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Return to Stillmania       By Dark Lord Jim 

  
 Stillmania. To the uninitiated this may sound like a very boring region in 
some country over beyond Romania and their eastern European ilk. You might 
expect there to be legends abounding from such an area, of vampires and 
banshees and werewolves, blood sucking killer mushrooms and other such wild 
fancies. Indeed, one may well assume that I've had one too many alcoholic 
beverages and have forgotten how to spell Slyva-, Svyla- Sylvania. 
 
 For me, Stillmania is a trip down memory lane, and I'd hope that it might be for 
some of the older players amongst us as well. Stillmania is a concept. Hopefully, what I 
shall attempt to illuminate over the next few paragraphs will make some people look at 
the game in a slightly different way. 
 
 Let's flash back to 1997 (I think). It's around this time that one day, my father 
walks in through the front door and hands me a shiny new magazine, White Dwarf UK 
Issue 204. It's filled with pictures of beautifully painted fantasy and science fiction 
models, and seems to relate to a game of some such. Of course, I think it looks pretty 
cool! Anyway, one of the articles in this particular issue was written by a man named 
Nigel Stillman. I'm sure that now you can see where this is going. 
 
 Nigel Stillman was, to borrow a phrase from Matt Cavotta of 
magicthegathering.com, a Vorthos type player. Vorthos is a player that cares most about 
the taste of the game, it's flavour and it's fluff. He cares not about winning, or modelling, 
or designing the most kick ass lists (although he won't neglect these parts of the hobby, 
otherwise what kind of a hobby is it?). Every game isn't a battle: it's a story. He is, 
without question, a fantasy goober. 
 
 Within this article, snappily titled “Stillmania”, Nigel described his unique 
approach to designing and collecting an army. He'd pick a list that fit the fluff of the 
army, and then he wouldn't change it. Ever. Not for facing specific armies, not because it 
was rubbish. Every character and unit would have their own name and history, and this 
history would be added to with every game played. Everything would be perfectly 
WYSIWYG, and over time models would gain their own personalities, their own 
strengths, weaknesses and reputations. Nigel Stillman didn't create an army, he created in 
his own mind a fantasy epic. 
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 What would you prefer to see? 
  

 
 I'm sure we've all done something similar over the course of our wargaming 
careers. It is, of course, the fantasy universe and the escapism that it entails that 
ultimately attracted us to play this game in the first place. But for some reason, I find 
myself these days thinking more about the statistics and chance of outcome A occurring 
in the combat between units X and Y, rather than the vicious, swirling melee, the clash of 
weapons, the bellowed warcries, the smell of blood and general carnage that I used to see 
in my minds eye when I played a game when I was younger. I don't know if this is 
merely a symptom of growing up, or if I've been indoctrinated into the statisticians way 
of thinking by the kinda WAAC-y tournament scene. Either way, it's something I've 
realised that I've come to miss when I play, and I'd wager that I'm not the only one. 
 
 So, I guess what I'm trying to say is, embrace Stillmania and savour the stories 
that you create as well as the games that you play. Don't think about the +1 Combat 
Resolution modifier you'd get for flanking, think about the mayhem that your 
strategically maneuvered troops will cause as they charge, swords raised and victoriously 
at the exposed flanks of the hated enemy. You might just find that your battles are a 
richer experience for it. Thanks for reading. 
 
Cheers, 
DLJ 

 
 

 

VS 
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Tanelorn Report the Second: 

CURSE OF THE CARNOSAUR 
By Lord Chilipepa 

 
On the 16th & 17th of September, I attended the Tanelorn club tournament in Wanstead, 
for the second time: I had had a pretty good time there last year, and had finally managed 
to finish the painting required for my 2250pt Saurus Legion, including its unit of Extreme 
Saurus with the spawning of Quetzl, a War Bannered Battle Standard, and spears. This 
was a big change from the Slann list I brought last year, which had included only a single 
unit of ranked infantry (the Slann’s), and if I am honest with myself, had been a lot more 
deadly, if also open to accusations of cheese. 
 
[Some handy links: 
The Tanelorn website – 
http://tanelornwgc.org/ 
Last year’s Tanelorn report, from myself –  
http://invisionfree.com/forums/Warhammer_Palace/index.php?showtopic=7219 
Ras’ report for this year – 
http://invisionfree.com/forums/Warhammer_Palace/index.php?showtopic=7909&st=0&#
entry1375084] 
 
The format of this years tournament ran thus: 3 games with a 2250pt army, and 2 games 
with a 1250pt army, with an added “Heroic Challenge” on the second day that was to be 
revealed at the time. My armies can be found here: 
http://invisionfree.com/forums/Warhammer_Palace/index.php?showtopic=7885&st=15&
#last 
For those who want to skip the debate, I ended up settling for the War Banner on the BSB 
and the Venom on the Oldblood rather than the Gleaming Pendant – I had to lose a 
musician on the unit of Quetzl Spears, but I thought Xarhain had a point about how 
useless a musician would be in that context. 
 
So, up to Wanstead on the Central Line for the first day… after a surprisingly short tube 
journey (only an hour and ten minutes) I arrived and found that my round one draw 
was… 
 
A Khorne Daemon Legion. 
 
With a Bloodthirster. Two Units. Of Bloodletters. A Big Unit. Of Bloodcrushers. And a 
Double Jugger Chariot. Oh, and some Flesh Hounds. 
 
At this point I looked at my poor, charitably un-competitive Saurus list and whimpered. 
Tanelorn is rife with Daemon Legions: I faced one last year, and I think there were four 
or five in the tournament overall, with thirty-four competing in the tournament as a 
whole. 
 
With desperate hopes for a draw in mind, I decided on my strategy: I would use the 
Carnosaur and a unit of Skinks to deal with the Flesh Hounds and the Chariot on my left 
flank: the Carnosaur had the S7 required to smash the Jugger chariot (at least, the rider 
had), and the skinks had the dummying power both to send the Flesh Hounds running all 
over the board and to lure the chariot into the forest nearer my opponent’s side of the 
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board (his name was Chris White) for a lovely bout of S6 hits. In the meantime, I would 
do my best to form the Saurus battle-line and hold off the charge of his three main units 
and eeeeebil Greater Daemon with the aid of the Sallies, the Steg, the Terradons (March-
blockers away!) and my other Skink unit. 
 
It was all going swimmingly: I had the battle-line set up with one of the Saurus units on a 
hill for high ground to anchor the flank, I had the Carnosaur nicely behind the wood, 
facing from left to right in order to enfilade his line as he charged in without getting in 
the ‘Thirster’s LOS, and the skinks in the wood, bang in front of the Chariot – being 
Frenzied, that would be two lots of 2D6 S6 hits, and if it somehow survived, it would 
pursue straight into the front of the Carnie. I’d left the Flesh Hounds unengaged, but hey 
– the only thing they could charge was the rear of the Carnosaur, they’d have to be stupid 
to do that. 
 
Or rather, they’d have to be frenzied to do that. Which they were. So they charged, 
caused a couple of wounds on the beastie – in return the Oldblood knocked out three, and 
the Carnie displayed its usual competence and killed none. Mr. White passed the 
Instability check by miles, setting the trend for the rest of the battle, and at the same time, 
the chariot ploughed through the skinks, through the woods, came out the other side with 
two wounds still left and slammed into my Carnie’s front. The Oldblood predictably 
turned it into matchwood, but not before its mass of S5 impact hits and attacks had turned 
his poor, incompetent, wounded mount into a large green pancake. I got two points of CR 
from smashing the wounded chariot – he got three from killing off the beastie. He still 
had the Hounds standing there. They caused fear. They were US4, I was US1 – and I was 
now fleeing 2D6, not 3. 
 
Did I mention this was the Assassin mission? All the Tanelorn 2250pt games had 
additional objectives – in this particular game, you got extra points for nobbling the 
enemy’s characters. 100 for a hero, and 250 for a lord. Which, on top of the Carnosaur’s 
452 points, and the 100 point general bonus, came to… quite a lot. 
 
Long story short – without the flanking Carnosaur, there was no way my Saurus could go 
toe-to-toe with the daemons, although they made a valiant attempt – fleeing a charge 
allowed me to take on the Bloodthirster mano e mano with the extreme Saurus, but he 
passed every single pop test with flying colours. One untouched unit swept with braying 
horns and flying banners into the Bloodcrushers, and was slowly whittled down until it 
broke, having caused a mighty three wounds over about five rounds of combat: the last 
unit perished valiantly in combat with one of the Bloodletter units, which was headed by 
a BSB Herald with the Banner of the Gods (for Hatred]) and the Might of Khorne (for S6 
attacks). 
 
The heroes of the game were in fact my skink-handled monsters: subsequent to the 
Herald’s unit mincing through my third Saurus block, the Stegadon hurtled into their 
front, and the Sallies into their flank. I might have popped them entirely in the first turn, 
as the Steg rolled excellently for his impact hits – as it was, their ward saves were 
functioning at Bretonnian efficiency for that round of combat, and out of five wounds 
only two Bloodletters died. However, in subsequent rounds of combat, the Stegadon 
proceeded to stand on his Herald with a satisfying squish, and previously to their valiant 
but doomed charge, the Salamanders had managed to reduce the other Bloodletter unit to 
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a single soot-blackened daemon, who had charged them and promptly been swallowed 
whole for his trouble. 
 
So, Massacred in round 1, then. I managed to scrape together 1200-odd points; my 
opponent ended up with 2500. Still, I was never expecting to win. 
 
The army: 

 
 
Game 2 
 
Ogres. 
 
Anyone who knows me knows my feelings towards Ogres. There were quite a lot of 
them: this was another 2250pt game, so he had 2 units of Ironguts, 3 Maneaters, 2 
Leadbelchers, 3 Bulls with additional hand weapons, and a big unit of 5 Bulls joined by a 
Tyrant, for 2 ranks of 3. Plus a Giant, and two big units of Gnoblars. And some Trappers. 
And… 3 Butchers. That had me scared, with my measly Level 1 scroll caddy hiding in a 
corner to preserve what I had in the way of magic defence. 
 
Nevertheless – the mission was Take and Hold. My kind of scenario, what with my army 
being based around a big line of cold-blooded Ld8 infantry who re-roll failed break tests. 
The player who ended the game with the highest unit strength, ignoring single models, 
within 6” of the centre point, got 500 bonus points. I was damned if those weren’t mine. 
So, with that in mind, I deployed my Saurii directly opposite said centre point: it was 
flanked on one side by a hill, and on the other by some difficult ground, which would 
reduce the problem of becoming surrounded nicely. To dominate the open space on the 
right flank, I deployed my Sallies, Terries, and Carnosaur (who was keeping a weather 
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eye on the Tyrant’s unit, which seemed to be about to make for the hill), and far out on 
the left, where my opponent had left only a unit of Bulls in the way of flank guards, I 
placed the Stegadon, positioned to sweep forwards and sow terror among the Gnoblars – 
the only units I thought could really threaten my control of the objective if my Saurus 
units survived, with their own high unit strength. 
 
The Sallies excelled themselves: with their Terradon friends march-blocking that entire 
flank, they torched a unit of Ironguts, leaving the Butcher who had joined the unit 
looking scared and alone, and moved up to pay the same respects to the Maneaters. At the 
same time, the Saurus units advanced and squared off with the main body of Ogres and 
the Giant, who had made a rush for the objective: on the clear ground to the left of the 
hill, I prepared a trap, with a skink screen standing directly in front of the second Irongut 
unit and the Giant, where any charge would direct them into a Saurus unit and allow them 
to be flanked by a second one. On the right of that, my BSB’s spears took up position at 
the base of the hill, looking to hold the charge of the Tyrant’s unit so that the Carnosaur 
would plough into their flank. 
 
The skink trap worked a treat: the counter-charge caused the Ironguts to panic; the 
charging Saurus caught them, and ran smack into the nearer unit of Gnoblars, while the 
Giant, which had declined to overrun straight into the flankers’ path, stood there looking 
embarrassed as the second Saurus unit turned and growled menacingly in its non-
Stubborn direction. In the meantime, the Tyrant’s unit hurtled into my spears – the Tyrant 
challenged and revealed he had the Tenderiser, brutalising my champion with a lot of 
overkill, while the unit did a decent number of casualties themselves. 
 
In return, I had seven spear attacks, and four attacks from the BSB. I only had to kill one 
Bull, and I would easily hold the charge. Statistically, it was a sure thing. But if I failed to 
kill it, I would be outnumbered by a fear-causing enemy… and I would have to flee. 
Predictably, the BSB did two wounds, and then all the Saurus decided it was their day 
off; they fled and were caught, driving the Tyrant and his unit deep into my deployment 
zone.  
 
The Carnosaur swung round to their rear, ready to engage in the hope he could finish the 
Tyrant before the Tyrant finished him, and then wipe out the survivors – the Sallies 
waddled forwards and unleashed a payload of 26 hits on the unit, wiping out four of the 
five bulls in a blazing inferno of scorchy death. Towards the centre, the Stegadon rolled 
up the flank he faced, since my opponent (Warren Clarke) had no resources on that side 
that could actually hurt it. It wiped out the second Bull unit, terrified all three Gnoblar 
units off the board, and broke the Giant through a combined combat, in which the 
Terradons subsequently ran the big fellow down, leaving both my Saurus units sitting 
plumb on the objective. The Maneaters swung round and made a run for the nearest 
Saurus block, but were stopped by another gout of flame from the Salamanders of Death 
which reduced two of them to pairs of smoking boots – the one remaining Ogre took a 
hesitant look at the untouched regiment sitting on top of the hill and staring him down, 
and began to sidle back towards some convenient cover. 
 
The Tyrant and his unit, however, turned and faced the Carnosaur, leaving me no option 
but to charge. I had managed to find the mental space to work out the odds – even with 
the Tenderiser, they were in my favour. All I had to do was enough wounds to make sure 
the Carnosaur could claw him down in the second round. 
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Sure enough, the Carnosaur charged, stopped, yawned, and prodded the Tyrant gently in 
the belly before deciding to go to sleep. The rider did little better, causing only a pair of 
wounds on the completely unprotected Ogre with his six poisoned S7 attacks – the Tyrant 
then squashed him with the Tenderiser, driving a single wound past his ward save which 
promptly multiplied out into three wounds and killed him. The Carnosaur passed its 
reaction test, but still seemed to think that the next round of combat had come during its 
lunch break, rolling no hits – the Tyrant squashed that two, and again, six or so hundred 
points had been given away. The Tyrant’s charmed life continued as I redirected the 
nearer unit of (Giant-damaged) Saurii into that unit’s flank, inflicting four wounds over 
two rounds of combat – I only needed three to go through to kill the beggar, but he 
passed three 6+ armour saves, and subsequently broke the unit with two vicious bouts of 
S7 attacks. 
 
As for the Butchers… well, one had been in the Irongut unit that my Saurus ran down, so 
he was dead. Another had gone after my skink priest and blown his head off with a 
miscast, so he was dead. And, on the last turn, the survivor of the Irongut unit that was 
torched was unable to escape the range of the Sallies, having already taken two wounds 
from his own spells. So he was dead, too. 
 
In the end, even with my two uber-units’ bungling deaths against the Tyrant, I scored 
2200 points to his 1200, thanks to possession of the objective, and having left his army 
with only three surviving models (the Tyrant, a Bull and a Maneater). It would have been 
nice to have scored the max, though – and it would have been nice if the Carnosaur (kill 
tally so far: 3 Flesh Hounds) had actually done something. 
 
Game 3 
 
This was the first of the 1250pt battles – and against Wood Elves (incidentally, the same 
player who totally massacred Ras in round one). His army consisted of three characters – 
a Noble with the Hail of Doom arrow, a Wardancer Noble with the Blades of Loec, and a 
Spellsinger; two units of Glade Guard, two units of Dryads, a unit of Wild Riders (War 
Bannered) and a unit of 8 Wardancers. 
 
The Sallies stayed true to form, blasting the Wardancers off the board in turn 2; they also 
opened fire twice on the Spellsinger, each time with only one Salamander (first because 
only one was in range, second because only one was left, thanks to the Hail of Doom), 
but both times they misfired. The Kroxigor dealt with the Dryads on either flank, as well 
as one unit tearing through a Glade Guard regiment, while a skink bait allowed the Cold 
Ones to swing round and Banner of Huanchi themselves into the Wild Riders’ flank, 
wiping them out in two consecutive combats. The JSOD bounced up and assassinated his 
general (the Hail of Doom chap), and was about to finish the Glade Guard unit he had 
charged to do so as well when the Wardancer noble, having miraculously survived a hail 
of poisoned javelin hits on his 6+ ward save, somersaulted in and promptly KBed him. 
That was pretty much the only victory of the game for him however, with his only other 
kills being the Sallies (finally succumbing to massed arrow fire and magic) and the skinks 
I sacrificed in order to slaughter his Wild Riders. Another massacre to me, with about 
900 points to add to my total (remember he massacred Ras. This is very important. Not 
that I’m gloating). 
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Here’s his army (I only remember his first name was Steve… embarrassing, eh?). It was 
painted to look like they were all forest spirits, although he’d actually borrowed it off his 
mate, who was playing with Steve’s own Lizardman army. But that was also very nicely 
painted. 
 

 
 
Game 4 
 
The last 2250pt battle – against Marc Parrot’s Lizardmen. If you look at the old report, 
you’ll see I actually played Mr Parrot’s High Elves last time, with my Slann army. I 
massacred him that time – and this time, he had brought an army that was almost an exact 
duplicate of the one I destroyed him with before. 
 
He deployed very cleverly, stringing out his skinks in a way that made me think he was 
deploying on the other side of the main line of terrain that ran across the board, and 
putting two of my Saurus units out of place. However, I wasn’t too bothered, as I had a 
simple plan: I would run the Extreme Saurus, the Steg and the Carnosaur straight at his 
Temple Guard, with the Saurus there to provide static CR when they finally arrived, and 
to stop any of his other units pitching in, and the Steg and Carnie to charge straight in on 
turn 2 and break the TG through kills and Terror-causing unit strength. 
 
Well, his JSOD leapt out and managed to hold up the Steg, causing three wounds in the 
first round. And his Slann engulfed the Carnosaur in a firestorm of magic missiles, 
somehow reducing it to two wounds. With little or no choice, I pitched it into the Temple 
Guard alone, reasoning that if it could hold there for long enough, the Steg could come up 
and finish the job; the Steg promptly stepped on the JSOD, ready for action next turn. 
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The Carnosaur was challenged by the TG champion, and, between its rider and its beast, 
inflicted a mighty two wounds. Nevertheless, it held; the small unit of Saurus Warriors 
acting as the TG’s flank guard then charged it in the flank. Great! I thought. That’s 
another champion to challenge, so I can preserve the wounded carnosaur from getting 
shredded by halberds; it also means the Steg can now flank charge that unit, getting me 
extra CR and extra VPs. 
 
However, it was at this moment that the Carnosaur chose to fail its panic test (something 
it’s done before, against Bretonnians). Rolling 17 for its flee distance, it promptly legged 
it off the table; with the Saurus now able to flee the Stegadon’s flank charge, my chances 
against the barely scratched TG weren’t looking good. 
 
The rest of the battle was rather like hammering my head against a brick wall: the two 
out-of-position Saurus units had no hope of reaching combat, as they were perpetually 
march-blocked and he was perpetually drawing away from them. The extended flank 
turned into a skirmish battle in which we each lost a unit of skinks, before he withdrew 
his skirmish forces back into his protected corner; this put the super-Sallies out of the 
game somewhat, their only kills being that unit of skinks and a single Terradon. My 
Quetzl Saurus and Steg managed to rip through over half of the Temple Guard in a 
valiant attempt at killing them off, but the Saurus unit had been reduced to just three 
models by his own devastating magic phase (the anti-magic rules of the scenario scarcely 
affected him, and crippled every dispel attempt I made) and his own Salamander unit. At 
the end of the game, all I had left were Sallies, Terries, a unit of Skinks and one of the 
Saurus units – the Steg and Quetzlies had both broken and been run down, while the 
second Saurus unit had been annihilated in two turns by shooting and magic (I couldn’t 
save for toffee – his blowpipes were killing two to three Saurus a turn!). 
 
Overall, my least enjoyable game: not only did the Carnosaur manage a repeat of his 
game one performance and manage to lose me the battle with a few dice rolls, but Mr 
Parrott also had an annoying habit of explaining why he was doing everything and 
advising me on what I should do and why I should do it. One walked away with a distinct 
impression that he could have played the game by himself. Nevertheless, it’s probably 
not good form for me to complain too much, considering that I used a very similar list 
last year – I console myself that I did use my list aggressively, and attempt to actually 
out-manoeuvre my opponent and engage in combat, whereas the tactics Mr Parrott used 
would have seemed more at home in a Dwarf army. A very cowardly dwarf army. In the 
end, I managed to garner about 600 points – disappointing, considering how many had 
been up for grabs before the Carnosaur decided that the next table looked more 
interesting than this one. 
 
Behold his models: he said he ordered them off eBay from various countries, for a 
fraction of the GW price. Methinks if I have picked up anything from this battle, it is 
learning that a large regiment of metal miniatures – such as his Temple Guard, and my 
planned Stormvermin – needn’t cost the earth. 
 
Squeak! 
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Game 5: “Heroic Challenge” 
 
The Heroic Challenge turned out to be a hero-level AoD, with 250 points for each fight 
you won. You had to design your character, and there was no points limit… and since 
none of the organisers had visited Rezephua, there were no banned items. So, looking to 
make back my losses from game 4, I promptly turned out a Saurus Scar-veteran with the 
Bane Head, the Burning Blade of Chotec, the Enchanted Shield, the Mark of Sotek, the 
Mark of the Old Ones and light armour. He tore through his first opponent, began to rip 
into his second (the matches were best out of three) – and then it was decided that the 
Bane Head wasn’t allowed. So, my now rather sub-par character ended up dead… and I 
was rather miffed to find that the winner of the challenge was an Ogre Bruiser with the 
Tenderiser (Mr. Clarke again). So, a two-wound Scar-vet doing double wounds at S5 
isn’t allowed, but a 4-wound Bruiser doing D3 wounds at S7 is fine… 
 
I talked with some other people who had gone out early, and they agreed that the 
Challenge round was pretty deeply flawed; we had fitted in three games the previous day, 
and would quite have liked another one on the Sunday rather than the Challenge; there 
was no points limit, so armies like Dark Elves lost out to armies like Chaos and Ogres 
with the more expensive characters, and more than one person had taken a nasty combo 
and then had it disabled with no opportunity to re-design their character. The Challenge 
was used to give the judges time to give the armies painting marks, which had been done 
during the lunch break of the Saturday – I don’t know how the logistics differed, but it 
seemed to me a waste of time to have to leave the armies set out and untouched while a 
single judge worked through them all, rather than marking them by going round while 
people were playing and finishing off the others during lunch. 
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Game 6 
 
The last game, and a 1250 battle against Chaos Mortals. I ended up against Nick Roberts, 
another chap I played when I was there last time – his army was all cavalry, with a big 
unit of 9 Chaos Knights and an Exalted Champ, a smaller unit of 5 Chosen, 2 units of 
Marauder Horse, a Sorcerer and a Chariot. 
 
A large hill ran across the middle of the board: I intended to use it to my advantage. 
Forming a crescent about 10” behind it with my hard-hitters, I rushed the skinks over it 
and stood them right in front of the two knight units, who so far had no LOS to anything 
else. Sure enough, they charged – my attempt to bring the Chosen into the perfect 
position for annihilation failed when they managed to wipe out the skink unit that held 
their charge in one go, but the other unit more wisely fled, was run down, and brought the 
big knight unit smack into the centre of the trap. It was charged in the front by Krox, in 
the side by the JSOD, and then Huanchi’d in the other side by the Cav – but at that point, 
they failed their panic check for being flanked while in combat, and legged it. Since no 
rounds of combat had been fought, nothing could pursue them, and he got away scot free 
– the trap was destroyed. 
 
He ended up reforming his knights in a line on top of the hill – without the time to work 
round his flanks, I now flung my hard units straight into his front. The Exalted challenged 
my JSOD, who was wounded by the character and then killed by the horse, having 
bounced his attacks in vain off the Armour of Damnation; the Kroxigor and Cavalry, 
meanwhile, wiped out four of the Chosen and five of the regular Knights. The Chosen 
broke; the regular knights wounded a Kroxigor back and held as the other Krox and the 
cavalry pursued past their flank after the lone remaining Chosen.  
 
The engaged Krox were flank charged by Marauder Horse and destroyed, taking down 
another couple of Knights in the process – the Knights themselves rushed off down the 
board, along the line of the hill, while the Marauder Horse flanked the other Krox unit, 
and were rear-charged by skinks for their trouble – they managed a wound before being 
broken and run down by the crested killers. The Sallies, having wiped out the Marauders 
on the other flank, charged the chariot, messed it up horribly, fled and ended up being run 
down, while the krox and cavalry reformed to face the remnants of the Chaos Knights in 
a Turn 6 combat. 
 
Turn 6 came: the Cavalry decided now was a good time to fail their Stupidity test. 
Nevertheless, the Krox slammed in – over two rounds, they managed to wipe out the last 
of the knights, but lost the combat each time as the Exalted ground them down, 
eventually breaking and chasing them down. The game ended as a narrow win to Nick, 
with him scoring 1000 or so points and myself around 850; nevertheless, it was highly 
enjoyable. I ended up naming him my favourite opponent for the sportsmanship awards, 
as he held the charge with the Krox even though he could have fled and kept his general 
safe (he nearly died as it was, with one Krox laying into him and managing one wound 
and one saved wound) by rallying in his turn (the last of the game), and said some very 
flattering things about the way I had played my list after the game was finished – 
apparently he’d faced both the other Lizardman players there before me, and his 
experience with them was very similar to mine with Mr. Parrott. 
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Unfortunately, I don’t have a picture of his army, which is a shame, because it was 
beautiful – for the unit of 10 knights, he’d mixed Empire Knights and Marauders 
extremely effectively, which differentiated them really well from the Chosen, and they 
were all painted to far higher than a tabletop standard.  
 
Overall, I came 18th out of 34 – not as high as I was hoping, but Chris White (my round 1 
opponent) did place 2nd, and Mr. Parrott 3rd, so I did take some consolation from that. I 
had a good time in four out of the five games I played – even my savaging by the 
Bloodthirster and his chums – and it was a pleasure seeing so many well-painted and 
well-played armies in one place. I’ll definitely be coming back next year, and hopefully, 
I’ll be bringing a different army altogether – by then, Quekrit’s Cheesemongers should be 
ready. All I hope is that the Screaming Bell proves more fortunate than the Carnosaur… 
 
If any of you like the sound of this (and please don’t be put off by my shameless 
whingeing), please come! They say they’re trying to make the event grow, and it would 
be great to have a Palace team, since Ras is a Shenanigans man. And I must have 
witnesses for my revenge on Slann Man next year… yes-yes…  
 
FOR THE RECORD 
 
The Carnosaur’s kill tally: 
1 Temple Guard champion 
3 Flesh Hounds 
 
Total value: 98pts. 
 
The Salamanders’ kill tally: 
21 Bloodletters 
4 Bulls 
2 Maneaters 
3 Ironguts 
1 Butcher 
8 Wardancers 
1 Dryad 
1 Terradon 
10 Skinks 
5 Marauder Horsemen 
 
Total value: 1420pts 
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CARDIFF CARNAGE 2006 
TOURNAMENT REPORT 

By Burp Foulbreath 
 
   I meant to get to bed early the night before, and tried, but just couldn’t sleep. Saturday 
2nd of September 2006 saw me driving from Glastonbury to Cardiff at 5.30am in the 
morning, on very little sleep, up the M5 in the drizzling rain. Still, I always get a rush of 
excitement whilst driving across the Severn Bridge into Wales. I’d allowed myself plenty 
of time to get there in case I had trouble finding the venue. I found the venue straight 
away! The Welsh Institute of Sport; - got there at 7.30am and nothing began till 9.00am, 
so I slept in my car, as best I could, listening to the rain upon my windscreen. About 
8.30am I saw other players start to arrive, so I pulled myself together and took my army 
into the Institute. 
 
   A great big Sports Centre building, the Carnage was taking place on the 2nd floor , in a 
large gym hall. About 40 tables, laid up ready for 80 players or so. Slowly at first, but 
then very quickly the large room filled up with players. 
 

 
 
   Some of the first people I met were the 'Hampshires'. A Warhammer playing family, 
Mum, Dad and Son, all dedicated Warhammer players. True (lovable) British eccentrics 
this family, they have two rooms in their house dedicated to Warhammer! Downstairs, a 
Gaming Room with a large table always set up for battle (and they have one of almost 
every army type; only lacking just a couple of races yet to acquire!) and upstairs they 
have a room set aside for painting and modeling! Steve (the dad) and Ben were 
experienced players, Sue (the mum) was really (like me) just a lover of painting and 
modeling; this was her first tournament. 
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(Picture thanks to Alex, 'Vincent of Vega', (admin of the Warhammer Forum)) 
 
   I'll describe now, my tournament army. My 'Screaming Belch Waaargh' consisted of a 
Orc Warboss upon a Wyvern; a Savage Orc Big Boss upon a warboar; 10 x Orc Boar 
Boyz and 10 x Savage Orc Boar Boyz; 28 x Common Goblins with spears and another 
unit of 25; 28 x Common Goblins with hand weapons and shields, and another 25 of the 
same (4 gobbo units in total; - over 100 gobbos); also 2 x Wolf Chariots; 1 x Boar 
Chariot; a Snotling Pump Wagon; and a Level 2 Shaman with the Savage Orc Boar riders 
and an Orc Bigboss (BSB) with the Boar Boyz. 
   I had quite a few points wrapped up in my characters but I also had created quite a 
'Horde' feel with my 100 plus gobbos. 

 
  
(Picture thanks to Alex, 'Vincent of Vega', (admin of the Warhammer Forum)) 
 
   The first round of the tournament, you could fight who you liked (with the exception of 
the 'Dirty Dozen' and those who had arranged 'Grudge Matches'.) My first battle of the 
day was against Steve (the dad) Hampshire and his Lizardman army. 
   He fielded a Slann Mage Priest surrounded by Temple Guard; 2 units of 3xSalamanders 
and handlers; 2 x Skink units with blowpipes; 3 x Terradons and a unit of 3 Kroxigors. 
   Compared to mine, his army looked very small. (Idiots guide number 1; - if you come 
across small armies, then what units there are, are very powerful!) I later found out that 
his Slann unit was over 800pts! (that's two warbosses on a Wyvern in Orc sums!) 



 17 

 

 
(PIC; - '1st Game') 

 
   The objective for the first game was, a marker was placed at the centre of the table and 
additional victory points were to be awarded the player who had the most units near this 
marker at the end of the battle. 
   Although I won the award for having the most units near the marker at the end of the 
battle, it was pointless as otherwise I was thoroughly thrashed! Round 1, My Boar Boyz 
failed their animosity test and gave the front unit of Goblins a vicious kicking. (Round 2 
the same Boar Boyz unit squabbled... they were of use only 4 rounds out of 6 (thank 
goodness for the new animosity rules); by turn 3 they were so far back, they were of little 
use (supportively) to the rest of my army!... so much for my bsb unit). The 6 Salamanders 
were pretty horrendous and did quite a bit of damage to me.   For the second game (after 
lunch) we were all placed against players according to scores achieved in the first round. 
I found myself up against a top bloke, called Steve Smith (a member of staff from 
Cardiff's Games Workshop store) and his Tomb King army. The game's objective was for 
each of us to get 3 messengers across the battlefield... the outcome of which was pretty 
meaningless really as I was utterly massacred!!! 
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(PIC; - '2nd Game') 

 
Steve fielded 2 Screaming Skull Catapults protected by many skeletons (these war 
machines had a horrendous effect upon my army; round one caused enough damage to 
my Savage Orc Boar Boy unit, to see it leave the table straight away... my heart sunk and 
remained that way for the rest of the game). He also had 6 Skeleton chariots; 2 giant 
scorpions, 3 Ushapti and more skeletons. 
   The only thing that took the sting out of this thrashing was that Steve was a thoroughly 
friendly chap, and after the game, gave me lots of good advice and explained to me the 
tactical errors that I had made... (I think this is a good approach for experienced players. 
Don't help beginners whilst they are playing, let them think for themselves, but 
afterwards, explain to them the failings of their decisions)... Although I lost, I enjoyed the 
game. 
 
   By the afternoon I was feeling pretty tired (on little sleep the night before) and sat down 
to battle the third (and final) fight of the day. My opponent was another friendly chap 
called Paul Hartshore (he too hadn't had much sleep the night before and when we 
weren't chatting and laughing, we were both yawning! and played our game slowly; don't 
think we made it to round 5!) 
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(PIC; - '3rd Game') 

 
   Paul fielded a Wood Elf army (I had little expectation of beating him; the new Woodies 
are so cool and they are my second army choice (am presently building a force) and I was 
very keen to see what they could do) 
   He had Waywatchers and Dryads, a Treeman and Tree Kin, Glade Guard and Wild 
Riders, and wizards. (I think the objective was to kill each other's general, but I'm not 
sure about that)... anyway, yet again, I was thoroughly thrashed by a smashing bloke! (It's 
impossible to feel bitter, when you're up against such friendly people) 
   My Wyvern managed to worry him a bit and chased his general into a wood, but failed 
anything other than that (at one point the Wyvern was half in, half out of the wood with 
its big scaly arse sticking out of the trees, being shot at by Glade Guard!!! lol 
   Wild Riders are tough, cool, and more than hold their own against Savage Orc Boar 
Boys. 
 
   Tired, at the end of the day, I packed my army up, and found myself a hotel by 7.30pm 
and was fast asleep by 9.00pm! Shattered. Much of the Carnage went out on the town 
(Saturday night in Cardiff) but I couldn't think of anything better than Zzzzzzz's at that 
time. 
 
   DAY TWO; of the Tournament began with me having a nice full breakfast in a little 
hotel, well rested after nearly 10 hours of sleep. I got back to the Welsh Institute of Sport 
for 9.00am. At 9.30am I was facing my 4th opponent of the tournament. A tall, broad-
shouldered Welsh lad (nightclub bouncer and security guard; - glad we were playing 
Warhammer and not sparring) Mr Lynn Flye of Merther Tydfil. Turned out to be a gentle 
giant and good natured person (who has since become a friend) 
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(PIC; - '4th Game') 

 
   I can't remember the objective of the game, it was either, kill your opponents general or 
capture a magic item. I don't remember because I had decided after yesterday to no longer 
be distracted by specific objectives, and to just go for war! 
   Lynn had brought a Vampire Counts army. 3 units of ghouls, about 10 dire wolves. A 
biggish unit of Grave Guard. A big unit of cavalry (mounted wights maybe?) which his 
general and bsb sat in. 4 Ogres with leadbelchers and a Giant! His general was a Blood 
Dragon Vampire. 
 
   I caused the most damage so far, in this game, than I had in any games previously... I 
destroyed all three units of his Ghouls (the Boar Boyz achieved that on their own) and 
seriously hacked into his dire wolves, graveguard and Ogres. But his cavalry unit in 
which sat his Vampire Count (was worth over 1000pts!)... all his eggs in one basket paid 
off, and he destroyed my Warboss and Wyvern. 
   Lynn won the game, but it was almost a draw. 
 
   After lunch came the final battle. I found myself on the very final table (after 4 losses) 
facing Sue Hampshire (after her 4 losses)! One of us was going to achieve the infamous 
position of 'the most 'unlucky' player of the tournament'. 

 
 

(PIC; - '5th Game') 



 21 

 
   Mrs Hampshire's army was another Wood Elf army. Consisted of some Spellsingers; a 
big unit of Glade Guard; Waywatchers; 2 units of Dryads; a Treeman; 2 units of 
Wardancers; a small unit of Glade Guard scouts and 3 Warhawks. There was no objective 
for the final battle, it was just a 'Pitched Battle' which we were both happy about. Sue was 
a good person to play against and there was a moment when I made a big mistake and the 
battle could of gone either way, I placed my Wyvern behind her Glade Guard to try and 
cause Terror amongst her forces (not realizing that in her next turn, she could just about 
turn the Glade Guard and shower me with arrows (S4 at short range!!!) She past her 
Terror test's and my Wyvern was peppered by about 16 Glade Guard at short range! (her 
dice rolls and mine, went all in my favour! My Warboss survived this foolhardy move 
and proceeded in the next turn to destroy all the Glade Guard! I was lucky. 
 
   The battle went in my favour. My Pump Wagon destroyed two Warhawks! and I got a 2 
x Wolf Chariots & 1 Boar Chariot, combined charge onto a unit of Dryads! (needless to 
say they didn't survive). I destroyed Sue's army but it was a shallow victory (especially 
when it was won by luck) when you win on the bottom table of the tournament! 
 
   The tournament came to a close (I was happy to of at least won one game) and along 
with everyone else, started packing up my army. About 4.00pm I stood around with Lynn 
Flye as the the organizers got ready to announce the winners and hand out trophies. There 
were 15 small trophies and a slightly larger one at the back. 
 

 
(PIC; - 'trophies') 

 
Three games systems had been played. WFB, 40k, and FOW. For each system there were 
5 trophies, 1st, 2nd, and 3rd place, best sportsmanship and players choice of best army. 
   Throughout the day, many people had looked at my army and asked me my name. Lynn 
and a few others thought I was in for a good chance of getting best army. I tried not to, 
but must confess, I had got my hopes up a bit. 
   First of all, awards were given to the FOW players (Flames of War, a WW2 game); the 
1st place winner got a medal as well as a trophy. 
   Secondly, the 40k awards were given and the first place winner also received free entry 
to next years event (that's worth £25.00, not a bad gift! as well as a trophy.) 
   Finally, the Warhammer Fantasy awards. (Sue Hampshire got the  'Unluckiest Player' 
round of applause!) When they awarded the players choice of best army I felt a little sad 
that I didn't get it, but I was still able to enjoy the awards (telling myself, philosophically, 
'well, just try harder next year, with your Woodies') The 1st place winner of the Fantasy 
tournament was a chap called Guy Palmer, who had a very nicely converted Savage Orc 
army based upon an African Zulu-type theme. Guy was awarded a trophy and a cool 
looking short sword!  
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(PIC; - 'guypalmer') 

(Picture thanks to Alex 'Vincent of Vega', (admin of the Warhammer Forum)) 
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(PIC; - 'zuluorcs') 

 
 
   Thinking that was it (about to say good bye to Lynn and the Hampshires) I'd forgotten 
about the final, slightly bigger trophy. The 'Judges Choice' for best army of the Cardiff 
Carnage, went to me!!! I was completely, honestly, gobsmacked! and chuffed to pieces! I 
got the trophy and free entry to next years event! I was grinning all the way home to 
Glastonbury. It was a complete surprise! and it now sits proudly on top of my miniatures 
cabinet. 
 

 
(PIC; - 'mytrophy') 
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All in all, Cardiff Carnage is an excellent event. Everyone was really friendly and 
supportive. A good canteen at lunchtime, and a great venue. I will most definitely be back 
next year (how could I not? I got a free ticket! :-) ) 
   Here below are just a taster of some of the great armies that appeared. 
 

 
(PIC; - 'dwarves') 
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(PIC; - 'pegasusknights') 
 

 
(PIC; - 'woodelves') 

 
 

(PIC; - 'meandflye') 
 

THE END (till next time) 
 

Yuri Leitch (aka 'Burp Foulbreath') Sept 2006. 
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'PAIN' 
by Luc Arkhame 

 
Prologue 
 
“Well my pet, I’m afraid that I am done playing with you”, the sorceress purred the 
words in the crude human tongue. The fear was wide in the slave’s eyes as she leaned 
closer toward him. Pressing her lips to his, she slid the dagger between the human’s ribs 
and watched the light die from his eyes. When the last of his breath emptied from his 
lungs, she broke the death kiss, her lithe form shuddering with delight. 
 
There was an awkward cough from the doorway to her chamber; Kairi turned her eyes to 
see one of her useless male subordinates standing in the opening. 
 
“Speak quickly”, she snapped harshly, “I was enjoying myself.” 
 
“Lady Salith reports a disturbance in the aether.” 
 
Kairi scowled, “I was well aware of that you fool, do you forget who I am?” 
 
“Nn…nnnnooo milord, b…but Caeris also reports movement”, the captain was visibly 
uncomfortable under her gaze, and she enjoyed watching him squirm. 
 
“Very well, begone.” 
 
The messenger bowed and backed out the room quickly, leaving Kairi standing over the 
cooling body she had been playing with. She traced her fingers along the bloody runes 
carved in his flesh one last time before moving to the door. As she exited, she licked the 
blood from her digits with a smile. 
 
Shortly thereafter… 
 
Ouldhakse trudged through the deep snow with his icon dragging behind him. The 
blizzard that threatened to turn him back was not natural, but it bothered him not, he had 
a task to complete. 
 
Reaching the crest of a bank in the endless white, he could now make out the form of the 
Druchii tower. The black spire rose high above the storm, and the Herald could feel many 
eyes upon him from within. 
 
The daemon raised his icon high and yelled out, “FOR THE GRANDFATHER!” 
 
The words were lost in the winds, but his actions were not. He slammed the icon home 
into the powder at his feet and the air around him burst. Where once had been only 
drifting white, a legion of pestilent daemons had appeared. Immediately the horde began 
to advance on the tower. From within, Kairi watched them come and shook her head in 
disappointment. 
 
“I guess we should meet them, prepare the troops Drake.” 
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(Legend) 
 

 
(start) 

 
 
Nurgle Turn 1 
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The herald of the legion marched at its head, watching the colourless sky through the 
whirling white. He could make out the form of his prince descending toward the forming 
line of dark elven warriors. 
 
Oaekhleryyz folded his tattered wings flat against his bloated form, falling from the sky 
like some rogue comet. As he fell, he chanted, pointing his free arm down toward a group 
of riders. 
 
Immediately he felt a backlash of dark energy, the powerful sorceress of the druchii 
blocking his power effortlessly. Buffeted by the heavy winds, he lost his concentration 
and could not complete his second spell. 
 
His putrid bulk crashed to the soft ground, throwing white powder skyward and covering 
his movements as he turned to face the Executioners. 
 
In the same instant they realized they were its target, the daemon unleashed the stream of 
plague wind onto the Draich-wielders. They covered their mouths against it, but too 
slowly for one of their number who fell choking to the cold ground. 
 
The daemon prince chuckled through phlegm and waded toward the elves, making his 
presence known. 
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Druchii Turn 1 
 
Kairi could see the wave of terror creeping through the weaklings she commanded and 
immediately ordered all battle horns to sound. 
 
The blast of noise broke through the winds and unease, reminding the troops of whom 
and what they were, elven warriors. The senses of the troops returned, they began their 
counter manoeuvres to the advancing legion. 
 
But while the elves may fear their own leaders more than the enemy, their beasts share 
not that insight. The Dark Knights and Drake’s chariot stumbled forward through the 
snow, dragging their riders helplessly along. 
 
Through the whirling white, Kairi passed the hideous green bulk, all the while 
summoning her considerable powers. Raising her slender hand toward it she unleashed a 
bolt of darkness at the beast, the prince’s cry of rage signalling a direct hit. 
 
She turned her attentions to the figures advancing through the storm, but failed to 
summon the power of Arnizipal. Her counterpart Salith spoke the Word of Pain, but the 
spell was broken by a counterword from the Prince. 
 
The artillery volley was launched and, despite the blizzard, four of the Writhing were sent 
back to the aether. A great and terrible cry sounded as the second of the thrown bolts hit 
its intended target. 
 
Nurgle Turn 2 
 

 
 
The Daemon Prince continued to roar in furious pain as he wrenched the heavy bolt from 
his ribs. The injury was terrible, and he would make the Druchii pay dearly for it. 
 
The Nurglins and Plague Riders burst through the storm at their targets, the light cavalry 
of the elves taking flight from the former, while Drake and his chariot held its ground 
against the latter. 
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Oeakhleryyz let out a gurgling roar as he took to the air again, landing hard behind the 
dark elven artillery and beginning to weave the magic of the grandfather. 
 
Salith proved resilient enough to ignore the first of his spells, but the screw of one of the 
Reapers fell from the plague magic, a horrendous fate that forced many to avert their 
eyes. 
 
The Prince of Death chuckled again and began one more spell, his target the heavy 
cavalry of the elves. His chanting turned to a horrible screech as the fickle winds attacked 
him instead, aetheric flames engulfing his bloated form and eating away at him. When the 
dancing fire finally died, nothing of the great daemon remained. 
 
Kairi breathed a sigh of relief as she felt the daemon departing this plane, what had once 
seemed certain death for her and her men was now a battle they could win. 
 
On the flank, Drake proudly held his ground against the riders of Nurgle, and proudly he 
died. His driver fought on, despite her master’s untimely demise. 
 
Druchii Turn 2 
 
The Dark Riders turned to face the enemy after their retreat, the Druchii forces 
repositioning to face the oncoming enemy. 
 
Kairi and Salith once again summoned their magic against the advancing legion, four of 
the Writhing being sent back to the abyss. Even as the magic flowed, the artillery let fly 
another volley, banishing a trio of the Putrid. 
 
The Plague Riders broke through the chariot’s stand, crushing the construct under their 
bulk and charging forward. Even as she was struck down though, the driver traded her 
life for a single seeping wound to the daemons. 
 
Nurgle Turn 3 
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The Herald swore a cruse in the tongue of daemons, ordering the legion on despite their 
leader’s fall. They had a mission to accomplish for the grandfather, there would be no 
failure. 
 
The Nurglings pressed their assault, forcing Salith to flee before them. The storm raged 
around them, but the two forces were close enough now to see each other clearly. 
 
Ouldhakse promised it wasn’t over, not by a long shot. 
 
Druchii Turn 3 
 
Kairi cursed her apprentice as she left the battlefield, there would be punishment for such 
cowardice. The dark sorceress signalled the attack and the Executioners responded, 
moving to intercept the Writhing. The elven heavy cavalry failed to support them though, 
yet another display of cowardice that would be justly rewarded later. 
 
The sorceress gestured toward the Writhing, if her troops would not support each other, 
she would have to. The Word of Pain was spoken and then broken by the Herald. 
 
Frustrated, Kairi turned her magic on the Putrid, the Black Horror engulfing three of the 
daemons, their hell-screams sending a shiver up Kairi’s spine. 
 
The lone Reaper fired upon the advancing Plague Riders and finished the job that the 
chariot driver had started, destroying one of them. 
 
A blur in the field of white, Caeris seemed to materialize out of nothing as he dove out of 
the Executioner’s ranks at the Herald. 
 
Ouldhakse was neither surprised nor amused as he fended off the assassin’s blades and 
moved to meet the Druchii charge. While three of the elven warriors fell, only a single 
plague bearer phased out of existence. The elitist elves worried not though, fighting on 
against the legion. 
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Nurgle Turn 4 

 
 
 
The elven counterstrike had stalled, and now the daemonic legion would capitalize. 
 
A trio of charges sounded. The Nurglings forced the light cavalry to retreat once again, 
the elves leaving the battlefield for the safety of the tower, The Putrid crashed into the 
flank of the embattled Executioners, and the Plague Riders sent the crew of the Reaper 
bolt thrower running for safety. 
 
Caeris would not be denied this time, as the elves around him were slaughetered, his 
blades lashed out at the Herald. One strike parried desperately, a second, and then the 
Herald stopped moving at all in his defence. The creature’s head separated from his body, 
and moments later both evaporated into the blizzard. 
 
Druchii Turn 4 
 
Kairi smiled darkly as she watched the Executioners be run down by the enemy. She 
hated cowards, but she loved when they were punished. 
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The Dark Knights finally made their move, spurring through the snow to meet the 
Writhing. That target taken, the sorceress focused her powers on the Putrid, killing three 
more of the daemons. Her last spell was the Word of Pain, and with no one left to thwart 
her cursing the Writhing. 
 
The elven archers shot through the blizzard, but the strange power of the daemons could 
not be broken this time. 
 
The thunder of the Druchii charge broke onto the Writhing, and under lance and fang 
they sent the creatures back to hell from whence they came. 
 
Nurgle Turn 5 

 
 
 
The remnants of the Legion were not going to give up and go away. The Plague Riders 
scattering a company of crossbowman, and the Putrid hitting the rear of the elven cavalry. 
 
Despite the situation, the Druchii only lost one of their number to the creatures of Nurgle, 
and were able to hold the enemy where they stood. Kairi smirked her evil grin once 
again; the battle was hers to take. 
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Druchii Turn 5 
 
The sorceress signalled one last strike against the daemonic legion, the second company 
of warriors charging into the flank of the Putrid. At the same time, the fleeing first 
company rallied themselves, turning back to face the enemy. 
 
Again Kairi cursed the enemy that face her warriors head on, her previous attempts to 
damage the Plague Riders proving futile. 
 
The combined Druchii attack could do nothing against the daemon’s defenses, and after 
receiving no casualties of their own, they found the creatures had a strong hold on this 
realm, they refused to back down. 
 
Epilogue 
 
The chill winds swirled faster, forcing Kairi to close her eyes against its sting. When she 
opened them again, the enemy was gone, the only sign of its passing the corpses of her 
people. 
 
The elven forces began to consolidate, dragging themselves and the wounded who were 
still useful back toward the black tower. 
 
A figure approached Kairi through the snow; the only thing making him visible to her 
was the blood staining his clothing, both the enemy’s and apparently his. 
 
“So you survived Caeris”, the sorceress stated as coldly as the blizzard to the assassin, 
“bring Salith’s head and that cowardly captain to my chambers, I’m in the mood for some 
games.” 
 
“Yes mistress.” 
 
Kairi trembled under her furs; she couldn’t wait to teach the pitiful man the true meaning 
of pain. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 35 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
---------------------------------- 
 
For the Deathwatch 
1245 Points of Nurgle Killed 
+100 For General Slain 
+200 for Banners 
 
For the Legion 
1006 Points of Elves Killed 
 
1545 - 1006 = 539 in the favour of the Elves 
 
Meaning a Minor Victory to the Ironfrost Deathwatch. 
---------------------------------- 
 
The Ironfrost Deathwatch - 1998 
 
Kairi – Black Staff, Heartstone of Darkness, Power Stone – 1,2,3,6 Dark – 345 
Salith – Tome of Furion, Darkstar Cloak, Talisman of Protection – 1,3,4 Dark – 206 
Drake – Armour of Darkness, Great Weapon, Repeater – 109 
Caeris – Touch of Death, Cry of War, Two Hand Weapons – 169 
 
Blackhail – 10 Warriors with Repeaters, Light Armour, Full Command – 135 
Nightrain – 10 Warriors with Repeaters, Light Armour, Full Command – 135 
Crosswind – 5 Dark Riders with Repeaters, Light Armour – 120 
Death’s Thunder – 8 Cold One Knights with Standard Equipment, Full Command – 277 
Storm Blades – 15 Executioners with Draiches, Heavy Armour, Full Command – 195 
Cold Lightning – 2 Reaper Bolt Throwers with Crewman - 200 
Drake’s Chariot – One Crewman with Repeater and Spear – 107 
 
The Legion of Lesions - 2000 
  
Oeakhleryyz – Nurgle, Soul Hunger, Diabolic Splendour, Stream of Corruption, Spell 
Breaker, Level 4 Sorcerer – 610 
Ouldhakse – Nurgle, Greater Icon, Unholy Icon, Diabolic Splendour, Spell Breaker – 280 
 
The Putrid – 20 Plaguebearers with Full Command – 355 
The Writhing – 20 Plaguebearers with Full Command – 355 
Putrid Path – 4 Nurgling Bases – 160 

Plague Riders – 3 Riders – 240 


