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				An Age of dooms to come

			

		

		
			
				Inexorable, unstoppable, the Time of Ending tightens its stranglehold upon the twilight years of the 41st Millennium. Amongst those caught in its grip are the Eldar, a race of psychically gifted aliens that once ruled the stars. Brought low by their own pride and blind hedonism, they now skirt the precipice of oblivion. Only through the most desperate ploys can they hope to survive.

			

		

		
			
				Though the Eldar long ago learned how to stave off the awful, soul-sucking attention of She Who Thirsts – known as Slaanesh in the tongues of men – they have not fully escaped the curse of the deity their hubris spawned. The Eldar of the craftworlds seek to avoid disaster through asceticism and self-control, using spirit stones and infinity circuits as a refuge from Slaanesh, whereas the Dark Eldar Commorrites, still given to the excesses that brought their race low, inflict suffering upon others in order to escape their own fate. The enigmatic Harlequins, having pledged their souls to the trickster god Cegorach, slip through Slaanesh’s clawed grasp by always staying one step ahead. The Exodites, those puritans first to flee the ancient Eldar worlds, turn their backs on change, instead seeking harmony with the World Spirits of their verdant paradises.

				No matter the methods they use to escape the notice of the god that haunts them, all Eldar sacrifice much in the process. None can claim to be the equal of their ancient forebears, the Aeldari – they who married physical excellence with prodigious psychic ability, safe in the knowledge that upon their deaths they would rejoin the endless cycle and be reborn. There are those amongst the Eldar that seek a way back to those halcyon days. Their peers consider them dangerously deluded. To return to the glowing, incandescent existence of aeons past is to attract Slaanesh’s gaze, and hence court the worst kind of disaster.

				Some Eldar refuse to abandon the glorious dream of building the ancient empire anew, or at least burning bright before the end. First amongst these ambitious few is Eldrad Ulthran, the High Farseer of Craftworld Ulthwé. This arch-manipulator has been plucking at the strings of fate since before the dawn of the Imperium of Man. His prescience is like a diamond blade, sharpened by the intensity of his conviction. By weaving the tangled skeins of destiny, the Farseer guides his people to the most favourable of futures.

				Eldrad has long perceived a nascent presence in the infinity circuits of the craftworlds, a distant heartbeat that pulses slow and steady behind the thrum of lost energies. It is comprised not of one life sign, but hundreds of billions – the sum total of every dead Eldar’s soul across the galaxy. Though individually these echoes are near insignificant, together they form something so strong that – if it were brought to wakefulness – it could prove potent enough to overcome the Eldar curse entirely. This is Ynnead, the slumbering God of the Dead. The prophecies of the fabled seer Kysaduras tell that when every Eldar has passed from mortal existence, Ynnead will rise up and defeat Slaanesh forever more.

				It was Eldrad Ulthran who put into motion a plan to bring forth Ynnead, a ploy of such conceited ambition it could buckle the fabric of space and time. Enlisting the aid of the Harlequin Masque of the Midnight Sorrow, he stole away the fossilised crystal statues of long-dead Farseers from their craftworlds and gathered them upon Coheria, a moon covered in sands of psychoactive crystal. With his crystal council acting as a hyperspatial link to each craftworld, Eldrad channelled the spirits of the infinity circuits onto Coheria. This was to produce a flare of psychic activity bright enough to wake even Ynnead, but the intervention of the xenos-hunting Deathwatch shattered Eldrad’s plan at the last. Though Ynnead stirred in his slumber, he did not fully awaken – not yet, at least.
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				The Harlequins of the Midnight Sorrow were already leagues distant from Yvraine’s vanguard by the time the Solitaire led the travellers on into the labyrinth. Their intended destination was deep in the realm Mankind called Ultima Segmentum, for there lay a jewel in the shattered crown of the Eldar’s legacy. They made for Biel-Tan, a world-ship that seeks to unite its disparate race in what others consider a lost cause.

				Craftworld Biel-Tan, whose name translates as the Rebirth of Ancient Days, is the most militant and proud of all its kind. Violently xenophobic and mistrustful of the lesser races, the vast world-ship protects its holdings with a vengeful fury. Biel-Tan casts itself as the guardian of the Maiden Worlds, those primeval planets where the Eldar Exodites live in harmony with their environments – and upon their death, join with the World Spirit of the planet itself. The bellicose people of Biel-Tan believe the Exodite worlds will be the seeds that flourish into a new order when 

				the Eldar rise again to prominence. Many craftworlds consider the Biel-Tani delusional – the resources and manpower needed to successfully turn those paradise planets into an echo of the former empire were long ago consumed. Undeterred by these naysayers, the Biel-Tani cling onto their convictions as a wounded warrior holds tightly onto his sword.

				Though few in Commorragh realised it, Biel-Tan was the original home of the one they called Daughter of Shades. Under the world-ship’s glowing domes and elegant spires Yvraine was raised, nurtured, and taught the ways of the craftworlds. At first she walked the Path of the Performer, her intricate acrobatics thrilling high society as well as her fellow wanderers of the craftworld’s abandoned zones. Her displays grew faster and more violent as she became more headstrong. When the Avatar of Khaine was roused within the craftworld’s heart during the invasion of Gnosis Prime, she took the Path of the Warrior, becoming a Dire Avenger 

				under the tutelage of the famously deadly Laarian Starspeaker, Exarch of the Silvered Blade shrine.

				Long years slid past. The blood Yvraine shed as part of Biel-Tan’s famous Swordwind should have been enough to sate even the most savage spirit, but it was not enough. Restless, she sought a deeper connection to the infinite. For a time, the Path of the Warlock gave her the esoteric understanding she craved, honing her psychic skills whilst still giving her a chance to fight in Biel-Tan’s armies. The witch path too she forsook, becoming an outcast, then a famed Corsair admiral, and finally, after her hubris led to mutiny, an arena fighter in Commorragh. Yet Biel-Tan has always had a place in her heart, and vice versa. With the Solitaire she had encountered in the webway guiding her, the prodigal daughter’s homecoming was close at hand.

				Biel-Tan’s struggling ambition was well known. In Yvraine, the Masque of the Midnight Sorrow believed 

			

		

		
			
				Ildraesci Dreamspear performed an elaborate bow, his arms wide. The Autarch Meliniel replied with a stylised salute. Both gestures were remarkably tense for warriors of such grace. With the Autarch were Dire Avengers, their weapons held lightly at their sides. Alongside Dreamspear, a dozen Harlequins stood in exaggerated postures of relaxation. 

				‘Unusual, to arrive unheralded in such a fashion,’ said Meliniel casually. ‘Though it is perhaps the way of the Midnight Sorrow to embody the void-zephyr, taking or leaving as they please.’

				‘Uncommon, for an armed escort to welcome ambassadors,’ said Dreamspear. ‘In these dark days, we all walk shadowed paths.’

				‘As you say,’ nodded the Autarch. ‘Let us ensure they do not lead us astray. An act of provocation, such as Cegorach’s theft of fair Isha’s jewels, could be considered an act of open contempt.’

				‘Provocation? Some say Cegorach’s act was one of desperation, committed in pursuance of a greater victory,’ said Dreamspear.

				‘Of course. Though in times of war, lethal mistakes are made.’

				‘Let us hope they do not lead to unnecessary tragedy in the final act. Only a fool is deaf to the words of a prophet.’

				‘These words you speak of,’ said the Autarch, turning to pinch the stem of a crystal rose and move it to catch the light, ‘do they 

				concern the God of the Dead, perchance? Lathriel believes so.’

				‘Indirectly, they do. They concern all of the Aeldari, past, present and future. But you, most of all,’ he said. ‘Your people, and you.’

				‘And so your troupe, known defilers of the Dome of Crystal Seers, choose to breach a latter-portal rather than obeying the unwritten codes.’ The Autarch shifted, his body language speaking volumes. 

				‘We had little choice. Ichor still dries on our blades. The children of She Who Thirsts already know of the Daughter of Shades.’

				‘So you risk doom to force our hand,’ said the Autarch. ‘You endanger only yourselves. They cannot penetrate the wards.’

				‘No, no,’ laughed the Harlequin hollowly, his mask becoming the coal-eyed visage of Khaine’s Avatar as he made the sign of the black key. ‘They seek not to attack Biel-Tan directly, but via a threshold world. From there, a new tapestry of fate will unfold.’

				‘And have your divinations told you which world the she-Daemons intend to breach?’ said the Autarch.

				By way of answer, the Harlequin reached out and opened the palm of his hand. The Autarch looked down at the rune held there for a long moment before gesturing to his Exarch. ‘Gather the Swordwind. Inform Lathriel. We strike at dawn.’ He turned on his heel and left the audience chamber without a sound.

			

		

		
			
				Dire tidings for Biel-Tan
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				they had found a way to make that ambition a reality. The gladiatrix bore a peculiar aura, and the Shadowseer had marked it well. Her use of deathly powers in the battle against the Daemonettes had confirmed an eventuality foreseen by the troupe’s patron, Eldrad Ulthran. The crux point of causality had been exactly where the High Farseer had said it would be, and Yvraine had manifested power from beyond the veil just as foreseen. Her safe arrival to a sympathetic audience was paramount. As Eldrad had said, the Harlequins must untangle the strands of fate that stretched before her if they were to be weaved into a greater thread – and ultimately, become a silken noose strong enough to destroy Slaanesh.

				Months previous, secreted in vaults of black wraithbone within Craftworld Ulthwé, Eldrad had foreseen much of that which was coming to pass. Following the ripples in the fabric of the future that he himself had caused upon Coheria, he saw a new force rising, embodied in one called the Daughter of Shades. She alone held the key to Ynnead’s ascension, and the cosmic upheaval Eldrad and Kysaduras had long predicted. 

				Pursuing Yvraine’s thread of fate in his meditations, Eldrad deemed that there was no haven more likely to take this living phenomenon into their heartlands than Biel-Tan. Even then, Eldrad had seen the Reborn gladiatrix and the ruling castes of the craftworld bound together on an altogether deeper and more spiritual level. Another nexus point of destiny approached, the skein of fate knotted and tense around it. As he refined his divinations, Eldrad had seen the rune of the Night Maiden circled by the Fall from Grace, both in turn orbiting the heraldic rune of Biel-Tan itself. Ominously, the stylised heart that sat within the craftworld’s rune had smouldered and turned black. Such was the price of progress.

				The High Farseer had sent a psychic signal across the vastness of the webway, in doing so dispatching the only agents he could truly trust to work to a greater goal. So it was the Masque of the Midnight Sorrow had 

				made haste through the webway to Biel-Tan, their intent to pave the way for Yvraine’s arrival.

				Though the Masque of the Midnight Sorrow had lately garnered a reputation as self-centred thieves and bearers of ill tidings, the message they brought to Biel-Tan was of such dire import it could not be ignored. The Autarch Meliniel consulted with the craftworld’s High Farseer, Lathriel, even as the craftworld’s aspect warrior warhost – known as the Swordwind – was mobilised for war.

				Lathriel’s own runic divinations, when carefully interpreted with the Harlequins’ message in mind, spoke of a baleful truth. Much like Eldrad, she saw a fork in the destiny of her people, one route leading to blazing fire – the sign of the Rhana Dandra, the end of days – whilst the other to a darkened veil and the sound of a mourning bell. The implications were staggering. Perhaps the whispered notion of Ynnead’s ascension could stave off the Eldar’s destruction for a time, and maybe even calm the Warp storms ravaging the galaxy. The newcomer the Harlequins spoke of was central to this concept, bound tightly to the runes of the Great Enemy and Biel-Tan itself. It was likely the agents of Slaanesh too were aware of the importance of the interloper, this Daughter of Shades, and intended to seize her themselves.

				Until now, the runes of warding that protected the craftworld had made the idea of a daemonic incursion the stuff of nightmares, not reality. With Empyrean tempests raging across the segmentum, however, there was a chance of a webway breach. Should a host of Warp-spawn set foot upon the craftworld, the sheer magnitude of the disaster that would follow did not bear thinking about. A full Daemon invasion could see the craftworld lying in ashes, never to recover.

				The Masque of Slaanesh was well aware of this opportunity. She had learned of a route of ingress to Biel-Tan – a long-sealed webway tunnel that led from an abandoned extremity of the craftworld to the gates of the maiden world Ursulia.

			

		

		
			
				ADDENDA INQUISITORIA

				ASTRAL MISSIVE(DOOMSDAY GRADE)

				<cf. DAMOCLES CRUSADE>

				<DAMOCLES GULF ANOMALY/WARP STORMS ANNEX>

				My Lord Inquisitor,

				As you have no doubt already been informed, the Damocles Gulf was set aflame by esoteric weaponry after the reconquest of Agrellan, known to the Tau as Mu’galath Bay. The Adeptus Mechanicus, the architects of this preventative measure, committed this cosmic act of vandalism to stave off Tau incursions into the fringes of Imperial space coreward of the gulf. In all likelihood the Tau will abandon their attempts to cross that region of space entirely, and concentrate their efforts elsewhere.

				Unfortunately, the flaming nebulae of the gulf have mingled with the newly formed Warp storms that have blighted the Imperium over the last few cycles. These aetheric tempests have flickered into life across a large region of space, and several have taken the fires of the Damocles Gulf into themselves to become blazing whirlpools of fire. These are not confined to the gulf – they actively emerge like ambush predators from a lair to assail the fleets of Mankind and Tau alike. Though the remote viewings of the Damoclesian Astropaths indicate the size of the phenomenon has already begun to recede, it remains extremely aggressive. Scoria Prime, Duala, and Vonsha Smyde IX have all been subject to daemonic invasion. One shred of positivity to result from this is the reported loss of a large-scale Tau expansion fleet – the entire armada was consumed by the gulf, if the information from our agents can be believed. Recommend urgent reclassification of entire region, starting with Perdita, or even Quarantine Extremis, at your discretion.
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				The Yncarne, Avatar of Ynnead
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				The Void Raven Bomber known as Oblivion’s Caress hails from the Crucibael’s defensive fleet. Its pilots are old allies of Yvraine’s from her days as a gladiatrix; when they saw that Vect’s rulership of the new Dark City was to be harsher even than that of his former tenure, they were quick to seek out Yvraine and take on her colours.

				Note the craftworlder rune for Ynnari on the Voidraven’s neck. This is displayed to better ingratiate the pilots with the more traditional elements of the Reborn host.

			

		

		
			
				Some of the Wych Cults who hear Ynnead’s call tattoo Ynnari symbols onto their skin, or paint the runes onto their Wychsuits.

			

		

		
			
				A number of Commorragh’s Kabalites left the service of their dark masters to join the ranks of the Reborn. Some show their adopted allegiance with colours or icons, whilst others keep it a close secret.
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				WE THINK YOU’D LIKE...

			

		

		
			
				Everything you need to field an army from Biel-Tan, Ulthwé, or any other Craftworld – the complete guide to building a collection of Craftworld Eldar.
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