Flicking	   the	   pack	   of	   wafers,	   Epiphani	   laid	   out	   Minor	   Arcana	  

determiners	  aside	  their	  Major	  Arcana	  counterparts.	  
‘“Knave	  of	  Wands”,’	  Epiphani	  began,	  nudging	  the	  first	  card	  of	  the	  

reading,	   ‘and	   “The	   Wanderer”.’	   The	   wafer	   to	   which	   she	   referred	  
showed	   a	   colossal	   space	   hulk,	   vomited	   forth	   from	   the	   warp.	   ‘A	  
visitor,	  unannounced	  –	  bringer	  of	  opportunity	  and	  destruction.’	  	  
‘That	  would	  be	  you,’	  Klute	  said.	  Czevak	  gave	  a	  small	  shake	  of	  his	  

head.	  	  
‘The	  warp-‐seer	  speaks	  of	  the	  future,	  not	  the	  past.’	  
Klute	  returned	  his	  attention	  dourly	  to	  the	  tarot	  spread.	  
‘“Eight	   of	   Swords”,’	   Epiphani	   whispered,	   drawing	   it	   alongside	   a	  

wafer	  bearing	  a	  pale	  saint	  in	  ornate	  golden	  armour.	  The	  wafer	  was	  
upside	  down,	  allowing	  Czevak	  to	  make	  out	  a	  bloody	  tear	  drop	  on	  his	  
breast	   and	   the	   halo	   above	   his	   head.	   ‘“Sanguinius”,’	   the	   prognostic	  
announced.	  ‘Inversed.	  Sacrifice	  and	  strife	  before	  its	  time.’	  
Between	  the	  two,	  Epiphani	  turned	  the	  wafer	  she	  had	  used	  to	  flip	  

the	  previous	  two,	  laying	  it	  down	  with	  the	  final	  determiner.	  ‘“Maiden	  
of	  Spheres”	  and	  the	  “Galactic	  Lens”;	  great	  distance	  and	  little	  time	  –	  
the	  swift	  movement	  of	  events	  that	  are	  to	  come	  to	  pass.’	  	  
Epiphani	   let	   the	   reading	   hang	   in	   the	   silence,	   her	   audience	  

wrangling	  with	  the	  possibilities	  the	  Imperial	  Tarot	  had	  touted.	  
‘Interesting,’	  Klute	  said,	  breaking	   their	   thoughts.	   ‘Could	   the	  High	  

Inquisitor	  and	  I	  have	  the	  room?’	  	  
‘Raimus,	   there’s	   still	   much	   to	   discuss,’	   Captain	   Torres	   insisted.	  

‘The	   warp	   gate	   cannot	   remain	   on	   the	   Malescaythe.	   It	   poses	   a	  
constant	  danger	  to	  the	  ship	  and	  our	  lives.’	  
‘The	  Lost	  Fornical	  of	  Urien-‐Myrdyss	   is	  an	  operational	  artefact	  of	  

incalculable	   power	   and	   opportunity,’	   Brother	   Torqhuil	   reminded	  
her.	  ‘We	  have	  barely	  begun	  to	  understand	  its	  full	  potential.’	  
‘I	  don’t	  care	  about	  its	  xenoarcheological	  significance.’	  
‘It’s	  priceless.’	  
‘So	  are	  my	  ship	  and	  my	  life.’	  	  
‘The	  portal	   is	   sealed,	   for	   now.	  The	   gateway	   is	   dormant.	  Nothing	  

more	  can	  pass	  through,’	  Czevak	  more	  informed	  than	  assured	  her.	  	  
‘And	   what	   about	   Hessian?’	   The	   rogue	   trader	   captain	   was	   not	  

asking	  after	  the	  daemonhost’s	  wellbeing.	  
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‘Secured	  in	  the	  chapel,’	  Epiphani	  told	  her,	  standing	  and	  gathering	  
up	   her	   wafers.	   From	   Father	   came	   a	   succession	   of	   clicks	   and	  
scratches	   as	   the	   vellum	   spool	   suspended	   where	   the	   servo-‐skull’s	  
jaw	   should	   have	   been	   began	   to	   unscroll.	   Epiphani	   tore	   off	   the	  
enscribed	   length	   and	   handed	   it	   to	   Klute.	   ‘The	   wards	   and	  
circumscriptions	  you	  asked	  for.’	  
As	   the	   Relictors	   Space	  Marine	   strode	   out	   of	   the	   stellagraphium,	  

followed	   by	   the	   cyclopteryx-‐feathered	   warp-‐seer	   and	   her	   servo-‐
skull,	  Torres	  stared	  hard	  at	  Klute.	  
‘All	  this,	  for	  one	  man?’	  
‘Yes.’	  	  
The	  rogue	  trader	  captain	  went	  to	   leave	  the	  chart	  chamber.	  Klute	  

called	  after	  her.	  ‘Reinette.’	  
‘Inquisitor?’	  
‘Plot	   a	   course	   for	   Cadia.	   You’ll	   need	  Epiphani.	   Get	   us	   out	   of	   this	  

hell	  hole.’	  
‘With	   pleasure,’	   she	   answered	   coldly	   before	   closing	   the	  

stellagraphium	  door.	  	  
A	  long	  silence	  passed	  between	  the	  two	  inquisitors.	  
‘I	   was	   hoping	   for	   the	   Golden	   Throne,’	   Klute	   admitted.	   ‘A	   wafer	  

that	  signified	  safety,	  security	  or	  at	  least	  a	  return	  to	  normality.’	  
Czevak	  held	  his	  former	  interrogator’s	  gaze,	  the	  glimmer	  of	  a	  smile	  

appearing	  on	  his	  lips.	  
‘The	  Golden	  Throne	  means	  none	  of	  those	  things,	  my	  friend.’	  	  
Klute	  couldn’t	  find	  it	  in	  himself	  to	  match	  Czevak’s	  smile	  with	  one	  

of	  his	  own.	  
‘I	   don’t	   care	   what	   the	   cards	   say.	   Come	   back	   with	   me,	   my	   lord.	  

Return	  to	  the	  Imperium.	  To	  the	  ordo.	  Leave	  this	  terrible	  place	  with	  
its	  corrupting	  and	  alien	  influence.’	  
‘I	  won’t	  go	  back	  to	  Cadia.	  Or	  to	  Our	  Lady	  of	  Sorrows	  or	  Nemesis	  

Tessera,’	  Czevak	  told	  Klute	   in	  syllables	  of	  stone.	   ‘A	  cell,	  an	  eternity	  
of	   questions	   and	   a	   heretic’s	   death	  wait	   for	  me	   there,	   and	   it	  waits	  
there	  for	  you	  too,	  my	  friend.	  And	  if	  it	  isn’t	  the	  Puritans,	  it	  would	  be	  
the	  cultists.	  Ahriman	  has	  eyes	  and	  ears	  everywhere.	  Your	  precious	  
Imperium	   is	   rotting	   from	   the	   inside	   out.	  My	   freedom	  must	   be	  my	  
own.	  I	  cannot	  put	  it	  in	  the	  hands	  of	  others	  –	  not	  again.’	  	  
‘My	   lord,’	   Klute	   begged,	   his	   head	   bowed,	   recalling	   events	   from	  

their	   past.	   ‘Please	   forgive	   me.	   If	   I’d	   remained	   by	   your	   side,	  
perhaps…’	  
‘Raimus,	  you	  can’t	  blame	  yourself	  for…’	  
‘I	  do.’	  
‘Then	  you’re	  a	  fool.	  If	  you	  had	  been	  by	  my	  side,	  then	  you	  would	  be	  
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dead	  right	  now,	  instead	  of	  sitting	  opposite	  me	  debating	  the	  fact.’	  
‘I	   have	   long	   tried	   to	   imagine	   the	   trials	   you	   endured	   at	   the	   dark	  

hands	  of	   that	  abominate	   sorcerer,’	  Klute	  went	  on	  with	   feeling,	  but	  
Czevak	  cut	  him	  dead.	  
‘Don’t,’	  the	  High	  Inquisitor	  said	  –	  his	  words	  once	  again	  laced	  with	  

hard	  edges.	  ‘You	  couldn’t.	  But	  I	  don’t	  blame	  you	  for	  the	  actions	  of	  a	  
warp-‐souled	  heretic.’	  
Silence	  passed	  between	  them.	  
‘He’ll	   never	   stop,	  will	   he?’	   Klute	   admitted	   to	   the	  High	   Inquisitor	  

and	  himself.	  
‘And	  that,	  my	  friend,	  is	  why	  I	  must	  stop	  him	  –	  by	  any	  means	  at	  my	  

disposal.	  He	  wants	  the	  Black	  Library	  and	  its	  secrets.	  He	  knows	  I	  am	  
a	  key	  to	  those	  secrets.	  He	  must	  be	  stopped.	  I	  must	  stop	  him.’	  
‘There	  must	  be	  another	  way,’	  Klute	  insisted.	  ‘With	  the	  knowledge	  

you	  carry	  we	  could	  unite	   the	  ordos	  behind	  a	  single	  cause	  and	   the	  
Imperium	  behind	  them.	  Launch	  a	  White	  Crusade,	  if	  you	  would,	  and	  
take	  the	  battle	  to	  this	  horrific	  place	  and	  its	  denizens.’	  
‘Romantic.’	  
‘Better	   than	  running	  and	  hiding	   from	  shadows,’	  Klute	  shot	  back	  

cuttingly.	  
‘Touché,’	   Czevak	   said.	   ‘I	   may	   be	   running	   but	   I’m	   not	   hiding.	   I	  

asked	  you	  not	  to	  imagine	  what	  I	  suffered	  at	  Ahriman’s	  hands,	  but	  if	  
you	  did,	  even	  for	  an	  agonising	  second,	  then	  you	  would	  know	  what	  I	  
had	   to	   give	   him.	   A	   thousand	   facts	   from	   a	   thousand	   pages	   of	   the	  
Black	   Library	   of	   Chaos	   –	   just	   to	   keep	   the	   location	   of	   its	   hallowed	  
doors	   from	   the	   bastard.	   Every	   life	   Ahriman	   takes	   with	   those	  
secrets	  burns	  my	  soul.	  The	  least	  I	  can	  do	  –	  the	  very	  least	  –	  is	  try	  to	  
undo	  some	  of	  that	  damage.	  Get	  ahead	  of	  him,	  destroy	  the	  artefacts	  
he	  seeks	  and	  turn	  his	  ambitions	  to	  dust.’	  
‘You	  are	  but	  one	  man,	  my	  lord.’	  
Czevak	  bit	  at	  his	   lip	  before	  nodding	  slowly	   to	  himself.	  Reaching	  

down	  into	  the	  seemingly	  bottomless	  depths	  of	  his	  outlandish	  coat,	  
the	  inquisitor	  extracted	  a	  bulky	  tome	  and	  laid	  it	  on	  the	  table	  before	  
him.	  Its	  gilded	  covers	  were	  crafted	  from	  a	  burnished,	  golden	  metal	  
that	   had	   a	   sheen	   like	   nothing	  Klute	   had	   ever	   seen.	   A	   set	   of	   three	  
robust	   clasps	   held	   the	   volume	   closed	   and	   the	   spine	   housed	   an	  
intricate	  and	  ancient	  mechanism	  that	  sighed	  rhythmically,	  like	  the	  
beating	  of	  a	  mechanical	  heart.	  Placing	  his	  fingertips	  on	  its	  aureate,	  
ornamental	  surface,	  Czevak	  slid	   the	   tome	  down	  the	   table	   towards	  
his	  former	  acolyte.	  	  
Klute	  stopped	  it	  and	  was	  immediately	  surprised	  at	  how	  light	  the	  

object	  was	  –	  bearing	  in	  mind	  how	  much	  metal	  covered	  its	  surface.	  
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The	   crafting	   and	   gilded	   depictions	   on	   the	   cover	   looked	   both	  
ancient	  and	  Imperial	  and	  its	  title	  was	  rendered	  in	  High	  Gothic.	  
‘The	  Atlas	  Infernal,’	  Klute	  translated	  in	  a	  whisper.	   ‘You	  stole	  this	  

from	  the	  eldar?’	  
‘Liberated	  it	  –	  from	  the	  Black	  Library	  of	  Chaos.’	  
Klute’s	   face	   creased	   with	   disapproval.	   Czevak	   continued	  

defensively.	  ‘It’s	  obviously	  Imperial.	  I	  stole	  back	  an	  artefact	  that	  was	  
already	  stolen.’	  
Klute	   returned	   his	   attention	   to	   the	   magnificent	   tome.	   Carefully	  

unclasping	   the	   covers,	  he	  opened	   the	  volume.	  Almost	   immediately	  
Klute’s	   face	   changed.	   A	   feeling	   of	   distaste	   and	   discomfort	  washed	  
over	  the	  inquisitor.	   It	  was	  difficult	  to	   look	  directly	  at	  the	  Atlas	  and	  
instead	  he	  looked	  up	  at	  Czevak.	  
‘Is	   it	   corrupted?’	  Klute	   asked	   fearfully,	  wondering	   if	   Czevak	  was	  

showing	  him	  some	  cursed	  or	  possessed	  object.	  
‘Quite	   the	   opposite,’	   Czevak	   reassured	   him.	   ‘My	   researches	   into	  

this	   object	   are	   limited	   –	   I	   was	   too	   busy	   trying	   to	   steal	   it.	   I	   have	  
theories	  though.’	  	  
As	   the	  High	   Inquisitor	  spoke,	  Klute	   forced	  himself	   to	   look	   inside	  

the	  Atlas	  Infernal.	  He	  was	  surprised	  to	  find	  an	  absence	  of	  paper.	  In	  
its	  stead	  were	  a	  stacked	  panel	  of	  lightweight	  golden	  frames,	  all	  built	  
into	   the	   spine,	   that	   sat	   like	   pages	   between	   the	   Atlas	   Infernal’s	  
covers.	   Each	   page	   contained	   a	   piece	   of	   ancient	   flesh,	   stretched	   to	  
transparency	   across	   the	   frame	   so	   that	   its	   labyrinthine	   network	   of	  
veins,	  arteries	  and	  capillaries	  were	  visible	  at	   its	  surface.	  Klute	  was	  
amazed	  to	  see	  that	  actual	  blood	  circulated	  through	  the	  tiny	  system,	  
fed	  oxygen	  by	  the	  clockwork	  pump	  in	  the	  spine.	  	  
‘Before	  the	  Horus	  Heresy,	  ancient	  texts	  in	  the	  Black	  Library	  tell	  of	  

the	   Emperor’s	   efforts	   to	   create	   a	   human	   section	   of	   the	   webway,	  
connecting	   Terra	   to	   the	   rest	   of	   the	   galaxy	   through	   the	   eldar’s	  
labyrinthine	   network	   of	   trans-‐dimensional	   tunnels.	   Through	   the	  
webway	  and	  without	  the	  danger,	  uncertainty	  and	  inconvenience	  of	  
warp	   travel,	   the	   Imperium’s	   conquest	   of	   the	   galaxy	   would	   be	  
complete.	  That	  was	  what	  we	  can	  assume	  the	  Emperor’s	  intention	  to	  
be,	   anyhow.	   Events	   leading	   up	   to	   the	   Heresy	   made	   this	   project	  
impossible	   to	   pursue	   and	   the	   human	   section	   of	   the	   webway	   –	  
sustained	  by	  the	  Emperor’s	  divine	  power	  –	  collapsed.’	  
‘This	  is	  a	  map	  of	  the	  eldar	  webway?’	  Klute	  marvelled.	  ‘But	  created	  

by	  whom?’	  
‘That,	  I	  don’t	  know,’	  Czevak	  admitted	  with	  not	  a	  little	  vexation	  on	  

his	  young	  face.	  ‘There	  is,	  however,	  some	  compelling	  evidence	  in	  the	  
text	  itself.’	  	  
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‘It’s	   amazing,’	   Klute	   managed	   as	   he	   thumbed	   through	   the	   flesh	  
pages.	  Scribbled	  over	  each	  were	  annotations	  –	  light	  scars	  originally	  
sliced	  into	  the	  flesh	  with	  a	  crystal-‐tip	  quill.	  	  
‘The	   casket-‐covers	   of	   the	   tome	   are	  made	   of	   a	   lightweight	  metal	  

that	  I	  have	  	  yet	  to	  identify.	  It	   is	  incredibly	  resilient	  –	  leading	  me	  to	  
believe	  that	  it	  was	  originally	  armour.	  Amongst	  the	  filigree	  and	  detail	  
I	   found	   markings	   remarkably	   like	   those	   honouring	   the	   Terran	  
Unification	  Wars.’	  
‘That	   doesn’t	   answer	   my	   question.	   It	   just	   generates	   more	  

questions.’	  
‘The	  guardians	  of	  the	  Imperial	  Palace	  and	  personal	  bodyguards	  of	  

the	   Emperor	   himself	   would	   have	   worn	   such	   markings	   on	   their	  
armour	   previous	   to	   the	   Heresy.	   They	   would	   undoubtedly	   have	  
provided	   security	   for	   a	   project	   as	   ambitious	   as	   building	   a	   human	  
section	  of	  the	  webway.	  The	  Magos	  Ethericus	  and	  Artisans	  Empyr	  of	  
the	   Adeptus	   Mechanicus	   are	   probably	   responsible	   for	   its	  
construction	   –	   although	   I	   doubt	   the	   Priesthood	   of	   Mars	   has	   seen	  
anything	  of	  this	  kind	  for	  thousands	  of	  years.’	  
‘And	   the	   flesh?’	   Klute	   interrupted,	   clearly	   unsettled.	   ‘What	  

unfortunate	   sacrificed	   themselves	   to	   become	   part	   of	   such	   a	  
treasure?’	  
‘The	   Mechanicus	   and	   Adeptus	   Custodes	   would	   have	   required	  

psychic	   protection	   on	   the	   human	   section	   of	   the	   webway	   and	   the	  
militant	  arm	  of	  the	  Adeptus	  Astra	  Telepathica	  would	  have	  been	  the	  
ideal	   choice	   to	   deliver	   it.	   The	   Sisters	   of	   Silence	   were	   exclusively	  
recruited	  from	  Untouchable	  stock.	  This	  is	  the	  flesh	  of	  such	  a	  Sister,	  a	  
Pariah,	  your	  reaction	  upon	  opening	  the	  Atlas	  testifies	  to	  that	  –	  and	  
you	  and	   I	   aren’t	   even	  psykers.	  The	  blacksoul	  blood	   that	   still	   flows	  
through	   these	   vessels	   floods	   veins,	   arteries	   and	   capillaries	   in	  
representation	   of	   the	   webway’s	   labyrinthine	   pathways	   –	   as	   the	  
nullified	   pathways	   of	   the	   webway	   weave	   through	   the	   immaterial	  
plane.’	  
‘Incredible,’	  Klute	  mumbled	  in	  wonder.	  
‘I	   can	   only	   imagine	   that	   this	   text	   was	   a	   macabre,	   if	   inventive,	  

attempt	   to	   catalogue	   the	   wanderings	   of	   the	   unfortunate	   army	   of	  
Adeptus	   Custodes,	   Sisters	   of	   Silence	   and	   Adeptus	   Mechanicus	  
working	   on	   and	   securing	   the	   human	   section	   of	   the	   webway	   after	  
their	  gateway	  to	  Terra	  collapsed.’	  
‘An	  incredible	  story,’	  Klute	  agreed.	  
‘Yes,’	   Czevak	   nodded	  with	   regret.	   ‘And	   that	   alone	   infuriates	  me.	  

Who	  beyond	  the	  God-‐Emperor	  himself	  could	  corroborate	  even	  half	  
of	  it?’	  
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