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Following his transcendent vision and glorious victory at Milvian Bridge in the Year of Our Lord 312 AD, by the Old Calendar, Augustus Konstantine adopted the religion of the One True God.  This union of Church and State breathed new life and renewed vigor into a decaying kingdom.  Under the banner IN HOC SIGNO VINCES, Konstantine set about restoring the Empire's former glory.  Five Hundred years later the Frankish King Charlemagne ascended the Imperial throne becoming Primus Inter Pares.  By his hand the Sacrum Romanum Imperium expanded to include all of the Eurasian Continent as well as the Afrikas.  Charlemagne's "descendants" added the lands and tribes of the New World to the Empire.  Succession was seldom orderly.  The path to the Imperial Throne always involved intrigue; often bloody civil war.  No matter how crowned however the principle of Translatio Imperii gave legitimacy and, more importantly, constancy to the Imperator's rule.  Over the millennia the distinction between Church and State and Emperor blurred becoming one and the same.  When Terrene reached the stars in 2322, by the New Calendar, His Most Catholic Majesty, the Emperor Valerian XII founded the Universum Regnum.  

A Survey of Earth's Major Civilizations Prior to Imperium

Volume XVII - Foundation and Empire

Sir Alexander Fraser Tytler

Lord Woodhouselee  

It is the best of times.  The Imperium Romanum Sacrum encompasses thousands of worlds; its subjects number in the trillions.  For a hundred centuries the Imperator's vision has enthralled the human race; his will has united mankind to one purpose.  His wisdom shines like a beacon throughout the heavens lighting the pathways to the stars, shepherding the lost homeward.  Incalculable wealth flows into the Imperial coffers daily; the product of untold billions laboring on countless planets scattered throughout the galaxy.  Tens of millions administer his cosmic kingdom.  Mighty battle fleets ply the void - protecting commerce, seeking new resources, defending the interstellar domain.  Vast armies crusade in the Emperor's name - bringing new systems into compliance, maintaining order, guarding the empire.  Life in the Empire can be harsh but it is fair and it is life.  Outside the Pax Imperialis there is terror and fates far worse than death. 

It is the worst of times, for if the title ever had meaning the Empire is no longer Holy nor Roman and the enemies of the Imperium are legion - aliens, heretics, mutants and worse; a host of foul creatures released when the daemons who reside beyond the materium breach the veil between our world and theirs.  Perpetual war stifles innovation. There is nothing new under the sun.  Centuries have elapsed since the last truly great discovery.  Refinement of existing technology is considered progress.  Recovery of ancient artifacts passes for research.  The Empire, worse mankind, is stagnating.  The most insidious threat to the Empire of Man however is apathy, complacency, greed, indifference - the eternal vices of man that despite millions of years of evolution remain unchanged.  For every man of faith there are far more who doubt.  For every man who serves the Empire far more serve only themselves.  On those rare planets graced with peace men delude themselves with illusions of universal harmony.  They speak of brotherhood, coexistence, tolerance.  They forget that war is an ugly thing, but not the ugliest of things.  The decayed and degraded state of moral and patriotic feeling which thinks that nothing is worth war is much worse.  The person who has nothing for which he is willing to fight, nothing which is more important than his own personal safety, is a miserable creature that has no chance of being free unless made and kept so by the exertions of better men than himself.

These are the stories of better men.
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Qui disiderat pacem

During the long history of Terra prior to Imperium very few republics were conquered.  More commonly, they fell due to inertia.  Republics survived until the citizens learned they could vote themselves generous benefits from the public treasury or, conversely, elected officials realized they could purchase votes by bribing the populace with entitlements subsidized with communal funds thereby securing their continuation in office.  In either case, the end result was the same.  Most republics followed the same general pattern from foundation to fall:  bondage, truth, courage, liberty, self-reliance, knowledge, abundance, selfishness, complacency, ignorance, dependence, bondage.  Some republics lasted only a few years; others as long as five-hundred years; typically the cycle from bondage back to oppression averaged two-hundred fifty years.

A Survey of Earth's Major Civilizations Prior to Imperium

Volume VII - The Republics

Sir Alexander Fraser Tytler

Lord Woodhouselee  

The fading sun painted the horizon with a palette of colors ranging from orange to violet.  And as the sun set the people of the clan Kenbane gathered 'round the council fire.  Women and children moved toward the center; warriors watched the perimeter - ever alert, ever vigilant, even here, even now!  A hush stilled the crowd as the elders approached and took their seats. At the appointed hour Tarn rose and slowly made his way to the dais.  The weight of years and scars of battle marked his frame but his cobalt blue eyes still burned bright and his rich voice resonated with the strength of his convictions.  

"We are gathered, just as all the other clans around our world have come together on this day, to tell the story of Octavius.  And in that telling to remember what brought us here so that none may ever forget again.  I do not know if there is a God, not as depicted by the Ecclesiarch, but I do without doubt know there are rival forces contending for the universe.  Some call them good and evil, others light and darkness.  I prefer to name them order and chaos.  Whatever they are called, these forces undoubtedly exist; they are diametrically opposed, nay they are at war and the survival of our world, indeed the survival of mankind throughout the galaxy hinges on the outcome of their struggle.  We forgot that once and Enimar was nearly lost.  That must not happen again.  As long as we honor this day, as long as we remember our heroes, as long as we cherish our beliefs, that shall not happen again."

"Enimar had not known war since its reunification with Holy Terra during the Great Crusade.  Following that reunion her sons and daughters eagerly joined the Imperial Legions spreading the Emperor's Light throughout the galaxy, gathering other lost worlds into the fold, purging those that refused the new order.  During the evil times when Gaius betrayed his father, the Imperator, and internecine war threatened to destroy the nascent realm Enimar remained loyal - staunchly defending the Empire, her citizen soldiers at the forefront of the Great Scouring
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Mea digitos pugnare







Et fortido mea
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Nos sumus Malleus Maleficarum







Litany of the Enimar Militia





























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
|
w|
1

ENSE ET ARATRO






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
SCIMITAR

EDGE






d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





