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			The Imperial Fists have defended the Imperium since the days of the Great Crusade. They stood with the Emperor at the Siege of Terra, and have continued his life’s work in the centuries since. They are indefatigable defenders of Mankind, and the foremost guardians of Terra itself.

			For the Imperial Fists, the Great Crusade never ended, it merely changed form. Where other forces of the Imperium seek to preserve Mankind’s dwindling holdings, the sons of Dorn blaze a trail of reconquest through the galaxy, bringing back into the fold worlds separated by Warp storms or xenos expansion. This implacable determination has not been without its price. The Imperial Fists have many times had to rebuild from the barest numbers in order that their mission may continue. Nevertheless, their sacrifice of blood and bone is gladly given, for such is their calling.

			THE SENTINELS OF TERRA

			The Sentinels of Terra are the Imperial Fists’ celebrated 3rd Company, a brotherhood of heroes who have forged many legends in their Emperor’s service. Yet one campaign stands apart from the Sentinels’ other achievements, a chain of desperate battles that saw a wounded company restored to greatness, and one of the Chapter’s most honoured heroes absolved from the sin of pride. That campaign was the Crusade of Thunder, and its glorious account can be found within these pages.

			HOW THIS CODEX SUPPLEMENT WORKS

			Codex: Space Marines contains everything you need to field a force of Space Marines in your games of Warhammer 40,000, but this volume allows you to tailor that force into Captain Lysander’s Crusade of Thunder. It tells the heroic deeds of the 3rd Company, from the moment Lysander takes command to the present day. You’ll also find a showcase of beautifully painted Space Marine miniatures. Finally, this book includes new missions, both to recreate the famous battles fought by the Sentinels of Terra, and to reflect their favourite tactics, as well as new rules to use in games of Planetstrike and Cities of Death. 

			WARHAMMER 40,000

			If you are reading this codex supplement, then you have already taken your first steps into the Warhammer 40,000 hobby. The Warhammer 40,000 rulebook contains all the rules you need to fight battles with your Citadel miniatures, and every army has its own codex that acts as a definitive guide to collecting and unleashing it upon the tabletop battlefields of the Warhammer 40,000 universe. This codex supplement allows you to turn your collection of Space Marines into a formidable crusade, battling for the Imperium’s future. 
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			The Imperial Fists were the most stalwart of the Space Marine Legions during the Horus Heresy, and their legend has grown with every passing century. Such heroism has always claimed its blood-price, but this is a burden the Imperial Fists bear with fortitude, for they know that their Primarch, Rogal Dorn, would have expected nothing less.

			The Imperial Fists were the Emperor’s praetorians throughout the Great Crusade, a duty they discharged with honour on worlds beyond count. Now, at the close of the 41st Millennium, the Legion is long gone, but the Chapter that bears its name maintains the duties and traditions of old. At the end of the Scouring, the Imperial Fists observed what they as saw the rest of the Imperium giving up on the Emperor’s dream of a united Mankind, and swore that they would continue the fight – alone if necessary. Thus, the Great Crusade never finished for the Imperial Fists. Whilst other Space Marine Chapters, and the Imperium at large, have focussed their efforts on preserving what remains, the Imperial Fists continue to campaign across the galaxy, prosecuting war against the enemies of Mankind and reclaiming worlds lost many thousands of years ago.

			

			‘For others, the Great Crusade ended long ago. For us, it will not cease until all the worlds of Mankind are united once more, and the Emperor’s golden age returns.’

			- Captain Darnath Lysander

			

			Yet though they are called to make war across the five segmentums of the galaxy, the Imperial Fists are the Defenders of Terra still. Their fortress monastery – the vast warship known as Phalanx – holds station within the Sol System, and it is said the Chapter maintains a sequence of coded alert signals that allow them to withdraw from other battlezones with astonishing speed should Terra become threatened, just as they did once before.

			It is commonly held that the Imperial Fists’ finest hour came during the siege of the Emperor’s Palace – a fortress that their Primarch, Rogal Dorn, had been pivotal in creating. The truth, however, is that the Imperial Fists have many times been vital to the Imperium’s survival, though it is a point of honour amongst the sons of Dorn that such things are spoken of only out of need. Whilst the Chapter has never been afflicted with the same clandestine secrecy that is endemic to the Dark Angels, neither do they approve of the braggartism that permeates Chapters such as the Space Wolves. As individuals, and as a Chapter, the Imperial Fists seek their purpose in the performance of great deeds, not the recounting of the same. As a result, those who encounter the sons of Dorn are often left with the impression of sombre and cheerless warriors. Those that know them better – such as the Blood Angels – recognise the passion that all Imperial Fists keep under tight rein through adherence to protocol. This continual mortification is necessary, for pride has ever been the Imperial Fists’ greatest weakness.

			Pride is a powerful force. It can spur a warrior on to great deeds even whilst those around lose all hope. It dredges fresh strength from the most debilitating of fugues, and brings forth the flame of victory from the embers of despair. Yet pride is a sword that cuts both ways, as the Chapter has too often found to its cost. Phalanx’s librarius contains many tales of Imperial Fists who have died needlessly, driven to fight on when their Chapter and the Imperium both would have been better served by shamed, but living, warriors. Squads, companies – and if rumour speaks truly, a yet greater tithe of the Chapter’s strength – have perished in this manner at one time or another. Such losses would have destroyed any other Chapter, but not the Imperial Fists, who maintain a recruit reserve far deeper than any other Chapter, in order that whole companies can be reconstituted at incredible speed when needed. It is a note of pride to all who serve aboard Phalanx that so long as one battle-brother yet stands to hold the Chapter banner high, then the sons of Dorn will never be truly defeated.

			In an attempt to counteract these character failings, the Chaplains of the Imperial Fists preach credos intended to instil a more measured approach to war. Any defeat can be reversed, the Chapter’s neophytes are taught, provided that there are warriors yet alive to see the matter done. Thus do the reclusiam teach, but at heart they know those words are just balms to soothe the incurable. Stubbornness is as much a part of the Imperial Fists as their Primarch’s gene-seed, and it is a rare battle-brother who can resist its lure forever.

			For an Imperial Fist, then, every battle is a test of will as much as anything else. Those who master their pride are able to embrace the strength it offers, but also have the wisdom to know when it tempts foolishness. Such Space Marines become heroes, but they can never truly escape the hubris of their blood. This certitude has been proven again and again in the long millennia of the Chapter’s existence, but nowhere does it shine so true as in the Crusade of Thunder, also known in the Imperial Fists Liber Honorus as the 3rd Company’s Triumph.

			THE SENTINELS OF TERRA

			The Imperial Fists 3rd Company – recorded in the Liber Honorus as the ‘Sentinels of Terra’ – have a long and storied history. To recount the roster of its captains is to speak the names of heroes past, warriors whose deeds are known far across the galaxy: Hellico, who held the Gate of Sanctity against the Word Bearer host; Meinhar, who scattered the Orks of Axarus and levelled their fortress; and Demetricos, the liberator of a hundred worlds in the Nebuchadnezzar Sector. The company has a weighty reputation to maintain, but each generation of battle-brothers does so with pride, seeking to honour their forebears whilst forging a legend of their own.
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			In the closing years of the 41st Millennium, there is one battle-brother who embodies the tenacity and determination of the Imperial Fists like no other. That man is Darnath Lysander, and it is impossible to tell of the Crusade of Thunder without recounting his story.

			Lysander was marked for greatness from the very first, for he was recruited on Holy Terra itself. His presence at the Imperium’s heart was the result of a long pilgrimage, started by his parents before his birth. It was a journey that took thirteen years to complete, and took the family through the devastation caused by Waaagh! Grozdakk as well as the tumultuous horror of the Quesarch Heresy. Lysander’s parents perished along the way, murdered for refusing to recant their faith, but the boy survived. Living on his wits and the charity of the Imperial Cult, Lysander fought first to survive, and then to complete his parents’ pilgrimage. Gradually, the tale of the stoic pilgrim boy had grown almost to a legend, doubtless exaggerated by priests furthering their own goals, but by the time he finally arrived on Terra, Lysander was welcomed as a true hero of the faith.

			At that time, Chaplain Shadryss of the Imperial Fists was on Terra. He had heard the tales of the pilgrim boy and found Lysander before the Pillar of Bone. This was known to many as a monument to the Imperial Fists’ courage in the wake of a long-forgotten disaster, but Shadryss knew its secret. The Pillar was the last remnant of the once-great Imperial Fists fortress monastery, destroyed in the Horus Heresy. Shadryss too was on a pilgrimage of sorts, to pay his respects to forebears long dead, and he took Lysander’s presence as a weighty portent. When Shadryss returned to Phalanx once again, he did so with the boy at his side.

			Lysander excelled on the harsh training fields of Juno and Ganymede, progressing through indoctrination and training with a speed seldom before witnessed. Under Shadryss’ tutelage, he learned that the Emperor was not a god, as the Imperial Cult decreed, but a mighty warrior and visionary from whose mortal flesh the Space Marines had sprung. Lysander rejected this at first, for faith had been the only sustenance he had known for much of his young life. However, he soon came to embrace this new truth, realising that it made the Emperor no less a saviour. Like all those who had come before him, Lysander pledged his life to upholding the Emperor’s works, not as the helpless worshipper he had once been, but as a warrior honouring the deeds of an illustrious forefather.

			Years passed, and Lysander passed into Captain Jostin’s 2nd Company, the Swords of Terra, where he quickly rose to the rank of sergeant. Here, to the outrage of his peers, he cast out the dictums of bolter drill honed over many thousands of years. Instead, Lysander trained his battle-brothers in techniques he had learnt from Jonas Makan, the sombre Scout Sergeant who had inducted him into the art of war. When Jostin challenged Lysander about his breach of tradition, he refused to back down, arguing that effectiveness counted for more than blind adherence. However, in the end it was only Shadryss’ intervention that prevented Lysander’s demotion and censure.

			A HERO’S ASCENSION

			It would not be until later that year, during the Battle of Colonial Bridge on Iduno, that Lysander would at last know vindication. There, three Tactical Squads from the 2nd Company held the bridge leading to the governor’s palace against a cultist horde of some three thousand lost souls. Captain Jostin perished in the initial moments of the attack, a lucky autogun shell smashing through his helm’s left eyepiece to bury itself deep in his brain. With Jostin’s death, Lysander took command, directing the survivors in the clockwork volleys first impressed upon him by Sergeant Makan. Unable to make headway through the storm of roaring shells, the cultists fell back in disarray, leaving a bloody rampart of their own dead behind.

			The Battle of Colonial Bridge was the first time that Lysander’s name was recorded in the Chapter’s Liber Honorus, the same techniques that had once threatened to bring him ruin now earning him great honour. The battle also granted Lysander a first glimpse of one of the traitorous Iron Warriors. It had been their heresies that had wrought insurrection on Iduno, and one of their augmented warriors was later discovered amongst the dead. The renegade’s presence was enough to bring the full might of the Imperial Fists down on Iduno, but no further traces of Perturabo’s treacherous sons were found.

			In the wake of Iduno, Lysander earned many more Imperial laurels. He became known as a warrior who could hold any position, no matter how indefensible it might appear to others. Yet he was no stranger to daring assaults, either. Indeed, it was following the capture of the Eldar cruiser Blood of Khaine that he rose to the command of the 2nd Company. When the Imperial Fists deployed to break the three-year Siege of Haddrake Tor, a planet in the merciless grasp of the Iron Warriors Warsmith Shon’tu, it was Lysander who commanded the Drop Pod assault onto the heights. Having secured the high ground, Lysander’s strike force set up teleport homers to summon the Terminators of the 1st Company into the thick of the fighting.

			Alas, the defenders had set a tremor in the Warp, and many of the Terminators materialised over deep chasms, or else in solid rock. Kleitus, Captain of the 1st Company, was one of these, his body reforming around solid stone. Before he died, Kleitus thrust his thunder hammer, the Fist of Dorn, into Lysander’s hands, and bade him seek vengeance through victory. 

			This Lysander did, leading the survivors of the 1st Company alongside his own to shatter the Iron Warriors stronghold. Shon’tu fled from the planet in defeat, but he had left a mystery in his wake. Survivors spoke of how the Warsmith had concerned himself little with the despoliation of their world, and had instead buried himself in a search through its millennia-old archives. Unfortunately, there was no way to know what Shon’tu had been searching for, as he had destroyed the archives before making his escape.

			In the reorganisation that followed Haddrake Tor, Lysander was elevated to the rank of First Captain, Master of the 1st Company, Overseer of the Armoury and Watch Commander of Phalanx. Chaplain Shadryss, now many centuries old, looked upon the path his recruit had walked, and saw his faith had been rewarded. Lysander seemed certain to rise one day to the supreme rank of Chapter Master, and perhaps lead the Imperial Fists into a new and glorious age.

			A PRISONER OF CHAOS

			Then, in the latter years of M40, the Strike Cruiser Shield of Valour was lost to the Warp, taking Lysander and some thirty-five warriors of the 1st Company with it. Initially, the Imperial Fists kept vigil, hoping that the Warp would give up its prize. However, as the centuries passed, no trace was found of either the ship or its passengers. In a sombre ceremony, Lysander’s name was added to the roster of the fallen, and his statue was raised in the Hall of Heroes.

			However, Lysander and his crew were not dead. Buffeted by the tides of the Warp, they were cast forward through time and expelled into realspace within the orbit of Malodrax, an Iron Warriors stronghold on the Eye of Terror’s fringe. Ravaged by the firepower of three orbital fortresses, the Shield of Valour was quickly disabled. The handful of survivors, Lysander amongst them, were then subjected to seemingly endless tortures at the hands of the Iron Warriors. 

			Their leader, the Warsmith Shon’tu, believed himself a reincarnation of the legendary Dark Age warlord who had borne the same name. He had christened Malodrax after his predecessor’s mythical fortress and, as he went about his bloody tortures, Shon’tu recounted ‘his’ past deeds, ever boasting of the horrific legends he would reforge. He spoke endlessly of the spear Hydros, Bringer of the Swarm, and his search to reclaim the leviathan war barque Tamunash, whose weapons laid waste to a thousand worlds.

			That Lysander survived at all is ascribed to a dauntless refusal to accept defeat. Within a month of his capture, though his body was bloodied from the torments inflicted upon him, Lysander broke free of his restraints. Unarmoured, and initially with no weapons but his bare hands, Lysander tore a bloody path through the streets of Malodrax’s planetary capital, stole a shuttle, and escaped with two of his battle-brothers.

			It is difficult to say which emotion ran strongest amongst the Imperial Fists when at last Lysander returned to them – joy that one of their greatest heroes had returned after having been thought lost for nearly a millennium, or fear that his travails had left him tainted. For months, Lysander bore an exhaustive investigation in which every fragment of his being was tested. Though the Chapter’s Apothecaries, Librarians and Chaplains exerted every technique at their command, no trace of corruption – physical, mental or spiritual – could be found. To the deafening cheers of his battle-brothers, the oldest of which had not even been born when the Shield of Valour was lost, Lysander was restored as the 1st Company’s Terminator Captain.

			Within a year of his return, Lysander led an Imperial Fists strikeforce once more. His first order launched an assault that laid waste to Malodrax, repaying in traitor blood the tortures meted out in its dungeons and the lives lost to its masters. Before the dust had settled, Lysander was on the move once again, vowing to scour the Iron Warriors from the galaxy once and for all.
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			Following the scourging of Malodrax, Lysander threw himself into the extermination of the Iron Warriors. Within three years, the captain had masterminded and led the destruction of three other fortress worlds bordering the Eye of Terror, one of which – the Blackstar Redoubt – had ground three separate Cadian assaults into bloody paste across the previous decade.

			In his works, Lysander had the vociferous approval of his Chapter Master, Vladimir Pugh, and a tacit devotion from the rest of his battle-brothers which bordered upon worship. Pugh was, if anything, slightly wary of Lysander, for he feared that the other might attempt to leverage his reputation in an effort to become the next Chapter Master. In another man, Pugh’s concerns might have been the result of ego or pettiness, but such things were entirely alien to his nature. An honest and honourable warrior, even by the exacting standards of the Imperial Fists, Pugh would have readily stood aside for a worthy candidate.

			However, the Chapter Master could not quite allay his concerns about Lysander, with whom he had clashed on several occasions since his return. Pugh found his First Captain a little too stubborn, a little too swift to recount the ways in which his experience exceeded that of his Chapter Master. Even discounting Lysander’s lost millennium in the Warp, he had nearly a century of experience over any living Imperial Fist. Pugh did not wish to fight Lysander’s ascension, which he saw as inevitable. He merely wished to delay that day until Lysander was truly ready for the Chapter’s gilded throne. Pugh had always felt that his own ascension had come too early, that the deaths of one hundred and seventy Imperial Fists in the Boreal Planetstrike could have been avoided, but for his own stubborn refusal to fall back. Pugh had learnt from that disaster, but considered the price of that wisdom too steep.

			For his part, Lysander was still coming to terms with life in a new millennium. Much was the same, for bureaucratic inertia and tradition had made it so, but almost every warrior he had known from before was now dead. Most had perished on the Emperor’s battlefields, bringing his vengeance to the enemies of Mankind, and Chaplain Shadryss had passed on during the Siege of Moros, at last having found a foe canny enough to take his life. Joran Makan, Lysander’s Scout Sergeant during his formative years, was now interred within a Dreadnought’s adamantium sarcophagus, but his mind was so scattered that he no longer recognised his old student.
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			Lord Vladimir Pugh – Master Of the Imperial Fists

			Vladimir Pugh is as meticulous a planner as any Chapter Master in the Imperial Fists’ history. In addition, he is a fine judge of his battle-brothers, and it is said that he can learn more from a single appraising glance than an extensive psychic probe will ever uncover. This peerless judgement has many times ensured that promotion or a strike force command has been granted to the ideal individual, leaving Pugh free to concentrate on the Chapter’s overall strategy.

			Like all Imperial Fists, Vladimir Pugh cleaves tight to tradition, to the teachings of Rogal Dorn and the wisdom of the Codex Astartes. He was once offered a seat upon the Council of the High Lords – perhaps the greatest honour any servant of the Imperium could ever earn whilst still drawing breath. However, Pugh did not believe himself worthy of such an honour, and unhesitatingly refused the position on precisely those grounds.

			Pugh’s faith in his Chapter is absolutely reciprocated by those who serve beneath him. Even the lowliest of recruits knows that the stern patriarch’s actions are completely divorced from personal pride, and wholly in the interest of the Imperium. They also know that Pugh feels each of his Chapter’s losses keenly, and they thus draw resolve from the knowledge that those of their number that die do so with a purpose. However, only a very few know that some of the Chapter Master’s many scars are not wounds earned in battle, but bodily mortifications inflicted by Pugh’s own hand, each one carved in memory of a battle-brother lost under his command.
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			AN OBSESSION WITH VENGEANCE

			Such was Lysander’s unrelenting ferocity in his pursuit of the Iron Warriors that the Imperial Fists often entered battle bereft of their 1st Company, which was all too often hammering yet another renegade fortress to dust many light years distant. Other Chapters – indeed, other Chapter Masters than Vladimir Pugh – might have sought to quell so personal a crusade lest it overtake a Space Marine’s broader and selfless duties. However, the ten thousand year hatred between the Iron Warriors and the Imperial Fists was a powerful force, and Pugh found it fitting that a part of the Chapter’s strength was ever dedicated to repaying the slights of the Iron Cage, and ten thousand other battles. In any event, Pugh could think of no better way to test Lysander’s suitability for a more exalted rank.

			The 1st Company did not always fight alone. As Lysander’s plans grew ever more ambitious, Pugh assigned additional forces to his temporary command. At the Revold Maze, Lysander’s strike force consisted not only of the 1st Company, but also demi-companies from the 2nd and 5th. At the Blackstar Redoubt, Pugh himself accompanied the 3rd and 9th Companies, content to serve as Lysander’s strategic observer, the better to take full measure of his First Captain’s ability. Nevertheless, and despite his intended detachment, Pugh found himself fighting at Lysander’s side in the final assault on the weapon-forges. He saw the Fist of Dorn shatter the vast black gates, and cheered as loud as any of his battle-brothers as Lysander smote the towering Daemon Prince who served as master of the forge. A day later, when Pugh watched from orbit as barrage bombs collapsed the Blackstar Redoubt’s jagged iron spires, he knew that the time had come. Upon the return to Phalanx, Pugh would step down and take a captaincy. The future of the Imperial Fists would lie in Lysander’s hands.

			Then came the attack on Taladorn.
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			The return of Lysander’s strike force to Phalanx should have been a time for sober celebration, but such was not to be. Shortly after the Storm of Wrath had taken formation with the rest of the Imperial Fists fleet, Sergeant Garadon had requested a private audience with Vladimir Pugh, and therein laid bare the story of the 3rd Company’s near-demise.

			Such a meeting was not altogether unusual amongst the Imperial Fists, for the warriors of that Chapter have ever held one another to the highest standards of deportment and discipline. Nevertheless, this was not a step that Garadon took lightly. For a sergeant to seek censure of a captain was unusual enough; to demand it of an honoured hero like Lysander? There would be no good outcome from such a challenge.

			It said much of Garadon’s unease at the situation that he had three times sought Lysander out during the homeward voyage. He had hoped to see some element of contrition from the captain, some sign that the follies of Taladorn would not occur again. On each occasion, Garadon was angrily dismissed, with Lysander threatening to strip the sergeant of his rank if he persisted. Garadon was perceptive enough to recognise that he was not the true target of the captain’s anger, but wise enough to realise that matters had progressed beyond his ability to rectify.

			Pugh was greatly displeased. His ire stemmed not from the sergeant’s candour – indeed, he commended Garadon for speaking on the matter. Nor was the rendition of the Battle of Taladorn entirely new to him. Lysander had already given his own account of the engagement, a report that had been scrupulously honest in every detail from his audacious planetstrike, through to his repeated refusals of assistance. No, what concerned Pugh was the fact that Lysander showed no sign of remorse at the outcome his decisions had led to. The First Captain cared only that the Iron Warriors had been defeated and the world returned to the Imperial fold. Pugh found this attitude dangerous. There had been triumph at Taladorn, true enough, but bought with such needless sacrifice that another dozen such ‘victories’ would see the glorious traditions of the Imperial Fists ended altogether. Too often had the blood of Dorn guided his children down such a path. The Invaders, to name but one of the Imperial Fists’ successors, ever risked annihilation because of their stubborn refusal to back away from the unwinnable. Moreover, Pugh knew that many of the Imperial Fists’ captains looked to Lysander for example, rather than to himself, which could become problematic if the First Captain’s deeds went unchallenged. After several days of silent meditation and with heavy hearts, Pugh convened the Chapter Council to judge Lysander’s conduct.

			Thus did the other eight surviving captains of the Imperial Fists convene in the shadow-shrouded Cloister of Remembrance, to determine if pride – rather than duty – had come to rule Lysander’s actions. This was an old tradition, the captains affirming their obligations beneath the gazes of the honoured dead. Golden statues, each many times the height of a man, stood silent in the tiered alcoves that lay around the chamber’s circular perimeter. The flickering of the lumen in each alcove seeming to make expressions play upon the statues’ faces. Some alcoves were empty, awaiting a battle-brother to prove himself worthy of such remembrance. It had been a thousand years since the last statue was raised, and a millennium more could march by before the honour was again bestowed.

			There were no furnishings in the Cloister of Remembrance; no seats upon which the captains could rest and no council table to pound in support or detraction of a particular course. Each captain took his place at the room’s perimeter, whilst Pugh, as head of the council, stood in the centre, pacing to address each of his brothers as need arose.

			THE HOUR OF JUDGEMENT

			Pugh had ordered Garadon’s presence, and the sergeant now stood in the space set aside for the 3rd Company’s captain. He was soon called upon as a witness to Lysander’s part in his company’s near demise. Garadon addressed the assembly calmly, for his anger had cooled with the passing weeks. Captain Hagan, commander of the 5th Company, was another matter. He had dwelt greatly on events and come to realise that his own company, though scarred during the Taladorn planetstrike, could easily have suffered in the 3rd’s stead. Anger bubbled beneath his otherwise clinical account. Hagan gave projections of what would have happened had Lysander not divided the strike force’s companies, and if he had not begun the planetstrike until the Ultramarines and Blood Angels could have provided support.

			Yet it was Lysander’s own testimony that was most damning in Pugh’s eyes, albeit unintentionally. The First Captain spoke of the Imperial Fists’ tradition of sacrifice, of their duty to crush the works of traitors wherever they took root. There could not be, he maintained, too high a price to pay in pursuit of this cause. The Iron Warriors were the Imperial Fists’ burden to bear, and their honour to defeat. Without looking at Garadon, Lysander scorned the idea that assistance had ever been required, and moreover suggested that the Ultramarines’ arrival had in fact created the distraction which had allowed Warsmith Shon’tu’s escape.

			As Lysander spoke, Pugh marked the approving expressions and nods of affirmation given by fully half of the captains present – as a mere acting-captain, Garadon had no vote upon the council. Lysander’s words and demeanour had spoken to the Imperial Fists’ selfless and self-reliant traditions, and those captains with whom such things resonated strongest were inclined to overlook where that path had led him. Pugh had hoped to salvage some unity from Taladorn by demoting Lysander, making him an example of pride gone awry, the lesson for generations to come. The Chapter Master was certain that the First Captain would have recovered from such a blow, and would have even emerged the stronger for it. Such a thing was impossible now, for with the Chapter Council so evenly divided, an obvious rebuke would create division. On the other hand, to not act would drive a wedge between Lysander and those captains who disapproved of his actions at Taladorn. As Chapter Master, Pugh did not need the consent of his captains to take decisions, but he had long ago learned that leadership was more effective when wielded subtly. Dorn, for all his forthrightness, had understood that concept, and now Pugh resolved to emulate his forefather.
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			PHALANX

			Phalanx is the mobile battle station that serves as both the Imperial Fists’ home world and their foremost warship. In form and scale, it is nearer a planetoid than a conventional vessel; it is a mighty cathedral of war that dwarfs the largest Battle Barge, and wields the firepower of a formidable fleet.

			The secrets of Phalanx’s construction are long forgotten, though it is known that Rogal Dorn brought it into the Emperor’s service at the time of their first meeting, and it has performed proudly ever since. In the days of crusade and heresy, its shadow fell across hundred of worlds, the fury of the Imperial Fists following close behind. Now it circles the Sol System, its orbit synchronous with that of Holy Terra, an ever-vigilant golden sentinel that safeguards the cradle of Mankind as the days grow ever darker.

			Yet the passing millennia have not been kind to Phalanx, and constant vigilance and warfare have taken their inevitable toll. Despite the efforts of the Imperial Fists’ Techmarines, more of the mighty vessel’s systems fail each year, and the skill required to repair them has long passed out of living memory. Where once Phalanx bestrode the stars as a colossus of war, now it departs the Sol System but rarely, its venerable engines coaxed to life in service of great vengeance or dire need. Though Phalanx is but a thin shadow of its former glory, the starship’s might still outshines any other vessel known to mankind, and its name strikes terror into the hearts of the Imperium’s foes. Venerable Phalanx has many more battles yet to fight, and many more blows to strike in the name of Rogal Dorn.
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			LYSANDER’S PENANCE

			Rather than put the matter to a vote, Pugh decreed that Lysander would set aside his duties as First Captain for a time, and take Vogen’s place as commander of the battered 3rd Company. There was rebuke in that course of action, for it was an obvious demotion. However, Pugh pointed out that there was honour as well, and reminded all present that he could think of no one better placed to rebuild the shattered company from its current lamentable state. Lysander’s skill as a drillmaster had not faded since his days as a sergeant, and there would be much work for him in the rebuilt 3rd. It was one thing to draft replacements from the reserve companies to replenish the 3rd’s losses – it was another thing entirely to expect those warriors to act as a single unit from the very start. Pugh furthermore ordered that Sergeant Julan would assume command of the 1st Company until such time as Lysander’s task was complete – though all noted that the Chapter Master set no timescale under which he expected this to be achieved.

			Garadon frowned at his Chapter Master’s words, but said nothing. He had hoped that his temporary command of the 3rd would become permanent, but was incensed that it would pass to the very man responsible for its near-destruction. Even Garadon’s status as sergeant was now in doubt, for he recalled all too well that his last conversation with his new captain had ended with the threat of sanction. For his part, Lysander was careful to maintain an even tone as he accepted his Chapter Master’s judgement. Moreover, he thanked Pugh for the opportunity to forge the 3rd Company in battle against the Iron Warriors as he himself had been forged. Shon’tu, Lysander insisted, would at last be brought to account for his crimes.

			Lysander’s expression stiffened noticeably when Pugh informed him that the 3rd Company would not be assigned to pursue the Iron Warriors. Rather, they would prosecute a new campaign – a Crusade of Thunder – against the Orks of the Magor Rift, whose threat had been growing for several years. Against these foes, the 3rd Company would hone their skills and prove themselves worthy of the traditions they bore. Lysander looked around the cloister for support, but found none. Without a word, he strode from the room and into his new future as captain of the 3rd Company.
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			Battle-brother Abran, 3rd Company,
6th Tactical Squad
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			Campaign badge created to designate the forces assigned to the Crusade of Thunder
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			Shoulder pad designation of 
the 6th Tactical Squad
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			Veteran Sergeant Garadon, 3rd Company, 
1st Tactical Squad. The black helmet denotes that Garadon is a ‘Sternhelm’ – a  veteran sergeant.
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			The company banner of the Sentinels of Terra, the Banner of Staganda was fashioned to commemorate their hard-won victory over an Ork despot in M34.
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			GLORIOUS REDEMPTION

			Despite their undoubted valour at the Siege of the Emperor’s Palace, the Imperial Fists share a collective burden of failure. Those who survived the assault on Horus’ Battle Barge – Dorn most of all – cursed themselves for not being fast enough or strong enough to intercede in time to save the Emperor. It can be argued that this sense of guilt is as responsible for the Chapter’s legendary stubbornness as much as any quirk of gene-seed. Glorious Redemption is named for this trait; not for the Imperial Fists’ desire to atone for their failure on Terra, but to commemorate the death of Rogal Dorn, who perished outnumbered and alone upon the bridge of the Chaos cruiser, Sword of Sacrilege. Whilst the Primarch’s passing is a matter of mourning for all who bear his heraldry, the fact that he did so in the face of such enormous odds, and in the defence of otherwise doomed worlds, provokes naught but the deepest respect. Glorious Redemption is a daily reminder that Rogal Dorn found peace where only a Space Marine can: fighting for Mankind’s survival.
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