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Abaddon has made into Imperial space
occurred in the early years of the second
century of the Forty-First Millennium, and
has since been dubbed the Gothic War.

THE GOTHIC WAR

The seeds of this devastating war had
been sown some years earlier, in a series
of seemingly unconnected raids on
Imperial oulposts across the Segmentum
Obscurus. Warp storms built across the
sector with growing fury, and zealots
preached that the Emperor was
displeased with his subjects’ wickedness
and was sending these storms as a sign of
his displeasure. Despite all attempts by
planetary officials, fanatic cults formed,
hordes of flagellating doomsayers
engulfing the Gothic Sector In violent
upheavals. Secret cults and covens used
the cover of these upheavals to insinuate
their depraved members into positions of
power and authority. After several naval
vessels were lost to explosions in dock,
widespread reports of suspected sabotage
did nothing to calm an already volatile
situation. With sightings of Chaos vessels
in the sector increasing all the time, It was
soon clear to even the most blinkered
official that the forces of Chaos were
planning a major incursion into the

Gothic Sector.

Abaddon's fleet struck as the building
warp storms swirling around the Gothic
Sector surged into terrible life, cutting off
the Imperial defenders from any help.
Dozens of Imperial outposts were attacked
simultaneously throughout the Gothic
Sector, naval vessels were ambushed and
orbital docks were bombed by saboteurs,
Though taken by surprise, Imperial forces
were able to hold on and prevent
themselves from being lofally
overwhelmed, Of the seventeen naval
bases in the Gothic Sector, six were based
on what were known as the Blackstone
Fortresses, ancient star citadels of
unknown origin. Who had created them or
what their original purpose had been was
a mystery, but they made perfect bases of
operation for the Imperial Navy. After
extensive refitting by the Adeptus
Mechanicus with primary power and
weapons syslems centuries before, each
was the equal of Naval Command at Port
Maw. The Navy prided itself that none of
the Blackstones had ever fallen in battle,
but after the battle of Blackstone 1V, this
was all fo change.

As the Chaos fleet moved in to attack,
Blackstone |V's power grid suddenly and
inexplicably shut down, rendering the guns
useless and the personnel on board
defenseless. The battle was short and
bloody and, after a hurned astropathic
plea for aid, there were no more
communications with Blackstone V. But
there was worse lo come. Abaddon had
not been idle in his time within the Eye of
Terror, using millions of slaves, sorcerers

and polluted magicks to create a
gargantuan vessel, simply dubbed the
Planet Killer. The cardinal world of
Savaven was the first to feel its wrath and
was destroyed in a single night as the
Planet Killer's unholy weapon split the
planet's core apart, An impenetrable
asteroid field is all Ihat remains to even
prove it existed at all, and Imperial morale
was hit catastrophically by this colossal act
of destruction.

Sub-sector after sub-sector fell to the
legions of Chaos, worlds surrendering
wholesale rather than face the awesome
power of the Planet Killer. Ariother
Blackstone Fortress fell to Abaddon at
Brinaga when it appeared that his minions
had some way of activating the long-
dormant weapon and power systems of
the mighty fortress. With the power of two
Blackstone Forfresses at his disposal,
Abaddon attacked he defenders of
Blackstone | at Fularis I, utilizing the
unknown power of the Blackstones to
combine their energies in an unholy blast
of warp-spawned power to annihilate the
Imperial forces and caplure the Fortress.

The war dragged on for many years, with
Abaddon’s fleets continuing to ravage the
sector until the warp storms that had
isolated the Gothic Sector for so long
began, finally, 1o abate. At Tarantis,
Abaddon demonstrated the fearsome
power of the Blackstones once more. With
the combined might of the three now at his
disposal, he unleashed thelr energies into
the care of the star at the heart of the
Tarantis system before making a fighting
withdrawal. The star seethed and boiled
for many weeks, and those that could flee
the system did so until, four weeks after
the attack, Tarantis' star went nova,
destroying everything for many thousands
of billions of miles in all directions and
rendering the system uninhabitable.

The climactic battle in the Gothic war was
to take place at Shindlegeist, where
Blackstone V orbited in the depths of
space. Eldar forces that had chosen lo ally
with the Imperial forces, led by Lord
Admiral Ravensbutg, had discovered
Abaddon's intent to attack Blackstone V
and allowed the Imperial fleet to utilize
their ancient warp portals in order that
they might spring a trap on the Despoiler.
As Abaddon began his attack, the allied
forces fell upon him with all their might and
there was little the (raitorous captains
could do except to die fighting. The battle
was one of the most destructive and
bloody of the war, lasting for lully three
days. Al the battle's climax, Abaddon
ordered the three Blackstones under his
command lo drive for the system’s star
and inflict upon |t the fate that had befallen
Tarantis. Bul Captain Abridal aboard the
Flame of Purity flew his ship into the path
of the Blackstones and managed to disrupt
their powertul beams. His ship was torn
apart by the lethal energies, but his heroic
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sacrifice saved the star from destruction,
The Blackstones had expended their
power and Abaddon had run out of time.

Abaddon fled into the warp with two of the
Blackstone Fortresses, the third hotly
pursued by the vengeful Imperial fleet. The
Imperial ships hammered it with their
weapons, to little effect, untll Strike
Cruisers from the Angels of Redemption
and assault boats from the Divine Right
were able fo close and board the Foriress.
They found the interior of the Blackstone
Fortress changed beyond all recognition,
the modifications made by the Adeptus
Mechanicus vanished and the walls
pulsing with a dark, internal light. No
sooner had they boarded than the fortress
began to break up around them, slowly
cracking apart Into thousands of
fragments, And with Abaddon's defeat at
Shindlegeist. the Gothic War was over.

Throughout the Gothic Sector, the
remaining Blackstone Fortresses
deslroyed themselves in a similar fashion,
though whether the two still under
Abaddon's control also broke apart is not
known as there have been reported
sightings of the Despoiler, both with and
without them in the years since the Gothic
War. And as for the Planet Killer,
unverifiable reports claim that it was
destroyed by Omega Squadron at
Kharlos Il, but when Adeptus Mechanicus
salvage teams led by Inquisitor Horst
journeyed to the site of the battle, they
could find no trace of the vessel,

Abaddon has been a constant threat to the
Imperium ever since the end of the Gothic
War, but thus far, has yet 1o raise as vast
a force as he did during those dark days.
The High Lords of Terra live in fiear of the
day that Abaddon is able to unite the
various armies of the Eye of Terror, but the
very fractious nature of its inhabitants may
be the High Lords' greatest ally in
preventing such an occurrence. There are
a multitude of ruthless warlords within its
anarchic depths, and it is hoped that many
wolld be unwilling to unite under a single
banner, lest their own monstrous ambition
be outshone by Abaddon's dark glory,
However, many who are given to know
such things speak of dark portents and
dreadful omens that point to the rise of a
great uniter within the depths of the Eve of
Terror. The identity of this mysterious
figure remains elusive but, knowing the
force of Abaddaon’s leadership, it is difficult
o see who else it could be. Currently
there are (he usual scattered reports of
Chaos vessels probing Imperial picket
lines, though perhaps on a more regular
basis. A dire warning from the Eldar
Farseer, Eldrad Ulthran, telling of
Abaddon’s return has caused alarm in
some circles, but the words of such a
manipulafive xenos obviously cannot be
trusted and his lles have been discounted,















personally commanding the Adeptus
Custodes, his elite guard. He was
accompanied by Sanguinius, white-
pinioned Primarch of the Blood Angels
and his legion of Space Marines. In the
palace grounds stood the stalwart
Adeptus Arbites. The palace was not the
only bastion of resistance; there were
others, each an awesome fortified city
filled with dauntless soldiers. Beneath
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the ruins of the Imperial Basilica, grim-
visaged Rogal Dorn led the stern
Imperial Fists in final prayers. Within the
armored factory complexes of the
Adeptus Mechanicus, tech-priests put
aside their tools and girded themselves
with the fearsome weapons of their
order. In the rubble of burned-out hab-
areas, Primarch Jaghatai Khan
mustered the White Scars, the Chapter
of Space Marines which he had

personally instructed in the art of
lightning warfare. Three full Titan legions
stood ready to defend their Emperor.

As the earth shuddered under the
bombardment, tank divisions roared
across the tortured landscape to take up
their position against the coming
invasion. Brave men checked their
weapons and offered up last prayers.
Defense lasers swiveled to face the
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shield of the Emperor’s power, Humanity
would swiftly fall prey to Chaos. Horus
would stand triumphant amid the rubble
of Humanity's greatest empire. He would
become a new and angry god. If he did
not win soon, reinforcements would filter
in from the corners of the Imperium, and
his attack would falter. For the
Warmaster this was the desperate,
ultimate gamble. Everything was staked
on this attack. It had to succeed, and at
that moment it looked as if it might.

Day by day the siege wore on,
casualties rose from the thousands to
tens of thousands to hundreds of
thousands. Bodies had to be bulldozed
from the access ways to the Saturnine
Gate by war machines. Chaos Titans
blazed at the walls, specially constructed
missiles ripping great chunks from the
masonry. The Titans of the Fire Wasps
answered their fire with volcano
cannons. The smell of burning flesh
filled the air as the corpses of the dead
were incinerated in funeral pyres a
hundred feet high. Obscene ash
parched the throats of the defenders.
The World Eaters built a pyramid of
scorched skulls sixty feet high in Temple
Square. By night the chants of
degenerate cultists echoed through the
streets and daemons flitted among the
ruins of Earth.

Slowly, foot by torturous foot, the
defenders were forced back. The great
walls of the palace were riddled with
hundreds of kilometers of bulkheads and
corridor. Within this maze, bitter hand-to-
hand fighting ensued until entire
sections of passage were filled with
bloated corpses. Feeling that progress
was too slow, Horus ordered the Titans
of the Death’s Head Legion to demolish

entire sections of the wall. Despite
taking tremendous casualties, the great
Warlord Titans broke through, and the
forces of the Warmaster flooded into the
palace grounds.

While all this was taking place, Jaghatai
Khan of the White Scars had
implemented a change of plan. Rather
than throwing away his forces against
the near invincible bulk of the main
Chaos army, he launched a lightning
raid against Lions Gate Spaceport. This
night attack was spearheaded by the
savage warriors of the White Scars, who
led the remnants of the 1st Tank Division
and elements of the surviving Guard
armies against the surprised heretics.
Khan threw a defensive perimeter
around the spaceport and held it against
all counter-attacks. The flow of men and
materials towards the palace was halved
at a stroke.

This success gave heart to the
defenders. They swiftly attempted to
seize Eternity Wall Spaceport, but here
the forces of the Warmaster were better
prepared. The attackers were ambushed
and driven back by traitors. Horus knew
it was imperative to keep his beachhead
secure. The final push on the inner
palace had begun.

The battle raged across the grounds of
the Inner Gardens. What had once been
a vast parkland was swiftly turned into a
killing ground. Men used statues for
cover and monuments for bunkers.
Blood swirled in the waters of the
ornamental lakes. Groves of ancient
redwoods burned. The smell of the
burning mingled with the acrid odors of
weapons and engines and death. Red-
eyed, snatching sleep when they could,
both sides fought a total war. Trenches
were hurriedly excavated in the
meadows. Snipers killed men as they
tried to sip brackish water from the
ruined fountains.

Both sides fought with unimaginable
naked ferocity. Both sides sensed that
the end was near.

Eventually Sanguinius was forced to
retreat to within the palace itself,
personally holding the Ultimate Gate
against the oncoming horde while the
last of his wounded men was carried
through. Just as the giant ceramite gate
was about to close, a Bloodthirster of
Khorne leapt upon him and the
daemon'’s huge talons closed around
Sanguinius’ throat. The Primarch took to
the air, angel and daemon wrestling over
the warring armies. Both sides halted for
a moment to watch the titanic struggle. It
was a conflict such as has been rarely
seen; two beings of awesome power
wrestling above them.

Sanguinius was weary and near the end
of his strength, and the daemon gouged
great wounds in his flesh. The heretical
throng roared its approval as the
Primarch was cast to the ground, the
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impact splintering the granite. For a
moment the Primarch lay still and a
groan rose from the Blood Angels as the
daemon stood over him and howled in
exultation. Then slowly and painfully the
Blood Angels’ Primarch rose and seized
the creature, raised it high and broke its
back across his knee. Then, with a halo
of power playing round his head, he
tossed its broken-carcass back amid its
followers. They beat their chests and
rent their hair and wailed in dismay as
the Ultimate Gate shut.

Above, the great Sky Fortress bore
Rogal Dorn and the remnants of the
Imperial Fists to the inner palace. The
loyal Primarch was determined to stand
and die with his Emperor in the final
hour. The Sky Fortress then raced away
from the palace in a desperate attempt
to reach Jaghatai Khan and return him
to the palace. It was destroyed by a
blaze of fire from the Death’s Head
Titan Legion. Even in death its
commander wrought havoc on the
enemy, bringing the crippled vehicle
down into the center of the Chaos
horde. It seemed as if a new sun was
born on Earth as the plasma reactor
exploded, blasting out a crater three
kilometers across. Those within the
palace knew they were cut off; now they
were truly alone. Only a miracle could
save them.

Now the final siege began. Through
great breaches in the outer walls more
and more armaments and
reinforcements were brought to bear.
The Warmaster himself prepared to
teleport down to the surface and
supervise the destruction of his former
lord. Then a daemon from the Warp
whispered to him the words that he had
dreaded. A loyalist fleet under Leman
Russ and Lion El'Johnson bearing a
fresh army of Space Wolves and Dark
Angels was only hours away. It would
take days to break Humanity’s last
citadel, even with Horus leading his
troops. It seemed that time had run out
for the Warmaster, that his gamble

had failed.

Horus was first among the fallen, with
the power of a god and the cunning of a
daemon. He resolved to try one final
desperate gambit. He could still kill the
Emperor. He ordered all comm-net
communications blocked so that the
defenders would get no word from their
rescuers, and then he used his psychic
powers to the fullest to prevent the
Emperor becoming aware of this. Finally,
he dropped the shields of his command
ship. It was an invitation and a personal
challenge that he knew the Emperor
could not resist. He was being offered a
chance finally to smite the foe who had
harried him for so long.

The Emperor rose to the challenge, and
he and his surviving Primarchs
teleported aboard the Warmaster's battle
barge. Horus used his powers to





































































































































“No, no!” he screamed as he tried to flee,
but his legs would not respond. “You're
not rcal! You're just a story told at
bedtime to frighten naughty children.”

The largest of the creatures leapt onto the
bar and drew a wicked looking blade.
Green toxin dripped from it, causing wisps
of smoke to rise as it struck the polished
wooden surface. The Skaven hissed,
bringing its blade down in a vicious arc.

o

As a dark cloud covered the moons, the
Skaven crept out from the tavern into the
crisp, cold night air of Middenheim. The
trees in the palace ground had already shed
their leaves and only the noise of frost
covered leaves, quictly crunching underfoot,
betrayed the presence of the dark robed
Gutter Runners as they made their way
through the grounds.

They followed the Assassin as he pressed
himself against the cover of the ancient
stonc walls of the city. Soon he
disappeared into the shadows of a small
alcove facing the main palace quarters.

“The Dark ones are coming. Already they
march from the north. Soon first of man-
things’ cities fall. Here, our time draws

ncar. Already clans gather in strength and..”

It hissed for the others to stay silent. The
sound of a sentry’s footsteps on the
cobbled stones echoed across the square.
They grew louder as the sentry approached
their hiding place. One of the Gutter
Runners drew his blade in readiness to
dispatch the guard. The man-thing paused.
scant meters away from the alcove. The
Skaven could smell the strong odor of his
pipe. After a few scconds he resumed his
patrol and walked away.

DEATHLY

SILEN

Penned by Scribe épacc McQuirk.

“Tower,” the Assassin continued, pois
sq. g4 3 0

to a building before them. *Must

get inside.” »

“Why master?” One of the C;m:r Ru
ventured 2 question. The Alsassin turned,
suddenly baring a sct of :hg;ﬁ

yellow fangs. ' . L

L LY

“Your's is not to ask’ why.".
With the tip of this dagger he
scratched a rough” map: in; the
dirt beneath the alcove. Soon
. )
every Skaven in the group ARY-
knew his task, and they set’ 4
off on their mission. 3

*xx

Kurt Thersmite felt the
warmth of the fire against L -
his cold face as he stcpptd . "
into the guardroom. (Hc .

took onc last suckion his :
pipe before tapping the ashes
out onto the floor. The-rest of"
the nightshift were sat around the
fire warming themselves. He walked
up to the guardsman ncarest the fire
and stood before him.

“Move over lad, it's deadly cold out there
and I'm nceding to thaw my fingers.” The
young lad looked up and for a moment
seemed ready to argue but onc look from
the clder guardsman's face told him it
wasn't worth it. Kurt sat down on the
stool and placed his hands close to the
firc. As he did so he heard
something scurry across the roof
of the barracks.

“Damned rats,” he muttered.
“Somebody kick that fat,
lazy cat outgide to do

her job."
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A young guard walked over 1o the cat but
it hissed at him. its fur standing on end

The guard backed away from the feline,
preferring to avoid a mauling at the sharp

claws of the ternfied animal

“l dunno what's got into her tonight, she's
B B
petrificd of going out” He said, sitting
back down.

lenmx'smc_t‘-n. RIL
4 ‘ L

Kurt glared at the cat with disdain before
returning his gaze back to the hypnotic
glow of the red-hot embers

Suddenly he yjumped back. tipping off the
stool as a glass sphere fell from the
chimpey and landed in the heart of the
fire. The old warrior got back up onto hus
knees, lcaning forward to cxamine the
strange glass ball. It glowed an ceric shade
of green agamnst the red heat of the coals
A loud crack was followed by Kurt's
screams as the ball shattered and exploded
in his face The shards of glass, which had
pierced hus cyes, blinded him to the thick
green noxious gas that poured from the
ball and quickly enveloped the room

"Quick! Get out.” The young guard
screamed, the gas already causing a
strong burning scnsation at the back
of his throat. Onc by onc the guards
poured out [rom the barracks, their

cyes streaming, One by one they fell 10

the floor. clutching at their throats as

their blood spilled onto the frost covered
cobbles. One by one the Skaven Gutter
Runners sheathed their weapons and slipped
back into the shadows

The Assassin had slipped away from
the main group, taking two of their
number with him. He pointed
towards the foot of a tall tower,
where two guardsmen stood at

the entrance

“There, lair of one | seek”
The building rose high into
the night sky. It dwarfed a
tower ncxt to it, and at the
lop of the bui|dmg was a
metallic dome. Copper pipes
extended out from the top
quarter of the tower and ran
up the length before burrowing
back into the walls

"Kill guards, master?” One of
the Cutter Runners asked.
drawing out a throwing star as he
spoke. The Assassin motioned for
him 10 put back the weapon

"Not yet. Must reach target
first. Kill guards now risks
alerting victim.™ The Assassin
looked at the alleyway between the
two towers

“Wait. Inside tower | must be, then
strike.” he instructed his apprentices.

Sprmlmg across the
courtyard, he
clenched his fists, on
cach hand two blades

b

sprang forth from the
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sleeves of his robes. Running into the dark
alleyway, the Assassin leapt onto a pile of
crates to gain some height. From the top
crate he launched himself vpward at the far
wall, driving the tips of his blades into the
stonework. Plaster from the wall fell to the
floor. Had he hoped to gain a solid
purchase then the Assassin would have
failed and tumbled to the ground below.

Instead, in that fraction of a sccond’s
purchase that the crumbling stonework lent
him, he pushed himself off the wall with
his clawed feet, launching upward towards
the opposite side of the alley, again driving
in his blades for a bricf hold. In a short
space of time the Assassin had managed to
climb to the top of the lowest tower,
leaping from one wall to the other. His
black robes, silhouctted against the night
sky, lent him the appearance of a bat

i flight.

Once on the roof of the smaller tower the
Assassin paused for a moment. He could
spy an open window at the top of the
tower but, even with his acrobatic abilitics,
it would be too high for him to reach in
a single jump. A movement at the window
caught his attention. He snarled as a figure
drew the shutters and locked them.

Undaunted by the setback, he couched for
a moment focusing his energy on the jump
and then bounded upward. For a brief
moment it looked as though it was a
svicidal leap and the Skaven found himself
falling downwards. As he did so his blades
scraped on the copper piping, causing a
shower of sparks to fall down into the
alley. The tip of onc blade caught on a
bend in the piping leaving the Assassin
hanging suspended over the hundred

foot drop.

He swung himself upwards, reaching out
with his fingertips to grasp the piping. It
was hot and burned his hands but the
alternative was far less appealing. Climbing
up the pipe he reached the window ledge
and pulled himself up. He pulled out a
small pin secreted in his thick, dark grey
fur. With his long nimble fingers he made
short work of the shutter lock on the
window and leapt inside the tower.

* ok

Engincer Freidrich Holst sat down at his
desk and picked up his quill. He turned a
switch and the dim lights in the room
glowed bright as the burners were fed
more gas. He was glad for the integrated
flow system that he had recently installed
into the tower, it ensured that on the cold
winter nights in Middenheim he would
remain warm. Since his arrival in the palace

Freidrich had been making quite a name
for himself.

Now though he had been granted a bursary
to begin studics on a far grander project.

During his short time in the city he had
been allowed access to a wide range of
ancient artifacts. It was here that he had
discovered a strange stone. Dated at over
five hundred years old it was simply
entitled Wyrdstone. All attempts to locate
its source had met with failure, but
Freidrich was not concerned with such
details. He was more interested in
harnessing the energy of the stone.

In recent months, and after many near
disastrous experiments, Freidrich had
managed to safely use the stonc as a power
conduit. Unfortunately. the single shard he
had found had been virtually drained of
energy, and so he had sent word across the
Empire for more samples. He stared at the
dark green shard on his desk: this simple
picce of stone would change his life
forever. With it he would achieve
recognition beyond his wildest dreams.

A sudden draft of cold air caused him to
turn round. The shutters were wide open.
‘Strange’, he mused to himself, he was sure
he had locked them. The engincer
refastened the lock and sat back down at
his desk. His eyes widened in shock. The
stonc was gone. He looked under the desk,
perhaps it had fallen, but his quick search
revealed nothing.

“Lost something?” A sharp voice spoke
behind him. Freidrich turned and his heart
almost stopped at what he bcheld.

The Assassin grinned, revealing his razor
sharp tecth. In his hand he casuvally tossed
the green shard. The engincer slowly
stepped back, his mouth wide open whilst
his eyes betrayed a look of bewilderment
and horror at the creature before him. He
backed himsclf up against the wall,
shuffling slowly step by step. sideways
towards the door.

“I knew it!" He stammered, pointing at the
Assassin. “All the cvidence pointed towards
it. I knew you were real. The skulls were
too precise to be fakes” The human
continued to back away from the Skaven.
As he reached the door, he slowly turncd
to open the handle. No sooncr had he
averted his gaze than the Skaven leapt
towards him with lightning speed. The
blades attached to the Skaven's wrists
thudded into the thick oak. pinning the
engincer to the door. One blade on either
side of the man's neck trapped him. The
engincer turned slowly back round to face

his attacker, a trickle of blood ran down
his neck as the blades nicked him, whilst
at his feet a small puddle of another
liquid formed.

“Warpstone you arc wanting, yes? Think
you to harness its power?” the Assassin
pressed his snout close to the cngincer's
face, staring deep into his eyes.

“W...w... warpstonc?” the engincer
stammered again, a puzzled and desperate
tonc creeping into his speech. He looked
down at the shard of stonc the Skaven
held in his menacing clawed hands.
“Y..y.you mean Wyrdstone!”

“We know you harness cnergy. Give me
plans I give you quick death” The Skaven
turned his blades, cutting slightly decper
into the engincer's neck.

“You will get nothing from me. you
verminous filth” Freidrich retorted, wincing
at the pain. “All the results of my
experiments are contained safcly within my
mind. There is nothing for you here, it is
all in my head”

The Skaven snarled for a second and pulled
his blades away from the engineer's neck,
reaching into the folds of his robe. He
turned his back to the engincer for a
moment. whispering, “Good. good.”

In onc fell move he whirled back around.
the sword held in his hand sliced cleanly
through the engincer's neck, severing

his hcad.

At the foot of the tower the two Gutter
Runners pulled their throwing stars from
the bodics of the guards. The door opencd
and they quickly lowered their daggers
from a striking position as they spied
their master.

“Success master?” one whispered as they
skulked into the shadows.

“Yes" The Assassin spoke. In his hand he
held a small sack. Blood dripped from the
seams, leaving a trail behind it. But by the
time the guards discovered the gruesome
murder, the Skaven would have long

since vanished.

“Hurry we must. Clan Skryre need this
one’s brains before they grow cold. Even
after death they have the means with which
to retrieve his secrets.” As the Assassin
spoke the other Gutter Runners emerged
from the shadows. Three of them lifted
the heavy grating of a manhole cover and
the small band of infiltrators vanished as
swiftly as they had appeared.
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