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				“And in that tyme of darkness, Man became as Beaste, and Beaste became as Man…”

				 - Extract from the Bestiarie Maleficent
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				The Cloven Ones

				The Cloven Ones, as the Beasts of Chaos call themselves, live by the base laws of nature, twisted beyond recognition by the corrupting influence of the Ruinous Powers. Domination is enforced with terrible violence, and every member of the herd quickly learns their place in its brutal and bloody hierarchy.

			

		

		
			
				The Nature Of The Beast

				Beastmen are the twisted spawn of Chaos; vile, aberrant parodies of Man and beast alike, but far more vigorous and powerful than either. They belong to Chaos as fully and completely as a fish belongs to water, for they were born of the Great Cataclysm that irrevocably tainted the world with darkness.

				Wild and crude creatures of animalistic lusts and vitriolic temperament that carve out their lairs in the twisted forests of the Old World, Beastmen are truly repugnant to behold, for they are a warped reflection of the base and barbaric aspects of nature. They are creatures of violence and destruction, pure anarchy and chaos made flesh, and they are as unreasoning and deadly as the storm that batters and floods the village, the plague that ravages the land or the blight that kills the harvest.

				Yet Beastmen are far worse than any catastrophe wrought by uncaring nature, for they have no place within the natural order of the world. The carnage and despair they spread across the land is not part of the eternal cycle of life and death but a malevolent and deliberate attempt to tear down and despoil everything of beauty, peace or sanctity, replacing it with filth and ruin. Even when gathered in their torrid encampments the Beastmen can be seen brawling, shouting, drinking, filling their hairy bellies with raw flesh, and engaging in even worse acts of depravity and cruelty, for they are vital and virile creatures that are never truly still.

			

		

		
			
				The Appearance Of The Beast

				While other followers of Chaos may be bestowed with all manner of gifts and mutations showing the favour of the Ruinous Powers as they progress along the path to their damnation, the mewling young of the beast herds crawl from the depths of the woods with a form perfectly suited to their horrid nature. They have long, ridged horns with which to gore their foes, and the legs of cattle and goats with which to trample the burned ashes of civilisation into the dark earth.

				The matted hair of a Beastman is encrusted with blood and dung, a haven for fat ticks, swarms of lice and colonies of fleas that keep the stinking creatures in a constant state of agitation. Their drool-filled mouths are lined with sharp, wolf-like fangs for tearing the flesh of their prey and their muscular, sweat-slicked bodies are ideally suited to the murderous desires that gleam in their blood-red eyes.

				All Beastmen are surly and mean, for they know they are destined to live short, brutal lives of squalor and pain. When their blood is up and foul-smelling breath snorts from their gore-stained snouts, Beastmen become belligerent and bellicose in the extreme, every gesture or glance brimming with hostility. The atavistic fury that each Beastman harbours within its soul is always buta moment away from the surface, and it is this rage that gives Beastmen much of their unholy strength on the field of battle.
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				The Minotaur Tribes

				The Forest of Shadows in the north of the Empire is home to the largest concentration of Minotaurs, their numbers so great that they form entire tribes united under powerful Gorebulls and Doombulls. Such tribes contain scant numbers of Gors or Bestigors, though they may be attended by hundreds of Ungors who scrape and fawn around the huge Minotaurs, stealing scraps of flesh from the ground all the while.

				When the Winds of Magic blow strong, they stir these tribes to unite under the leadership of a mighty Doombull. At such times the brayherds gather for war, the herdstones attracting flocks of Harpies, packs of slavering hounds and even towering Ghorgons, all consumed with the desperate bloodlust of the Minotaurs, overcome by the urge to feast on the flesh of Man and slake their thirst on hot blood.

			

		

		
			
				Black Fire Pass

				The infamous Black Fire Pass is a wide valley that provides a route between the southern Empire and the lands in the northern reaches of the Border Princes, and the many lands beyond. It is also an ancient invasion route used by the Orc and Goblin tribes of the Badlands and a host of other fell creatures from the Land of the Dead and the Dark Lands. Worse still for the civilised folk of the Old World, the mountains are home to numerous brayherds, all claiming the pass as their territory. Many times armies have marched to defend Black Fire Pass, defeating invading forces at terrible cost, only to be ambushed by great hosts of beasts, drawn from the forested mountain slopes by the tumult of battle.

				The Unnumbered Tribes

				The Beastmen of the Reikwald are especially numerous, their populations seeming to increase at a far greater rate than the brayherds of other regions. Here, in the forests between the Midden Moors and the Barren Hills, Ungors are especially numerous, so much so that there exists entire tribes of the wicked creatures including a great many changelings and turnskins. These wretches are Beastmen born of human parents and cast out to perish in the woodlands. Whether this abundance of accursed offspring is caused by the influence of Chaos upon the land or a symptom of the squalid conditions most are forced to endure in the overcrowded cities of Man that cover the region, none can say, but there is no shortage of vile mutants to bolster the ever-growing brayherds.

				The Wasteland

				By contrast to much of the Old World, the woodlands of the north-west of the Empire, those that border the bleak wastes around Marienburg, are almost devoid of Men and other prey animals. Consequently, the brayherds of the region are often sparser in numbers, though they pose no less of a threat to the realms of Man for it.

				The mist-shrouded hills of the Wasteland hold many secrets, for there are few brave or foolish enough to risk an expedition into its centre. Rumours have flowed from the denizens of the Wasteland for years, speaking in hushed tones of Chaos-worshipping cults, otherworldly creatures and even Beastmen capable of speaking in the common tongue. Those who dwell within the safety of Marienburg’s thriving metropolis dismiss this talk as country-folk nonsense, but their disapproval does not stop those who live in the Wasteland from locking their doors tight and sleeping with a weapon close to hand.
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				Centigors are crude creatures, incapable of fabricating tools or weapons for themselves. Thus, when the brayherds are summoned for war, it is not uncommon for Centigors to be seen barging and trampling their way to the fore, before taking their pick of the weapons piled around the herdstones as offerings.

			

		

		
			
				Centigors are a disturbing cross between four-legged creatures, such as horses and oxen, and the bipedal beasts of Chaos, merged together by the warping powers of Chaos in ages past. They are swift and powerful creatures, but given to excess. Fuelled by looted wine and liquor, they swagger amongst their twisted kin with vulgar bravado.
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