The forces of the Ironweld Arsenal have been lead by the noble
Houses of the Weld for as long as memory can recall, some
claiming these houses are descendants of the students of the
great Duardin god Grungi, sent out into the Realms to spread
their learning to their own peoples that the armies of Order
might never find themselves unprepared. Others claim the first
houses simply had the coin to buy there master smiths as their
own and have profited from the inventions of other talented
individuals ever since.

However their formation few can deny the prosperity the noble
houses of the Weld have enjoyed, a rich history of engineering
and innovating runs through the blood and soul of ever Noble
born to the Houses. For some they turn this into strategy on the
field of battle, becoming Ironsworn to the military might of the
Weld, to others it is Engineering and Smithing that they might

arm the populace of the Realms, to others it is to innovation and

reflection that they might prepare the generations to come.

As tradition and ritual become cemented through hereditary
rule each house has begun to take on the characteristics of its
Nobility, where they once shared a commonality with every gen-
eration their specialities diverge yet further, some become in-
creasingly militant with a spiralling array weapons each more
devastating than the last. To others they look to the defences
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that the Weld might become a bulwark to those abandoned by
their Gods, others yet still take their studies into hitherto un-
known domains that lead to more questions than answers.

Yet every House, Guild and Noble family share the ties to the
Guild, all are sworn to honour the Iron Council and its rule over
all that bear the crest of the Ironweld Arsenal. There is more
than history that ties these noble kin and their lesser together,
their very industries are interwoven in such a way that they de-
pend on each other for survival, perhaps such was the intention
of the first ever council that should any one House suffer all
within the Weld would feel the loss. This balance keeps the di-
vergent houses from ever truly dividing from common purpose,
ever striving onwards in pursuits of war and industry.

Not all houses enjoy the luxuries of glorious history and unbro-
ken bloodlines. There are those whose wealth all but dissolved
leaving them far from the comforts of the inner circle ever hop-
ing and striving to regain favour. Others spring up from the bur-
geoning workshops of the new cities of the Realms, ever trying
to prove their worth to earn the attention of the Nobility. It is
these houses and guilds that form the Aspirants, eager to take a
seat at the table if one is ever offered.

HOUSEHOLD ALLEGIANCE

The myriad of cultures that make up the Ironweld Arsenal
each bring with them a dizzying array of innovations of
tactics on the field of battle.

When selecting any IRONWELD ARSENAL army players
may select to either play as one of the 5 established Household
armies as detailed on the following pages, or may instead opt
to forge their own story as a young Aspirant House. Each
Household allegiance grants abilities to the army, additionally
they alter the Weld Heraldry rules on friendly IRONSWORN
units.

Finally many of the Household Allegiances grant the option of
a unique Masterwork Design or Artificer Cogwork, these may
be selected instead of generating a Masterwork Design or
Artificer Cogwork design in the army creation stage.

Alternatively players may opt to forge the tales of their own
Noble House, in doing so the players gain the Aspirant
Household rule shown on this page but may not select a
HOUSEHOLD ALLEGIANCE on the pages that follow.
Doing so does not grant access to any Household specific relics
but gives players the opportunity to embrace their own
creativity and for the store of their empire.

Whatever loyalties a player chooses embracing creativity is at
the heart of the Ironweld, each Household archtype could
represent countless Guilds throughout the Realm, each with

| their own characters and unique colour schemes.

|

THE ASPIRANT HOUSEHOLDS

When running an Aspirant Household army players
may use the following Allegiance ability. There are no
unique Masterwork Designs nor Artificer Cogworks for
these fledgling households, instead they must seek to
forge their own innovations through hard labours and
the heat of battle.

A Legacy to Forge

The Nobility of the Aspirant houses are all eager to prove their
worth, willing to tread over the corpses of their fallen kin if it
means climbing to the top tables of the Weld. To their foes
none amongst the Aspirants has the notoriety to know when
the general of such a force has truly been slain.

If during the course of the battle the General of an
Aspirant Households army is slain, the controlling
player may immediately select a different HERO alive
and setup on the battlefield. This model is now
considered their general for all purposes, and may
immediately generate a Command Trait (this command
trait however must be randomly generated).




The House Oran currently hold the seat of power within
the Ironweld, their Matriarch Octavia having secured the
Crown of Innovation as a child and spurred the Weld into
an era of unprecedented invention and discovery. Those
born to Oran have long been considered cold hearted and
distance, often so buried in the future that they have
neither the time nor inclination to pay attention to the
present. For many it is this foresight that has made them
so indispensable to the Weld throughout its troubled
history, a calm hand at the rudder when all was
descending into chaos, steering the industry through the
far more prosperous waters.

Their very nature is perhaps shaped by the Realm of Light
in which their capitol city of Cor Temporis can be found,
obsessive in their seeking and hording of knowledge they
have long since been at the cutting edge of Weld
innovation. And yet it is in their obsessive nature that
their key fault lies, too often seeking out new ideas would
leave those already discovered little time to flourish or
refine, were it not for the actions of the Noble houses
around them willing to complete the more menial tasks of
industry House Oran may well have found themselves
unable to fund their further research endeavours.

Cor Temporis, the Walking City

The term walking is largely a generous exaggeration of the
city that crawls its way steadily across Hysh, pulled by
hundreds of Cog haulers the very fact it is able to move is
perhaps what has lent to such a grandeous term. Few
understand the reasoning behind such an attribute beyond
the very fact that the Ironweld invent for the very sake of
innovation, dismissing the cities mobile nature as little
more than a flamboyant architects masterpiece.

To those who know better there is an ancient tale,
whispers that before Cor Temporis came to be an
expedition from House Oran found something buried in
the sands of Hysh, undeniably ancient and hewn from
metal no axe or pick could pierce, a cube littered with
Sigils unlike any others seen the realms over. It is said this
unknowable vault bewildered the expedition, and around
it they built an encampment, it was as the days passed,
when each mornings sun struck the Vault they observed
perhaps its most peculiar attribute, shifting in the sand,
tremoring as it carved its way a few inches further through
the realm toward destinations unknown.

Over the years the encampment has grown, dozens of
Cogforts deployed that the Weld might understand what
secrets the vault could unlock. In time they locked
together to shield the vault from the view of would be
interlopers, and as yet more forts joined their midsts the
engineers within sought new technologies that they might
find a way to bore through its metal hide, grand factories
sprung up to devise new drills, workshops sought to
master flame and fire to melt away the outer layers,
prismatic light harnesses channelled the very nature of the
realm at this enigma.

Centuries has since passed, and whilst some secrets have
been derived from the vault it has yet to relent to the
bombardments of the Weld, the Cogforts have grown to
the largest city in the Ironweld with the obsessive need to
unlock the Vault driving forward their progress at a
staggering rate. Now each day as the Vault moves so does
the city, ever onwards to a destination beyond their
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understanding.

Whether the Vault has given the scholars of Oran
something to obsess over, or if it is the root cause of the
character flaw gnawing away at their every thought is
unclear. Though many have begun to question precisely
how much influence the unknown Vault exerts over those
nearby.

Ascent to the Throne

It was as simply a young child that Octavia, first born of
the House of Oran became that Heir Aspirant to the
Crown of Innovation. Like the Aspirants from all the noble
houses, some more dubious than others it fell to Octavia to
compete when the Patriarch of the Age of Industry fell foul
of a crippling case of the blight at the defined age of 90.
The trials for the aspirants a gruelling, both physically and
mentally as they seek to infiltrate, scale and unlock the
secrets of the abandoned clockwork city of Midnight with
its shifting corridors and ever changing network of
platforms. Many dismissed the child of Oran, the youngest
of the crop to compete and by no means outstanding at
feats of strength nor innovation and yet as one by one the
aspirants fell to injury, weak resolve or in the rare
circumstances death and the field began to fill out the
small form of Octavia could still be seen climbing the
spires of Midnight.

It would be her patience that defined her challenge, as it
later has her reign over the Weld, where others competed
as though it were a race to the crown Octavia moved
slowly and purposefully, studying every platforms
movements before ever taking a step. Where others fell
from haste she knew the patterns of the city as she
climbed ever higher through the spires, when fools rushed
ahead she watched keen eyes as the clockwork traps
claimed many a victim, every misstep of her opponents
taught Octavia more about the labyrinth they sought to
defeat. It was then through patience, cold calculation and
obsessive attention to detail that the young aspirant found
herself Victorious, emerging from the gates of Midnight
bearing the Crown of Innovation and plans for a new form
of Warmachine liberated from the lost libraries of the
clockwork city.

The Night of Weeping

It has been near two centuries since the now venerable
Matriarch Octavia took control of the House Oran and the
crown of the Ironweld, and in a life well lived her estate
was brimming with children, grandchildren and more all
trained to lead the new generations of Oran to greater
prosperity. Her heir Aspirant, chosen not from the eldest
but the best of her offspring Ilays was much loved
amongst the populace of Cor Temporis, fair and brimming
with endless curiosity her work on the refinement of
Conveyer steam valves is calculated to have not only made
them more efficient but saved the lives of dozens of
labourers usually lost during catastrophic breakdowns.
And yet after the Night of Weeping the House of Oran is
decimated, in a single night a series of assassinations sees




its pool of heirs reduced to nothing, though the
Matriarch survives the night with only minor
wounded she now remains last of the line of
Oran. As dawn breaks a statue of purest gold
depicting a winged Angel impaled on crude
stone spear is discovered in the heart of the
great factory complex of Cor Temporis. With
the house soon to slip beyond the realms of
memory there is little Matriarch can do but
watch as fear for their future ravages her
people, and lesser nobles begin to make their
own schemes for ascendancy.

The Armies of House Oran have always been
typified by the Nobility that have flocked to
the court of the Matriarch, to hold the Crown
of the Weld attracts attention from the
aspirants of many houses who have since
sworn service to the House that they might
bask in the reflected glory of the long tenured
Matriarch. On the field of battle it is they who
first perfected the Templar Harness, that they
might elevate their nobles high above the dirt
and death that lingers far closer to the
ground, shining knights in Cogwork armour
to spur their forces on to greater feats.

THE ARMIES OF ORAN

The armies of Oran are tactically astute, able
to set aside the red veil of battle and foolish
pride long enough to understand the potency
of a strategic retreat, all too often a foe will
think themselves having broken the enemy
lines only to hear the crack of thunder as once
fleeing Weldguard unleash a devastating
volley on their now exposed attackers.

Though much like all of the Houses of the
Weld Oran has a more than ample supply of
labourers they use much of their wealth to
maintain a robust Weld Guard contingent,
trained by the finest nobles across the land

HOUSE ORAN
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When forming an army for House Oran, add the HOUSE ORAN
keyword to all IRONWELD ARSENAL warscrolls in your army. An
army can be formed of only a single household, and any army that is not
IRONWELD ARSENAL allegiance may not select a Household
allegiance.

Armies with the HOUSE ORAN keyword gain the following special
rules, including access to a unique Masterwork Design. All units with
the Weld Heraldry special rule must replace it with Heraldry of Oran in
a HOUSE ORAN army.

HOUSE ORAN ALLEGIANCE

Studious Obsession— The Nobles of Oran study all things with an
obsession that put others to shame, every battle plan, every ploy,
every strategy become reflexive.

Roll a dice whenever a HERO from this army uses a command ability.
On a roll of a 6 the command point used is refunded, to be added to the
controlling players command pool.

Heraldry of Oran — Though her line may well soon come to an end
the Matriarch of Oran still hold control over the Weld, the weight of
her words able to inspire newfound resolve in even the most broken of
souls.

Replace the Weld Heraldry rule on all IRONSWORN units in a House
Oran army with this rule. Friendly WELDGUARD units wholly within
12 inches of a model with this rule may still complete Shooting attacks
in the shooting phase even if they retreated in the same turn.

MASTERWORK DESIGN (HOUSE ORAN)

The Cog work Cuirass— A Masterpiece of armour design this
rippling plated metal can shift to concentrate protection against
repeated blows, often proving the difference between life and death
Subtract 1 from the Damage Characteristics of all attacks that target this
model, to a minimum of one.

whole contingents of riflemen are dispatched to
win the battles Oran must wage, flanked by full stables of
Lancers and Fusiliers.

In recent years with the devastation of the lineage of the
Matriarch her armies have been dispatched with
increasing fervour, each led by hosts of lesser nobles
seemingly scouring all corners of the realms on some
undeclared quest. It is then not uncommon to seem them
eschewing the artillery trains utilised by other hosts in
favour of mobile, rapid armies supported instead by the
weight of fire their Riflemen can produce.




The Duardin houses of the Ironweld are perhaps those
that still cling closest to the old ways, which the impetuous
youth of their human counterparts ever rush blindly into
progress for the sake of progress is it the steady and
dependable nature of the Duardin who provide a sense of
stability in an otherwise tremulous world. House Rok is
distinguished as one of the original Houses of the Weld,
named they claim for one of the mighty Six Smiths of the
God of Forge they carry with them no small amount of
pride in this, though it has been on occasion been
mistaken for ego. It is from the workshops of Esoteris that
the first Coghaulers came forth, truly a Duardin invention
whilst small and compact they were capable of enduring
immense weight and strain without buckling. It was on the
back of these Cog Haulers that the empire of the Ironweld
has grown, able to form arms caravans able to travel
massive distances over terrain organic mounts would have
been ill inclined to traverse, it was the might of these that
allowed the construction of the titanic factory cities now
seen in the strongholds of the weld. It was then only
natural that the coffers of House Rok swelled, whole
chambers allegedly hidden in Cor Esoteris that they might
secret away their gold that interlopers would spend a
lifetime searching never to find it.

Those Nobles of House Rok are not immune to the vanity
that has seeped into the nobility across the breadth of the
Weld, many adorning themselves with clunky steam
belching adornments from the Titanfist gauntlet that
harnesses steam powered pistons to deliver a blow that
would stagger even a god to the less glorious “Inclination
Regulator” that frequently pumps questionably imbued
steam directly into the wearers respiratory system to allow
them to go long periods without sleep. These Nobles are
considered gruff, paranoid (even for a Duardin) and seem
to constantly be seeking to live up to the legacy that they
so proudly proclaim, in recent generations none have
topped the invention of the first Coghauler, and the
embarrassment of living off of the legacy of their elders
has spurred those children of Rok to become all the more
brutal in their pursuit of arms contracts that they might
swell the treasury further.

Cor Esoteris, the Field of Glass

All cities and Cogforts of the Weld boast defences
personal to the craftsman who designed them, personal
signature pieces that boast their prowess. Perhaps the
most impressive is the city of Cor Esoteris, built over the
Esoteris Volcano in the realm of metal it channels the
devastating power through a labyrinth of tunnels beneath
its bustling factory complexes, where others had sought to
build a city and simply add defences the first Duardin
Architects of Esoteris made a Volcanic cannon, and then
decided to live on it. There is a saying the Weld that only a
Duardin would find the most dangerous point in the realm
and sit on it and claim safety, though Esoteris is made on
this very principle. The heart of the city is formed of a
series of massive Steam Boilers ever heated from the
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volcano buried below, a constant flow of energy that
powers everything form the first Ironclad gates of the city
right down to the much desires Esoteris Bathhouses
(sought the Realm over for their volcanic mineral enriched
waters and pleasant water temperatures). The rumours of
the sheer wealth of gold buried in the myriad of disused
magma tunnels beneath the city has made it a target for
many a greedy general since its inception, perhaps none
more so than the Blood gold Tyrant

As the armies of the Blood gold Tyrant, champion of
Khorne, lay siege to its walls it fell to the first Marshall of
the city to finally put their great works to the test.
Sounding the ancient horn at the cities summit the
grinding of gears across the city rang out, one by one
ancient runic valves were raised, sending the magma
glows of Esoteris racing eagerly through the warren of
tunnels beneath its street. Their unrelenting heat erupts
through hidden firing ports in the cities walls, everything
living in the vicinity, not shielded by the immense city
walls is rendered instantly to shattered glass by the
unrelenting explosive heat. In days that have passed many
have marvelled at the beauty of the fields of glinting glass
now surrounding the city, ignorant to their true nature.

Second Son of Rok

Whilst plentiful still the coffers of the House of Rok have
dwindled as innovation began to stall out, with every
passing generation the competition for contracts has
become that much more fierce, not only amongst the
major Houses of the Weld but with every minor guild
seeking to pick off any scraps or lesser contracts that the
Houses do not feel is worth their time. Such flaws weigh
heavily on the Sons and Daughters of Rok, the legacy they
have so long sought to live up to becoming ever further out
of their reach. In recent generations their reputation has
suffered perhaps an even more dire wound, Korvik Son of
RoKk, the first born of the house destined to become
Patriarch with his fathers passing abandoned his kin, no
longer able to simply hold faith in the ways of the Weld he
took his own personal Ironsworn guard and abandoned
his post in the search for the Karaks of old. Whispers of
discontent in the house had lingered for many a
generation, those who felt the old ways of the Karaks
would restore their coffers in a manner that the Weld had
not, but to lose not only a Noble but the Heir Aspirant of
the House has only stoked such fires in the populace
further

As the Patriarch passes unto his final rest is falls to his
second son Korvar to take control of the House, thrust into
a position that he had never been meant for and with a
discontent to quell his reign is ushered in with brutal
efficiency. Across the Realms the Cogforts of Rok push
forward rapidly into contested land, annexing any mining
rights currently under territorial dispute in the name of
Rok, his pursuit of contract becoming typified as a
ruthless, often violent negotiator made all the more
intimidating by his Steamforged Armour crafted in the




likeness of Grungi to raise his stature to that of a
Steam Belching Ogor. Though his methods make
the house few friends in the Iron Council, none can
dispute their effectiveness as for the first time in
centuries the Coffers of Esoteris begin to refill.

THE LEGIONS OF ROK

It is said that when House Rok march to war it is
under an ever present cloud of choking Smog, they
host more Coghaulers in their stables than any
other house, each of which is a potent relic of the
ages made by the finest of Duardin Craftmanship
designed to outlast the mountain themselves. It is
this armoured spearhead that punctuates the
advancing Legions of the Rok, behind them come
the Templars of Esoteris, Duardin stocky
harnesses standing shorter than the more common
design whilst slower they sport reinforced plating
and runic wards to ensure they too are more
robust than those found elsewhere.

It would then be natural to believe that these men
and Duardin would simply live to outlast their
enemies or choke them in the clouds of furnace
waste that drift across the battlefield. But with his
right to rule under the ever present scrutiny of
being a second son the heir of Esoteris could not
allow such an act to be interpreted as cowardice.
Instead his armies are spurred to march ever
forward, the thorny defensive lines of the Phalanx
an ever encroaching fence claiming the territory of
the rivals of Rok foot by foot.

When the Legions of Esoteris near their foe the
battle cry of the Duardin is punctuated by the
heavy guns of the Bombards, the resilience of their
forces allowing them more confidence in firing
close to their own lines. It was the House of Rok
that first introduced the Steamclad engineers to
the ranks of their forces, unwilling to let their
Coghaulers progress too far of an engineer to
support the enduring machines they harnessed
disused construction equipment alongside their
natural aptitude in Coghauler design to produce
the Steamclad, a brutal machine of sheer weight
and crushing rollers that could at once join the
brutal charges of the Coghauler whilst providing the
reassuring presence of an Engineer at the front.

HOUSE ROK
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PLAYING AS HOUSE ROK

When forming an army for House Rok, add the HOUSE ROK keyword
to all IRONWELD ARSENAL warscrolls in your army. An army can
be formed of only a single household, and any army that is not
IRONWELD ARSENAL allegiance may not select a Household
allegiance.

Armies with the HOUSE ROK keyword gain the following special
rules, including access to a unique Masterwork Design. All units with
the Weld Heraldry special rule must replace it with Heraldry of Esoteris
in a HOUSE ROK army.

HOUSE ROK ALLEGIANCE

Steamforged Pioneers — The Coghaulers of the Rok Factories still
follow the original design, no corners cut or new innovations to
optimise speed have been made instead they remain enduring and
lasting Duardin masterpieces, able to continue long past the more
recent generations.

When consulting the Damage Character for a ROK Coghauler, halve
the number of wounds they have taken rounding upwards.

Heraldry of Esoteris — Those born of Esoteris know that it is not
honeyed word nor etiquette that solves the problems of the weld but a
swift and unanswerable display of force.

Replace the Weld Heraldry rule on all IRONSWORN units in a House
Rok army with this rule. Friendly WELDGUARD units wholly within
12 inches of any models with this rule at the beginning of the charge
phase may choose to reroll the results of a charge move.

ARTIFICER COGWORK (HOUSE ROK)

The Steamforged Titan (IRONSWORN PALADIN ONLY) — The
generals of House Rok march to war in robust armour mirroring that
of their Patriarch, steam belching goliaths of steel and wood that raise
their Duardin generals to monstrous size. Each bears the visage of the
God of Forge to war, the runes carved into their armoured harness
glowing with the heat of their Volcanic home.

If this model is selected as the target of, or comes into contact with, a
spell or endless spell roll a D6. On a roll of 5 or more that spell (or
endless spell) is dispelled. If any spells are dispelled in this manner this
model immediately heals one wound suffered earlier in the battle.




The House of Morgrash, originally formed from the
beleaguered city empire of the same name housed in
Shyish, has a reputation for seeking not only to defeat but
utterly obliterate a foe. In battle, House Morgrash use
weapons of unrelenting devastation to annihilate entire
civilisations, with little regard for the scars they leave
upon the surface of the Realms. The scions of Morgrash
are pragmatic and practical to a point that eschews
morality, and they harbour no stock in the superstations
of those who seek prayer as salvation to the wars that
ravage their homelands. Their predominant city is Cor
Maledictus, a ancient city so vast that no set of wheels can
hold it up, it is said that when they turned their back on
Nagash he turned his wrath upon the city, a tide of rust
clawing at every scrap of metal it could find within the
cities walls. Anchored and unable to seek out new
resources to liberate their city from the ravages of the rust
plague the Nobles of Morgrash swore they would not
succumb to the tides of time in the same way the City of
Midnight had. Instead they set the greatest minds of their
empire to work, the engineers of Cor Maledictus scoured
the local area, yet no outcrop of worthy wood nor sizable
deposit of ore could be found. Yet in Shyish there is a
resource in abundance that could not be ignored, and with
all other options exhausted the city of Cor Maledictus
turned its gaze upon the Shyishian bonefields, the master
engineers turning their talents to refining the harvested
bones into massive hinged limbs. And now, as it crawls
across the blasted landscapes of Shyish Cor Maledictus
moves with the sound of a thousand clackering feet, for it
is supported by a legion's worth of skeleton limbs.

Those who hail from Cor Maledictus are considered an
unsettling sort, to spend every moment listening to the
creaking and cracking of bonehewn limbs erodes a part of
the soul that can not ever truly be regained. Their
labourers are as at ease sloughing rot from bone to craft
new labours as their kin would be in whittling wood, the
very act making them more at home on the field of battle
than other houses could ever truly be comfortable with.
Yet this cold nature is perhaps the very reason the House
of Morgrash has endured so long in the unforgiving
landscapes of the Realm of Death, the understand the
value of all things in their domain at once able to weigh
the lives of their populace against the vast distances they
must travel to find truly habitable lands to settle. It is not
uncommon for a commander to abandon whole swathes of
labourers on the field of battle to save a single Siege tank,
after all there are far more humans within the borders of
Shyish willing to stoke the furnace for food and sanctuary
against the unrelenting hordes of Nagash.

The armies of Morgrash know, perhaps beyond all others,
the importance of ensuring the first strike against a foe is
so devastating that there can be no second. The muddied
nature of the Realm of Death ensures such things, a foe
must not only be destroyed but all trace blasted from the
plains of reality that it might never trouble them again as
risen or spirit entity. Even their own fallen are not allowed
the respite of ritual funerals instead being fed to the great
furnaces of their city at once obliterating any remains and
fuelling the next innovations of the Weld.

Death, the new Beginning
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In the beginning the Nobles of Maledictus treated the
perculiarities of their new reality with shame, shying away
from the very labours that had defined the survival of their
people. Yet with every generation such things have simply
become the norm, the youngest of the Nobles in the
household even seeming to revel within the discomfort
their presence can cause to the less enlightened of noble
houses. The modern armour for their nobility is forged
from the finest of metals, yet still it is shaped as though
hewn from bone, hollow eyed skull helmets stare out to
seek the foe, a myriad of gold forged ribs lining their
armour plates. Their siege engines are made all the more
disturbing by the uncanny merging of bone, wood and
metal as they seek to waste no resource that they can lay
their hands upon.

Morgrash prospers from their frugal nature, long after the
battle has ended their Coghaulers can be witnessed
harvesting the foe from the field of battle that their bones
might be put to better use against the foes of the Weld.

THE MENDERS INITIATIVE

The Hollowmens predisposition for indiscriminate
devastation had not escaped the notice of the other
Houses in the weld, and with time as the rumours spread
it the whispers of discontent began to spread. The
Ironweld survives on its reputation, one of protection and
armament for the cities and empires of Order, their very
livelihood is derived from the peoples belief that the Weld
can protect them when none others can, that they could be
armoured against anything that might come to claim their
lives. If such a faith is broken the very industry that had
formed the heart of their factory empires could crumble,
leaving nobles destitute and the armies of order
undersupplied for the coming conflicts.

The Nobles of Cor Maledictus were not ignorant to these
petty rumour, though for a time they allowed the word to
spread unhindered merely to relish in the trepidation of
those seeking to renegotiate terms, thriving on their
reputation for destruction to ensure few would be willing
to bargain against their agents throughout the Realms. Yet
they too knew that if a time came where they were too
much of a hinderance to the other houses an accord would
be made to fix, or remove them entirely, such events
whilst rare had happened enough in the history of the
Weld to be a sorely taught lesson that few would be willing
to repeat.

It was with this in mind that the nobles of Morgrash
declared the Menders Initiative, the first house to deploy
not only medics for their own kind onto the field of battle
but a whole school of field surgeons they would dispatch
to the fields of battle in the locality of their Cogforts. These
surgeons would tend to the more direly wounded of
soldiers, those that others would have simply left to the
embrace of Nagash, whole medical Coghauler loaded up
with the maimed and traumatised to form a wailing
convoy of humanitarian aid trailing back to the forts of
Morgrash.

Such an act of raw, unhindered humanity was a swift
rebuke to those who questioned the intent of the Nobles of
Morgrash, to spend hard earned coin restoring maimed




and butchered soldiers, farm hand and elders
to full health was hither to underheard of for a
house that strove for frugality and innovation
over morality.

It was then, perhaps not entirely surprising to
see a sudden swelling of the Weld Guard of
Morgrash, swathes of war wounded repaired
by the crude but effective surgeries of the
Menders, no thought had been given to vanity
nor luxury when repairing those they found
upon the field of battle but restoring them to
function and use. It was said that those who
had been restored signed up to the Guard that
they might repay the debt that they had to
Morgrash, though talk of such was not strictly
figurative, the Menders know the cost of every
Cog used to save those they pull from the field
of battle and should their surgeries be
successful it is on the recipient to repay the
cost to the House. Should the recipient pass
away their body is harvested to fuel the
innovation of Morgrash, no part could ever
truly be wasted.

THE HOLLOWMEN

The advance of the armies of Morgrash are
heralded by unrelenting barrages of artillery,
dozens of cannons are brought to bear
launching runic incendiary rounds to drown
the battlefield in flame and smoke. Time and
time again the thunderous chorus of the choir
or artillery rings out punctuated by the roar of
flame dancing skywards. As the
bombardment ceases the waves of Mended
are sent forward, staling through the heavy
fog and flame the Weld Guard and Labourers
move as shadowed silhouettes, their skull
masks forming terrifying visages as the smoke
shifts and distorts their forms.

As the stalking armies of Mended close in
around a foe it is the job of the Lancers and
Fusiliers, terrifying daemons of metal, flame
and belching steam galloping deftly over
burning undergrowth to run a foe down
before disappearing back into the shifting

smoke to regroup. When Morgrash bring war to

GUILD ALLEGIANCE

HOUSE MORGRASH

PLAYING AS HOUSE MORGRASH

When forming an army for House Morgrash, add the HOUSE
MORGRASH keyword to all IRONWELD ARSENAL warscrolls in
your army. An army can be formed of only a single household, and any
army that is not IRONWELD ARSENAL allegiance may not select a
Household allegiance.

Armies with the HOUSE MORGRASH keyword gain the following
special rules, including access to a unique Masterwork Design. All units
with the Weld Heraldry special rule must replace it with Heraldry of
Esoteris in a HOUSE MORGRASH army.

HOUSE MORGASH ALLEGIANCE

Macabre Traditions: The Nobles of House Morgrash cannot allow
trivialities such as the tides of corpses littering the field to hinder their
efforts. Often summoning forth new waves of commoners to gather
bones from their fallen kin to fuel the advance of their macabre
empire.

Roll a dice if a friendly WELDGUARD unit within 3” of friendly
ENGINEER is destroyed. On a six you may set up a unit of ten
LABOURERS within 3" of a friendly STEAMFORGED COGFORT
at the end of your next movement phase, more than 3" from any enemy
models. .

Heraldry of Morgrash—The presence of the House of Mogrash is a
deeply unsettling thing, there is a coldness to their logic and
pragmatism that can disturb even the most stalwart of foes.

Replace the Weld Heraldry rule on all IRONSWORN units in a House
Morgrash. Enemy units within 12 inches of any models with this rule
must reduce their Bravery by 1.

ARTIFICER COGWORK (HOUSE MORGRASH

Demigod-Class Iron Daemon (IRONDUKE ONLY): The ultimate
Ironweld weapon of massed destruction, the Demigod-Class Iron
Daemon is a cannon metres long, capable of unleashing a single round
of short-ranged death.

In the shooting phase instead of firing The Dukes Retort this model
may instead unleash the Iron Daemon. Select an Enemy Unit within 12
inches of this model, rolling a dice for every model in that unit within 12
inches of this model. For every roll of an unmodified 6 a single model
from that unit is slain.

a foe they relish leaving the world scarred that it might
never forget their deeds that day, and their fallen foes
might stand testament to the strength of the macabre

House.




The bustling labourers rabble of the Grendat coalition are
an odd sight amongst the forces of the Weld, rippling tides
of men and women in mud stained earthen hues carrying
repaired and salvaged equipment to war, they make up in
numbers of resilience of spirit what they lack in coin or
status.

Whilst many of the Houses of the Ironweld are formed of
bloodlines that can be traced back to the first families of
Azyr, the Grendat are something entirely unlike their
brothers in arms. Formed not of legend and noble
bloodline rather than simply prospering from war they are
the result of it, they are the displaced refugees from the
broken and scarred townships of the Realms that fell
victim to the ever growing conflicts between Azyr and the
Realms of Chaos.

When the Weld marched out to meet the tides of Chaos
they brought with them the means to utterly destroy their
foes, with little regard given to the collateral damage they
would inflict upon the World around them, it would seem
as though they sought to save the Realms without ever
noticing the damage they did to what they had saved.
Dozens of villages and townships found themselves caught
between the armies of the Ironweld and Chaos, either
forced to evacuate or given no warning save the screeching
of rockets over head and the clamour of war that had
arrived on their doorsteps. And just as suddenly, as the
battles were done and the victors left to rejoice in the
harm they had inflicted on the foe, those displaced by the
war and yet who took no part in it found themselves the
victims. Their homes destroyed, their farms salted by the
powder scars of the Ironweld Arsenal and the blood of far
too many bodies to count, they were left to face the
elements alone and without coin to rebuild.

It was out of desperation that the refugees of the Grendat
Township saw opportunity, absent pride and robbed of
dignity these refugees plunged their hands amidsts the
fallen bodies and mud, scavenging what they could from
both sides of the conflict as they filled what few wagons
had endured with arms and armaments that had been
abandoned on the field. It was a tragic fault of the
Ironweld in the early days that they discarded those
weapons carried by their fallen soldiers, marching ever
onwards they left a veritable goldmine of abandoned
weaponry behind them. It was this that in the early days
those refugees recovered, bartering them away for coin
and food if only to sustain themselves, yet with every
village they travelled through seeking new home the
devastation grew ever worse. As the ranks of refugees
swelled so did the need for coin, the scavengers took to
picking clean every battlefield they encountered, yet the
more armaments they recovered the harder they found it
to sell or trade. Many of the more established militias
would not buy from those lacking the credentials of the
Ironweld lest they lose favour with the Factory Cities, and
thus those of Grendat were driven to use uniforms and
insignia stolen from the battlefields, each township they
visited they sold under the guise of a different house that
their activities might nor earn the ire of any of the houses
collectors.

THE PEOPLES ARMY

GUILD ALLEGIANCE

THE GRENDAT COALITION

The Dregs

With time the numbers of Refugees had swollen to a
veritable army, hundreds of thousands forming a
travelling caravan that marched always in the shadow of
war that they might recover not only the wealth left
behind but bring salvation to those that the war had
robbed of home and dignity. It was in this manner that
they first discovered the fallen Cogforts of the lost house of
Vilinius, savaged and left for the elements it was perhaps
not the most luxurious of strategic positions but with time
the blacksmiths and artisans of the Grendat encampments
managed to bring it back from the brink of total
destruction. This ushered in the new Age of the Grendat,
no longer mere travelling caravan they could for the first
time seek to develop weaponry of their own, stoking the
forges of the long abandoned Cogfort back into life. The
strength of the Grendat came from their lack of pride, they
took any contract that they might be awarded, from
lumber axes through to ironbark cudgels for town guards,
those contracts that lacked the coin to draw interest from
the weld all found their way to the Coalition.

As the numbers of the Grendat grew, with lesser guilds
flocking to their peoples banner they managed to salvage
nearly a dozen additional cogforts, always travelling
together that they might never be found in one place and
try to move in the blindspots of the Weld to continue to
prey off of lesser contracts. Yet such an expansive caravan
of Cogforts and lesser wagons could not remain hidden
forever, and after near two centuries of avoiding the
collectors of the Ironweld the Coalition found their
presence demanded by the Council of Iron. As the cogforts
of the Weld began to surround the caravan, an ever closing
net bearing the Cannonades of artisans far exceeding the
Grendats capabilities the request of the council could not
be ignored. It was with heavy heart that the elders of the
Coalition, along with a ramshackle guard left their
encampment to begin the long journey to Cor Temporis.

IN THE PRESENCE OF BETTERS...

The Halls of the Iron Council have rarely been less
accommodating, the Grendat Coalition were barely more
than commoners who sought to live the lives of their
betters, preying off of the Noble Houses who sought to
provide for the armies of Azyr. They lived in the mud,
fought in it and it was in their very blood, in the pristine
halls of Cor Temporis, surrounded by those clad in the
most artisan of workmanship they were out of their
element.

Yet to think the resentment came only from the Nobles
would be an imprecise calculation, to the Grendat elders
they were surrounded by those who were at least partly
responsible for the butchery of their friends and kin, for
the demolition of their homes and destruction of their
livelihoods. What ensued was a fraught debate, raging
over the days that followed with barely a moment passing
without bitter comment or snide recrimination, yet with
the outrage on both sides it came to a point that neither
side could refute. For centuries the Grendat had traded
bearing the seals of the Ironweld, every coin they had
garnered belonged in the coffers of the Weld, yet now they
had grown so large they could not simply be removed
without embarrassment to the Council itself, the 