The jungle world of Risac 12, now a battle ground, orks, Eldar, even the foul forces of Chaos have tried to take this system, each met the same problem, the Risac 241st Armoured Infantry Regiment. These Guardsmen had fought in the jungle at the head of every counter attack, even the famed Space Marines were surprised at the efficiency

of these people. This is a chronicle of their battles, against the Chaos vermin, the brutal orks, and the piratical Eldar. Hopefully, this chronicle shall aid the Inquisitors to learn why it tempts the foulest xenos.

The war against the orks of the Black ‘Ammerz tribe was a costly one, and one that saw the Chaos traitors arrive unchallenged. The massive ork fleet had arrived expectedly, and the Trojan Battlegroup was prepared for all but the one tactic the orks used. Exiting the Warp behind the Battlegroup, and smashing into the planet. But the fact another ork fleet arrived once the Trojan moved to blockade and

bombard the orks from orbit.

My name is Jonas Gren, of the Risac 241st Armoured Infantry. And I am one of only a hundred and twenty nine that survived through the ork, Chaos, and Eldar attacks. I hope you believe my story, as it is the truth, and I feel obliged to tell the story, for my friends who never returned to their families after the orks.

You never realise what its like to fight on your homeworld, not against orks or any other xenos that decide to attack, not until you see the xenos charging up towards you, through a dense jungle, and a hail of fire. Their ugly green faces in looks of eagerness and plainly put, dumbness.

But it was in their dumbness, and our overconfidence, believing they could not set ambushes that led to a Platoon being cut off and nearly wiped out. I was one of that platoon, I was a Trooper at the time, nothing great, but I’ll let my tale tell you of how it happened.

We’d just seen a large mob of orks, all armed with ranged weapons, and they ran, which made us overconfident. We chased them, killing one with an occasional firing of a lasgun. But when we entered a clearing, it was clear, that these orks were smart, at least among their kind. Once our platoon had entered the clearing completely, gunfire erupted from the trees and dense undergrowth, many of our vox carriers were cut down, their vox pack useless. My best friend, Jenkins, he fell that day, without even knowing what hit him.

I’d been next to him, as his head jerked, a bloody mist appearing before his face, many of us fell, inside the first five minutes, I don’t think any fire team was at full strength, hell any sign of a strategy disappeared. Finally, a Sergeant, Lustang, yelled for everyone to drop to the floor. And we did, it was the first step that Lustang had taken to becoming General of the Risac 241st.

“Come on! Grab the wounded and we’ll run for it!” shouted a lieutenant, after ten minutes of hiding among the grass.

He stood up, then fell, as countless bullets passed through his body. Lustang must have decided to take command, as the next thing I heard was her voice, yelling to gather the wounded and form a perimeter. Which we did, dragging the wounded through the grass and setting up a perimeter.

Then the worst sound we needed now, the terrible sound that the orks shout at the top of their deep voices, a sound that still gives me nightmares…. 
WAAAGGHHH!

Now I know this sound doesn’t seem frightening when I sound it, but imagine tens of orks, intent on killing you and your friends out of bloodlust, then you’ll understand why it frightens me to this day.

We could hear the sound of what must’ve been hundreds of orks, running through the jungle, yelling their war cries. And the gunfire pinning us stopped. As if a sign from the Emperor that our allies had finally killed the orks pinning us, we slowly stood up. But our hope disappeared once we saw the orks appear out of the jungle surrounding us. A variety of weapons, but each ork held a close combat weapon of some kind, be it axes, cleavers, knives or anything, they had it. 
Bolt pistols and flamers began their work on us, I saw a group of wounded Risac disappear in a cloud of fire. A medic screamed as an ork threw its axe at him, embedding itself deep in his chest.

“Fire at will!” shouted Lustang, a note of fear barely suppressed through the vox.

As one, we fired, striking orks in their faces, chest, limbs anywhere we could hit. The faint pop sound indicated that some of our grenade launchers were being used, and the frags they used killed a fair number of orks.

Now I know that an ork at length is scary, and I know that if you don’t kill it quickly, one of its many brethren will kill you. But seeing that number of orks getting in arms reach of me was very scary, I almost dropped my lasgun because of fear. But I didn’t, as a thunderous noise erupted in the centre of the ork mob.

Then another thunderous noise, and another, then it seemed ceaseless. The orks were being hit by our Basilisks and it discouraged them considerably. But they didn’t turn to run, they merely charged towards us, their weapons cutting down my friends. But then again, that’s what orks are made for, as I heard so often soon after we were rescued. I swear by my faith in the Emperor, that I had the worst luck possible during our war against the orks.

I’d stabbed an ork with my bayonet, its ugly face turned into a grin, as it lifted its muscular right arm, a blood drenched cleaver gripped in its mighty paw. I remember the feelings and exactly what I did then. The look on its face alone nearly scared me to death, and I was about to hit it where it would feel the pain, if it were human that is. I pulled the trigger of my lasgun, on full auto, the ork was soon on its knees, a smoking hole in its chest. I yanked my bayonet free, and looked around as we began to gang up on the orks. After what felt like an hour, but was really a minute, we had the orks done, none of them survived.

“Can’t get much worse than this, eh sir?” said a Trooper next to Lustang.

And as if the Emperor himself was tired of the Trooper, an ork appeared from the undergrowth, its right arm hung limp at its side, dragging its left leg. The bolt pistol in its left hand jerked, and the Trooper fell, blood spurting from his neck. The ork then fell to a hail of las fire.

“Me…. and…. my….. big mouth!” said the Trooper, blood covering his armour, and staining the ground.

That Trooper would have died slowly, but the medic asked a fellow soldier to put him out of his misery. Lustang did little to argue, she knew that his screams would attract the attention of the orks again. But then again, they didn’t need him to come for us.

“Here they come again!” someone shouted.

This time, they were armed with weapons from heavy bolters, to crude plasma weapons, one, a very large ork, had what looked like Space Marine armour in places, even one of the righteous Boltguns that the Space Marines were deadly with. This ork had fought with one of the Emperor’s finest, and come out on top.

The anger I felt, it swelled up like I was about to burst, seeing the sacred armour of a loyal servant of the Emperor being used against His wishes. I looked down the sight of my lasgun, aiming for the large ork’s head. It was going to be hard to get a clean kill, when it was moving and had a thick skull. I prayed to the Emperor to avenge the defiled warrior which the armour once belonged, unless it was a Traitors armour. I squeezed the trigger, the las striking the beast in the left side chest. It barely phased it, it continued to rain Warp-spawned death upon us, I saw a Heavy Flamer, who had managed to crawl towards us during our battle, get struck in the chest, then the shoulder, then in the liver, he fell to the ground, his back to the ork that killed him.

Whether the Emperor Guided me, or I simply hit the man’s canister by accident, I don’t know, but I shot the canister, as the large ork and two of his brutish boyz reached their latest kill. The resulting blast knocked me and many others to the ground. The ork and his boyz were burning furiously, one was yelling in pain, the others simply started to fall to the ground. I saw one of the orks crude plasma

weapons explode, engulfing the wielder in a deadly plasma fire.

A large crashing noise caught my attention, the trees behind us being pushed aside. A Demolisher Leman Russ rolled in, its main cannon swivelling to aim at a group of orks pinning a number of the platoon down. Then five Chimeras appeared, their heavy bolters and multilasers firing as they moved. Then three Sentinels flanked another group of orks. An expanding cone of flame produced by one of the Sentinels roasted what looked like the biggest ork I’d ever seen. Shortly after that ork fell, the rest ran, fleeing into the undergrowth.

The Chimeras opened up, but no one exited, giving us a plain reason; get in and leave. If only it were that easy. The Sentinels had chased after the orks, and now they were returning, with a lot of speed. Suddenly, one of the three Sentinels exploded, the legs taking two long and slow strides, before falling, the remains of the cabin shattering. It was the worst thing possible, ork tank bustas had

appeared, and they were followed by what must have once been an Imperial Chimera, heavily modified. Its original turret had been removed, and replaced with what looked like a rocket launcher.

We’d just closed the entry ramp, and the Chimera rocked on its side for a moment. We could hear the sounds of shrapnel pinging off the hull. I looked around me, at the Imperial Guardsmen I’d joined in the Chimera. Few were uninjured. We’d filled two Chimeras with the worst wounded, the rest were placed in different places.

“Let’s get outta here!” shouted someone.

I highly agreed, as the Demolisher began to rumbled its way around, firing its cannon at the looted Chimera. I went into the turret, and swivelled it around, training the heavy bolter on the tank bustas. Little good it did me, as they were behind a wall of dead orks, so I opened up the weapon, hoping to pin the orks down, fat chance.

 “This is Sentinel Outraider 2, more enemy vehicles are approaching from the northeast, and more orks are coming from the northwest” came a voice over the comm. bead.

I swivelled the turret to face the northwest, hoping to catch the orks at a disadvantage as they arrived. But of course, it didn’t work out like that. What looked like ramshackle war bikes broke through the undergrowth, tens of them. And they had all manner of weapons, heavy bolters, anti-tank weapons, and even what looked like a meltagun, which was scary. A melta on a fast moving ork driven vehicle would be highly dangerous, to both sides, which the orks didn’t seem to bothered about. The melta bike had taken a shot at us, the heat was overwhelming. But the Chimera was done for, its right tracks were finishes, and the rest of the armoured units were pulling out, not noticing us.

“RUN FOR IT!” shouted the driver.

And run we did, but the ork bikes were cutting us down like grox. And only a couple of the twenty or so of us in the Chimera had reached the rest, the Demolisher was in full flight now, its main gun smoking as a Plasma shot had struck it. Its Sponson mounted weapons were silent, whether to no ammo, or because the weapons were finished, I did not know.

“WAIT!” shouted a Sergeant.

He fell as a bike riding ork cut his head from his shoulders. But I was more concerned about eh fact that orks had me and a handful of men surrounded, and they weren’t attacking. It was strange, I must say, as I saw a single ork approach, its arms held high. He had the skulls of many different races upon his big pole, even a few Tyranid heads.

“Humies, you is beaten, we’se orks are the biggest and strongest of all!” he shouted.

A trooper raised his lasgun, but was soon staring at hundreds of orks, glaring at him, he lowered his lasgun and started shaking.

“Warboss Ironguts Skullwrecker demands you give up to his army, no need to waste your lives” said the ork.

I was stunned to say the least, orks were ordering us to surrender, and they were calling themselves an army, instead of a WAAAGH!

“Why doesn’t he want us dead?!” I yelled.

“He wants to learn if humies are as smart as the other clanz say! Otherwise yous would be dead now!” answered the ork.

“Drop your weapons men, no need to die for the Emperor yet” said Lustang, appearing next to me.

We stared in amazement, as Lustang threw her las pistol and chainsword at the feet of the ork, and slowly we threw our weapons at the feet of nearby orks. And we were surprised, as the smaller orks began to gather the lasgun up, and throwing them into barrows. And the biggest orks arrived and forced us to our knees, with our hands on our heads.

It was about ten minutes later, that we saw another looted Chimera appear, flanked by large walkers, properly ork dreadnoughts. And in the distance, we could hear the sounds of battle, and the sounds of thousands of orks shouting their warcry again. One by one, we had our flak jackets removed, our combat-webbings were ripped off and our helmets were thrown in the mud. I could see the smaller orks gathering weapons from the dead now, just before I was pushed into the Chimera, I saw the large ork shoot another ork in the face. Later I learned that the ork wanted to kill us and it was killed because of that.

“Alrights, lets move ‘em out!” shouted the Chimera driver.

And the Chimera jerked as it began to roll through the jungle once more. Nine other Guardsmen were with me and Lustang, making eleven prisoners. And I was placed next to a very large ork guard, who stank high Terra.

“Emperor save me” I said. “You not know how to shower?”

This brought laughter from my fellows, and I was surprised to see the ork laughing. And the driver. And the other guard and gunner. They were laughing with the Guardsmen, which was surprising enough, let alone letting me live for what I said.

“Funny humie, but if you was a proper warrior you wouldn’t cares about what stank or not, guess that’s why yous lost” said the guard I insulted.

“Maybe, but at least we lost smelling nice and in style” said Lustang.

The orks laughed so loudly that the driver almost crashed into a tree. If anything, the Black ‘Ammerz were a humorous bunch to say the least. And they were enjoying the time with us. I could tell as they weren’t killing us…. yet.

“What is going on? I heard orks were merciless and killed anyone who moved” said a trooper on the other side of me.

“We’se not like other orks, we’se better than other orks, we learn to becomes the best!” said the gunner.

He must’ve hit a nerve, ‘cos the guard next to me gave the trooper a right front hander that almost took the man’s head off. The rest of the trip went in silence, except for the occasional gun fire which ripped through the confined Chimera.

