Guardians of Western Ulthuan



	Character
	Name
	Translation
	Region
	Type
	Atks
	Hits
	Save
	Cmd
	Size
	Pts
	Common Magic Items

	General
	Fëanor Urulókëndil
	“Spirit of fire”, (Fire) Dragonfriend
	Eataine
	Gen
	2
	0
	0
	10
	1
	155
	Orb of Majesty

	  Giant Eagle
	Artauruvoitëoro
	Father from Fiery Peak
	
	MM
	2
	0
	0
	0
	0
	
	

	Wizard
	úrintelperion Vaulingolëtano
	“Blazing hot starlight”, Vaul's mage (deep lore) smith
	Eataine
	Wiz
	0
	0
	0
	8
	1
	85
	Ring of Magic

	Wizard
	Fanyarëistar Rámalókëormë
	Skymage (Winged) Dragonhaste
	Caledor
	Wiz
	0
	0
	0
	8
	1
	85
	Scroll of Dispelling or Staff of Spell Binding

	Wizard
	Tyelcaistar Súrërussë
	Swift (Agile) Mage, Windblade
	Tiranoc
	Wiz
	0
	0
	0
	8
	1
	95
	Scroll of Dispelling or Staff of Spell Binding

	  Chariot
	-
	-
	-
	CM
	1
	0
	0
	0
	0
	
	

	Hero
	Nessimaindo Orontirno
	Youthful mind, Mountain watcher
	Caledor
	Her
	1
	0
	0
	8
	1
	190
	Sword of Might

	  Dragon
	Naira Rávërámar
	Heart of flame, "Roaring noise" wings
	
	MM
	3/3
	0
	0
	0
	0
	
	

	Wyrm
 
	Indyoatar Rámalókëlúcë
	Decendent of the Father of (Winged) Dragons of Enchantment
	Caledor
	Wiz/MM
	3/3
	0
	0
	8
	1
	195
	Wand of Power or Sword of Destruction/Might

	Hero 
	Súnalláma Hwindëfaina
	Wind that Echoes, Whirlpool that Emits Light
	Eataine
	Her 
	1 
	0 
	0 
	8 
	1 
	100 
	Sword of Destruction/Might

	  Giant Eagle 
	Vórimasornë Súrëoira
	Steadfast Eagle of the Eternal Winds
	
	MM 
	2 
	0 
	0 
	0 
	0 
	
	

	 Hero 
	Taurërusco Norsamac
	Forest Fox, Giantslayer
	Eataine
	Her 
	1 
	0 
	0 
	8 
	1 
	80 
	


	Unit
	Name
	Translation
	Region
	Type
	Atks
	Hits
	Save
	Cmd
	Size
	Pts
	Common Magic Items

	Archers
	Aicanáro Asuryan 
	Asuryan’ (Fell) Fire
	Eataine
	Inf
	3/1
	3
	6
	0
	3
	75
	

	Archers
	Menelnamba
	Heaven’s Hammer
	Eataine
	Inf
	3/1
	3
	6
	0
	3
	75
	

	Archers
	Sercëhwesta
	Bloods Breath (puff of air)
	Eataine
	Inf
	3/1
	3
	6
	0
	3
	75
	

	Archers
	Isilmëaha
	Moonlight's Fury
	Shadowlands
	Inf
	3/1
	3
	6
	0
	3
	75
	

	Spearmen
	Sornëurúva
	Eagles (Like) Fire
	Eataine
	Inf
	3
	3
	5
	0
	3
	60
	

	Spearmen
	Vaul Russë
	Vaul’s Blades
	Eataine
	Inf
	3
	3
	5
	0
	3
	60
	

	Spearmen
	Ehtyarárë
	Spearmen of Sunlight
	Eataine
	Inf
	3
	3
	5
	0
	3
	60
	

	Spearmen
	Rámalókë Cuivëa
	(Winged) Dragon’s Awakening
	Eataine
	Inf
	3
	3
	5
	0
	3
	60
	

	Phoenix Guard
	Tirin úrnostaiwë Corda
	Guardians of the Phoenix Temple
	Special
	Inf
	3
	3
	5
	0
	3
	60
	

	Phoenix Guard
	Tirnomenel
	Watchers of the Heavens
	Special
	Inf
	3
	3
	5
	0
	3
	60
	

	Sword Masters of Hoeth
	Sornëatsanolwë Lango Otornassë
	(Secret lore of the) Eagle-Clawed Sword Brotherhood
	Special
	Inf
	3
	3
	5
	0
	3
	60
	

	Reavers
	Raumoroquen
	Storm Knights
	Ellyron
	Cav
	3/1
	3
	6
	0
	3
	100
	

	Reavers
	Kurnous Roita
	Kurnous’ Hunters
	Ellyron
	Cav
	3/1
	3
	6
	0
	3
	100
	

	Reavers
	Lúrë Nanda
	Dark Weather on the (Watered) Plain
	Ellyron
	Cav
	3/1
	3
	6
	0
	3
	100
	

	Silver Helms
	Moringotto Fioni
	Black (Foe) Hawks
	Eataine
	Cav
	3
	3
	4
	0
	3
	110
	Banner of Shielding

	Silver Helms
	Artasarna Roquen
	Keep of Stone Knights
	Eataine
	Cav
	3
	3
	4
	0
	3
	110
	

	Silver Helms
	Roquencánë
	Knights of Valour
	Eataine
	Cav
	3
	3
	4
	0
	3
	110
	

	Silver Helms
	Mórë Ormë
	Night’s Wrath
	Shadowlands
	Cav
	3
	3
	4
	0
	3
	110
	

	Chariots
	Súrëmandë
	Winds of Doom
	Tiranoc
	Cht
	3
	3
	5
	0
	3
	95
	

	Chariots
	Aicanyényë Roita
	(Fell) Weeping Hunters
	Tiranoc
	Cht
	3
	3
	5
	0
	3
	95
	

	Chariots
	Lómëmordo Vanwára
	Black Knights of Forgotten Dawns
	Tiranoc
	Cht
	3
	3
	5
	0
	3
	95
	

	Giant Eagles
	Uruvoitëoro Nossë
	Clan of the Fiery Peak
	Eataine
	Mon
	2
	3
	6
	0
	3
	70
	

	Giant Eagles
	Helcëollohíni
	Children of the Icy (Seaward) Pinnacle
	Eataine
	Mon
	2
	3
	6
	0
	3
	70
	

	Dragon Riders
	Urulókë Alalminórë
	(Fire) Dragons from the Land of Mountain Elms
	Caledor
	Mon
	6/3
	6
	4
	0
	1
	350
	

	Reaper
	Olórëcuivëa 
	Dream’s Awakening
	Eataine
	Art
	1/3
	2
	0
	0
	2
	65
	

	Reaper
	úrinormë
	Sun’s Wrath
	Eataine
	Art
	1/3
	2
	0
	0
	2
	65
	

	Reaper
	Lókëraccal
	Dragons Claws
	Eataine
	Art
	1/3
	2
	0
	0
	2
	65
	


	Total Points (no Magic Items)
	 3,415

	Break Point
	15


Background and Special Rules

Guardians of Western Ulthuan: Fëanor Dragonfriend, Prince of Eataine, commands Ulthuan’s western defence force. The Guardians of Western Ulthuan, consist of forces from (western) Eataine, Caledor, Tiranoc, the Shadowlands and Ellyron. Dragonfriend was given command of this army as reward for his defence of Eagle Gate during the recent invasion of the Witch King’s Dark Elf hordes. 

Dragonfriend’s keep rests on the southeastern edge of the Dragon Spine, close to the Eataine’s Caledorian border. Dragonfriend has close ties to Caledor’s court and other Eataine nobles view him more as a Caledorian prince than one of their own.  

An accomplished diplomat, Dragonfriend’s postings at the Citadel of Dusk has allowed him to develop good relations with the Slann of Lustria and he has marched his army to their defence on more than one occasion. Unlike other High Elves he has respect for Dwarvern engineering and regularly employs Dwarvern war machines in the breaking of sieges.  

 Battle Cry: “A Asuryan silivren penna míriel a mienel aglor elenath!!”
Special Rules: May only take Characters and Units from Eataine, Caledor, Tiranoc, the Shadowlands and Ellyron. Special Units – Phoenix Guard, Sword Masters of Hoeth, Lothern Sea Guard, and White Lions – are limited to 1 per 1000 points. Must take at least one Dragon Rider per 3000 pts.

Special Abilities

Wizards - The wizard can re-roll all failed cast attempts once.

· Storm of Stone, 6+, 30cm: 3 attacks against each enemy unit within range. Does not cause drive backs.

· Light of Battle, 5+, 30cm: n the following combat phase, every friendly stand including characters within range adds +1 attack.

· Heavens Fire, 5+, 30cm: The target unit can shoot now, regardless whether it has shot already that turn. Cannot be used on machines or artillery.

· Hail of Destruction, 5+, 30cm, LOS.: 3 shooting attacks ignoring armour.

Archers and Reavers - +1 to hit when shooting.

Dragon Mounts – Flyer. Causes terror. Can shoot only when part of a unit. Range 20cm.

Dragon Riders - Flyer. Causes terror. Range 20cm. Can be badly hurt.

Eagles - Flyer.

Reapers - Range 40 cm. +1 to hit roll when shooting. Cannot use initiative to charge.

Magic Items
Orb of Majesty: One failed General's order is ignored. The order is executed and the General can give further orders. One use only.

Ring of Magic. Cast spell without rolling the dice. One use only.

Scroll of Dispelling. When an enemy spell roll is successful the scroll can be used to make it fail nonetheless. Dwarfs use it after the dispel roll. One use only. 

Sword of Fate. +1 Attack to one single stand in the first combat engagement. One use only.

Sword of Might. +1 Attack to one single stand.

Appendix 1: History – Campaigns Post XI) Finubar – 339

Retreat Through Kislev

Battle 1: 2000 points

Opponent: Chris Burnett - Kislevittes

Date: July 2001

List:

· General + Orb of Majesty

· Wizard + Staff of Spellbinding

· Wizard + Scroll of Dispelling

· Archers x4

· Spearmen x6 (incl. 2 x Phoenix Guard)

· Reavers x2

· Silver Helms x3 + Sword of Might

· Chariots x2 + Sword of Fate

· Giant Eagles

· Multi-Bolt Thrower x2

Scenario: High Elves deploy first and can position woods. Kislevittes then have three minutes to deploy.

Results: High Elves – 450 VPs; Kislevittes – 650 VPs

Report

Elven Introduction

Fëanor Dragonfriend sat motionless on his steed watching the dust rise from the distant Kislevitte horde. 

Raumoroquen, one of his Ellyron scouts, sat patiently on his Elven Steed waiting to be acknowledged by his Commander. Along with him stood Vaulingolëtano and Rámalókëormë, Fëanor's mage commanders.

This campaign has been a disaster Dragonfriend thought. The expedition into the northern Old World to recover artifacts from an

ancient Elven ruin had been meet with unexpected resistance from marauding Chaos warbands and defeat after defeat had forced

Dragonfriend to retreat to his ships in the Sea of Claws.

Now an army of Kislevitte was approaching and threatening to cut of his retreat.

"Report," said Dragonfriend as he turned to his Reaver scout.

"My lord, I estimate 4,000 light horse, 5000 heavy horse and more than double that in light infantry," Raumoroquen relied quickly.

"While can not be certain I also thought I saw giant bears being herded forward along with what look to be large fortified wagons."

Fëanor turned and looked over his waiting army - the light reflecting of the snow, armor and weapons making his host look like a

faire army out of legend. "What I would not do for legion of Caledorian knights," he thought. Slowly he turned back to Vaulingolëtano his second in command. "We stand."

Kislevitte Introduction

Lady Tzarina's troops felt they were being marched to a certain victory. She hoped the weakened High Elf army would fall easily at 

her feet. The Honour and Prestigue would certainly add her greatness and her name to even more Kislevite stories of Valour and Victory.  Today would be a good day she though to herself. 

A young scout returned with news. "We've been spotted, my Lady. They are amassing in the Valley. Ready for the battle to begin". 

The young scout then provided details of their strength.

Although Lady Tzarina became worried she did not show it.  Somehow the High Elves managed to keep a large force together, 

with a strong heavy cavalry element. 

This would indeed be a great battle. She worried it would not be so certain............

The Two forces met in the Valley for a certain bloody battle.

Elven Conclusion

Fëanor Dragonfriend turned to his herald, "Signal withdrawal - Rámalókëatsa formation." 

"This has been a bitter end to an ill-fated campaign," he thought. The charge of the giant bears on his right flank had been devastating, and the follow up from the Kislevitte heavy cavalry had weakened his centre. The response from his own cavalry had also failed to cripple enough of the enemy cavalry for him to advance on the human infantry. He know had no other choose to double march towards his waiting ships and hope that his remaining cavalry and chariots could harry and slow the Kislevitte pursuit.

As he turned to issue more orders, a lone Sword Master of Hoeth trotted into view. The expert bladesman, stopped, bowed and handed Dragonfriend a scroll sealed with the mark of the Phoenix King.

Fëanor quickly scanned the document than motioned to Raumoroquen his personal scout. Send word to the Fleets Admiral, once we have embarked, we will make all haste to Albion to join Aethis Flamebearer.

Fëanor turned back for watch and oversee the ordered retreat of his army. 

Kislevitte Conclusion

Lady Tzarina was amazed with the fortitude of the cavalry. Small bands of cavalry and horse archers making heroic stands against charges from heavy knights.

She watched the Elves withdraw counting the cost to her own forces. The cavalry brigades were almost destroyed. She busied herself rallying and reforming what little cavalry was left.  

She wanted her ultimate victory.... She was going to destroy the Elves on the beach before they can escape.  She ordered her subordinates to prepare for march. 'We're following them, they're bear meat'.

The mainly infantry force sharted to chase the mainly cavalry force of Elves. Lady Tzarina knew the battle would be at the bay... she would be fighting a desperate force with nowhere else to run.....

Albion Campaign

Battle 1: 2000 points

Opponent: Dave Simpson - Empire

Date: August 2001

List:

· General + Orb of Majesty

· Wizard x2

· Truthsayer
· Archers x4

· Spearmen x4 (incl. 1 x Phoenix Guard)

· Reavers x2

· Silver Helms x4 +Sword of Fate

· Chariots x2

· Giant Eagles x2

· Multi-Bolt Thrower x2

Scenario: The Standing Stones – WarMag 6.

Results: High Elves – 1,050 VPs; Empire – 450 VPs

Report

As Fëanor Dragonfriend strode towards his waiting knights, he contemplated the day’s battle. The hazy sunset of Albion dampening his mood but the victory had been a great one.

The advance of the human army into the Standing Stones of the Old Ones had been surprisingly fast. The magical energy that rent the sky as thousands of halberdiers, crossbowmen and robed screaming fanatics entered the ruins in the centre if the battle field had surprised him until he saw a dark stooped figure emerge from the ruins. Long campaigns against the armies of the Four Powers of Chaos had taught Fëanor well, "The Dark Powers walk today", he had thought.

From within the ruins, balls of fiery death had raked the centre of the High Elven line. Archers had died in their hundreds and his lines of cavalry and infantry where scattered. 

The response of the Elven army had been equal to this foul assault. Magically enhanced bow fire and the bolts of his Reapers had torn into the human fanatics killing thousands. However to Fëanor's consternation the madness seemed to fill the human ranks and humans continued to advance.

Fëanor had also watched in dismay as his guide on Ablion - a strange, tattooed human who wielded magical ability at a par to the mages of Ulthuan – had rushed into the midst of the Ancient's stone circle and the awaiting human infantry. "Fool," Fëanor had seethed. 

Fëanor's trepidation was borne out as a beast out of legend had emerged from the Standing Stones. It rank of swamps and death and with its eyes burning red with rage the giant monster had forced the Truthsayer back to the High Elven line. Luckily and as if recognizing the human mage, the monster had stopped its charge in front of the Elven infantry. Fëanor had made a note to have

words with this human. His near death had nearly cost them the only way to learn the secrets of the Old One's ruin.

The battle then had been stalemate for a number of hours. The humans had reinforced the infantry near the Standing Stones, cannon and mage fire had scattered some of the Elves Ellyron knights and the response from Elven missile fire destroyed some of the human's artillery. The Truthsayer had also seemed to gain control of the bog monstrosity and pulled it away from the influence of the dark chaos mage to help guard the Elven right flank.

With the battle in the balance, Fëanor heard the thunder of thousands of hooves as the human's heavy cavalry had emerged out of now where and smashed into the Elven flanks. Elven knight battled human knight, horses screamed as they where cut down by bow fire, spears of cut into charging knights and lances drove through Elven armor. Out of the cloudy skies a human mounted on a Griffin drove terror and claws into the battle.

"A Asuryan silivren penna míriel a mienel aglor elenath!!" roared the Elven host as the human knights where repulsed on both flanks. The forces of Ulthuan surged forward, knights, eagles and spearman crashing into the human knights. Vaulingolëtano and Rámalókëormë, High Elven Mages called on the power of the Heavens and the Light surrounded the Elven Host driving them with divine fury. The beast of the bog had joined the assault sending terror through the ranks of the humans. To this devastating counter charge the humans had no response. They died in there thousands and even the mighty Griffin fell screaming - overwhelmed by Giant Eagles and Silver Helms.

With the destruction of the of the their knights the humans could do nothing but withdraw. As the humans began to retreat from the Standing Stones, Fëanor saw the evil mage of chaos hesitate for a moment then turn and stalk of after the fleeing humans. 

Fëanor was brought back to the present by the clash of weapons and armor as thousands of Elven knights bowed before him. The Elven steeds joining the tribute by dropping to there front forelocks and bowing their majestic heads.

Fëanor motioned the Truthsayer forward. The human carried a totem of Griffin feathers towards Fëanor's personal legion of knights - the Artasarna Roquen.  The legions commander, looked questioningly at Fëanor as the Truthsayer motioned him to lower the legions standard. Fëanor nodded and the Truthsayer attached the token, along side other relics of many battles. "This is a reward for valour undisputed," said Fëanor. "Your actions by driving back the human knights saved your flank and probably our lives. For this we thank you."

Fëanor then turned to an awaiting messenger. "Inform Aethis Flamebearer, the humans have been routed and the Stones of the Old Ones captured. We awaited new orders."

Battle 2: 2000 points

Opponent: Conrad Gonsalves – Orcs and Goblins

Date: August 2001

List:

· General + Orb of Majesty

· Wizard x2 + Staff of Spellbinding

· Truthsayer
· Archers x2

· Spearmen x6 (incl. 2 x Phoenix Guard)

· Reavers x2

· Silver Helms x4 +Sword of Fate

· Chariots x2

· Giant Eagles x2

· Multi-Bolt Thrower x2

Scenario: The Standing Stones – WarMag 6.

Results: High Elves – 740 VPs; Orcs and Goblins – 1,050 VPs

Report

"Curse this hell spawned fog", fumed Fëanor Urulókëndil as he attempted to coordinate the retreat of his battered army. 

Initial reports from his scouts about the size and composition of the Orc and Goblin horde that had shadowed his advance had been vague at best. The only thing that had been clear was that a Dark Emissary was with the host, of this Dragonfriend's accompanying Truthsayer was sure.

Raumoroquen had galloped out of the mists to report to Dragonfriend his Elven steed steaming in the cold light. "The úlug have managed to get ahead of us my lord," he reported. "They are moving forward between a area of bog and an ruin of the Old Ones, just beyond the rise to our left flank." 

Dragonfriend had dispatched orders to his mage commanders - infantry and bolt throwers to hold the hill, cavalry and chariots to guard the flanks. Let the úlug come to us and strike when they are over extended.

The next five hours had been chaos. The fog had hampered the ability of the army’s missile troops to target the advancing horde. Scouts and messengers confounded by the bellowing mists had failed to deliver orders. Magical energy had flicked around the Stone Circle of the Old Ones as Fanyarëistar Rámalókëormë - Mage of Caledor - attempting wrestle power from the úlug shaman that where drawing dangerous amounts of power from the monoliths.  

As Dragonfriend ordered the retreat of his infantry, he received reports from his commanders. On the right flank, úlug chariots drawn by giant wolves had been smashed by the two legion of Elven cavalry. The follow up change into a host of boar riders had been pushed back and the Elves routed. One valiant legion of young Ellyron knights had even charged into the side a giant that had loomed out of the mist in front of them. These brave fools had been forced to retreat from the tree-wielding monster (unconfirmed reports suggest this giant had a Elven Chariot wheel for a nose ring.)

On the left flank, a Fenbeast had been reported to have destroyed a legion of Tiranoc chariots.

Then as the sun was beginning to set in the West, a wind had scatted the fog around the battlefield. Dragonfriend had stopped in horror. Thousands of Orcs and Trolls where revealed before the Elven infantry. Bowstrings and Reapers had sounded; Trolls and Orcs had died in there thousands. A legion of Silver Helms charged and smashed through lines of goblins only to be thrown back by slavering Trolls. 

Two hosts of Eagles descended from the skies. One was driven back by a battered band of Orcs (one stand managed to beat a unit of Eagles in combat). The other swooped to support the Silver Helms but confused by the mists landed in front of a host of Orc warriors.

The Orcs and Trolls now seeing the Elven host arrayed before them surged forward. Orc and Goblin shamans let forth a mighty WAAAAGH!!!! and the power of there foul gods invigorating the úlug further. From the swamp on the left a Fenbeast with the Dark Emissary joined the fray, smashing into the flank of the Elven infantry.

The Eagle hosts where overrun and scattered. Orcs and Trolls, some clambering forward on all fours crashed into the Elven infantry, artillery and remaining cavalry. Reapers tore into the charging Orcs forcing them to be pushed back from combat. Another Orc warband and the Fenbeast where driven back and pursued by the Elven infantry. The Champion of Rámalókë Cuivëa cut down the Dark Emissary and the Archer unit Isilmëaha died cutting down the last of the charging Orcs.

Despite the valiant efforts of his warriors, Dragonfriend knew that he could not hold against the hordes of úlug charging towards the battered Elven lines. He had ordered the retreat.

Lustria Campaign

Battle 1: 2000 points

Opponent: Dave Simpson - Empire

Date: October 2001

List:

· General + Orb of Majesty

· Wizard x2

· Archers x4

· Spearmen x6 (incl. 2 x Phoenix Guard)

· Reavers x2

· Silver Helms x2 +Sword of Might

· Chariots x3

· Giant Eagles x2

· Multi-Bolt Thrower x2

Scenario: Pitched Battle

Results: High Elves – 850 VPs; Empire – 600 VPs

Report

Fëanor Dragonfriend sat aboard is Elven Frigate musing over the reports he had received from Ulthuan. Red light from the burning human fleet flickered through crystal windows merging with the ethereal radiance of the magical lanterns that swung gently from the ceiling of his cabin. With him sat his mage commanders úrintelperion Vaulingolëtano and Fanyarëistar Rámalókëormë, and the Ciryatur of the Citadel of Dusk, Melda Ingolmocirya (Beloved, Loremaster of Ships).

“You can confirm these reports Ciryatur?” he asked the tall Elven admiral.

“Yes, my Lord,” she relied, “My patrols have sighted human, nornalië and úlug fleets sailing towards Lustria. Reports from the Arnheim Fleet also report the Death Fleets of the Four Powers have sunk some of their patrols and are also heading south. It appears that the strive on Albion has awakened blood lust in all the younger peoples.”

Fëanor nodded and leaned back in his chair. The recent battle with the humans of the Empire had made him weary. He turned to watch an Imperial hulk, gutted by flames began to sink into the depths. 

His newest posting to the Citadel of Dusk had only just begun when reports of a treasure laden Empire army was marching from the southern jungles of Lustria. He had mobilised his forces at once to engage the humans before they could reach there ships and escape. “Maybe a gesture to the Servants of the Old Ones will help make me some allies on this continent,” he had thought. 

The forces meet on the plains south of the vast Lustrian rainforest. Fëanor had arrayed his forces around a hill that overlooked the clear ground between some ancient ruins to his left and another hill to his right. Miles away human infantry where positioned in a raiment rainforest and sheltered valley stretched as far as his eyes could see. In there midst he could also make out line upon line of heavy cavalry and the odd cannon battery.

The shear size of the human army had given Fëanor pause and allowed the humans to take the initiative. Vast brigades of infantry supported by cavalry had marched forward towards the yet unformed Elven lines. Screaming fanatics where in the fore, eager to get to grips with elves.

Fëanor and his commanders had then quickly ordered their battle line. Rank upon rank of spearmen behind thousands of archers had had formed up around the hill. Reaper battery’s moving to rain Asuryan’s wrath down on the advancing humans. On his right flank Dragonfriend had sent two divisions of Tiranoc chariots charging towards the human infantry brigade that guarded the human’s right flank. With words of power, Fanyarëistar had invoked the power of the heavens and with light blazing from their white and golden chariots, Súrëmandë, the Winds of Doom, and Aicanyényë Roita, the (Fell) Weeping Hunters, had smashed into the human formation. They swept away the fanatics at the fore and crashing through the infantry in support.  From the skies above giant eagles had joined the fray, claws tearing into the halberdiers on the brigades flank. The combat had ended then the last surviving human regiment, confused and lucky to be alive, managing to retreat into the safety of some ruins. 

Despite the disruption on their right flank the humans had continued to advance on the elves. The elves swung to face them, with four thousand spearmen and two thousand bowmen moving atop a ridge overlooking the human centre. Arrows and Reaper bolts cut and down and routed two regiments of human crossbowmen. In response, two regiments of halberdiers had charged the archers on the ridge and a brigade of infantry had surged forward hoping to aid them and surround the Elven infantry. Unfortunately for the humans, they failed to reach the battle and the human halberdiers where cut down by the archers and their supporting spearmen.

The stranded infantry brigade that had attempted aid their fellows there then caught between the lances of charging Silver Helms and the spears and arrows of the elven infantry. From his left Dragonfriend sent another legion of chariots into the now exposed flank of the human heavy cavalry. úrintelperion and Fanyarëistar unleashed vast magical energies and the Light of Battle surrounded the elves; the very earth itself shock as boulders erupted amongst the humans smashing bodies and disrupting lines. The combat was short and sharp. The infantry where cut down with ease and a legion of knights where scattered by the charging chariots before another battered and confused cavalry unit managed to rout the Elven chariots. 

Then came the human’s final desperate gambit. The remaining three regiments of human knights charged the flanks of some Elven cavalry. They overran a legion of Silver Helms and two legions of Ellyron knights before the human general signaled the retreat.

Fëanor’s thoughts returned to the present just as the Imperial hulk disappeared beneath the waves. Raumoroquen had entered and laid several golden glyphs from the Temples of the Old Ones on the table before him. “He recovered these from the human’s my Lord,” reported the Ellyron scout.

Dragonfriend smiled. He motioned to úrintelperion, “Return these to the Servants of the Old Ones,” he commanded.

“Yes, my Lord,” úrintelperion nodded also smiling.

Fëanor then turned to the Ciryatur. “Set sail for the Citadel of Dusk. Let us get back to our temporary home.”

Battle 2: 2000 points

Opponent: Chris Burnett - Chaos

Date: October 2001

List:

· General + Orb of Majesty

· Wizard x2 + Ring of Magic

· Archers x3

· Spearmen x5 (incl. 1 x Phoenix Guard)

· Reavers x2

· Silver Helms x3 +Sword of Fate

· Chariots x3

· Giant Eagles x2

· Multi-Bolt Thrower x2

Scenario: Pitched Battle

Results: High Elves - 870 VPs; Chaos - 805 VPs

Report

The hot southern Sun baked the plains south of the jungles of Lustria as Fëanor Urulókëndil surveyed the army of the Dark Powers that was deploying miles ahead of him. Once again he would face his hated foe, Blücher Champion of Khorne in battle. Fëanor had first faced Blücher on the Chaos Wastes years before. This vile general had thwarted Fëanor’s mission to recover Elven artifacts and reduced his favor in the court of the Phoenix King. As Tyaroango Goldweaver, an ineffectual courtier from Eataine had dubbed him; Blücher was “Dragonfriends’ Bane”.

Weeks before Fëanor had clashed with the Chaos Horde after they had landed in Lustria. The battle had been bloody and the Elven Host had been forced to withdraw and regroup in the foothills of the Spine of Sotek.
 Dragonfriend now stood watching the thousands of Chaos Warriors that where deploying along a ridge that ran towards the Elven left flank; hundreds of trolls and ogres trotted beside them. Chariots pulled by black demonic steeds rolled along beside the chaos infantry at the base of the ridge. Enormous mutated hounds lopped with them. In the distance Fëanor could just make out flocks of harpies circling behind the chaos warbands.

Raumoroquen trotted towards Dragonfriend on his Ellyron steed. “Our scouts report that that is the extent of there forces my Lord, “ he said after being. “And my Lord, it appears we are not alone. Shadow Warriors from Isilmëaha report sighting Skink scouts observing our and the vile Blücher’s movements.” 

Fëanor had little time to ponder this news as the Elven battle line moved into position. Archers from the Shadowlands and Eataine supported by Phoenix Guard and Spearmen moved in between the swamps that guarded the Elven left flank and a small wood in the Elven centre. Reapers and Reavers moved to the opposite side of the wood, there right flank protected by one legion of Archers and three legions of Spear. Behind the ranks of Elven infantry three divisions of chariots moved behind the Phoenix Guard on the left, while the same number of Silver Helms, banners snapping in the wind, moving behind the infantry on the right. Above them all the Giant Eagles of Uruvoitëoro Nossë, Clan of the Fiery Peak and, Helcëollohíni, Children of the Icy (Seaward) Pinnacle, glided silently waiting for orders to swoop into battle.

With a roar the chaos horde surged forward, trolls in the fore. The long legs of these monsters taking them sprinting across the ridge on the Elven left. On the right more infantry sprinted forwards screening the chaos chariots and hounds at the rear. The Elven response was silent but deadly – arrows and Reapers bolts tore into the trolls killing hundreds and leaving them disrupted and confused. Helcëollohíni stooped from the heavens into a lone pack of chaos hounds only to driven back then routed by advancing infantry.

The Chaos horde would not be slowed. Swinging from the right chaos infantry swamped and overwhelmed the Ellyron Reavers that had moved forward to support the Elven infantry’s missile fire. With demonic screams the chaos chariots smashed into the Elven infantry on the right and swept away the archers in the fore and careered into the legions of Spearmen in support. However, the eyes of Asuryan where on the Elven legion this day and Elven warriors from Vaul Russë, Ehtyarárë and Rámalókë Cuivëa, spears planted and shields forming a defensive wall drove the hell-spawned machines back with minimal causalities.

In response to the chaos assault, the legions of Silver Helms and the Giant Eagles of Uruvoitëoro Nossë charged into the Chaos Chariots; the Elven nobles and Giant Eagles dispatched them with ease. More bow fire from the centre and left flank ripped into the chaos lines. Trolls fell arrows piercing their scaling skins and a division on fearsome Chaos warriors was routed by Reaper fire.

The Chaos assault was now beginning to falter. The remaining trolls charged towards the Elven centre and left flank only to stop confused in front of the Elven battle lines. The remaining large chaos infantry brigade of Ogres and warriors charged into the legions of Silver Helms on the right. After routing a crippled unit of Spearmen, Harpies descended into the flank of the Silver Helms to support Ogres. Despite a valiant defense the Elven nobles where scattered. In the centre dark magic destroyed a division of Reapers and the return fire from the Elves failed to destroy the trolls maundering on the left flank. The remnants of the Chaos Horde was almost on top of the Elven Host, so Dragonfriend reformed his lines and brought his chariot legions closer to the fray.

As the sun was beginning to set trolls and heavily chaos warriors charged into the center and the left of the Elven line. Arrows and Reaper bolts cut down many as the rushed forward. On the left, the trolls where hurled back after causing heavy causalities on a division of Archers. Chaos warriors over ran the last Reaper position and into the Archers entrenched in the woods in the Elven centre. In the bitter combat that ensued the chaos foot knights where thrown back, unable to drive the Elven infantry from the trees.  

In response, Spearmen, Silver Helms, Phoenix Guard and Chariots drove forward. Chariots scattered the Harpies hiding behind the Elven lines, and Spearmen and Silver Helms overran a Marauder warband before falling back. The Phoenix Guard division Tirin úrnostaiwë Corda, cut down the remaining trolls and smashed in the flank of the Chaos Warriors engaged in a bitter struggle with a Spearmen division. These silent warriors strode mercilessly forward, halberds cutting though even the heavy amour of the Chaos Warriors and with support from the Spearmen surrounded and killed the Warriors of Khorne to the man. 

With the Elven line holding, the remaining chaos host began to withdraw. 

Raumoroquen at his side Fëanor rode forward, he knew in his heart that this was not the last time he would meet Blücher on the field of battle. As he passed a dead troll he leaned over and lopped its head from its shoulders. Motioning with his sword to Raumoroquen he said, “Have that sent to Tyaroango,” he commanded.

Battle 3: 2000 points

Opponent: Martin Turner - Undead

Date: October 2001

List:

· General + Orb of Majesty

· Wizard x2 + Ring of Magic

· Archers x3

· Spearmen x5 (incl. 1 x Phoenix Guard)

· Reavers x2

· Silver Helms x3 +Sword of Fate

· Chariots x3

· Giant Eagles x2

· Multi-Bolt Thrower x2

Scenario: Pitched Battle

Results: High Elves - 350 VPs; Undead - 700 VPs

Scribes note: This battle is one of the most infamous in Fëanor Urulókëndil’s lifetime. The routing of his army by the Undead Horde of Khatep Ra, Lord of Light not only began to raise questions in the Court of Phoenix King about his worthiness to command the Guardian’s of Western Ulthuan but set in chain events that would echo through the history of his house.

Prologue

Chaos reined around Fëanor Urulókëndil. His expedition into the Southlands in search of a missing High Elven archeology team was in tatters. His army had been routed by an Undead army from Khemri and he now fought for his very life as he attempted to make his way back to his ships. Around him three legion of Silver Helms - Moringotto Fioni, Artasarna Roquen, Roquencánë – where fighting running battles with the chariots of the dead, while giant decaying birds of prey would occasionally swoop and carry a young Elven noble to their doom. Fëanor also know that a giant stone Sphinx was also hunting them, waiting to pounce and crush the fleeing elves.

The Battle

The first reports of an advancing Undead horde had come to Fëanor from the tribesmen that inhabited this hot and steamy country. Upon his armies arrival a local Chieftain had been brought before Fëanor with reports that the other “tall, white skinned ones” had passed through this region and into the deserts of southern Khemri three months before. A month ago, local shamen had woken from their trances speaking of the return of … and blaming the elves for awakening this ancient evil. 

His army had then marched northeast to investigate and search for the missing elves. The land had been silent and deserted, the local peoples and animals deserting the land that Fanyarëistar Rámalókëormë had described as “smothering under the winds of death.” 

After three days scouts had reported an enormous host of the dead slowing and silently marching to meet Dragonfriend’s army. On the morning of his fourth day in the Southlands Fëanor himself witnessed the advancing undead horde.

The two armies had clashed between two great hills. Dragonfriend had deployed his host behind one of the hills to screen them from advancing Skullchuckers and Carrion. A clear lake protected his right flank. To his left thousands of skeletal warriors and artillery had moved atop the ridge opposite him. In there midst a giant Sphinx brought to life by dark arts.  On his right a few thousand undead warriors supported by rotting cavalry and chariots moved into some woods and an abandoned human village. Above them swooped a beast that brought fear and pity into the heart of Dragonfriend. A dragon – kin to the mighty creatures of Caledor – glided silently above the horde; a vile priest astride its back. Its former majesty and grandeur replaced by death and decay. 

Uruvoitëoro Nossë – the Eagles of the Clan of Fiery Peak – filled with anger at the sight of what the Tome King had done to the dragon had swooped driving the dragon and its rider back into the undead chariots. The eagles claws had rendered and pulled charioteers to pieces before falling back before the gaze of the undead dragon.
 As Dragonfriend reformed his line to sweep down the right flank a brigade of infantry moved towards the human village determined to destroy the undead holding this position.

Before Uruvoitëoro Nossë could retreat to the Elven lines the dragon charged; rancid and putrefying carrion joined the fry tearing their living cousins to shreds. Undead cavalry charged around the village and into the advancing Elven infantry, foul incantations filled the air and corpses tore from the earth and into the rear of the beleaguered Archers, Spearmen and Phoenix Guard. Carrion plunged from the skies tearing into the flanks of the elves. With nowhere to retreat the infantry where overrun and routed, not even the halberds of the Phoenix Guard saving them.

Filled with rage Dragonfriend ordered his chariots into the now exposed undead cavalry.
 The knights of Tiranoc smashing through the undead cavalry and overran the decomposing Carrion with ease. In response the undead artillery sounded. Screaming skulls and giant bones smashed into the chariots routing two legions and driving a third back in confusion.

At this point Fëanor realized his terrible mistake. He had been offered a trap and walked closed eyed into it.  The loss of the cavalry meant nothing to his undead adversary and it had cost the elves dearly. With only one option remaining to him Fëanor formed up the remains of his army around the hill to his centre and brought forward his Silver Helms to lead the attack on the undead on the opposite hill. Reavers swung forward bowstrings singing as they targeted the Sphinx that guarded the undead center. Reaper batteries rained bolts into the stone monstrosity but the combined fire only managed to drive the beast back slightly.

The Sphinx sprang forward and supported by the undead dragon ran a legion of Reavers into the ground. On the right a legion of undead chariots overrode the remaining Elven chariots and scythed down a unit of Archers. With the Sphinx and undead Dragon bearing down on them and the unrelenting artillery bombardment raining death from the skies the Elven army’s discipline broke. With no chance of an ordered retreat Fëanor had signaled the Silver Helms to form up and began the gallop back towards the coast.

Epilogue

An arrow glanced of Fëanor shield and slashed his face. Turning to confront this new threat, the Elf Lord swung his ancient sword and cut down another undead charioteer. The commander of Artasarna Roquen charged forward to help his lord smashing the last of the enemy’s chariot riders to pieces. 

Fëanor paused and turned towards the coast a few miles behind him. The waiting Elven Fleet has already preparing to pick up the fleeing elves. After days of battle, Dragonfriend has given up hope that his foot troops would make it back to the ships. The sporadic reports from the Giant Eagles of Helcëollohíni indicating that most had been caught and destroyed by the pursing undead horde.

As Fëanor turned to give new orders to his knights, the undead dragon that had harried him for days glided into view and handed atop a distant hill. Up behind it marched row-upon-row of skeletal warriors; the Sphinx in there midst. With all thoughts of an ordered embankment onto the Elven Fleet lost from his mind, Fëanor swung around his Elven Steed and shouted for his knights to gallop for the shore.

Battle 4: 2000 points

Opponent: Phil Sobel - Dwarves

Date: December 2001

List:

· General + Orb of Majesty

· Wizard

· Hero + Dragon + Sword of Might

· Archers x4

· Spearmen x5 (incl. 1 x Phoenix Guard)

· Reavers x3

· Silver Helms x4

· Giant Eagles

· Multi-Bolt Thrower x2

Scenario: Pitched Battle

Results: High Elves - 770 VPs; Dwarves - 560 VPs

Prologue

Fëanor Dragonfriend stood by a high window on in the Citadel of Dusk gazing over the beech-covered mountains on which the Elven fortress rested. Penguins and seals played in surf below and migrating whales could be occasionally heard thundering into the ocean as the breached around the ships of the patrolling Elven Navy. His mind wondered to his mountain home on the Eataine and Caledorian border, "First the Chaos Wastes, then Albion and now an assignment in Lustria, when will I again sour above the clouds of my homeland."

Fëanor's contemplation was disturbed by footsteps behind him. Fanyarëistar Rámalókëormë, mage and friend from his youth in the Caledorian Court entered along with a Skink Warrior bedecked in gold and obsidian.

"My Lord, I present you an emissary from the people of the Old Ones," Fanyarëistar said. 

“At last,” thought Fëanor as he acknowledged the messenger. "My Lord Robatok, Mage Priest of the Third Spawning sends greetings," hissed the Skink, "He also sends thanks for the return of many stolen glyphs." 

"I also bring a warning," the messenger continued. "Many short and bearded dwarf-spawn have landed to the North and seek to find a passage through the Spine of Sotek. The captives we have taken tell that they seek to bypass your fortress and establish a trading colony with easy access to the human-spawn's eastern empires."

"My thanks to your Lord," nodded Dragonfriend, "Tell him I recognize the threat to both our interests and that the Dwarves will not succeed."

The Skink messenger nodded, turned and followed an escort back to his waiting Terradon. Fëanor turned to Fanyarëistar, "Send a messenger to the Dwarves, tell them Ulthuan claims southern Lustria and to flee for face the consequences."

"Also signal the fleet and place the army on alert, if the Dwarves are foolish enough to face us, we will attack within the month." 

The Battle 

From the midst of his battle line Dragonfriend searched for the standards of the Clan of Grimsmite, hoping that his old friend was not on the field today.
 Despite the obvious political advantages of crushing the Dwarven excursion into Lustria, Fëanor approached the coming battle with trepidation. He had never before been forced to confront the Nornalië in battle and he did not share many of his peers disdain for this ancient race. Finding no sign of Grimsmite’s banner in the Nornalië host he turned away to order his battle line thinking that at least he would not be forced to kill a friend this day.

Nessimaindo Mountain Watcher, Prince of Caledor watched from above the left flank of the Elven battle line as the Dwarven army advanced. His mount Naira Rávërámar, last of the Golden Dragons of Caledor, glided above the legions of Silver Helms and Reaver knights that where positioned behind a small wood and to the right of hill that loomed in the Elven centre. Brigades of Archers, Spearmen and Phoenix Guard, supported by Reapers where already moving towards this hill to command a view of the Nornalië artillery positions on the other side of a small wooded valley. Just as he was about to signal his cavalry commands to advance, the air shock with the thunder as battery after battery of Dwarven cannon opened fire. Cannon balls smashed through the Elven Reaper batteries. Mountain Watcher could hear the screams of their crews as he watched as what remained of the Bolt Thrower battery crews flee the battlefield. 

Dragonfriend stared across the valley at the Dwarven artillery positions that had just routed his Reapers. On the left flank he could see three Legions of Reavers under orders from Mountain Watcher sweep up the Elven left flank and send a hail of arrows into the Nornalië Rangers stationed at the base of the hill occupied by the Dwarven artillery. With a wave of his sword 2,000 Archers supported by as many Spearman advanced forward; the Archers pouring more fire into the Rangers. Hundreds of Nornalië Rangers died and the rest where driven back into their artillery positions causing confusion and blocking the fire aches of flame cannon and cannon batteries. 

In response the other cannon and flame cannon batteries opened fire and the conflagration of fire and cannon balls destroyed a single Spearman regiment that was advancing towards them through a wood. 

úrintelperion Vaulingolëtano commanding the right Elven flank used his Wizard Sight to spy out the Dwarven army. He could see legion upon legion of Nornalië warriors and fanatical Troll Slayers moving around the woods in front of him and towards the right Elven flank. Deep in his mind he also could feel barriers being erected against his magic by two Dwarven Runesmiths. Smiling contemptuously he sent a surge of magical energy to strike at this feeble attempt to bind his access to the Winds of Magic. On the other side of the battlefield the Runesmiths reeled back in agony and stumbled to the ground nearly unconsciousness. Before moving forward to support the advancing High Elven infantry, he ordered two legions of Silver Helms to advance to give the Dwarves on the right pause. 

Fëanor watched as the undeterred Dwarven warriors continued to advance of the Elven battle line. Under the command of their General, 4,000 advanced though a wood on the left towards the Reavers that threatened the Nornalië flank. Two regiments crashed from the undergrowth and smashed into the lightly armoured knights. Hundreds of Reavers where cut down before their swift steeds took them out of reach of the now bloody axes of the Dwarves.

On the right one Runesmith managed to recover enough to send another 4,000 warriors towards the right Elven flank. The other - still stumbling - failed to order the Trollslayers forward.

úrintelperion his robes billowing could feel the Winds of Magic building around him. His two legions of Silver Helms lances lowered had smashed into thousands of Dwarven warriors on his right. Swooping out of the heavens Nessimaindo Orontirno and Naira Rávërámar had joined the fray, dragon claws crushing everything in the wake of the dragon’s fury. With one mighty word úrintelperion unleashed the power of the heavens and smashed through the already weakened Runesmith barriers he sent the light of Asuryan coursing though knights and dragon alike. In a valiant stand the Dwarven warriors attempted to stand against this onslaught but to no avail. The combined charge of the Silver Helms and Dragon road them down, Naira Rávërámar himself crushing the last Dwarven Champion in his golden claws.

On the Elven left flank the Dwarven Warriors feared little better. The Knights of Ellyron charged and rode down an unsupported regiment. Before the Nornalië could respond the Reavers fell back and sent hundreds of arrows in to the remaining warriors, who routed under the hail of bow fire.

Facing the Dwarven artillery over looking is infantry formations Fëanor received reports that the Dwarven flanks where collapsing. Fëanor ordered is infantry forward into the woods on his right to give them some protection from cannon fire and to bring them closer to the Rangers protecting the Nornalië artillery he brought two legion on Silver Helms and a legion of Reavers around the woods on his left. On the Elven right flank, Nessimaindo Orontirno signalled Naira Rávërámar to take the air and úrintelperion ordered another infantry brigade forward to support the Archers and Spearmen who had taken position in the woods before the Dwarven centre.

Again the Dwarven artillery sounded tearing though a regiment of Archers positioned in the woods sending them fleeing from the battlefield. Having recovered from the úrintelperion’s magical attack a Runesmith ordered the Trollslayers towards the Elven infantry.

The Phoenix Guard with support from a regiment of Spearmen charged the Rangers protecting the cannon. Fëanor signalled his cavalry to charge in as well by their mighty Elven Steeds shied away from the bellowing flame cannons and failed to reach combat. The halberds of the Phoenix Guard smashed into the Rangers but from their strongly defended position the Nornalië throw the elite Elven unit back. 

Seeing the Elves close by the Trollslayers hurled themselves forward. Arrows cut down hundreds as the frenzied Nornalië smashed into line upon line of Elven Archers. Discarding their bows the Elves desperately tried to cut down the Dwarves who smashed them aside with double-handed axes. After running down one Archer regiment the tide of Slayers was finally stemmed with the slayers dieing to the Dwarf.

As Fëanor turned to bring his remaining cavalry to bear on the crippled Dwarf army, horns blasted and the defeated Nornalië began to flee. Fëanor raised his standard ordering his host to regroup and prepare to harry what remained of the Nornalië back towards the coast.

Epilogue

Dragonfriend entered the audience chamber of Lord Robatok, Mage Priest of the Third Spawning and bowed differentially. Beside the bloated Slann Priest a Skink Shaman motioned Fëanor forward.

The Slann croaked something in its unrecognisable language. “My Lord has observed the signs of the Heavens and has seen that the constellations of the Dragon and Serpent will share the Zenith for the next ten rotations,” the shaman translated. Fëanor nodded perplexed and be fore he could respond Robatok seemed to lose interest and began to gaze of into the distance. Nine massive Saurus warriors with horned skull helmets then entered, lifted the Slann Priest’s palanquin and carried him though a door at the back of the chamber. 

The Skink shaman moved towards Dragonfriend, behind him the Skink who had first carried news of the Dwarven incursion into Lustria. “This is Groakaquina,” the shaman hissed motioning to the Terradon Rider. “He will travel with you while you reside at the tail of the Spine of Sotek. He will act as our envoy and will pass communications between our respective spawnlings.”

Fëanor nodded in recognition. The shaman then turned and left. Groakaquina followed Dragonfriend from the hall. 

Southlands Campaign

Battle 1: 1,5000 points (see scenario)

Opponent: Martin Turner – Chaos
, Conrad Gonsalves – Orcs and Goblins

Ally: Mike Wilkinson - Empire

Date: March 2002

List:

· General

· Archers x2

· Spearmen x5 (incl. 1 x Phoenix Guard)

· Reavers x1

· Silver Helms x4 + Sword of Fate

· Dragon Rider

Scenario: Multi-Player (combined Break Point), Random 1,500 pts lists, 500VPs for controlling town in the centre of the battlefield

Results: High Elves/Empire - 980 VPs; Orcs and Goblins/Chaos - 880 VPs

Fëanor Urulókëndil gazed over the hazy desert landscape, dry wind blowing sand across the hooves of his Elven Steed, Feredirnoss. From the top of a desert dune he could see an abandoned settlement on the edge of an oasis. “Water,” he whispered. 

Mounting this campaign into the Southlands had cost Dragonfriend dearly both financially and politically. To his left the forces of Duke Mik Chambers of Nuln where arrayed and ready for battle. Getting them to join this expedition had come at significant monetary cost as well as drawing on many favours from his days at the University of Nuln. More importantly, back in Ulthuan various courtiers and councillors to the Phoenix King had questioned his motives for this endeavour and had it not been the support of the Dragon Princes of Caledor it is unlikely he would have been given leave from his post at the Citadel of Dusk. 

Despite this Fëanor was undeterred. His encounter with the Undead Horde of Khatep Ra had uncovered of evidence that some link to his family’s history laid buried within the crypts of the Tomb Kings of Khemri. Dragonfriend was determined to find answers.

For weeks the allied host of Ulthuan and the Empire had advanced into the deserts. The further into the deep desert they moved the less water could be found. In a desperate attempt to save the expedition from retreating from the desert wastes, Dragonfriend had split his forces and sent them searching for oasis. This left him with the core of his army, a cavalry division, the Dragons from the Land of Mountain Elms (Urulókë Alalminórë) and their riders, and no other commanders but himself. To make matter worse, his scouts had reported that they where not alone in the vast wasteland. An allied horde of Chaos and orcs and goblins where also closing on the town and its precious well. The dust from this vile host could now be clearly seen rising from desert and the dry wind carried the hoots, growls and vile guttural voices of orcs, trolls and the followers of Chaos. 

Hours later the two armies watched each other across the valley, the village and its well between them. To his right Dragonfriend had positioned his cavalry to protect his flank and harry the Knights of Chaos and boar riders opposite them. Standing behind him two divisions of archers and five of spear prepared to force march towards the village and hold it against the trolls, ogres, goblins and orcs that controlled the enemies centre. Urulókë Alalminórë glided above and prepared to swoop on the evil hordes. Duke Chambers held the left flank Empire infantry and cavalry prepared to engage the infantry of Chaos. Of in the distance Dragonfriend could also make out the shape of a giant staggering around behind the some goblins that where investigating an ancient pyramid to his right. 

With a roar the evil horde surged forward. Masses of trolls, ogres and orc-kin stampeded towards the village. Chaos Knights supported by enormous hounds also moved forward and protected the flanks of orc and goblin infantry. Behind them orc boars riders advanced and off to the right the chaos infantry moved towards the hills that over looked the village. Off in the distance, the giant (obviously disgusted that his commander was sending him to find water and not beer) strolled out of sight.

Like a bolt of thunder descending from the heavens and Dragon Riders smashed into the flanks of Knights of Chaos. Dragon claws and teeth smashed through armour and bone and the Dragon Princes of Caledor drove the knights before them. Despite the ferocity of the dragon riders charge, the Gods of Chaos where smiling on their greatest followers and the dragons where repulsed after bitter fighting.

Meanwhile, Dragonfriend ordered is infantry forward and they gained the village. On his left Chambers moved his infantry forward to overlook the chaos infantry. Human cavalry also positioned themselves to swoop in and destroy the Followers of Chaos.   

Seeing them in disarray, Chaos Knights and orc boys charged the Dragons of Caledor. Before they could gain the safety of the skies, a few dragons where pulled the ground and butchered, the others pierced by lances and orc choppas retreated bady hurt.

Under the command of their Orc Warlord, the orc and goblin infantry supported by mighty trolls and ogres smashed into the village. Elven bows sounded but to no effect as the vile beasts took cover in and around buildings.

Angered by the loss of the mighty beasts of Caledor, Fëanor ordered three Silver Helm legions to ride the Knights of Chaos into the desert sands. Charging forward the nobles of Ulthuan drove into the front and flanks of iron clad warriors. Again the Gods of chaos smiled on their followers and the lances and swords of the Silver Helms bounced of the knights and the nobles where forced to retreat. They reformed only to be ridden down by the viscous counter charge of Chaos cavalry.

On Fëanor’s right a similar story was unfolding, hundreds of human knights smashed in the Chaos infantry and a band of trolls only to be repulsed by the defended infantry. 

Dragonfriend prayed to Asuryan as hundreds of ogres supported but orc warriors bounded towards the Elven spear in the village. The battle that ensued lasted hours. Ogres smashed through the ranks of the spearmen driving them out of the village and into the waiting jaws of chaos hounds and the lances of chaos knights. Elven archers charged and cut down the hordes of goblins that had occupied the building overlooking the town square. In response, Trolls charged forward and smashed into the archers only to be repulsed by the bows and swords of the elves. Troll, ogre and elven blood mingled in the streets as the officers of the remaining archers ordered their troops to counter charge into the flanks of the ogres and follow-up on the trolls. Within the narrow streets the fighting was at close quarters and very confused but the elves emerged victorious as they cut down the last of the ogres and a troll war band
. Thousands of handguns and crossbows sounded just as the elves began to retreat into the buildings to seek cover from the orcs still in the village. The remaining troll war band was driven back in confusion. The empire infantry had arrived to support the beleaguered elves.

As the battle in the streets of the village raged, on Dragonfriend’s left remaining knights engaged the chaos cavalry in a bloody contest. Swinging from behind the village a legion of Reavers charged and ran down the hounds of chaos. Nobles of Dragonfriend’s own house smashed in the chaos knights that threatened to roll down the elven flank. This time the God of Chaos where no protection from the rage of the elves. Lances splinted armour, swords cleaved mutant flesh and out of the skies the remaining dragons of Caledor cleaved in the flanks of the desperate followers of chaos and sent their souls to the feet of their masters.

On the opposite flank, having drawn the chaos infantry from the hills overlooking the village, the Knights of the Empire lowered their lances and clove into the ranks of chaos infantry. In the heat of the battle, Duke Mik Chambers himself joined the fray, ancestral sword cleaving through the chaos armour and driving the foul hordes before him.

As Chambers cut the last of the Champions of Chaos, a foul horn sounded of a thousand damned souls. What remained of the chaos horde begin to retreat from the battlefield. Seeing their allies retreating the masses of orcs and goblins began to turn and flee into the desert. Dragonfriend ordered his battered troops to reform and stand down, as he watched the evil horde retreat his head lowered in anger. His keen eyesight could make out that now each orc and goblin carried a full flask of water.













� Wizard on Dragon Mount


� 2,000 pts, Pitched Battle: Same Forces. Chaos wins by 65 VPs.


� With 30 Attacks the Chaos Chariots only managed to do one hit on one Spearman unit and two on another. 


� First tactical mistake: After destroying a Chariot unit the Eagles should have advanced and attacked another despite the presence of the Dragon in their midst. Even taking another stand of the Chariots would have reduced their ability to move and disrupted this flank. The whole intention of the Eagles charge after all. 


� Another silly tactical mistake: I should have checked to see which Chariot unit the Dragon was with before pushing my Mages so far forward to give support. This meant I needed something for them to fall back to, hence the infantry moving forward. Note this would have been futile anyway as the infantry where overrun the next turn and the Mages would have died as a result anyway.


� The tactical mistake here is obvious but relates to the overall failure/stupidity of my strategy. The right flank could have held by itself because of the lake protecting my flank. Instead of falling into Martin’s trap I should have assaulted the hill to my center left. I could have also used my Reavers to kill the Undead Cavalry instead of the Chariots.


� In his youth, Fëanor Dragonfriend spent time in the Empire studying the human political/military history as part of a diplomatic exchange between the Empire and Ulthuan. During this time Dragonfriend befriended a Dwarven Engineer – Grimsmite Wallbreaker - who was training humans in siege warfare at the University of Nuln.


� General, Hero, Chaos Warriors x3, Marauders x3, Trolls, Chaos Hounds, Chaos Knights x2, Chaos Spawn


� Orc General + Crown of Command, Goblin Hero, Goblin Shaman, Goblins x3, Ogres, Orc Warriors x3, Trolls x2, Boar Riders x3, Wolf Riders, Giant, Rock Lobber


� General, Wizard + Staff of Spellbinding + War Altar, Crossbowmen x3, Skirmisher x3, Halberdiers x2, Handgunners x2, Knights x4, Pistoliers x4


� Out of the two archer units and five spear units in the village. A stand of each archer unit remained.
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