












	 Home
	 Explore
	 Top Views
	 Popular Tags
	 Upload
	 Login
	
























ZBOOK








































	 Home
	 Explore
	 Top Views
	 Popular Tags
	 Upload
	 Login
	














	Home
	Book 1 – THE SOLAR WAR






















 


Book 1 – THE SOLAR WAR
























1y ago




190 Views




5 Downloads




5.12 MB




335 Pages







Last View : 18d ago




Last Download : 2m ago




Upload by : Samir Mcswain



 Report this link






















 PREVIEW









 Export To


Word


Text


Jpg


Png







 Download PDF









Transcription




Book 1 – THE SOLAR WARBook 2 - THE LOST AND THE DAMNED(Autumn 2019)Book 1 – HORUS RISINGBook 2 – FALSE GODSBook 3 – GALAXY IN FLAMESBook 4 – THE FLIGHT OF THE EISENSTEINBook 5 – FULGRIMBook 6 – DESCENT OF ANGELSBook 7 – LEGIONBook 8 – BATTLE FOR THE ABYSSBook 9 – MECHANICUMBook 10 – TALES OF HERESYBook 11 – FALLEN ANGELSBook 12 – A THOUSAND SONSBook 13 – NEMESISBook 14 – THE FIRST HERETICBook 15 – PROSPERO BURNSBook 16 – AGE OF DARKNESSBook 17 – THE OUTCAST DEAD
Book 18 – DELIVERANCE LOSTBook 19 – KNOW NO FEARBook 20 – THE PRIMARCHSBook 21 – FEAR TO TREADBook 22 – SHADOWS OF TREACHERYBook 23 – ANGEL EXTERMINATUSBook 24 – BETRAYERBook 25 – MARK OF CALTHBook 26 – VULKAN LIVESBook 27 – THE UNREMEMBERED EMPIREBook 28 – SCARSBook 29 – VENGEFUL SPIRITBook 30 – THE DAMNATION OF PYTHOSBook 31 – LEGACIES OF BETRAYALBook 32 – DEATHFIREBook 33 – WAR WITHOUT ENDBook 34 – PHAROSBook 35 – EYE OF TERRABook 36 – THE PATH OF HEAVENBook 37 – THE SILENT WARBook 38 – ANGELS OF CALIBANBook 39 – PRAETORIAN OF DORNBook 40 – CORAXBook 41 – THE MASTER OF MANKINDBook 42 – GARROBook 43 – SHATTERED LEGIONSBook 44 – THE CRIMSON KING
Book 45 – TALLARNBook 46 – RUINSTORMBook 47 – OLD EARTHBook 48 – THE BURDEN OF LOYALTYBook 49 – WOLFSBANEBook 50 – BORN OF FLAMEBook 51 – SLAVES TO DARKNESSBook 52 – HERALDS OF THE SIEGEBook 53 – TITANDEATHBook 54 – THE BURIED DAGGERMore tales from the Horus Heresy.PROMETHEAN SUNAURELIANBROTHERHOOD OF THE STORMTHE CRIMSON FISTCORAX: SOULFORGEPRINCE OF CROWSDEATH AND DEFIANCETALLARN: EXECUTIONERSCORCHED EARTHTHE PURGETHE HONOUREDTHE UNBURDENEDBLADES OF THE TRAITORTALLARN: IRONCLADRAVENLORD
THE SEVENTH SERPENTWOLF KINGCYBERNETICASONS OF THE FORGEMany of these titles are also available as abridged and unabridgedaudiobooks. Order the full range of Horus Heresy novels andaudiobooks from blacklibrary.comAlso availableMACRAGGE’S HONOURDan Abnett and Neil RobertsAudio DramasTHE DARK KING & THE LIGHTNING TOWERRAVEN’S FLIGHTGARRO: OATH OF MOMENTGARRO: LEGION OF ONEBUTCHER’S NAILSGREY ANGELGARRO: BURDEN OF DUTYGARRO: SWORD OF TRUTHTHE SIGILLITEHONOUR TO THE DEADCENSUREWOLF HUNTHUNTER’S MOONTHIEF OF REVELATIONSTEMPLAR
ECHOES OF RUINMASTER OF THE FIRSTTHE LONG NIGHTTHE EAGLE’S TALONIRON CORPSESRAPTORGREY TALONTHE EITHERTHE HEART OF THE PHAROS / CHILDREN OF SICARUSRED-MARKEDECHOES OF IMPERIUMECHOES OF REVELATIONTHE THIRTEENTH WOLFVIRTUES OF THE SONS/SINS OF THE FATHERTHE BINARY SUCCESSIONDARK COMPLIANCEBLACKSHIELDS: THE FALSE WARBLACKSHIELDS: THE RED FIEFHUBRIS OF MONARCHIANIGHTFANEDownload the full range of Horus Heresy audio dramas fromblacklibrary.com
CONTENTSCoverBacklistTitle PageThe Horus Heresy: Siege of TerraDramatis ghteenNineteenTwentyTwenty-OneTwenty-Two
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It is a time of legend.The galaxy is in flames. The Emperor’s glorious vision for humanity isin ruins. His favoured son, Horus, has turned from his father’s lightand embraced Chaos.His armies, the mighty and redoubtable Space Marines, are locked in abrutal civil war. Once, these ultimate warriors fought side by side asbrothers, protecting the galaxy and bringing mankind back into theEmperor’s light. Now they are divided.Some remain loyal to the Emperor, whilst others have sided with theWarmaster. Pre-eminent amongst them, the leaders of their thousandsstrong Legions, are the primarchs. Magnificent, superhuman beings,they are the crowning achievement of the Emperor’s genetic science.Thrust into battle against one another, victory is uncertain for eitherside.Worlds are burning. At Isstvan V, Horus dealt a vicious blow and threeloyal Legions were all but destroyed. War was begun, a conflict thatwill engulf all mankind in fire. Treachery and betrayal have usurpedhonour and nobility. Assassins lurk in every shadow. Armies aregathering. All must choose a side or die.Horus musters his armada, Terra itself the object of his wrath. Seatedupon the Golden Throne, the Emperor waits for his wayward son toreturn. But his true enemy is Chaos, a primordial force that seeks toenslave mankind to its capricious whims.The screams of the innocent, the pleas of the righteous resound to thecruel laughter of Dark Gods. Suffering and damnation await all shouldthe Emperor fail and the war be lost.
The end is here. The skies darken, colossal armies gather.For the fate of the Throneworld, for the fate of mankind itself.The Siege of Terra has begun.
DRAMATIS PERSONAETHE EMPEROR, Master of Mankind, Last and First Lord of the ImperiumThe Traitor PrimarchsHORUS, Warmaster, Primarch of the XVI LegionFULGRIM, ‘The Phoenician’, Primarch of the III LegionPERTURABO, ‘The Lord of Iron’, Primarch of the IV LegionANGRON, ‘The Red Angel’, Primarch of the XII LegionMORTARION, ‘The Lord of Death’, Primarch of the XIV LegionMAGNUS THE RED, Primarch of the XV LegionALPHARIUS, Primarch of the XX LegionThe Loyal PrimarchsJAGHATAI KHAN, ‘The Warhawk of Chogoris’, Primarch of the V LegionROGAL DORN, ‘Praetorian of Terra’, Primarch of the VII LegionSANGUINIUS, ‘The Great Angel’, Primarch of the IX LegionThe High Lords of TerraMALCADOR THE SIGILLITE, Regent of the ImperiumKELSI DEMIDOV, Speaker for the Chartist CaptainsHARR RANTAL, Grand Provost Marshal of the Adeptus ArbitesOSSIAN, Chancellor of the Imperial EstatesSIMEON PENTASIAN, Master of the AdministratumSIDAT YASEEN THARCHER, Chirurgeon-General of the Orders HospitalisNEMO ZHI-MENG, Choirmaster of the Adeptus Astra TelepathicaBOLAM HAARDIKER, Paternoval Envoy of the Navis NobiliteJEMM MARISON, High Lady of the Imperial Chancellory
GENERAL ADREEN , Lord Commander Militant of the Imperial ArmiesCONSTANTIN VALDOR, Captain-General of the Legio CustodesThe Kushtun Naganda, ‘Old Hundred’ Imperial Army RegimentKATSUHIRO, ConscriptRUNNECAN, ConscriptADINAHAV JAINAN, Acting Captain198th Palace Aerial Defence Squadron ‘Bright Hawks’AISHA DAVEINPOR, Squadron MistressYANCY MODIN, Pilot, flight oneDANDAR BEY, Flight Master, flight twoThe VII Legion ‘Imperial Fists’MAXIMUS THANE, Captain, 22nd CompanyThe IX Legion ‘Blood Angels’RALDORON, First Captain, First ChapterAZKAELLON, Captain, Sanguinary GuardThe VIII Legion ‘Night Lords’GENDOR SKRAIVOK, ‘The Painted Count’, Acting Legion CommanderTHANDAMELL, Terror MasterLUCORYPHUS, RaptorThe XII Legion ‘World Eaters’KHÂRN, Captain, Eighth Assault CompanyLOTARA SARRIN, Shipmistress, Legion Flagship, the ConquerorThe XVI Legion ‘Sons of Horus’EZEKYLE ABADDON , First CaptainHORUS AXIMAND , ‘Little Horus’, Captain, Fifth CompanyTORMAGEDDON, Possessed Space Marine
FALKUS KIBRE, ‘Widowmaker’, Captain, Justaerin CohortThe XVII Legion ‘Word Bearers’ZARDU LAYAK, ‘The Crimson Apostle’, Master of the UnspeakingThe XX Legion ‘Alpha Legion’LYDIA MYZMADRA, OperativeASHUL, OperativeThe Dark MechanicumKELBOR-HAL, True Fabricator General of MarsSOTA-NUL, Martian emissary to the Warmaster, Mistress of the Disciples of NulCLAIN PENT, Fifth Disciple of NulThe Adeptus MechanicusZAGREUS KANE, Fabricator General of Mars-in-exileVETHOREL, AmbassadressThe Adeptus TitanicusESHA ANI MOHANA VI, ‘Great Mother’, Legio SolariaThernian 7th, Imperial Army regimentHANIS OFAR, TrooperFENDO, TrooperOthersTHURIA AMUND , In-system traffic controller, Bhab BastionAZMEDI, Beastman
When strikes midnightBombardmentWe will standBhab Bastion, 13th of SecundusOn the thirteenth day of Secundus, the bombardment of Terra began.The enemy aimed the first shell deliberately at the centre of the Inner Palace,the Sanctum Imperialis, the Emperor’s own quarters. It screamed a song of fireas it tore apart the atmosphere over Himalazia, falling through the furious stormof anti-ship cannonades and defence laser beams coming up from the Imperialdefences. The assault on the Warmaster’s fleet was so intense that the shell wentalmost unnoticed. Its flight was short, being cut apart by a net of las-beams assoon as it was detected.But it was seen.The Emperor’s Praetorian watched its brief descent, his stern features unmoved.Two others stood with him, mighty lords of the Imperium both. The Great Angeland the Warhawk saw the momentary flash also.Three armoured giants forged in the fires of yesterday’s knowledge. They werebrothers, after a fashion, born of the same science and the same inhuman genius.The Praetorian’s name was Rogal Dorn. His armour was of gold. His hair wasshocking white. His sculpted face was as severe as any patriarch from mankind’slong history. There was no room for compromise in his expression.Sanguinius, the Angel was named. He was garbed in gold as bright as Dorn’spanoply. His armour covered all his body save his face and his snow-whitewings. He was beautiful, a divine being incarnate pulled down from heaven and
exiled in the soiled world of men. He observed the universe sadly.The Warhawk wore gleaming white. His adopted people called him JaghataiKhan, the first name given for his prowess, the latter because he was their king.He kept the name. Like his brothers he went without his helm. Below a talltopknot his face was proud, wild, always on the verge of a smile, but troubled,like the sky at summer’s end edged with autumn’s clouds. He sought out deathsimply for the joy of laughing at it.‘Midnight, as the old reckoning has it. The symbolic spearcast,’ said the Khan.‘Our brother marks his enmity for us. It is a challenge. A promise of his victory.We did this on Chogoris, when armies met. This shot is meant for the three ofus.’‘Such arrogance,’ said Sanguinius softly.‘Horus was well gifted with confidence. It has grown wayward. He is too sureof himself.’ The Khan shrugged as if Horus’ fall had been an inevitability. Hisglorious armour hissed and sighed. ‘Arrogance is close kin to hubris. He will failbecause of it.’Dorn turned his gaze to the Warmaster’s armada. Not since the PrincipiaImperialis had mustered at the opening of the Great Crusade had such a fleet ofvoid-ships gathered over Terra, and never before had so many come as enemies.Terra’s iron children returned to their origin with murder in their hearts, to spithatred onto the cradle of mankind. And yet, for the moment, they held back,weathering the storm of explosives and violent energies hurled at them from theground.Thousands upon thousands of ships crowded every orbit, so many that theirlights outcompeted the stars and sun and turned night and day into a single,ceaseless murk of red war-glow, strobed with vicious flashes. Void shieldsdeflected the Palace’s attack, spilling unclean colours across the upperatmosphere in such amounts that they encased the planet in vile aurorae.Bells rang from every Palace tower. Sirens wailed. Tocsins clamoured. Gunsrippled out asynchronous drumbeats. The sky crackled and boomed with thedischarge of mighty weaponry. The Palace defences had been firing since themoment the ships came within effective range. The fleet was so densely packedthe defenders could not miss. As the brothers watched, a ship came apart,shedding debris meteors.The enemy’s response was that single shell.‘Why do you wait?’ Dorn said quietly. The ramparts of the Bhab Bastion wereempty except for the three brothers. The question he uttered for the sake of
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speaking, for recently he felt himself falling too often into silence. ‘Come to us.Break yourself upon our walls.’‘He waits no more,’ said Sanguinius. His voice, once melodious, was strained.‘It begins.’ He lifted his hand and pointed.The sky sparkled a billion times as every ship in the fleet spoke together. TheEmperor will fall, the pattern of light seemed to say. We have come to wreakruin.‘Every war I have ever seen has hidden beauty,’ said the Khan. ‘But I have seenfew sights quite so entrancing as this.’‘A fleeting beauty,’ said Dorn. ‘And deadly.’The shells hit the upper atmosphere where they drew flaming lines through thesky.‘All things are fleeting,’ said the Khan. ‘Life is short and full of woe. One mustwring every moment dry, and drink in the experience it has to offer, good orbad.’The space above the Palace was full of the downwards arcs of munitions, andthe straight lines of las-bursts stabbing upwards. The air shook with matterhurtling from the void. Booming reverberations echoed from the peaks of theHimalazian massif, resounding around the whole world, girdling it in sound evenbefore the first shot detonated.‘How can you see the good in this?’ Sanguinius asked the Khan. As he turnedto look to the Warhawk the first shells burst over the Skye orbital plate, the lastof Terra’s artificial satellites. It hung low to the horizon, near the Inner Palace, itswide arrays of grav engines labouring to keep it aloft. The munitions explodedharmlessly, their fury vented into the warp by void shields. The dome of theplate’s protective aegis shone with baleful energies.‘Joy is an act of defiance,’ said the Khan. ‘With joy, we win, even if we lose. Tohave lived well is a victory all its own, for we all die. Death is unimportant to thelaughing warrior. A poet makes tragedy glorious. That is why.’The shells hit the main shields seconds after hitting Skye. The aegis waswrought with ancient knowledge jealously harboured by the priests of Mars. Thevoids comprising the aegis reacted, and roofed the Earth with fire. Storms offlame shot out complex tangles of discharge lightning. The Palace shudderedwith the effort of buried machines as halls of generators fought to hold back thebombardment from the spires of the city. Beyond the aegis’ protection theground bucked. Towers of nuclear fire roared skywards from every horizon.Tremors shook the world. As the first round of shells hit, the fleet’s energy
cannons awoke, hurling shafts of burning light and streams of plasma down, sothat the void shields danced, and the view of the ships was lost.The Emperor’s Praetorian looked into the inferno in the sky. His eyes focusedsomewhere past the fleet, deep into the hidden void, as if he could see beyondthe bounds of the Solar System and the material universe and out into the warp,where the fleets of Roboute Guilliman made all haste to the Throneworld. Hisgauntlets gripped the lip of the parapet tightly.‘We will not fall,’ he said with utmost certainty. ‘We will stand.’Altai Wastes, 13th of SecundusThousands of kilometres away, in a land where cold wind cut over bare peaks,other eyes watched the skies. From Altai, the Palace was a glow reflected fromthe heavens. The curve of Terra hid the Palace and the mountains it usurped, butthe Emperor’s home dominated the globe. One was always certain where it was,no matter how far distant, for in an empire of a million systems, Terra was but asmall place.Horus’ fleet swam above the city shine, like sparks over distant forest fires. Tothe watchers on the mountainside the first shell fell obviously down the sky in abright tear-track streak. In the long slit lens of high-powered magnoculars, itshone even brighter.Myzmadra lowered the magnoculars from her mask lenses. The lenses andmagnoculars worked together to snatch at the light and drag the image so closeto her that she felt she could feel the shell’s re-entry heat. Bringing themagnoculars down ended the illusion, and she shivered with the cold, though shewore a voluminous cloak over her body glove. Puffs of air exhausted of oxygenblew away from her breathing ports in misty curls.‘Is that the signal?’ Ashul didn’t feel the cold like her. He tolerated the highaltitude better too and so wore no mask. His left eye was shut gently, the otherpressed to the scope of his sniper-las, watching the shell as it came apart underthe anti-munitions beams.‘It is as good as any,’ she said. ‘We have to be quick. Altai is a long way fromSouthern Himalazia.’The mountain over the valley had a perfectly squared chunk removed from it.At the bottom of this square the sun could never touch was a mining town builtaround a monorail halt, currently crammed to capacity with people rounded upfor the final conscription.
‘There will be no more trains after this,’ said Ashul.The glaring light cast by the town’s tall lumen pylons picked out everyindividual in the crowd as clearly as rocks in the desert under noonday sun. Heswept his sight over them, idly calculating beam diffraction and the difficultiesof distance kills.‘You can get us in there?’ he asked.‘Do you think I can’t?’ said Myzmadra.Over the Palace, the bombardment began in earnest. The sky flashed, and theearth shook.Ashul shrugged. ‘Our luck has to run out sooner or later.’ Privately, he felt theirluck was exhausted when they’d been sent back to Terra. Not so long ago hemade the mistake of telling Myzmadra this. ‘Our orders keep coming, but theassets dwindle. Now the end.’ He waved to the rising false dawn of thebombardment. ‘This is the last run for us. We’ll get caught, or we’ll die in thecrossfire.’‘Do you care?’ Myzmadra said.Another cynical shrug. ‘I still believe in the Legion, if that’s what you’reasking.’‘It wasn’t.’ Myzmadra divested herself of her kit, all of it – cloak, pouches,weapons, everything she carried. She did so methodically. Only when shestripped off her body glove did she begin to hurry. In the glare leaking from thetown her naked body was cast into a relief as pronounced as the AltaiMountains: peaks of muscle, deep valleys between. Goosebumps formed all overher. Everyone has weaknesses, thought Ashul, being cold was one of hers. Shewas his.‘Do you care about dying?’ she said.He wished she hadn’t put it so baldly.‘I do care. I thought I wouldn’t,’ admitted Ashul. ‘Death in the abstract is afriendlier fellow than death in the flesh, and he’s breathing down my neck rightnow.’She kept her mask on, because anyone who could get a mask like that in theAltai wore one. They were relatively common despite their expense. From abackpack, she pulled out padded utility clothes worn by the workers, and aheavy, waist-length jacket. She shuddered noticeably as she clothed herselfagain. The body glove was a far more efficient form of insulation than theworker’s uniform.‘You’ve become afraid,’ she said.
‘I’m no coward,’ said Ashul. ‘We’re all going to die, one way or another. I’mstill with you. You asked, I said. I don’t want to die, but I will if I have to. I’dprefer it if it made a difference.’‘We’ll make a difference.’‘What are our orders, even?’‘Free rein,’ she said. ‘Havoc. We’ll find something.’‘Will we?’ he asked flatly.Myzmadra gave him a look he had come to know only too well. Her face wasinvisible under the mask, of course, but the look was there, on her face, rightnow. He could tell from the tilt of her head. He could tell from the tone of hervoice.‘You do your job, Ashul.’He got up and dusted his knees off. His rad counter gave out five slow clicks;the mountains were rife with residual radiation from one of Terra’s forgottenwars. He’d read somewhere that the region used to be quite beautiful, a land ofrivers, forests and steppes. He couldn’t believe this freezing desert could be anyother way than what it was today. He couldn’t even imagine it. That was alwayshis problem, he thought, no imagination. That was why he never believed theEmperor.‘I will,’ he said. He dumped his rifle with some regret. It was a good gun.His other possessions – stub pistol, knife, rations and such – were commonenough to pass as the authentic kit of a dirt miner.They wrapped their belongings in plastek before placing them in a cleft in thestone and heaping rocks on top of them. They would not be coming back, andnobody would find the cache, but old habits died hard.‘Alpha to Omega,’ he said.‘Alpha to Omega,’ she responded.They snuck down the mountain. The muster point was simmering with tension.The few officials present struggled to keep order. Everyone was scared. Nobodyon Terra had slept well for months; hellish nightmares tormented all the world.The crowd, heaving with irritation and fear, absorbed Ashul and Myzmadrawithout ever noticing they were there.
End of the lineEternity TerminusThrough the PalaceEternity Terminus, 13th of SecundusBolts rattled in the pitch-dark, startling Katsuhiro from the numb, aimless terrorthat had replaced sleep. The door to the cargo container swung down and out oncreaking hinges, slamming hard onto rockcrete. Light that wasn’t so very brightbut seemed as glaring as a plasma flash flooded the compartment. When his eyesadjusted, lumens grouped in berry bunches on iron vines were the first thingKatsuhiro saw of the Imperial Palace. Beyond the lights was a ceiling ofcoloured glassaic, softly backlit. Everything else was obscured by the throngcrammed into the freight container. Since the very beginning of the sixteen-hourtrip, there had been standing room only. His legs shook with the effort ofremaining still so long. If it weren’t for the bodies rammed in beside him,Katsuhiro would have fallen.Trying to crane his neck to see better invited a sharp spasm of cramp. Hiskitbag pulled at him, sending spiders of pain over his scalp and making hisshoulder ache. The bag had been plucked from a pile of identical bags and slungaround his neck when he boarded. There had been insufficient room for him toadjust it. He blinked and cracked his stiff spine. As if summoned by the pop ofhis bones, the noise outside started abruptly, and overwhelmingly.Whistles blew. Voices bellowed.‘Move, move, move, move, move, move!’The passengers were slow to obey. The groans and mutters of men and women
long confined turned to shouts as burly men reached into the containers andhauled individuals out at random. After hours and hours of the rattling, stiflingquiet of the train, the noise was terrifying. Despite the demands of the marshalsoutside, the conscripts shuffled forwards in the dazed way common to largecrowds. They were hemmed in by the people around them. Progress wastortuous. The light outside remained unreachable. Biting gusts of thin air blastedinto the container, churning up the damp, sweaty fug. There had been nowhere torelieve themselves. Urine stink stung Katsuhiro’s eyes.The threat of a shock maul’s buzz motivated the first row onto the platform, andthe occupants of the container surged. They toppled out, some falling, trampledby those behind. With no more agency than a molecule of water, Katsuhirodrained towards the open ramp. The lights and the beautiful ceiling drew nearerand nearer, then the man in front of Katsuhiro was yanked forwards hard by thebag around his neck, and Katsuhiro went after him, falling into the ImperialPalace and the open gullet of war.Thousands upon thousands of people were spilling from containers clamped toflatbed trucks into a monorail terminus. Katsuhiro could not see far, but thepressure of many people pushed at him from all directions. Voices shouted,wailed, screamed and begged in cacophonous profusion.A marshal half caught Katsuhiro, and a flash of a face behind an armoured visorjoined all the other fragments of sensory information that fought their way intohis mind. Badges of the Adeptus Arbites surmounted with unfamiliar heraldryflashed past and Katsuhiro was shoved into the reeking flow of humanitypouring towards destruction. Bells and sirens sang from every quarter, and fromfar away there came a steady thudding, as insistent and dull as a thousand hearts.He was turned around in the crowd, sucked into eddies in the human river beforebeing shoved back out into swift currents. Men and women of all kinds jostledhim: scribes, old warriors, algae farmers, technicians, rich, poor, young, old.Every hue of skin and eye and hair present upon Terra was there. Every uniformand badge of occupation Katsuhiro had ever seen, and thousands more besides.His head spun with the overload. More details stabbed into his awareness,painful as darts. Decorations on the walls, a noble face captured in a marblerelief. A sign proclaiming his location to be Eternity Terminus, Sub-Platform 998-Epsilon. The expressions of his fellows, two in particular – one blue-eyed andleering, the other brimful of fear – struck him. Hands grabbed at him. He wasfunnelled between a stack of boxes and a gun slapped into his hands. The crushincreased as the crowd slowed unbearably. Elbows played his ribs as if they were
bars on a semandron. The smell was dreadful. The noise was worse. Then hewas out the other side, pushed along with gathering speed. All the people on theplatform had only two things in common: the mass-produced lasguns clasped intheir uncertain hands, and the kitbags slung around each of their necks, draggingthem into hunches. Some struggled, now they were moving, to switch the strapsto their shoulders, but there was as little space on the platform as there had beenon the trains. Katsuhiro saw a man drop his gun. When the man bent to pick itup, the weight of the crowd pushed him down. Katsuhiro did not see him rise.Katsuhiro blundered into a pillar, raising more bruises to add to those healready had. His feet snagged on something soft. He glanced down to see a deadman, blood running from his nose and ears, crushed by the herd. He recoiled,rebounded off a giant stacked with vat-grown muscle, bald, squinting and full ofviolence.‘Watch it,’ the giant growled. Katsuhiro backed away apologetically, and thecrowd caught him again, whirling him away, while from above the rapid, hurriedheartbeats boomed on and on.The platforms opened out and the ceiling sprang away from them, loftedupwards on giant piers of stone and plasteel, the crowd spreading across the vastconcourse sheltered beneath. The panes of coloured glass lost their individualform, merging into a display that stopped the breath in Katsuhiro’s lungs.Captured in glassaic, men and women stood victorious upon a field of battle.Supplicants bowed, defeated, holding out their hands in fealty towards the figuredominating the centre of the piece.‘The Emperor!’ Katsuhiro gasped. So lifelike was the display, so radiant thefigure, that for a second the addled Katsuhiro thought the Master of Mankindwas standing above them in judgement. A triple thump of the ceaseless heartsbroke the spell, stuttering the lumens behind the image and cracking certainpanes to shards. Colourful, razored rain fell that brought blood and screams fromthe crowd.The conscripts slowed again, spread out and dawdled, as a swift river isarrested by a lake. Katsuhiro had a moment to catch his breath. The sheer size ofthe muster was sinking in, and it terrified him. Empty trains were pulling out,fresh ones rolling in. Hot engines and overtaxed rail levitators baked the scent ofmetal into his nostrils.Grille-gates rattled somewhere off to the right. Whistles blew again. A line ofmarshals, or arbitrators, or whoever they were, formed across one side of theplaza. More gently this time, the crowds were directed towards a row of arches
and through the opened gates. Katsuhiro passed through into the terminus’hidden spaces, utilitarian cargo halls of new rockcrete where cranes andconveyor belts sat idle. All were bereft of the usual goods, and full instead withthe chiefest currency of war, that of human bodies. Armies and armies of peopleshuffled within.Issuing from a line of officers at the far side, men pushed their way deep intothe crowds, grabbing people and directing them to groups that grew swiftly.‘You, you, you, you.’ There were no pauses between their words. Gloved handsgrabbed shoulders, hung coloured chits around necks and impelled the dazedpopulace of Terra towards the officers behind them. ‘You, you, you,’ they barkedfrom helm speakers and external voxmitters, the voices roughed to inhumanityas they rounded up the nations of the world, broke them apart and pressed themtowards their deaths. People cried as friends, lovers and families were separated.The officials did not notice nor did they care. ‘You, you, you.’Katsuhiro’s time came soon enough. A leather gauntlet grabbed him, a seconddragged a green plastek chit on a chain over his head, catching his ear painfullyin the process, and shoved him on his way. A small desk greeted him. Numbly,he presented his token to the army officer behind, which earned him anothershove, and so, as aimless as driftwood, Katsuhiro came to a slow, grounded stopwith a hundred others all clutching green plastek and blinking fearfully.‘What do we do?’ said a lean woman, wasted by years of short rations.Thinness was a look common to them all.‘You be quiet,’ shouted a uniformed man with a harried face. ‘And you wait.’The man moved on without paying them any more attention, pushing himselfsideways like a blade through the recruits.‘You there!’ he shouted. ‘You there! Stop–’ and he was gone, his commandsvanishing into the chorus of voices echoing in the cargo hall.Katsuhiro shook. Shock, lack of food, cold and the effort of standing upright forso many hours were each enough alone to upset his humours. Together, theybrought him close to collapse.A warm hand slipped around his side and pulled him close. OrdinarilyKatsuhiro would have recoiled from such unexpected intimacy, but now hewelcomed it.A small, powerfully built man had him. Shorter by a few centimetres thanKatsuhiro, he had to look up to address him. He was filthy, and stank of oil andstale clothes, but his smile was genuine.‘It is cold, isn’t it?’ he said. ‘Enough to knock you down if you aren’t used to it.
Winter at the top of the world!’Katsuhiro frowned at him, growing embarrassed by the embrace. Being soclose to someone else bothered him. It was not the done thing in his subculture.Needing the support shamed him more.‘Yes,’ he managed. ‘Thank you. Please, let me go. I am fine now.’‘You sure?’ The man released him anyway. The man’s left hand grasped thestraps of his kitbag and rifle, both slung neatly over his right shoulder. He heldout his dirty righ
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Nonprofit Self-Assessment Checklist 


May 02, 2018 · D. Program Evaluation ͟The organization has provided a description of the framework for how each program will be evaluated. The framework should include all the elements below: ͟The evaluation methods are cost-effective for the organization ͟Quantitative and qualitative data is being collected (at Basics tier, data collection must have begun)
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Name of thé élément in thé language and script of thé ... - UNESCO 


Silat is a combative art of self-defense and survival rooted from Matay archipelago. It was traced at thé early of Langkasuka Kingdom (2nd century CE) till thé reign of Melaka (Malaysia) Sultanate era (13th century). Silat has now evolved to become part of social culture and tradition with thé appearance of a fine physical and spiritual .
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[Kl - Mauritius 


On an exceptional basis, Member States may request UNESCO to provide thé candidates with access to thé platform so they can complète thé form by themselves. Thèse requests must be addressed to esd rize unesco. or by 15 A ril 2021 UNESCO will provide thé nomineewith accessto thé platform via their émail address.
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Employee Benefits Event - Schneider Downs Tax Services 


̶The leading indicator of employee engagement is based on the quality of the relationship between employee and supervisor Empower your managers! ̶Help them understand the impact on the organization ̶Share important changes, plan options, tasks, and deadlines ̶Provide key messages and talking points ̶Prepare them to answer employee questions
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Study Investigating thè Effect of E- Service Quality on Customer's ... 


Dr. Sunita Bharatwal** Dr. Pawan Garga*** Abstract Customer satisfaction is derived from thè functionalities and values, a product or Service can provide. The current study aims to segregate thè dimensions of ordine Service quality and gather insights on its impact on web shopping. The trends of purchases have
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Kinh Giải Thâm Mật HT. Thích Trí Quang dịch giải 


Chính Văn.- Còn đức Thế tôn thì tuệ giác cực kỳ trong sạch 8: hiện hành bất nhị 9, đạt đến vô tướng 10, đứng vào chỗ đứng của các đức Thế tôn 11, thể hiện tính bình đẳng của các Ngài, đến chỗ không còn chướng ngại 12, giáo pháp không thể khuynh đảo, tâm thức không bị cản trở, cái được
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OCT 0 5 2010 


Solar Milellennium, Solar I 500 I CEC/BLM LLC Trough 3 I Ridgecrest Solar Power Project BLM 250 CEC/BLM 'C·' ' Solar 250 CEO NextEra I Trough -----Abengoa Solar, Inc. I Solar I 250 I CEC Trough -I, II, IV, VIII BLM lvanpah SEGS Solar I 400 I CECJBLM Towe'r ico Solar (Solar 1) BLM Solar I 
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Solar Energy: A Short History 


Mohave/Harper Lake Solar Abengoa Solar Inc, LADWP San Bernardino County 250 MW Solar Trough Project Genesis NextEra Energy Riverside County 250 MW Solar Trough Beacon Solar Energy Project Beacon Solar LLC Kern County 250 MW Solar Trough Solar Millennium Ridgecrest Solar Millenn
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Calling FoxPro COM objects from ASP Revisited

ASP.NET MVC 4.0 IIS and ASP.NET Enabled on your machine (see top part here) Creating your first COM component for ASP.NET The first step is to create a COM object in Visual FoxPro and expose it as an MTDLL (multi-threaded STA) component. Although not really multi-threaded, STA allows COM to operate
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New Readers in the Nineteenth Century: Women, Children .

The Female Reader: Occupying a Space of her Own Women formed a large and increasing part of the new novel-reading . public. The traditional discrepancy between male and female literacy rates was narrowed, and finally eliminated by the end of the nineteenth ; century. The gap had always been the widest at the lowest end of the social scale. In Lyons at the end of the eighteenth century, day .
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Semester III C308: CORPORATE ACCOUNTING I Course Outcomes

2.3 Gresham’s Law 2.4 Money and near money 2.5 Role of money in Capitalist, Socialist and mixed Economy 3. Money Supply and Banks (14) 3.1 Narrow and broad definition of money 3.2 Alternative measures of money supply in India and their components 3.3 Concept of High Powered Money 3.4 Definition of Bank – Functions of bank 3.5 Multiple credit creation by bank and limitations to it. 4 .
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Evidence from NHS Improvement on clinical staff shortages

6 1. Background The NHS as a whole directly employs over 640,000 people in the professionally qualified clinical workforce, including 110,000 doctors and over 315,000 nurses.5 Spending on total workforce represents an estimated 70% of a typical hospital’s6 costs, with much of this spent on the clinical workforce.7 The right workforce is crucial to ensuring the quality of care that hospitals .
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Crafting Business Architecture: the Antecedents of .

business model stakeholders and the resources they deploy. Although it has been emerging since the mid-1970s, a commonly accepted, uniﬁed science of design does not yet exist (Simon, 1996). Therefore, in our conceptual theory development, we draw on ideas from various design ﬁelds (e.g., architecture, Antecedents of Business Model Design
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B. Sc. Part - I:- CHEMISTRY (HONOURS

Chemistry of the following metals: (a) Li, Be, Ra (b) Sn, Pb. 4. Chemistry of halogens with reference of extraction, oxidation states and halides. GROUP-C: MISCELLANEOUS TOPICS 1. (a) Molecular Symmetry: An Introduction: Symmetry elements and symmetry operations, centre of symmetry, axis of symmetry and plane of symmetry (definitions). (b) Elementary Magnetochemistry: Types of magnetic .
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Flow Chemistry Publications - Vapourtec

2School of Chemistry, University of Leeds, Woodhouse Lane, Leeds LS2 9JT, UK 3Department of Chemistry, University of Bath, Claverton Down, Bath BA2 7AY, UK 4CMAC Future Manufacturing Hub, University of Bath, Claverton Down, Bath BA2 7AY, UK 5Diamond Light Source, Harwell Campus, Didcot, Oxfordshire OX11 0DE, UK
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Child Development The Early Years Overview

4.2 Active Learning Children learn best through physical and mental challenges. Active learning involves other people, objects, ideas and events that engage and involve children for sustained periods. 4.3 Creativity and Critical Thinking When children have opportunities to play with ideas in different situations and with a variety of resources, they discover connections and come to new and .
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Historical Overview of Climate Change Science

As climate science and the Earth’s climate have continued to evolve over recent decades, increasing evidence of anthropogenic inﬂ uences on climate change has been found. Correspondingly, the IPCC has made increasingly more deﬁ nitive statements about human impacts on climate. Debate has stimulated a wide variety of climate change research.
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Cyware for Enterprise

operationalize threat intelligence and make sense of a deluge of threat alerts. Security operations are siloed, skewed, and asymmetric, rendering incident response incomplete and ine ective. Enterprises need to move away from a reactive approach to a more proactive, collaborative, and intelligence-driven security strategy.
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Dynamic Energy Optimization with Revit and Insight 360

Commercial Design using Revit 2017, Residential Design using Revit 2017, Residential Design using AutoCAD 2017, Commercial Design using AutoCAD 2013, Chapters in . as the simulation itself is actually run in the Cloud using Autodesk’s GBS engine. However, subscription is becoming the norm with Autodesk’s new sales model.
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Doing and Talking Mathematics: A Teacher’s Guide to .

mathematics.” (Hiebert et al, 1997, p. 6) More than ever before, mathematics instruction is focused on helping students reason together, guiding students to discover patterns, make sense of mathematical concepts, and make connections between prior knowledge and new learning.




2y ago




28 Views






















VOCATIONAL INSTRUCTOR, CULINARY ARTS, CORRECTIONAL .

VOCATIONAL INSTRUCTOR, CULINARY ARTS, CF - QUALIFICATIONS ASSESSMENT PAGE 2 All applicants must complete and submit the following examination materials: Examination Application (STD. 678) Qualifications Assessment By mail to: Department of Corrections and Rehabilitation Office of Workforce Planning P.O. Box 942883
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Elementary Science Science

Core Curriculum a student-centered, problem-solving approach to intermediate science. The following is an expanded version of the skills found in Standards 1, 2, 6, and 7 of the Learning Standards for Mathematics, Science, and Technology.




2y ago




28 Views






















Developmental Biology BIO 313 Term 2, 2017 COURSE SCHEDULE

Developmental biology is in the midst of a revolution. The subject matter is vast and complex, and factual knowledge in the discipline is increasing at breakneck speed. The problem for an undergraduate course is deciding what material to include and where to place the critical emphasis without overwhelming students.
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