
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
o the north of the River  

Stir lies the Great Forest,  
a vast expanse of woodland that  

fills the very heart of the Empire.  
Bounded along its southern edge  

by the river, this, the largest forest  
of the known world, extends league  

upon league as far as any man can see.  
Just at its southernmost, the River Stir separates  

a small part of the forest from the main bulk of the 
woodland and this smaller area of forest is known 
locally as Stirwood. Small though Stirwood may be – 
indeed, this part of the forest is not even on the same 
scale as the sacred Forest of Loren, but, as many say, 
size isn’t everything – Stirwood Forest is nevertheless 
still large enough to get lost in, and many have done 
so, some by accident and some by design. 
 
Stirwood lies just north of the noble city of Nuln and 
to the west of Wurtbad, where law and order are 
strictly enforced, at least they are strictly enforced once 
the City Guards have finally managed to catch up with 
those who break the Count’s law. The Elector Count of 
Stirland was well known as a man that one should not 
cross.   Those that  did  so  were inevitably declared as  

‘outlaws’ and were pursued from the cities. Even  
the most petty of criminals, some still quite  

young, could be declared ‘outlaw’  
and had little option  

but to flee to the  
countryside.  

Many perished, 
both young 

and old, but 
some made it 

to Stirwood 
where they 

could lay 
low.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
During their time in Stirwood, some would band 
together and become groups of outlaws, rather than 
just attempting to survive on their own. The forest was 
a perfect training ground to develop their skills, 
particularly in archery, where even the hunting of the 
wild deer, the Count’s deer, was a crime in itself. Illicit 
deerhunting was not their only past-time as many an 
unwary traveller, passing unsuspectingly through the 
forest, would find themselves ambushed and relieved 
of their goods.  
 
Clerics also lived in these parts, holy men who spent 
their time in devotion to the blessed Sigmar. Usually 
they dwelt alone in contemplation, but were often 
trusted by the local groups of outlaws that  they came 
into contact with and attended to their spiritual needs, 
and, when the occasion arose, also attended to their 
wounds.  
 
In the years that followed the sighting of the twin-
tailed star in the sky, it was inevitable that tales of 
Mordheim would have travelled down the waters of 
the River Stir. Tales of strange sights and great riches 
would easily have reached the inhabitants of Stirwood 
Forest. Temptations of this enormous wealth that was 
rumoured to be in the shattered city would have been 
hard for any group of outlaws to resist.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

special rules 
All warriors in an Outlaws warband may be equipped 
with only one missile weapon at any time. All warriors 
must carry a type of bow, but not crossbows, as part of 
their equipment. So, even if an Outlaw acquires skills 
that allow him to use additional ballistic weaponry, he 
cannot do so. The only exception to this is the Cleric 
who may choose to carry a bow, but is not compelled 
to do so. 
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The outlaws of the  
Stirwood Forest 



Choice of warriors 

Starting experience 

 
 

 
 

Outlaws equipment lists 
The following lists are used by Outlaws to pick their equipment. 

 Hand-to-hand Combat Weapons 
 Dagger      1st free/2 gc 
 Mace      3 gc 
 Hammer    3 gc 
 Axe      5 gc 
 Sword      10 gc 
 Spear     10 gc 
 Double-handed weapon   15 gc 
 
 Missile Weapons 
 Bow    10 gc 
 Short bow   5 gc 
 Long bow*   15 gc 
 

 *Available to heroes only 

 
Armour 
Light armour   20 gc 
Helmet    10 gc 
Shield    5 gc 
 
Miscellaneous Equipment 
(Heroes only) 
Hunting arrows   30 gc 
Forest cloak   45 gc 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Outlaws skill table 
 
 
 Bandit Leader 
 

 Champion 
 

 Cleric 
 

 Petty Thief 
 



Heroes 
 

1 Bandit leader 

 

 

 

0-2 Champions 

0-1 Cleric 

0-2 Petty thieves 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Henchmen (Bought in groups of 1-5)  
 

Outlaws 0-7 Marksmen 

 

Outlaws special equipment 

forest cloak 



 

A little background 
 
I believe it was back in 2003 that my dad was looking at one of the maps of the Empire and noticed the 
river Stir had a little bit of woodland besides it that was separated from the rest. That random thought 
became the start of his Robin Hood style warband the Outlaws of Stirwood Forest, which he then wrote 
up and submitted to GW, only for it to end up printed in Town Cryer.  
 
Now in 2023, he hasn't played since selling most of his collection a numbers of years back, so as it was 
his birthday recently I decided to build him a warband based on his original list and dragged him down 
to a local gaming store for a game.  
 
Three games later the Outlaws had solidified a trilogy of defeats but yet suffered no permanent losses 
and even grew to 9 models by the end (which we had to proxy as I had not foreseen a campaign leading 
to the warband growing beyond my modelling ambitions).  
 
Needless to say much fun was had and we were both left agreeing we should probably try not to leave 
it another decade before playing again.  
 
I also revamped these rules (just the pictures, layout, and correcting typos) to try to match the style of 
the original rulebook a little more closely, whilst leaving the rules and content largely the same – 
hopefully you like it.  
 
As I was doing this as a surprise, I didn't check if he still had any of his old models (I thought he'd sold 
the lot), but it turns out he kept a few including that old warband, so here’s pictures of his new warband 
and his original one from twenty years ago.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
The new remodelled warband: 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Dad’s original warband from 2003: 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
There is a little extra info on the Outlaws warband written by Jon Davis and featured in Town Cryer issue 29.   
 
Hopefully you will all have as much fun with them as he does, and may all your arrows find their targets.   


