The Nature of Evil

A 40k scenario for 6 players

By Moxie and Oscar

Opening thought:


This scenario is a bit of a toughie for three reasons: Firstly because it hinges on making sure the Terrans and the Eldar don’t kill each other while it is still becoming apparent that they have a goal in common.  Secondly because, unlike other similar scenarios, the “big boss bad guy”, Darius, has more talking to do beyond the normal “this is my evil scheme and you are powerless to stop me. Mwa-ha-ha-ha-ha!” so it is important to realize his motivation and general personality and to make him more than a pile of XP in powered armour.  Thirdly because all of the characters are as hard as nails, this is because in their own societies, they really are the best of the best.  Basically they’re supposed to be this hard.  We’d advise against giving the Dragana Val’Suur (aka Reverend Custer) character to a prat as that character could single-handedly take out any three other members of the group.  The only built-in limiter here is the fact that any use of her assassin abilities would constitute a breach of her cover.


Lastly, there is one really important rule that shapes the combat scenes of this scenario: Ancient weapons quite simply cannot hurt any of the characters.  Their armour is far too tough, even the assassin’s Synthskinn™ is more than adequate protection against the weaponry of the brood brothers and the hybrids.  By that same token, all of the weaponry carried by the group will completely ignore all ancient armour.  What this pretty little speech amounts to is that die rolling in combat is largely irrelevant with the exception of the fights with “named” bad guys, i.e. the patriarch, the purestrain genestealers, the magus, and Darius.  Note that genestealer carapace is not considered ancient armour and genestealer claws are not considered ancient weaponry.  All told, deal with combat in a cinematic and narrative manner when up against plebs and don’t let it eat into the scenario’s allotted time.

Background:


Our story begins with Darius, a fallen Dark Angel.  After about five thousand years of bloodshed and wars fought across the galaxy, Darius had enough of it and decided to find a sufficiently backward little planet to settle down on and try, in some small part, to make amends.  The reason for this being that Darius, along with a large proportion of the so-called Fallen Angels, never really fell.  The exact history of the Dark Angles chapter is way too long to regurgitate, so suffice to say that it was a matter of one bad apple at the top of the barrel causing the Imperium to tar them all with the same brush.  All of this happened 10, 000 years ago.  Yes, that’s right, Darius is that old!


Anyway, Darius found this planet about 5, 000 years ago and proceeded to settle down there and began forging a small kingdom.  With the help of a 5,000-year-old Psyker, the natives of Darius’s soon-to-be kingdom found no trouble in pacifying quite a large area of land around the capital city.  Having spent a further 2, 000 years generally setting up shop in this new kingdom (which he eventually got around to naming Avalon) and teaching them everything he knew about methods of agriculture, irrigation, literacy, etc. Darius decided to drop out of sight.  In his honor the people of Avalon set up an order of knights dedicated to protecting Avalon from all threats, The Fallen.  As the years wore on legends began to spring up about the first king of Avalon; The man was a giant (space marines are BIG), and a sorcerer as well as a warrior, that he wielded a sword which could cut through anything with a single blow (it’s called a force sword), and that he never really died but rather merely sleeps until the time of Avalon’s greatest need, whereupon he will wake and spring once more to the defense of his land.


The good people of Avalon never knew how right they were!  About 2, 500 years ago (that is, 500 years after Darius went away), the aforementioned greatest threat to Avalon finally landed in the form of a genestealer pod.  Over the next two millennia, the genestealers had no great difficulty in uniting and taking control of some of Avalon’s neighboring nations.  Having established a firm power base in a country known as the Ecclesiarchy, a hidden trigger in genestealer physiology that even the patriarch was unaware of manifested itself: When the genestealer infestation of a planet reaches a certain critical level (as this one did about 500 years ago), the patriarch unconsciously sends a psychic beacon out to the nearest tyranid hive fleet.  The tyranids land, completely devour the planet, and leave nothing but a lifeless, airless hunk of rock floating in space.  Happily Darius was aware of this and took steps to neutralize this.


The comparatively low population of purestrain genestealers on the planet is actually due to Darius astrally assassinating them (well, what did you think he was doing all this time?).  When the psychic beacon began, Darius quickly bent his considerable amount of power to the task of blocking the signal from ever reaching the hive fleet.  Because of this colossal drain on his power, Darius has pretty much been in a constant psi-trance since the time of the beacon beginning.


Finally, two pieces of more recent history as regarding the Eldar and Terrans:

1. For the Terrans:  When the patriarch’s psi-beacon activated, a very brief snatch got out just before Darius managed to put up his block.  This reached the ears (mind?) of an astropath in a neighboring system.  The astropath dutifully filed his report to the Imperium proper and thought no more of it.  It took about four centuries of the kind of red tape that only a galaxy-spanning empire such as the Imperium could create for that astropath’s report to fall into the hands of somebody in a position to do something about it, namely a space marine chapter called the Scythes of the Emperor, recently decimated by a tyranid invasion of their homeworld, these people have a serious grudge against all things tyranid.  The Scythes quickly drew up a plan of action but, for reasons more political than anything else in nature, needed a cover story for taking the entire remainder of the chapter on a quick spin to the galactic rim in order to settle an old score.  The cover story was simple, the Scythes were going to provide an escort for a bunch of Imperial preachers who were going to spread the word of the Emperor to some of the fringe worlds, unvisited since before the Great Heresy.  Meanwhile, through their own means, the Officio Assassinorum were chasing down rumors of a Fallen Angel living on one of the planets in the sector that the Scythes were going to be going to.  Some judicious string-pulling later, one of the “preachers” aboard the cruiser headed towards the rim was in fact a Calidus assassin, told to drop to a particular planet and perform a Seek and Destroy mission upon finding the whereabouts of the Fallen Angel.  What a tangled web we weave, neh? (
2. As for the Eldar, their story is a little more straightforward.  There is a caste of Eldar psykers known as Bonesingers.  Bonesingers are those special Eldar capable of communing with and shaping Wraithbone, the Eldar race’s premier building material.  This particular Bonesinger in question had just finished fashioning a Wraithsword (basically a force sword) for herself as the culmination of two decades of painstaking labor.  She put her Waystone in the pommel of the Wraithsword, as a way of further strengthening the psychic link she had with her sword.  Shortly after the completion of the Wraithsword, a huge fleet of Dark Eldar attacked the Craftworld and, in the ensuing chaos the Wraithsword was stolen.  This was a crushing blow to the craftworld as a whole since Waystones are the only thing stopping an Eldar’s soul feeding the chaos god Slaanesh with their power and knowledge.  In the case of any Eldar, loss of a Waystone is a huge blow to the race as a whole but to lose the Waystone of a powerful and experienced Bonesinger is nothing less than a catastrophe!  Upon learning about the loss of the sword, the craftworld dispatched interceptors.  Eventually the Dark Eldar vessel managed to shake the pursuit but only after sustaining heavy damage and crashing somewhere in a Rim system.  The interceptors returned to the craftworld and an away party was assembled which included the Bonesinger since she could trace the location of the sword no matter where it was.  Meanwhile, Darius sensed the ship crashing near Avalon and, not wanting any cultural pollution of his utopia, quickly teleported to the crash site, slew the Dark Eldar that survived the crash, dumped all the evidence of their presence into the ship, and then piloted it into the ocean before teleporting to safety.  He took the Wraithsword as a curiosity and went back to his torpor.

The Actual Scenario (at last)

Intro bit:


A bolt of light and a thunderous explosion shatter the air as several tonnes of steel plunge into the ground creating a huge crater.  A few moments later the blast doors of the drop-pod open (insert impressive noise).  The Imperial group has landed in Avalon.  Give them about 30 seconds or so to get their bearings then the air shimmers (or some other suitable special effect) and the Eldar group materialize in the still steaming crater.

Act one:

Arrival:


Around about now the players will probably want to start killing each other, this is a bad thing.  It is at this point that our first convenient plot hook reveals itself as the group hears the obvious sounds of a medieval battle from above the rim of the crater.  Hopefully the group will put aside inter-species politicking for the moment and investigate, if not the battle will come to them. 


The players will see a skirmish between a large group of robed monks and a squad of mounted knights wearing what appears to be matte black plate armour stylized as Space Marine armour.  If any of the Terran players want to pay a reasonable amount of attention to the knights, they will notice that the insignias on the armour, pre-Heresy Dark Angels insignia.  The monks are obviously being massacred.


The players may or may not join in the fight.  It will be apparent when the players get close that the some of the monks are not human, a few of them have 3 arms, others have purple flesh, fangs, etc.  A simple Tyranid Lore roll will tell the players that this is a force composed predominantly of Brood Brothers (completely human looking) interspersed with a few hybrids (displaying various mutations).  This should be enough to stop the players from killing the knights, if not; the monks will attack them using their hypnotic stares, etc.


Once the combat is finished the knights will thank the players and be in awe of weapons, armour, etc. They tell the characters that the monks were Ascensionites, citizens of the Ecclesiarchy, a fanatic expansionist religious state from the south. Avalon is one of the last kingdoms not under the sway of the Arch-Prelate, head (?) of the Church of the Promised Ascension.

Shortly after the end of the skirmish, a runner arrives with a message for the knights that the strangers are to be invited to Avalon, the message comes from the Senate. The knights will insist on providing an escort to the city. The knights will be only too happy to talk about Avalon, the legend of the Warrior King, etc. (If the players question them.  See background).  

Stuff not covered in the background that may come up in conversation: The knightly order is called The Fallen.  The Fallen are to Avalon what the Adeptus Astartes are to the Imperium, an elite mobile fighting force.  Avalon has a standing army too, but it is small and made of volunteers.  The Government is called the Senate, a democratically elected body.  The Grey Council governs the Fallen.  All three members of the Grey Council have a standing seat in the Senate.

The Capital City

The ride (walk?) to Avalon’s capital brings them past well-manicured fields, prosperous-looking villages, etc.  A high wall manned by uniformed guardsmen surrounds the capital city itself.  Due to their escort they are not molested but do draw many strange looks.  Don’t forget that the marines are eight feet tall and clank as they walk while the Bonesinger and the Ranger obviously aren’t human and the Exarch is dressed head-to-toe in Striking Scorpion aspect armour, which is bright green.  All told, the “preacher” is the only vaguely normal looking one, apart from the big gun he carries and the company he keeps.

Beyond the gates, the city gives the impression of well-ordered contentment.  Think of the city any of the good guys came from in any David Eddings book. Yes, a good-natured rogue runs the thieves’ guild here, too.  The Senate building (one of the knights will helpfully inform them that this used to be the palace way back when the Warrior-King used to rule) is a big fortified building that has recently been faced in white marble, rose quartz and mother-of-pearl in an effort to make it less forbidding.  It’s not working.

Again, no problems getting into the Senate building.  When they reach the Senate chamber, the only people there are the three members of they Grey Council.  The Senate Chamber fits hundreds of people so right now, it’s really empty.  The knights escorting the characters are dismissed by the Grey Council, who introduce themselves as Bother-Preceptors Arcturus, Thracian, and Claudius.  They then address the marines in an ancient form of High Gothic.  They explain that High Gothic is the secret language of the Fallen and their way of communicating in times when spies may be around, like now.  Furthermore they explain that their founder never actually left, a fact known only by the Grey Council.  They then say that the founder would like to meet them and so would the characters please follow them.

Many corridors, much polite conversation from the three ageing knights, finally a large solid metal door in the most remote, abandoned corner of the Senate building.  The door swings open when pushed to reveal a truly decrepit chamber (about 20’x20’, to those AD&D heads among you) whose walls may once have been covered with weapons, pennants and the like but these are long since rusted and rotted.  The floor is carpeted in a thick layer of dust.  Directly opposite the door is a large stone Throne built into the wall.  On it, also covered in a thick layer of dust is an antique suit of black Space Marine power armour bearing an insignia of an unbroken sword in between two wings, the symbol of the Fallen Angels.  Upon the characters entering the chamber, the suit’s head (?) will turn slightly to face them and the helmet will retract, revealing the face of Darius, the Warrior King. 

The Warrior King:

Before they attack him (hopefully), Darius will launch into a non-standard bad guy speech.  “The reason I have called you all here…” Darius will tell them of the Genestealer plot.  And that he is unable to act as he is maintaining a psychic shield above the planet, preventing the patriarch from calling the Hive Fleets.  Darius will return the Wraithsword and let them all go, in exchange for their word of honour that they will kill the genestealer patriarch and then leave. It is obvious that Darius is not an evil, decadent fallen bad guy.  If asked he will express extreme regret about the fall, like all the other Fallen Angels he was unaware at the time that he was being manipulated by the forces of Chaos.  After 10,000 years of war and bloodshed, Darius has had enough and merely wants to be left alone here on Avalon (It is painfully obvious that he just wants to be alone.)  

Should the characters pick a fight with him at this stage, roll lots of dice, look concerned, and let the survivors kill him after he has killed four characters.  Just in case you needed to know, he’s armed with a melta pistol and a force sword.  At the moment he has no real substantial psychic ability, it’s too busy being used to save the planet.  Inform the remaining two characters that the Tyranid hive fleets are on the way and that they should probably leave now, having signed this planet’s death warrant.  Well done.

Should the players show even the slightest amount of roleplaying ability or -failing that- intelligence, they will accept Darius’ offer.  In this case the Grey Council will offer them horses (good luck to the Marines), provisions (eww, hardtack), etc and a map of how to get there as well as a knightly escort to the border.  A Tyranid Lore roll will tell the characters that all successful genestealer cults discovered so far have been in the guise of religious cults.  This means that, when in doubt, seek the head (?) of the snake in centers of worship.  And then cut it off.

ACT 2:

Lands of the Ecclesiarchy


The Ecclesiarchy’s lands, in contrast to Avalon, are quite chaotic and generally uncared-for.  The villages and towns they ride through are slapdash, dirty, poor, etc.  The peasants here seem…odd.  If Kailisha scans a couple of them she will find out that each and every one of them has one overriding obsession: Protect the children.  In fact, this one obsession shapes and dominates their entire lives.


Note to GM:  if your group only want to smush things with their harder-than-thou characters, here is a great opportunity to pit them against wave upon wave of all sorts of plebs with no chance whatsoever of hurting them.  If not, allow them to proceed without any “random encounters”

The City of God   

Impressive fortified gates should provide a distraction for a few moments, as should the city militia. (
Realistically the characters are going to prat around in the city for a while, so here’s a city for the pratting therein: The city is an ugly place, filled with winding streets, garbage-cluttered alleys, and everything else one found in any of Eddings’s bad-guy cities.  The people are ugly (yup, some hybrids, mostly brood brothers), close-minded, and brutal.  Think Dubliners.


At the center of the city is the Great Cathedral of the Ascension.  It is a colossal gothic construction.  The doors are open.  The entire building is dark, silent and intimidating.  Inside, murals and idols of a multi-limbed god are abundant.  Dark purple and muted pink seem to be the predominant colour scheme in here.  Standing behind the altar is a solitary handsome figure.  As the group approach, the Arch Prelate, the Genestealer Magus smiles as he greets them, “Ah, my children.  Welcome…”


Using all of his powers of hypnosis and persuasion, the Magus will attempt to convert the group or, at least, lull them into a sense of security. “After all, we’re all friends here.”   As soon as the group break free of the spell or are completely taken in, Hordes of hybrids spring from alcoves in the walls and ceiling.  The perfect features of the Magus twist into an expression of inhuman hatred, as he screams “destroy them all” or some such bad-guy phrase.

This is big combat scene #2 after the initial knights vs monks scene.  Try to keep it frantic, chaotic, and scary for the first bit, describing horribly misshapen creatures skittering down the walls and dropping down from the ceiling.  The players will soon see just how hard they are as swathes of opponents fall before them this should be a dynamic but not over-long scene and the players will emerge with a sense of invulnerability (Or so they think).

The Long Hard Road into Hell 


The secret entrance to the Patriarch’s lair is a trapdoor in the form of a slab of marble directly behind the altar of the cathedral.  If the players persistently refuse to look at it, it will conveniently collapse as one of the marines walks over it.  It is a 10’ long shaft (?) that leads down to the catacombs.  

The catacombs are completely lightless, not an issue as all of the characters have thermographic vision.  Three problems, though: 1) Does the “preacher” want the others to know he can see in the dark?  2) As well as having thermo-vision, genestealers hunt by scent and sound too.  They also know the tunnels like the back of their hand (claw?). 

3) Thermographic vision is all well and good but it is also alien so the three Terrans should have it explained to them just how worrying it is, heroes of the Imperium or not!


The tunnels themselves are pitch black, completely circular, have what feel like ribs underneath the slimy, foul-smelling skin that covers the walls, ceiling, and floor.  Furthermore these tunnels weren’t constructed, they were gouged out of the earth by creatures to whom climbing is as easy as walking, this means that the tunnels are all curved, sometimes they go up or down.  Basically, think of a pile of spaghetti.  Oh, and by the way, there’s two purestrain genestealers stalking them.  All of this amounts to it being your job to scare the holy bejeezus out of them.  Feel free to draw on any of the Alien movies for inspiration.  Again, enjoy.

The Last Head (?) of the Hydra


Hopefully they will have dispatched the two purestrains by now, either way they arrive here thanks to the two purestrains herding them this way.  GMs are advised that without the two purestrains from the catacombs the players have a hell of a fight on their hands in here, with them they’re going to get creamed for sure.  Be nice.


Eventually the interminable tunnels will abruptly end, leaving the players looking into a room shaped kind of like a figure 8.  They come in from the south and the circular section they are standing in is about 15m in radius.  The northern circular section is 10m in radius.  In the northern section they see the massive form of the genestealer patriarch.  He’s about twice the size of a purestrain and too bulky to get the benefit of their uncanny dodge ability.  He does have a psychic force field, though, so no worries.  As the players move into the center of the southern circle, two purestrains (a different two, but why let the players know?  Let them be paranoid.) drop from the ceiling behind them and advance, thereby blocking any hope of easy escape.  A sodding great big fight ensues.

“The scenario’s gone half an hour overtime and we want to go home”
Right, they’ve turned up, twatted everything there was to be twatted, and are making their way back to the drop pod, even the Eldar have to get back to the drop-site so that the teleporter can pick them up.  It’s all good, right?  Right?  Darius is waiting for them there, basically he’s partly here to say thank you and partly here to make sure they get the hell off his planet.  He’ll wish them luck and turn to walk away.  Here’s an opportunity for cinematically-minded players to whip off a cool parting line(“Hey Darius…Nice outfit.”), stupid players to shoot him in the back, and the assassin to kill him.

In short, Darius with his newly returned psychic powers, will annihilate the group if option two occurs.  If they take the parting line option he’ll turn, smile, and give them the thumbs-up.  If the assassin has kept her cover (and only if this has happened!  If her cover was blown, see option two.) let her morph back to her true shape and stab him in the back.  Darius will stiffen as the knife phases straight through his armour and pierces his heart.  He will look into Dragana’s eyes and just say “Why…”  Cut to slow motion and play Spanish Guitar. 

Stats and stuff like that:

Brood Brothers


Largely irrelevant.  These have nothing that can harm the characters and have nothing that can stop any of the characters’ weaponry.

Genestealer Hybrids

See entry for brood brothers.  Occasionally one may actually hurt the players using Rending claws.  To simulate this, every round of combat with hybrids get each player to roll 1d10.  If any roll 1, they take 1d10 damage.  Also, some hybrids have a Hypnotic Gaze at 50%.  Use this at your discretion.  Eye contact must be made, and it is resisted by a Willpower+Mental Armour roll.

Genestealer Magus


Has decent Psyker powers but about as effective in hant-to-hand as a brood brother.

Attacks: 3
Initiative: +3
Wounds: 25

Mental Armour: 45%

Throw Warp Bolt: 65% (damage 3d10)

Hypnotic Gaze: 75% (can affect entire group)

Warp Field: invulnerable 4+ save.

Purestrain Genestealer


They have four Rending Claws, superior stealth, strength, and agility.  Absolutely the scariest thing there is to face in this scenario.  Except the Patriarch.  And Darius.

Attacks: 4
Initiative: +5
Wounds: 40

Hand-to-Hand: 80% (damage 2d10+6, ignores armour 50% of the time)

Stealth: 65%

Climb: 90%

Uncanny Dodge: 4+ invulnerable save

Genestealer Patriarch


This is what happens when Genestealers get really old and really hard.  Rending Claws aplenty and psychic powers to boot.  Fun fun fun.

Attacks: 4
Initiative: +4
Wounds: 65

Hand-to-Hand: 70% (damage 3d10, ignores armour 50% of the time)

Climb: 90%

Hypnotic Gaze: 65%

Psi-Blast: 65% (damage 2d10, 5m diameter)

Warp Field: Invulnerable 3+ save

Darius


Just roll dice to create the illusion of fairness.  They haven’t got a prayer, unless otherwise noted in the scenario.

Brother-Sergeant Octavius

Space Marine Veteran Sergeant, Scythes of The Emperor chapter

“They say that a man can’t lose everything twice.  They were wrong.”  

	Body
	41
	
	Damage
	+4

	Reflexes
	24
	
	Toughness
	-4

	Appearance
	17
	
	Initiative
	+4

	Charisma
	23
	
	Actions
	2

	Willpower
	46
	
	Luck
	7

	Intelligence
	26
	
	Wounds
	37


	Weapon
	Damage
	RoF
	Clip
	Range

	Heavy Bolter
	1d10+5
	50
	2000
	Medium

	Bolt Pistol
	1d10+4
	2
	10
	Short

	Frag Grenades
	1d10+6, 10m
	1
	1
	Short

	Combat Knife
	1d10+7
	1
	1
	Melee


Armour: Space Marine Powered Armour MK-VII.  (Armor Save 3+)
Skills:

	Hand to Hand: 37
	Weapon Repair: 32

	Ranged Combat: 51
	Armour Maintenance: 13

	Throw: 31
	Endurance: 46

	Tactics: 42
	Awareness: 45

	Survival: 44
	First Aid: 14

	Drive: 43
	High Gothic: 31

	Leadership: 14
	Low Gothic: 27

	
	


Ammo for Heavy Bolter:

	Shell Type
	Special Effects

	Standard Bolt
	None

	Hellfire
	Shell filled with mutagenic acid. Anti-Tyranid round.

	Stalker
	Gas-propelled. Completely silent. Range Suffers.

	Inferno
	Oxy-phosphor gel core. Incendiary round.

	Metal Storm
	High explosive, anti-personnel, fragmentation round.

	Kraken Penetrator
	Solid depleted-adamantium slug. Armour piercing.


Background:
Two hundred years ago, a young man named Japheth was driving home with his girlfriend from just another in a long string of parties, having drunk far too much and listened far too little to those counseling him to sleep over.  A flash of light, a loud noise, and a jarring impact left a vehicle on fire a young girl dead, and a young man with nothing in the world.  Running away from what he regarded as the end of his entire world, he sought to end his life in as pointless a manner as he lived it and joined a mercenary company on a different continent.  Some time later, having failed to find death despite his best efforts, word of his “extraordinary courage” reached the right ears.  Those ears took him from the planet he called home, gave him a new physiology far superior to the mere humans he would be fighting to defend, and a new life among the Adeptus Astartes, the Space Marines.  In a way Japheth was finally laid to rest, to be replaced by Brother Octavius.  The Scythes of the Emperor became his new family, his world, and his life.  In almost two centuries of war and death Octavius had finally found peace within himself amid the constant conflict of his life.  

Nothing could have prepared him for the hand fate would deal the planet Sotha, the homeworld of the Scythes of the Emperor.  Without any warning whatsoever the Scythes of the Emperor became the first of the Adeptus Astartes to meet the second Tyranid hive fleet.  Hive Fleet Kraken cut through Sotha’s star system like the scythe the marines thought they so embodied.  Octavius and half of the second company, off quelling a civil unrest in a nearby system returned to find nothing but a few airless rocks orbiting a flickering star where there was once a home and a purpose.

Now a strike cruiser containing Octavius and forty nine of his brother-marines roams the galaxy in search of revenge against the mindless, numberless enemy that drank so deeply of their cup of life.  The Scythes of the Emperor are done for and Octavius knows it, he just wants to take as many Tyranids as he possibly can with him.

A few months ago, a possible genestealer infestation was detected on an isolated rim-world, and the Scythes saw their chance.  Bullying the Adeptus Ecclesiastes into organizing a mission for them, they girded themselves for war.  Fully expecting an attack upon the preacher, Octavius volunteered to be one of the escorts so as to have first crack at the enemy he so hates.

Personality:

Octavius is a man who honestly believes he has nothing left to lose, having lost it all before.  Twice.  He honestly believes this to be his final mission and as such has made his peace with all his brothers on the strike cruiser, fully expecting himself to be dead before they make planetfall.  His plan was perfect; When the genestealers attack the preacher, open fire with the heavy bolter.  When ammo starts to run out, radio the strike cruiser and verify the suspicions of infestation.  Then die like a man.  The plan was perfect, that is, until another marine volunteered to come along too.  Octavius does not want to be responsible for Burceius’s death.  Angry and resolute are two words that used to describe Octavius, now bitter is a third.  Bitter that Burceius denied him what he saw as his last chance to make a difference.  The preacher, in Octavius’s opinion, is just another small-minded fanatic intent on polluting yet another perfectly functional society with the Ecclesiarchy’s perversion of the Emperor’s words.

Brother-Librarian Burceius

Space Marine Codicer, Scythes of The Emperor chapter

“Sometimes faith is not a shield enough.  Even then it is still a torch to light the way through the darkest of hours”

	Body
	37
	
	Damage
	+4

	Reflexes
	19
	
	Toughness
	-4

	Appearance
	23
	
	Initiative
	+5

	Charisma
	26
	
	Actions
	3

	Willpower
	46
	
	Luck
	10

	Intelligence
	28
	
	Wounds
	36


	Weapon
	Damage
	RoF
	Clip
	Range

	Bolt Pistol
	1d10+4
	2
	10
	Short

	Force Sword
	1d10+11 AP
	1
	1
	Melee

	Combat Knife
	1d10+7
	1
	1
	Melee


Armour: Space Marine Powered Armour MK-VII.  (Armor Save 3+)
Skills:

	Hand to Hand: 43
	Weapon Repair: 42

	Ranged Combat: 37
	Armour Maintenance: 24

	Throw: 33
	Endurance: 12

	Psi: 35
	Chaos Lore: 12

	Mental Armour: 45
	Tyranid Lore: 44

	Drive: 31
	Battle Litanies: 34

	Awareness: 44
	High Gothic: 29

	Meditation: 25
	Low Gothic: 31


Psi Powers:

	Power
	Effect

	Assail
	Telekinetically lift/throw 1 person/object.

	Gate
	Creates gate between self and 1 location within line of sight. Lasts 1d10 rounds. Can’t be dispelled by caster.

	Hellfire
	Creates 30m tall, 10m radius pillar of fire. 1d0+4 damage per round.  Lasts 1d10 rounds. 

	Phase
	Can walk through obstacles less than 6” thick.

	Agony
	Causes 1d10 stun damage. Ignores armour and toughness

	Far Hand
	Telekinetic manipulation of objects weighing 1kg or less.

	Float
	Walk on water. 1d10 rounds.

	6th Sense
	Can’t be flanked, backstabbed, ambushed, etc. 1d10 rounds.


Background:

If there is one thing life has taught Burceius it’s that it is always darkest before the dawn.  When the government of his planet decided to abduct homeless people to use in a project to awaken psychic talent for military use, Burceius was one of those abducted.  Two years of agonizing genetic manipulation and punishing tests left Burceius with a strong psychic talent and a comfortable life as a government-employed psyker.


When the Inquisition got wind of this project and -under the charge of heresy- clamped down on it with both feet, Burceius was one of the first arrested.  Countless hours of torture and questioning at the hands of inquisitor Tyrus left almost all those involved with the project burning in the cleansing flame of the Emperor’s mercy.  Burceius was found innocent of all charges and was recruited by the Scythes of the Emperor to be trained as a librarian.


When the Tyranid hive fleet –Kraken- devoured Sotha, the Scythes’ homeworld and left nothing but a few airless rocks orbiting a flickering star where there was once a home and a purpose, Burceius was one of the lucky fifty to have survived.  Fifty marines isn’t a formidable battle-force but it is enough to slowly rebuild the chapter to its former glory.


When a suspected genestealer infestation was detected on this remote world, it was Burceius’s plan to get the Scythes to wipe it out, thus gaining favour and support from the Imperial government to aid in the rebuilding of his chapter/family.

Roleplaying:



Burceius is an optimist, plain and simple.  He firmly believes that one person can make a difference, no matter what the situation.  This is not to say that he’s stupid or naïve, merely that he has faith in himself and in the Emperor’s sense of compassion.  To that end he pulled rank and got himself on the first-contact away party. Officially to provide protection for Reverend Custer, a slightly over-zealous but harmless man of much faith. He is aware of Octavius’s despair and desire to go out in a blaze of glory and intends to stop that sort of thing.  After all, a new chapter is going to need a new chapter master and octavius is the most experienced marine left in the chapter…

Dragana Vel’Suur (aka Reverend Custer)

Officio Asassinorum, Callidus Temple assassin

(Masquerading as Imperial Preacher)

“For those who seek perfection there can be no rest this side of the grave”

	Body
	41
	
	Damage
	+4

	Reflexes
	43
	
	Toughness
	-4

	Appearance
	N/A (20)
	
	Initiative
	+5

	Charisma
	44
	
	Actions
	3

	Willpower
	52
	
	Luck
	4

	Intelligence
	32
	
	Wounds
	33


	Weapon
	Damage
	RoF
	Clip
	Range

	C’tan Phase Sword
	1d10+8 AP
	1
	1
	Melee

	Neural Shredder*
	1d10+4 Stun
	1
	30
	Short Cone

	Laspistol
	1d10+3
	1
	50
	Short

	Combat Knife
	1d10+6
	1
	1
	Melee


Armour: 
SynthSkinn™. (Armour Save 6+)



Dodge. (Save 4+ Invulnerable)

Skills:

	Hand to Hand: 51
	Fast Talk: 36

	Ranged Combat: 47
	Drive: 42

	Throw: 35
	Swim: 11

	Stealth: 43
	Awareness: 15

	Mimic: 41
	High Gothic: 35

	Electronic Security: 24
	Low Gothic: 28

	Acrobatics: 35
	Eldar: 34

	Climbing: 34
	Ork: 36

	Sleight of Hand: 32
	Tau: 31


Neural Shredder: This weapon ignores armour and toughness, but not dodges.

Polymorphine: A Shape-altering Drug, the use of which has given Callidus asassins their fearsome reputations. To mimic somebody a dose of polymorphine must be injected and Intelligence + Mimic must be rolled. To fool friends of the person mimicked, a roll of Charisma + Mimic must be rolled.

Background:

There is such a thing as being too good for ones own good.  Dragana Vel’Suur was born and spent the first portion of her life on a -class feudal world.  As a child in school, no matter what the subject, hard work and perseverance saw to it that she excelled.  As an adolescent in the noble courts she quickly mastered and grew tired of the myriad techniques necessary in politicking, back bighting and statecraft.  Upon finding her way into the assassins’ guild, she found few challenges even there.  Few challenges, that is, until the head (?) of the guild took her aside and began training her with strange weapons of a type she’d never seen before and in a form of magic that she later came to know as technology.  When The Old Man judged her training to be complete he gave her her next assignment: Board a Black Ship bound for Holy Terra itself and survive.  Simple as that.

What The Old Man didn’t tell her was exactly what surviving on a Black Ship entailed.  Had she known that she would be on a space cruiser filled with hundreds of the Imperium’s most hardened killers for two years, that she would have to kill other people for simple necessities like food and water, that she would not sleep a peaceful night’s sleep for the entire journey for fear of the rape gangs and the punishment beatings, that the voyage would teach her the true price of failure in even the smallest endeavor… Had she known all of this, she probably still would have agreed to go if for no other reason than to prove to herself that she could.

By the time of her arrival upon Holy Terra she was one of less than a dozen survivors, each of which had survived through a combination of skill, tenacity and luck.  And then her training began.  A battery of psychological tests and evaluations were the first part of her new life, to better ascertain where her particular talents lay.  Her social aptitude, refined manners, and adaptability quickly convinced the representatives of the Calidus Temple that she was best suited for that particular brand of death.  What followed was a decade of punishing physical training, biochemical and genetic enhancement, and psychological conditioning to eliminate any vestiges of reservations she may have had about killing people.  Unsurprisingly to her superiors, she excelled at every task she was set.  In her own mind she still kept falling slightly short of her own expectations.

When her latest mission was given to her, to investigate rumours of a Fallen Space Marine and eliminate him if the rumours are correct, she felt truly honoured that a mission of such importance was placed in her hands.  Her superiors honestly couldn't think of anybody they’d rather be handling the matter.

Roleplaying:


Dragana is one of that truly rare and unfortunate breed of person, a successful perfectionist with low self-esteem.  As far as she’s concerned, every action she takes carries the stench of ineptitude.  She reluctantly has to admit that such a thing as luck exists, because there is no other way that somebody of her ability could have had so much success all the way throughout her life.  The truth is very different indeed but she just can’t see it.  To her, life has been a long line of marginal successes and lucky breaks.  Praise from other people secretly irritates her because it feels like they’re just being polite.


Her main fear is that she will blow her cover, such a thing would be disastrous in the extreme.  Basically, nothing apart from the possibility of imminent death will cause her to drop the façade of being a devout preacher, intent on bringing the word of the Emperor to the unenlightened on this remote planet.


She has very specific instructions not to interfere with the real mission of the marines, whatever that may be, and to assist where possible.

Elthaniomel

Exarch of Striking Scorpions Aspect Temple, Abu’Abued Craftworld

“There is no art more beautiful and diverse than the art of death.”

	Body
	28
	
	Damage
	+3

	Reflexes
	41
	
	Toughness
	-3

	Appearance
	31
	
	Initiative
	+6

	Charisma
	20
	
	Actions
	3

	Willpower
	46
	
	Luck
	6

	Intelligence
	31
	
	Wounds
	32


	Weapon
	Damage
	RoF
	Clip
	Range

	Mandiblaster*
	1d10+4
	1
	N/A
	Melee

	Shuriken Pistol
	1d10+4
	15
	30
	Short

	Frag Grenades
	1d10+6, 10m
	1
	1
	Short

	Chainsword
	2d10+7
	1
	1
	Melee


Armour: Striking Scorpion Exarch Aspect Armour.  (Armor Save 3+)
Skills:

	Hand to Hand: 51
	Aspect Lore: 34

	Ranged Combat: 38
	Sprint: 50

	Throw: 41
	Crushing Blow: 41

	Tactics: 25
	Awareness: 32

	Stealth: 22
	Disarm: 34

	Acrobatics: 46
	Eldar: 34

	Leadership: 35
	Low Gothic: 29

	Focus: 33
	Shrine Rituals: 48


Mandiblaster: This weapon automatically targets and fires at anybody within 1m. Its chance to hit is 50%. The characters skills are irrelevant to this weapon.

Crushing Blow: This skill is used when hitting an inanimate object or prone opponent.  It replaces the Hand to Hand skill and simply causes double damage. Good for  opening things like doors, tanks, walls, etc.

Sprint: The exarch is especially fast over short distances. This skill allows him to triple his movement rate for one round or causes him to only require one-third the normal distance to charge. 

Background:

Many years ago there was a young man called Elthaniomel.  Elthaniomel had a happy life, if none too exciting.  He was a man, a poet, a husband, a father.  None of that matters now.  He chose the Path of the Warrior comparatively early in his life and joined the Striking Scorpion aspect temple, without having felt the need to deeply examine the philosophies and implications of his newfound allegiance.  The sad truth of it is that, even by the standards of the Eldar, Elthaniomel was a flighty man.  Again, that doesn’t matter any more.  Elthaniomel rose through the ranks of the Striking Scorpions on Abu’Abued slowly, his lack of focus and dedication impeding him.  Eventually, his time came to move on.  So he did.  He went back to his family but found that even lying in bed with his wife, all he could think of was the dance of blades, the Path of the Warrior.  He left his family one day without even a word of farewell and walked back to the temple.  All along the way, he could see the looks his fellow Eldar were giving him, mixing admiration with pity, revulsion with pride.  Even if he didn’t know it yet, they did.  The Striking Scorpion aspect of Kaela Mensha Khaine, the Bloody Handed God of the Eldar, had subsumed him.  But even that doesn’t matter anymore.


Upon his return to the temple he instinctively donned the regalia of the exarch, and none objected.  His psyche was melded with those who had borne the title of exarch before him, forever trapping him upon The Path of the Warrior.  He remembers encountering an Eldar woman accompanied by an adolescent one day, remembers the look of a forgotten emotion in her eyes, remembers her tears and her pleas for him to recognize the life they once shared.  He listened, bid her well, and returned to his temple.  There is no room for love upon The Path of the Warrior, only in battle did Elthaniomel truly feel alive any more.  Centuries filled with conflict and bloodshed passed, centuries which Elthaniomel can’t even count or remember the details of.


One day, renegade Eldar attacked the Abu’Abued craftworld.  To Elthaniomel it was just another battle, to the Eldar race as a whole it was a catastrophic loss.  The Warlock Council came to his temple and asked him to accompany the Bonesinger, as her protector, upon her mission to recover her Wraithsword.  He accepted.

Roleplaying:


Elthaniomel has been a warrior for quite a few centuries, how long he really doesn’t know or care.  Elthaniomel is well beyond being a practitioner of the Striking Scorpion fighting style, he is the Striking Scorpion fighting style.  In every sense of the word, Elthaniomel is The Warrior.  He neither knows nor particularly cares about getting to know Kalisha and Cheradenine.  He will generally stay quite quiet except upon matters concerning combat or Eldar supremacy, at which point he will say what he has to say and ignore any argument.  Should combat actually occur, Elthaniomel will explode into action, chopping and shooting until no enemies remain standing.  Two things deserve pointing out 1) Elthaniomel doesn’t actually enjoy killing, he doesn’t have any objection to it either, however.  He finds wholeness in the whirling chaos of combat, whether or not anything actually dies is of no real concern to him.  2) Elthaniomel is the result of the melding of thousands of psyches and experiences, all working towards the common goal of Eldar supremacy.  This means that in matters of combat, tactics, etc. Elthaniomel’s knowledge and experience is second to none.  (Have fun trying to roleplay this one, folks. –Mox)

Writers’ Note: Anyone playing this character in a cheesy/wacky/hammed up way will have unpronounceable Japanese things done to them.  You have been warned.

Kailisha

Bonesinger, Abu’Abued Craftworld

“Who are we, who have fallen and almost destroyed the universe, to judge the Mon-Keigh for their violent ways? At least they never presumed to call death an art.”

	Body
	29
	
	Damage
	+3

	Reflexes
	40
	
	Toughness
	-3

	Appearance
	41
	
	Initiative
	+4

	Charisma
	45
	
	Actions
	2

	Willpower
	48
	
	Luck
	6

	Intelligence
	36
	
	Wounds
	29


	Weapon
	Damage
	RoF
	Clip
	Range

	Lasblaster
	1d10+3
	3
	50
	Medium

	Short Sword
	1d10+6
	1
	1
	Melee


Armour: Rune Armour.  (Armor Save 4+ invulnerable)
Skills:

	Hand to Hand: 42
	Savoir-Faire: 44

	Ranged Combat: 29
	History: 13

	Psi: 36
	Webway Lore: 36

	Mental Armour: 33
	Chaos Lore: 34

	Craft Wraithbone: 50
	Meditate: 26

	Sing: 35
	Eldar: 37

	Dance: 41
	Low Gothic: 36

	Swim: 32
	


Psi Powers:

	Power
	Effect

	Force Globe
	Creates 10m radius impenetrable force globe. Lasts 1d10 rounds.

	Restore
	Heals 2d10 wounds.

	Scan
	Read surface thoughts of any within 10m. lasts 1d10 rounds.

	Remove Pain
	Heals all stun damage.

	Image
	Creates 1d10 illusory duplicates of caster.  Each has 1 wound.

	Hustle
	Adds 1d10 to initiative for 1d10 rounds.

	Voice
	Can make voice appear from anywhere within line of sight.

	Bonesong
	Enables crafting of wraithbone. Also allows minor manipulations of still-living bone.


Background:


Kailisha’s psychic talent was recognized early on and by the tender young age of fifty she was apprenticed to the craftworld’s master Bonesinger.  Her comparatively short life was filled with training to best use her talent for the craftworld’s benefit, artistic pursuits and philosophical studies.  Having recently mastered her craft she decided to create and enduring masterpiece, a sword of pure wraithbone with her Waystone set in the pommel, a Wraithsword.  Not long after the completion of her masterpiece, and a masterpiece it was, a Dark Eldar raid struck the otherwise peaceful sector Abu’Abued occupied.  The entire population took up arms to defend their craftworld and eventually managed to beat back the enemy.  Somewhere during the course of the battle, however, Kailisha’s Wraithsword was lost and by the time she’d gotten a chance to register the loss and try to psychically trace it, she discovered it was aboard one of the Dark Eldar ships which were currently accelerating away from Abu’Abued.  She wasted no time in informing the Warlock Council of this loss and within days a small away mission was scrambled, consisting of a Ranger as a guide, a Striking Scorpion Exarch as her protector, and Kailisha.  She traced the sword’s presence to this remote planet and the three of them made planetfall.

Roleplaying:


Kailisha is for the most part a well-adjusted, peaceful person who cherishes life and art above all else.  Her greatest love in life is dancing; something that always annoyed her teacher.  She still projects the mysterious, enigmatic façade that Bonesingers are so well known for, but can’t help feeling that it isolates her from her fellow Eldar.  She will try to couch any wisdom she has to impart in cryptic phrases, taking care to ensure that she is not so obscure as to be incomprehensible.  After all, she reasons, it’s all well and good imparting nuggets of enigmatic wisdom but what’s the point in it if people can’t recognize it for the wisdom that it actually is.


Kailisha’s plan is to drop onto this planet, retrieve the Wraithsword, and leave with as little contact with the local populace as possible.  Contact with natives could, at best, lead to cultural pollution.  At worst it could lead to conflict and bloodshed on a large scale, something she desperately wants to avoid.


She has heard about Elthaniomel in the past and what she hears deeply scares her.  To be dedicated to The Path of the Warrior is one thing but to become completely subsumed by the essence of generations of dedicated killers?  Does the soul of the man he once was still even exist behind that helmet?  Sometimes she wonders whether or not the Eldar race really isn’t serving Chaos, instead of opposing it like they always claim to.  Kailisha intends to avoid any situation where Elthaniomel’s unique talents could be put to use.  As far as she’s concerned, this man carries enough of a stain on his soul already and she certainly doesn’t want to be responsible for more.


Cheradenine?  Now there’s an interesting individual.  Like all Rangers, he walks The Path of the Outcast.  Even so, what would motivate a person to completely turn his back on everything he has in the universe and go off wandering for such a long time?  What really surprises her is that, despite all of his wandering and the hardships he has obviously lived through (she has seen the scars on his body), he seems perfectly content with life and the ordeals that scarred his body don’t seem to have scarred his psyche in the least.  He still retains that wide-eyed curiosity, that youthful exuberance that characterises followers of The Path of the Outcast.

Cheradenine

Eldar Ranger

“Just when you think you’ve seen and done it all, life finds a way of proving you wrong”

	Body
	28
	
	Damage
	+3

	Reflexes
	39
	
	Toughness
	-3

	Appearance
	36
	
	Initiative
	+4

	Charisma
	40
	
	Actions
	2

	Willpower
	38
	
	Luck
	7

	Intelligence
	35
	
	Wounds
	30


	Weapon
	Damage
	RoF
	Clip
	Range

	Long Rifle
	1d10*
	1
	10
	Long

	Laspistol
	1d10+3
	1
	50
	Short

	Hand Axe
	1d10+6
	1
	1
	Melee

	Utility Knife
	1d10+5
	1
	1
	Melee


Armour: 
Eldar Mesh Armour.  (Armor Save 5+)



Chameleoline Cloak*. (Save becomes 3+ when motionless)

Skills:

	Hand to Hand: 32
	Savoir-Faire: 41

	Ranged Combat: 43
	Fast Talk: 16

	Throw: 32
	Swimming: 45

	Survival: 43
	Repair Weapons: 23

	Tracking: 43
	First Aid: 43

	Awareness: 25
	Stealth: 35

	Crack Shot: 21
	Navigation: 35

	Traps: 21
	Eldar: 35

	Endurance: 36
	High Gothic: 34

	Direction Sense: 31
	Low Gothic: 33

	Xenoanthropology: 46
	Tau: 34


Chameleoline Cloak: This cloak bends light around itself, thereby blending a motionless wearer so well into the surrounding environment as to be almost invisible.  Also makes wearer harder to hit.

Crack Shot: You are an expert marksman. In addition to more mundane uses, this skill offsets the penalty for calling shots when used in lieu of the Ranged Combat skill.

Background:


Cheradenine has spent the last five centuries wandering the galaxy.  Here, he’d hitch a ride on a passing spacecraft.  There, he’d jump into a Waygate, not knowing where it would lead him.  He always promised himself that some day he’d go back home and build himself a new life, possibly join the Guardian militia, maybe even start a family.  But there’s still so much to see!


In his long and eventful life Cheradenine has gotten drunk and been in barfights with Orks, was accepted into a tribe of Exodites, worked with an Imperial inquisitor, and on one occasion even got a chance to see the fabled Black Library of the Harlequins.  All of that and so much more filled his every waking hour.  Despite having seen and done so much, he knows that it’s a great big universe out there and the static complacency of the Imperium and the craftworlds isn’t something he’s ready to deal with just yet.  To be quite honest, it’s been so long since he left that he doesn’t even remember what craftworld he originally came from.  His body is crisscrossed with scars that even the most rudimentary of craftworld medical technology could erase but he wears each of them as proof of his experiences.  He occasionally ruefully admits that were it not for the scars, he probably wouldn’t remember half of the places he’s seen, the people he’s met, and the things he’s done.


During his recent stay on Abu’Abued a Dark Eldar fleet attacked.  He assisted in the defence of the craftworld and the invaders were repelled with very little loss of life or actual damage.  It seems, though, that the raiders shortly before their retreat stole an item of incalculable worth to the craftworld and the Eldar race as a whole, if the reports are to be believed.  The Warlock Council of Abu’Abued asked Cheradenine to accompany the party sent to recover the item since he was by far the most well-travelled person on the craftworld.  He agreed, on the general principle that this was a chance to travel to the galactic rim, a place not extensively connected to the Eldar Webway and not frequently traveled to by traders and the like.

Roleplaying:


An old saying goes: live and learn.  Cheradenine intends to do both for quite a long time yet.  He is by far the oldest character in the group, being around twice as old as the next oldest character, and he knows it.  He has no reservations about sharing any and all of his experiences with the other characters, each story or anecdote containing a grain of wisdom that will broaden their horizons and feed their minds.  This is not to say that he’s an overbearing old codger, however.  He is very much the embodiment of the phrase: Young at heart.  He hasn’t lost a single bit of the curiosity or Joie-de-vivre that he had on the day he left home all those years ago.  In fact he takes great pleasure in pointing out exactly how old he is every time he accomplishes something that Eldar in the prime of their lives wouldn’t be able to manage.  Also, due quirk of Eldar physiology, he looks around about the same age as Elthaniomel and Kailisha.  Eldar never actually look “old” until the last few months of their lives.  Cheradenine has still got a good few years left in him, something which he knows and is very happy about.


Kailisha seems like a nice enough child.  Far too nice to be out here, in fact.  From what he knows (and that’s a lot) Bonesingers, ideally, never really leave their little area of the craftworld and tend to be the least world-wise Eldar of all.  Still, she’s a brave kid, and should be fine.


Elthaniomel is exactly the same as every other exarch Cheradenine has ever met; Grim, resolute, and completely lost.  From what Cheradenine understands, Elthaniomel has never lost a single fight in his entire life.  He’s never been known to show mercy to an opponent either.

