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			The Sanguine Tear, now…

			The company standard is dappled with blood. To Thaneod Darrago, the pattern of it looks like a starfield painted in negative. Some of the blood is old. Very old. Some is new, and belongs to his brothers, both lost and living. It is the blood of Sanguinius. Angels’ blood. The same as Darrago’s own. As he smooths the standard flat with care, he catches the scent of it. It is rich and familiar, a contrast to the cool, recycled air of his quarters aboard the Blood Angels strike cruiser Sanguine Tear. Like the rest of the ship, Darrago’s quarters are clad in iron and gold, but unlike the grand halls and the decorated, ornate bridge, they are spare. Darrago’s work station takes up most of the space. It is a smooth marble surface on which the company standard lies under lumens that are warm and yellow like sunlight. Stylised skulls set into the walls watch him from blank eye sockets as he lays out his tools. Needles made from fine steel. Golden thread, carefully woven by Chapter thralls at the Arx Angelicum. They are fine things. Delicate things.

			‘In blood are we made,’ Darrago says, as he sets about his work.

			The fine steel needle is as familiar to him as his weapons and wielded just as easily in his badly scarred hand. The standard is his to bear. His to carry, to mend and to care for. His to stitch with new glories, in golden thread. It is scarred, as he and his brothers are scarred. It has been mended one thousand times, by one hundred hands, but Darrago knows well enough that it is impossible to ever truly reverse damage once it has been done. You can overstitch it. Strengthen weak areas and restore faded glories. You can even conceal damage, if you so wish.

			But you cannot undo it.

			‘Company Ancient.’

			Darrago looks up at the words. The speaker is one that he expected, though that does nothing to lessen the cold weight that accompanies his presence, and the questions that Darrago knows he will ask. 

			‘Well met,’ Darrago says. It is hard to mean the words because there is only one thing that calls this particular brother of his. 

			Blood. 

			His brother approaches. He is clad not in robes, but in full battleplate. It growls in the silence like a caged thing. He remains standing, though there is space to sit, because he is not the type to rest.

			‘You know why I am here,’ his brother says.

			Darrago nods. ‘Because of Luminata,’ he says. ‘The shrine of Sanguis Gloria.’

			‘And the chalice,’ his brother says, looking down at the standard. ‘A new glory for your banner.’

			‘Not a glory,’ Darrago says, and he goes back to his work.

			‘What, then?’

			Darrago keeps his eyes on the shape of the chalice as he re-makes it in thread.

			‘A memorial,’ he says. ‘Something to commemorate.’

			There is a pause, during which Darrago can hear the low rumble of the Sanguine Tear as she plies the warp, and the beat of his hearts, quickened by memory. 

			‘The chalice held at Sanguis Gloria was said to be an immaculate vessel,’ his brother says. ‘It was said that our father himself gave it to the people of Luminata as a show of faith.’

			‘I know the stories,’ Darrago says. ‘We all know the stories.’

			‘Yet corruption was drawn to the chalice,’ his brother says. ‘Evil sought it out, to use it against us. To twist the immaculate and make violence of it.’

			Darrago stops his work. ‘I saw what was done on Luminata,’ he says. ‘I saw the chalice taken by traitors. I saw the shrine afire. I saw the storm they meant to make, and what it took to stop it.’

			His brother is silent for a moment. His dark eyes do not flicker. Do not blink. Darrago knows that the stillness is momentary. That his brother can be swift and violent.

			Merciless.

			‘And what did it take to stop it?’ his brother asks. 

			Darrago’s eyes fall to the half-made chalice. He remembers Donato, bowed. 

			Sanyctus, screaming.

			‘Great sacrifice,’ Darrago says. ‘And angels’ blood.’

		

	
		
			 


			The Sanguine Tear, then…

			The shrine of Sanguis Gloria stands astride the pilgrims’ city below. An angel, carved from the white face of the tallest mountain on Luminata, it wears the cloud layer for a crown, and casts long shadows with its wings. Long enough for thousands of pilgrims to stand in and sing their hymns. They move as the shadows move with the sun, but they never stop their singing. It carries upwards on coursing winds. A constant chorus. Standing in the shadow of Sanguis Gloria and being surrounded by the roar of the pilgrims’ song is a memory that Thaneod Darrago holds on to. One that reminds him of all of the ways that mortal hearts can be good.

			Which is especially important when they fail.

			He watches through the eyes of his brothers on the ground and in the shrine, through a dozen pict-feed links broadcast directly onto his helm’s display from the Blood Angels fighting on Luminata. He sees the sky twist and burn around the shrine of Sanguis Gloria. Clawed clouds, and lightning earthing in reverse, reaching up to strike at the sky. He sees bodies fall from the platform built into the shrine’s summit to join the others that lie broken at the foot of it, where the pilgrims once sang. A pool of blood grows around them like another long shadow. Darrago sees cultists wrapped in bloodstained bandages torn apart by bolter fire, dying for those that twisted them and turned them against the Emperor. Lastly, Darrago sees warriors clad in crimson and silver that burn with witchlight and wickedness. Heretic Astartes. 

			Word Bearers.

			Darrago’s hearts thunder at the sight of them. The marks they wear. The darkness that follows them. Darrago has a great capacity for hatred. Of the alien. Of the mutant. But no hatred burns as fiercely for him as that he holds for the heretic. For those who turned their backs on their brothers and embraced Chaos.

			The feed flickers and distorts. Over the roars and battle cries of his brothers, somehow Darrago catches the sound of whispers. The words are reversed, just like the lightning. Demented, hollow echoes that sound like gasping breaths. He grits his teeth and shuts it out, then winds his fingers tight around the standard he carries and takes his place alongside his First Company brothers on the teleportation dais, because the time has come for the Archangels to join battle. Each of them has a particular space on the dais amidst the warding words set in gold. Those words are ancient, much older than the Tear herself. Darrago can see where they have been flash frozen by repeat teleportations, leaving micro fractures running through the gold. Too many to count. Eleven of his brothers stand on the dais around him, clad in scarlet and gold. Command falls to Larracus Donato. The captain is a veteran amongst veterans, his mastery of battle-craft rarely matched. If Donato is the Archangels’ tactical mind, Darrago is their soul. The company standard is not the only thing to fall under his care. He watches over his brothers, too.

			Darrago looks to Radst Phaello first, and the four members of his squad. Sanguinius’ blood runs in every one of them, but Sergeant Phaello is the one who most resembles the graven images of their father. The Angel, serene. That composure of his carries over into battle, where Phaello is deliberate and measured. The other four veterans are sworn to the giant, Diordis Victorno. Like Phaello, he is fair and pale. Where Phaello is serene, though, Victorno is fierce like the radstorms of Baal. He favours the thunder hammer and the heart of a fight, as do those who fight with him. They are the Archangels’ wrath. Darrago knows that to be particularly true of one of his brothers. The one he has known for the longest time, and whom he watches with the most care. 

			Adiccio Sanyctus.

			He stands beside Victorno now, curling and uncurling his hands in their lightning claw gauntlets. He goes without his helm, and his one remaining eye is furious and dark. 

			‘Adiccio,’ Darrago says, using his given name because he knows it will cut through, like it did on Kalatar.

			Sanyctus looks at him. Of all of Darrago’s brothers, he is one of the most scarred. He has been mended nearly as many times as the company standard, but with nowhere near the artistry.

			‘Thaneod,’ he says. ‘We must go. Now.’

			Darrago has never known Sanyctus to be patient, but with every battle, the urgency in him grows. It becomes more vicious and desperate. 

			Darker. 

			‘The lesson,’ Darrago says. ‘Do you remember?’

			It takes a moment, but then his brother blinks. There is a flicker in the snarl of scar tissue that is all that remains of Sanyctus’ right eye as the lid tries to close.

			‘I remember,’ he says.

			Sanyctus stops curling his hands inside his gauntlets. He lifts his helm and locks it in place, and his scars and his fury are hidden behind a beautifully artificed mask of red ceramite. 

			‘Tur Zalak and his coven have taken the Crown.’ Captain Donato’s voice carries easily, without needing to be raised. The seals affixed to his Terminator plate catch gently in the recycled air as the vox-spoiled sound of war echoes in Darrago’s ears. The pict-feed shown to him is a frozen, flickering image of the shrine of Sanguis Gloria, seen from the air. The angel’s eyes are dark hollows that billow black smoke. Dark stains run down the shrine’s marble face like tears. ‘The storm is their doing. They have used it to blind our Librarius and blunt our aerial assaults.’ Donato’s voice is cold. ‘The Word Bearers intend to despoil the shrine of Sanguis Gloria, and Luminata with it.’

			He pauses. His face is set, but Darrago sees the fury in the captain’s eyes.

			‘It is not just the Crown that the heretics have taken,’ Donato says. ‘They have also taken the chalice.’

			‘The bastards will burn,’ Victorno says. He slams the haft of his thunder hammer on the dais. ‘Every one of them.’

			Donato nods. ‘We will restore the shrine of Sanguis Gloria, and we will recover the chalice. None shall stand against us.’

			Darrago answers alongside his brothers.

			‘None shall survive our wrath!’ they roar together.

			‘In Sanguinius’ name,’ Donato says. 

			The words conjure the pilgrims’ song once more in Darrago’s mind. The glory he felt at the sound of it. At standing in the shadow of great wings, on a world on which his father is said to have set foot. Then the teleportarium lights turn white and the storm surrounds him. 
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