
100 YEARS LATER 
Where we are today. 

 
For over a hundred years, Humanity and their allies 
have fought the Legions of Steel, holding the line 
against an implacable foe. 100 years since UNE forces at 
Tutken and Permotus landed like a steel rain in 
Operation Planetstorm and purged those worlds of the 
enemy.  100 years since our allies and our enemies 
learned that Earth Dogs die hard. 

Make no mistake, the cost has been high.  Worlds have 
been burned and shattered, famous units now exist 
only as names on monuments.  Faction rivalries in the 
League of Aliens have weakened the resolve that 
unified our races in the drive to push the Legions from 
our Galaxy.   Our home world and first colonies have 
been safe for decades, yet our people in the Periphery 
still suffer Machine raids and assaults. 

The past century has seen the Legions of Steel 
hammered to scrap on hundreds of worlds in dozens of 
systems by the combined forces of Earth, Fantasia, 
Infranites and League of Aliens, while the Black Empire 
fought its own battles against the machines Matrix 
Entity.  The populations of the core 
worlds mistake the promise of 
victory as a certainty; the flare ups of 
conflict on the fringe colonies are, as 
usual, out of sight, out of mind.  For 
the human civilians and troops on 
the rim of known space, it's business 
as unusual, scrambling to repair and 
resupply and to dig in before the 
next Machine raids.  The Infranites 
conduct pre-emptive raids of their 
own against Legion strong points, 
denying the chance of a new 
beachhead. 

In the Periphery the men and 
women of the UNE, despite the 
fading attention of the central 
worlds, continue along the path of 
valour that began with the Cherkassy 
campaign so long ago.  Troops are 
forced to scavenge and salvage 
battlefields for damaged gear and 
ammunition, field expedients are the 
norm and supply convoys are 

sporadic for all forces.  The leaders of the League of 
Aliens may lack the unity of purpose of a century ago, 
but here, on the Periphery, war has forged bonds 
between brothers and sisters, regardless of species.  
Here, blood and valour are the foundations of 
friendship, galvanized by the furnace of the Machine 
War.  

The armament is now mixed between races. Infranite 
Bipedal Assault Platforms mounting Fantasian Katusha 
racks, UNE Recce troops using gauss grenades to 
ambush Runaway packs, dedicated Komisar’s citing 
heroes like Sgt Patterson, working to maintain the 
fighting spirit of their troops, regardless of their blood 
colour.  Here and now, the only division that matters is 
that between the Machines, and everybody else. 

It has been 100 years since the League of Aliens and 
Legions of Steel learned the worth and bravery of the 
UNE.  Now, refined in the fires of a century of fighting, 
their sacrifices lost in time the UNE draws a line and 
prepares to teach one lesson: Earth Dogs still die hard! 

It has been 100 years and on the edge of the 
periphery… something stirred.  

 


