
  
    
      
    
  


		
			
				[image: ]
			

		

	
		
			Contents

			Cover 

			The Fields of Abundance – Extract

			A Black Library Publication

			eBook license

		

	
		
			The Fields of Abundance

			David Annandale

			The scythe came down on Iaspis. Its defenders had expected it, but they had not, Typhon thought, anticipated its reality. No world could prepare for the Death Guard. 

			Iaspis had believed itself ready. It had known the XIV Legion were heading its way. Resource-rich, loyal to the False Emperor, on the direct path of Mortarion’s sweep through the galaxy, it had foreseen invasion and planned to withstand it. The world had possessed good defences: strings of gun platforms in orbit, strong walls around its major cities and an army of millions, though it was not quite strategically important enough to rate any protection from the loyalist Legions. 

			Against the Death Guard, those defences were meaningless. The Terminus Est had swept the gun platforms from the heavens, sending them planetward as a hail of flaming wreckage. The fire that streaked the Iaspan skies served as the opening fanfare of the war, the announcement of the destruction to come. Dark contrails followed the fire, as the vessel unleashed a great rain of drop pods and transports. 

			Then the reaping of the scythe had truly begun.

			A week after Typhon’s battleship entered the Iaspis System, the planet’s agony had entered its terminal phase. Impressive as Iaspis’ industrial base was, it had not diminished the gleam of the city spires or the limpid clarity of its atmosphere. Massive, sustained, widespread rad and chem bombardments changed that. The world’s forests burned, and so did its seas, awash with uncontrolled promethium spills. Ash and smoke turned the skies black, and the air roiled, thick with poison. 

			Amidst a storm where the wind blew hard, cutting through an oily-brown miasma, Typhon led the attack on the capital city of Polita. Basilisk artillery barrages had thrown down the walls and phalanxes of Death Guard legionaries fanned out along the main boulevards, supported by Spartan Land Raiders and rumbling tank formations. Typhon had no intention of capturing the city. He had come to flatten it.

			Flatten. Raze. Erase. Those were the orders from Mortarion, and the First Captain had passed them on to his Great Company. The civilisation of Iaspis would cease to be, another blight of loyalism extinguished. The Death Guard would scrape the resources the fleet needed from the planet, and leave a blackened cinder behind, useless to any force that might have otherwise thought to reclaim it. 

			Flatten. Raze. Erase.

			Yes, the process was well underway. Typhon would see to it that what had been here before his arrival would be gone forever.

			And yet…

			He could not ignore the inner voices that told him there was more, that the possibilities presented to him were deeper and more complex, much richer than simple annihilation.

			He experienced that richness now. The squads he led were moving through an industrial sector where it bordered a residential zone. Iaspan defenders retreated before them but kept up a steady hail of defensive fire. Lightly armoured conscripts in the uncounted thousands supported divisions of the Solar Auxilia, grim figures in their dark carapaces. Their greater protection and fierce determination did little to stop the wave of Death Guard, their volleys simply increasing the damage dealt to the buildings around them. Typhon marched with flames on either side, roaring high and spreading. The manufactory was on the top of a squat plateau, and as he strode forward, hand flamer incinerating the slow and the foolhardy, he recognised the structures to the right as the high, column-like pumps of a waste reclamation plant.

			He ordered a tank salvo, and a few moments later shells slammed into the plant. The pumps collapsed, felled giants dropping into their funeral pyres. The walls of the huge containment pond shattered.

			Typhon hurried forward to the edge of the plateau to observe the effect of his work. A massive wave of dark, foetid water thundered down the slope. It drowned enemy troops and tumbled armoured groundcars and tanks. It hit the bottom of the plateau and rushed, five metres high, into the residential sector. The impact of the wave toppled hab-towers, and the flood reached far into the streets. The stench, thick and cloying, cut through the sting of the smoke. 

			Typhon paused to contemplate the scene. He had created destruction, well and good, and more of Polita had been turned into a ruin. But the flooded ruin was not the same as the burning one. The sector was now unusable, and deadly to those within it. But there would be a slower destruction that followed, a death by degrees, and a suffering multiplied by contagion and infection. With the great wave of waste water, he had ended the identity of the sector as it had been, but something else was beginning. He had done more than scour the terrain. The water, poisoned, filthy, was his tool of creation. Disease would spring from its passing, a great flowering of corrosive life. He was destroying Iaspis, as Mortarion had commanded, but he was also transforming it. The two acts were not incompatible. 

			Not for the first time, he gazed at what he had done, and knew it to be important.

			A few hours later, he saw a different kind of destruction, and the difference prompted him to another kind of action, another kind of transformation. 

			His squads completed their murderous arc of advance, and hooked up with other elements of the Great Company as they mopped up their designated combat zones, completing a phase of the mission that had lasted two days and nights without pause. The enemy forces broken, the rest of Iaspis open to final annihilation, Typhon called a halt for the remainder of the night. The rest would allow his forces to organise the terminal sweeps.

			One of the last squads yet to rejoin the larger formation was that led by Sergeant Nevak. By this time, almost all of Polita was rubble. Nevak laid siege to a psyker quarantine. He and his men took the building apart with brutal, systematic efficiency. Tongues of fire shot out of windows, the flickering sign of the inferno their flamers unleashed in the halls.

			Alone, Typhon watched Nevak’s work from the top of a rubble heap across the way from the quarantine. Within the hour, nothing remained of the austere rockcrete building. Nevak filled its halls with phosphex, incinerated whoever had survived the hissing yellow-green death, and then levelled the structure. 

			Typhon could not fault Nevak’s tactics. The sergeant achieved precisely what had been commanded. He completed his task, leaving nothing alive, nothing standing, and no future for the area he had been assigned.

			The success of his mission was beyond reproach. It was precise. Typhon smiled at the word. It felt right. The scythe of Nevak’s attack shone silver, spotless. It left the ground dead and clean.

			Clean.
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