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101 Uses For Troll Fat


   Anonymous  


   Ugh. Another day in Orsinium. Honestly, Clavel, if we don't return to Auridon soon, I may lose my mind.


  

  What shameless merchants operate out of this city! You'll never believe what one of these Orc vendors tried to sell me. I was minding my own business, examining an assortment of roots and snowberries—they were all shriveled and rancid, by the way—when this toothless merchant shoved a bowl of fat in my face. A huge bowl of fat. Can you imagine? He claimed it was the fat from some legendary troll or some such nonsense. I asked him why anyone would buy such a thing and his rheumy eyes just lit up. Would you like to know more about troll fat? I'm something of an expert now.  


  Did you know that troll fat is the densest fat in Tamriel? Denser even than horker fat? I bet you didn't. Apparently, it makes an excellent lubricant that's especially ideal for cold-weather use. And we know all about cold weather here in Wrothgar, don't we?  


  Armor looking a bit dull? Why not rub some of this repulsive fat on it? I hear that no polish in all of Tamriel does a better job than troll fat! It can be used in poultices and various potions. It can be rubbed on window sills to keep out vermin. It can be dried and eaten as a kind of disgusting jerky. It can be boiled to make a particularly strong glue. It can even cure vampirism! Who knew?  


  When he started talking about the many uses for troll fat in the bedroom, I had to take my leave.  


  He also mentioned that it could be used to talk to Malacath. That was at least a little interesting. Apparently, if you rub troll fat on an idol of Malacath, it allows you to talk to the Prince himself. I may have to try this. I'd love to ask him why his little green children peddle such atrocious wares!  


  I'm giving this place another week. If I'm offered one more wedge of echatere cheese or a stewed mammoth stomach, I'm on the next ship back to Vulkhel Guard—with or without you!   


  




A Clothier's Primer


   The Shattered Masque 


   Future challengers! The Shattered Masque has fought far too many opponents who fail to realize the importance of proper footwear.


  

  This basic primer will to teach you how to make a simple pair of homespun shoes. If we're to face each other in the Blessed Crucible, I want you to fall because of my unmatched skill—not your pathetic boot stitching.  


  Step 1: Acquire Jute  


  Raw jute is cheap, plentiful, and easy to weave. Look for the distinctive yellow flowers in the wild. I suppose you could pay someone to pick them for you, and it's that kind of laziness I look forward to punishing in the arena.  


  Step 2: Refine Cloth  


  You can work with raw jute at any clothing station. Professional clothiers call this process "refinement," which can be done with any raw material. For now, you'll need ten raw jute plants to make the refined jute you'll need for shoes.  


  Unless working a loom is beneath you. Weakling.  


  Step 3: Style!  


  Clothiers from all across Tamriel have their own cultural style. You need style to make an impression in the dueling ring, so find the style material that's easiest for you to work. If you're an Imperial, start with material for the Imperial style. Purchase it from clothiers or take them from your whimpering, defeated enemies.  


  Step 4: Craft Your Shoes  


  Bring your style material and five bolts of jute to a clothing station. (Remember—refined jute, not raw jute plants.) Now, get to work and craft yourself a pair of homespun shoes. You can use more bolts for better quality shoes, but you should start with five bolts.  


  Easy work! As easy as it will be for me to crush your pathetic and deluded hopes of winning the Brimstone Crown.  


  Making Clothes the Shattered Masque Way  


  Any arena fighter worth their salt doesn't stop with a simple pair of shoes. Try making a pair of rawhide boots for added protection, or a colorful sash to make you stand out in the ring. If you get the hang of this clothier business, you'll even have a trade to fall back upon after I thoroughly humiliate you in front of everyone you've ever loved.  


  Improving Your Shoes  


  The art of improving the shoes you make—or any other bit of clothing, really—requires you to work with tannins at a clothing station. If you aren't careful, you'll ruin the clothing and the tannins in the process. Use as many tannins as you think you'll need.  


  Find them on your own. I won't make everything easy for you.  


  Deconstruction  


  Maybe you're the kind of person who cuts corners. If you don't have time to collect raw materials, you can always deconstruct clothing you no longer need. This will destroy the clothing, but maybe you'll salvage enough to make a hat I can knock off your head.  


  Researching Traits  


  By now you're thinking. "I'll need an edge if I'm going dare to fight the Shattered Masque." You could always research unique traits of items made by better clothiers than you by taking their clothing apart and studying their techniques. Anything to boost your confidence long enough for me to stomp it into dust.   


  




A Complaint To The Thalmor


   Anonymous  


   This is the third time this week that my senche-tigers have run off, only to be found butchered near that lamia-infested cave!


  

  If something is not done about this, I will travel to Marbruk and bring my complaint before the queen herself! Then we will see how long the Thalmor is allowed to throw its weight around Woodhearth!  


  The Dominion belongs to the Khajiit as well, not just the Elves. I demand that action be taken at once to investigate the Underroot cavern, and that reparations be made for my lost cats!   


  




A Covenant Warning To The Aldmeri Dominion


   Erystera Ligen 


   "It is simple... they are not gods at all."


  

  The overlords of the Aldmeri Dominion are hereby put on notice: renounce your ambitions of aggression and return to your islands and jungles, or the wrath of the Daggerfall Covenant shall fall upon you like a hammer of the Divines.  


  We are well aware that the Aldmeri plan nothing less than a return to the Elven domination of the other races, particularly Men and Orcs. They wish to overturn the legacies of the First and Second Empires and wipe them from history. This we shall not allow. Never again will free Men and Orcs submit to the tyranny of Elven oppression!  


  The arrogant High Elves of Summerset are clearly the driving force behind the Dominion. We of the Covenant have shown, through our acceptance of the Direnni, that we can live with the Elves in peace, but Queen Ayrenn insists on war. Her invasion of the continent of Tamriel is nothing but naked aggression. The Dominion has no territorial rights in Cyrodiil. If the Altmer do not return to Summerset, their invading armies will be destroyed.  


  The Wood Elves and the Khajiit have traded with our Iliac Bay kingdoms for ages, but they've made a mistake in allying themselves with the perfidious Altmer of Summerset. Though we of the Covenant wish them no ill will, if they maintain their alliance with the Dominion, they will suffer the same fate at our hands as the High Elves. They must reconsider, or they must face our wrath.   


  




A Culinary Adventure


   Rallaume Lemonds  


   A Culinary Adventure, Volume 1


  

  At last, I've reached the verdant swamps of Black Marsh! I've always yearned for an opportunity to sample authentic Argonian cuisine. This new Marsh King has finally made it possible. I've decided to begin with a regional delicacy—slugs.  


  Like all good Argonian fare, slugs are frequently served raw and often with a sprig of salt-meadow leaf. I was only able to sample three types during this visit. My chef's accent was very thick, but I believe the limited fare had something to do with the season. I've learned that swamp seasons change as quickly as the wind. So there may well be a whole new array to choose from in a few days. I can only hope that they are as flavorful as what I sampled today!  


  Bearded Blue  


  This indigo beauty is quite common in the bogs surrounding Mistmire Glade. It's roughly the size of a Nord's thumb and features a shaggy clump of tentacles beneath its long eye stalks. The slug features a subtle aroma, but it also has refreshingly citrusy undertones. The extra tentacles give the Bearded Blue a unique texture that can be a little distracting (particularly when consumed alive), but it tastes simply divine. The flavor is earth-driven with subdued loamy notes hidden below a firm citrusy bite. I was most struck by the crisp finish. Quite a treat!  


  Black-Banded Slider  


  The Black-Banded Slider is something of a local staple. It is often smoked and eaten on a bed of weevil larvae and orange-grass, but I insisted on tasting it raw. The slug excretes an acrid black oil when disturbed, but it was easily wiped away to reveal a long body with a series of broad black stripes across a pale, creamy mantle. Even washed, the Black-Banded Slider presents a chewy, tannic flavor that must be endured to reach the clean and nuanced aftertaste that the Argonians seem to relish. It's a mellow, almost floral flourish to an otherwise imposing meal.  


  King Yellow  


  I was delighted to hear that the King Yellow was in season. This is a truly massive creature; roughly as long as my forearm and covered in a vast forest of fleshy, undulating bristles! It's always difficult to tell with Argonians, but I think that my chef was very surprised to hear my request for one served raw. He placed the beast in front of me, wrapped in a wasso nut leaf with an indigo lily garnish. I was immediately struck by the rich bouquet of mossy, herbaceous scents. You can practically smell all of Black Marsh in the creature's mucous excretions. Each bite brought on a new wave of astonishing flavor. The brooding, nutty tang of the tail meat eventually gave way to the thick, oily bitters of the mantle. At last, I reached the head. I'm hard pressed to think of a more alarming eruption of flavor! A cloying, buttery taste that swings wildly toward a dry, mustardy finish. Spectacular!  


  I left the table with a heavy heart, knowing that I will likely not be able to taste the King Yellow again for another season. But I'm buoyed by the knowledge that tomorrow will bring a grand, new culinary adventure. This time, beetle larvae! I can hardly wait!  


  A Culinary Adventure, Volume 2  


  Today Mach-Makka took me on a tour of his impressive caterpillar farm. Of course, I use the term "farm" loosely. In actual fact, the farm is just a series of small reed enclosures that each house hundreds of caterpillars. I was shocked by the sheer variety. I saw long caterpillars, fat caterpillars, orange and purple-striped caterpillars—I've never seen such diversity! I asked a few questions, but Mach-Makka's limited mastery of Cyrodiilic continues to be problematic. I've attempted to learn some Jel to bridge the language gap, but it is slow going to be sure. Still, he tries to help me along. I'm told that he thinks I'm hilarious. Of course, it's impossible to tell such things with Argonians.  


  I asked if he ate the caterpillars and he seemed amused by this. He simply shook his head and took me into a larger enclosure. When he ignited the lamp, the room burst into a spray of colors. Huge butterflies and moths erupted from the walls, dancing around the lamp in a cyclone of beating wings. He gestured at some of the larger specimens and spoke at length in pig-Cyrodiilic. He encouraged me to grab a few before leaving the enclosure.  


  Eating moths and butterflies is a challenging but rewarding culinary experience. Most outsiders who are brave enough to sample the local cuisine remove the wings before eating. Mach-Makka offered to remove them for me, but I refused. He said something to his assistant in Jel and for a moment both seemed mildly amused. That probably means Mach-Makka said something fantastically funny. A few moments later, he served me five Green Slipper-Tails in a traditional "ajum" (a woven tray with a netted lid). I set upon them with relish!  


  A truly satisfying butterfly dish hinges on the delicate art of "Iuheeez," or "wing folding." Argonian master chefs use their claws to bend and fold the wings into tiny but ornate edible sculptures. Unfortunately, local custom dictates that outsiders fold their own wings. I made my best effort to replicate the simplest "Xeech" fold, but I wound up making quite a mess. Even so, the meal was delicious. Green Slipper-Tails are perhaps the sweetest of the Slipper-Tails species—tasting of honey-grass with a sweet but chalky finish. Hopefully, I'm provided with many more opportunities to master butterfly cuisine!  


  A Culinary Adventure, Volume 3  


  Mach-Makka has been hard at work the last few days. He's been preparing a meal that I didn't even know existed. How marvelous! His assistant told me that the locals call it a "nagahssee" which translates to something like "snake roll," I think. "Snake stocking" would probably be more appropriate. More on that in a moment.  


  The process begins by catching a wasso hedge snake. Apparently Mach-Makka only trusts one local snake dealer—a sharp-faced hunter named Paxit. In talking to Paxit, I found out that picking a reputable snake dealer is of paramount importance when preparing nagahssee. You see, the wasso hedge snake looks almost exactly like the red hooped tree-viper. Eating the former will give you a full belly. Eating the latter will kill you before you leave the table. I was delighted to hear this story. Dangerous food is something of an obsession for me!  


  Once the chef has acquired a snake, he or she goes to work disemboweling it. The snake's interior is used in a number of other dishes, but nagahssee only requires the skin. The empty skin is packed with a mix of wild marsh rice, dried parsnips, sliced bark-ear mushrooms, and a live mouse! Paxit explained to me that nagahssee is a unique dish that always changes. Those who choose to eat the dish when it is first prepared are treated to the fresh vegetable medley and the lean, wriggling meat of the mouse. But those who choose to let the dish rest for a few hours (or even days) are richly rewarded for their patience. The longer the dish rests, the fatter the mouse becomes. It can spend a great deal of time feasting on the rice and parsnips before finally expiring. An average nagahssee takes about five days to "ripen."  


  Hearing all this, I couldn't wait to get my hands on one. I selected a roll that had been resting for the better part of two days. I still heard a faint squeaking from beneath the skin. I think I'll wait a bit longer before I take my first bite!  


  A Culinary Adventure, Volume 4  


  I've been pestering Mach-Makka for days. While I've learned a tremendous amount about Argonian cuisine, there is still one dish I have not tried: the Aojee-Sakka. Anytime I request it, Mach-Makka becomes agitated and serves me something else. I suppose his hesitancy is understandable. The Aojee-Sakka is among the most dangerous meals in all of Tamriel.  


  The meal actually consists of two dishes served simultaneously. The primary dish is a seared and delicately sliced Aojee Toad on a bed of caramelized figs and cinnamon-grass. The second dish is a bowl of cold hosh (a dark and viscous soup). Neither of these dishes can be consumed alone, as each is a deadly poison. Rather, they must be eaten slowly and simultaneously. One poison serves as the antidote to the other. Eating too much of the toad leads to violent tremors and mouth frothing, followed by death. Eating too much hosh leads to searing intestinal pain and vomiting, followed by death. Not surprisingly, this dish is avoided by almost everyone, chef and customer alike. But my palate cannot be denied!  


  I believe that Mach-Makka is at least considering my request. I've brought a small fortune in gold and signed a half-dozen bizarre snake-skin documents (which I can only assume are waivers of some kind). I can practically taste the toad already. My culinary adventure is almost complete!  


  * * *  


  I return this book to you, Malven-friend. I hope that you understand that your friend wanted the Aojee-Sakka. He demands I prepare it. I eventually did as he asked, but he did not eat it properly. Too much toad, not enough soup. I am very sorry he dies.  


  Have a good life! We hope you come eat with us, too! But not the Aojee-Sakka.  


  —Mach-Makka   


  




A Cyrodilic Merchant's Lament


   Anonymous  


   Curse the Pact and its stupid rules! And curse that stiff-necked Dark Elf protector at the temple. You'd think we were offering to urinate on their precious Elder Scroll, the way Vodryn shrieked at us to get out.


  

  Is offering quality goods at a fair price now a crime in Cyrodiil? True, there is some markup from the prices in the big city markets, but considering the travel time, dangers of the road, costs of guards, and lost time with our families—these goods are a bargain.  


  If the Pact doesn't want them, the Covenant will surely buy them and be grateful. No doubt they'd also appreciate information on the disposition of Pact troops en route to Covenant-held territory. That might bring in more gold than our goods ever would. Must not get caught though.  


  Oh, for the days of the Empire. Curse these invaders!   


  




A Dance In Moonlight


   Anonymous  


   Anahbi looked up into the night. Moonlight filled her eyes, and she knew what she must do.


  

  Many months she trained, jumping over hill, then dale, then mountaintop. When she could jump no higher, she nearly flew. Tumbling out into Oblivion, all seemed lost—but the twins saw and caught her in their embrace.  


  Anahbi picked the light from Jone and leapt once more for Nirn. Seeing what she had taken, the moons followed suit—dancing a spiral across the sky.  


  When it seemed they might catch her, they collided and moved no more. Seeing the twins entangled so, Anahbi plucked the light from Jode, as well.  


  As she made to leave, they caught her in their embrace. Anahbi begged them to return her to Quin'rawl—for that was the land of her birth. Under the condition that she never again try to steal their light, they returned her to her homeland.  


  Since that time, Anahbi's brow has borne fine speckles of stardust—a reminder of her vow never to return to the stars.   


  




A Daughter's Journal


   Anonymous  


   I saw Ennis this morning. He had the most peculiar look on his face. When I asked what made him smile, he said the mayor chose him for a special task. I've never seen him help anyone unless coin was involved, but he just kept babbling about how he'd volunteered because the mayor is such a great man.


  

  The guards were nowhere to be found until after sundown. It looks like they caught the group of beggars who have camped out on the road east of town. They brought the beggars to the cathedral—but why? I went to see, but the guards wouldn't let me in. They said the mayor has ordered no one in or out.  


  Southpoint has been so quiet. I see very few people on the streets, even the guards. It feels like the calm before a great storm. Maybe they're all visiting the carnival south of Elden Root. If I finish my chores early, I might stop by.  


  The carnival is wonderful! They're still setting things up, but I didn't care. The bug trainer let me pet the shalks. It was strange, I didn't see anyone from Southpoint there, or on the roads. I thought Father would be so angry with me for returning so late, but he wasn't home. Mother said he was summoned by the mayor. She seems so worried.  


  The guards dragged Mother away! Father tells me nothing is wrong, the mayor just wanted to speak with her. I don't understand what's happening.  


  Mother has been missing for days, and Father doesn't care about anything except pleasing the mayor. Then he frowns, and looks right through me. I've never seen him like this. If Mother isn't back by the morning, I'm going to Elden Root for help.  


  There are guards posted all around town. They aren't letting anyone leave. I'll have to wait for nightfall and try to slip out.  


  I hear screams from the cathedral. I hope Mother is all right.   


  




A Death Desired


   Anonymous  


   While Hagravens have long been associated with certain Reachman tribes, the relationship between the Reachmen and these monsters is still unclear.


  

  With the face of an old crone and a misshapen body that combines human and raven, Hagravens are horrific sights. (Though they are far worse to smell.)  


  It is the remnants of their meals that induce the greatest horror, however. For Hagravens consume people, preferably while still alive. They are said to be especially fond of eyeballs. A sated Hagraven will sometimes merely suck out a victim's eyes, then cast out the unfortunate to wander sightless through the wilds.   


  




A Discarded Letter


   D  


   My precious,


  

  I hope this letter finds you well. Think not of the expense, my dear—I care only that you received it in safety. It will be a few more weeks before I am able to break away to visit you again. I know you fear for me. I've a retinue of guards at my disposal, and our excavations are almost complete.  


  You can't imagine the riches we've uncovered so far. Soon, you will live as a queen, and I your king. Of what? It does not matter. As long as you are by my side, I would rule over a kingdom of dung.  


  Your ever faithful,  


  — D   


  




A Discarded Missive


   Anonymous  


   M'lady,


  

  As you requested we've been looking for a new place for the faithful to congregate. We believe we have found a place, west of Firsthold along the coast.  


  We've consecrated it in the master's name, and await your benediction to make the crude place our own.  


  In his name.   


  




A Word To The Wise


   H  


   R,


  

  Your shipments have dropped off. Stockpiles are acceptable for now, but we anticipate a greater need by the next moons. If shipments don't resume by then, there'll be consequences.  


  Your competition lost one of its flock to the storm. If you recover it, you might expect a sizeable kickback. We may even ignore your recent lapse.  


  — H   


  




Aberrant Welkynd Stones


   Anonymous  


   These aberrant Welkynd Stones resist magic, cutting tools, and blunt force. There seems to be no practical way to harvest these things. What damage I've managed to do seems to heal itself instantly. What exactly did the builders of this city create? 





About Mercy


   Gruznak  


   To all you,


  

  Mercy is a weakness. Remember: we are here for skulls. It brings no honor to Malacath to take the weak as slaves or as pets.  


  If it isn't the way of Malacath, it's not the way of the Oathbound.  


  — Gruznak   


  




About The Boss


   Anonymous  


   Our boss is an idiot! The Knights of the Flame are sure to find us.


  

  He's damn useful in a fight, but I'm tired of his plans. They stink.  


  If things don't change, some of us are planning to leave. You should leave with us. As long as that moron is in charge, we're all going to end up in a jail or dead.  


  And be careful who you trust. If the Boss finds out what we've got planned, he'll probably kill one of us as an example to the others. Maybe me. Maybe you.  


  Of course, if we don't do something about the Boss, the Knights of the Flame will kill us all.  


  We've got to do something about him.   


  




Academy Rejection Letter


   Felicitas Mallicius 


   Scholar Oppius,


  

  Once again you repeat your assertions that Goblins have domesticated creatures of several species, including spiders and kwama. And once again I must inform you that the academy's journal will publish no papers making such outlandish claims without conclusive proof.  


  You offer no proof for the excellent reason that none exists. Goblins are not intelligent enough to be domesticated themselves, let alone to domesticate other species. Your premise is ridiculous, your reasoning is flimsy, and your conclusions are insupportable.  


  The more unlikely one's thesis, the stronger one's proof must be to overcome disbelief. Offering no proof for an assertion as controversial as yours invites ridicule. And I am delighted to provide it.  


  Do not waste my time with any further submissions except in the improbable event that you obtain conclusive proof of your claims. Even then, a witness credible to the academy must swear to the veracity of your paper and must be willing to co-author it.  


  I do not expect to hear from you again. I wish you the best of luck in your future endeavors as a charlatan.  


  Felicitas Mallicius  


  Editor-in-Chief  


  Species and Speculation Journal   


  




Academy Supplies


   Anonymous  


   Greetings, Academy candidate!


  

  Congratulations again on your acceptance to the Shad Astula Academy of Magic. A list of items relevant to your studies follows. Please bring these materials with you when you arrive. Everything on the list can be purchased in Mournhold's merchant district. Please inscribe your name in each item for easy identification.  


  Clothing:  


  Three sets of gray Academy robes  


  Protective leather gloves  


  Summer cloak  


  Winter cloak  


  Books:  


  The Apprentice's Assistant by Aramril  


  Understanding Fire by Docksin  


  Altering Altercation by Duncan the Red  


  The Elements of Magicka by Albanon Renil  


  Equipment:  


  1 cauldron  


  1 set of glass phials  


  1 brass focus  


  1 training implement, either a wand, a staff, or a rod   


  




According To Plan


   Anonymous  


   (This is a report from a Lodge underling about an operation in another alliance being successful.)


  

  (This shows the Lodge's reach across Tamriel.)   


  




Adainaz's Journal


   Adainaz  


   Rocks fell, no way out. Henrien doesn't look well. Red-faced and irritable. Threatened to gut this Khajiit. Won't share this one's last rations with him.


  

  Could this be the fabled Great Engine of the Dwemer? It would explain Henrien's condition. Had to tie him down. Won't last long here. Can feel this one's mind slipping. Slipping like Henrien's.  


  Should destroy infernal machine.  


  Four power sources. Small chance to use them to overload engine with its own magicka. But need missing control rod.  


  Couldn't even scratch it with blade. Impervious to any spells this one can cast.   


  




Admission Denied


   Evoker-Adept Carusian 


   Dear Citizen Agapitus,


  

  Your petition for admission into the Mages Guild is yet again denied. This is not an institution into which one can buy their way, contrary to your intimations. You lack the most basic of magical aptitude, in defiance of our minimal requirements and even logic.  


  We request that you cease correspondence and attempts to badger our representatives when they come through your township. The Mages Guild is a society for the gifted and the scholarly, not the wealthy and inept.  


  Sincerely,  


  Evoker-Adept Carusian   


  




Advances In Lock Picking


   Anonymous  


   I am not a writer. I am a thief. I am a good thief. I am not such a good writer. Anyway, I want to write about picking locks. I read a book about designing locks once. It was good. It gave me lots of ideas.


  

  Some guys make locks with angled keyholes. Always carry a bent lockpick. They will work good in these locks. I do, and I open lots of locks. Sometimes I carry copper lockpicks. Copper bends easy. That way I can bend it right there. Copper lockpicks break easy too. Be careful.  


  Sometimes the locks have weird spings. They all spring differently, which makes picking it hard. I hold my torch close to the lock. This makes it hot. When it's hot, the springs are all the same. They don't bounce so differently any more. Be careful not to burn yourself.  


  Some thieves can't read. If you can't read, get someone to read this book to you. It will make more sense then.   


  




Aedra And Daedra


   Anonymous  


   The designations of Gods, Demons, Aedra, and Daedra, are universally confusing to the layman. They are often used interchangeably.


  

  "Aedra" and "Daedra" are not relative terms. They are Elvish and exact. Azura is a Daedra both in Skyrim and Morrowind. "Aedra" is usually translated as "ancestor," which is as close as Cyrodilic can come to this Elven concept. "Daedra" means, roughly, "not our ancestors." This distinction was crucial to the Dunmer, whose fundamental split in ideology is represented in their mythical genealogy.  


  Aedra are associated with stasis. Daedra represent change.  


  Aedra created the mortal world and are bound to the Earth Bones. Daedra, who cannot create, have the power to change.  


  As part of the divine contract of creation, the Aedra can be killed. Witness Lorkhan and the moons.  


  The protean Daedra, for whom the rules do not apply, can only be banished.   


  




Aera's Household Notes


   Aera  


   - Mend Denskar's socks


  

  - Teach Trynhild to Sew (ha!)  


  - Ask Darj for Bow Training, Again (those shoulders!)  


  - Mend Mathor's Shirt (Repayment to Tillrani)  


  - Get Littrek to help Eiman with Chores  


  - Get Eiman to make some Broiled Salmon in Trade  


  - Ask Rana and Seyne over to Dinner (ask Trynhild again about those two)  


  - Clean elk meat  


  - Smoke pig loin  


  - Return Rolunda her pages  


  - Talk to Tillrani about Rana, again   


  




Aera's Letter To Denskar


   Aera  


   Denskar,


  

  I'm gone. I'm not coming back. You're going to hear rumors about me. I'm ashamed to say they're true.  


  After Tryn died, I lost my way. I will have no more to do with the Worm Cult, but that doesn't make up for the things I did.  


  Please take care of Littrek. I know he won't understand. I pray that you will someday. I won't ever stop loving you, Den, but you should move on. I've done too much wrong to ever come back.  


  All my love,  


  — Aera   


  




Aera's Letter To Tryn


   Aera  


   Tryn,


  

  Soon, you're going to hear very bad things about me. I wish I could tell you they weren't true. But they are. All I can say is that I know I did wrong.  


  I know you're disappointed. I can't ever make this up to you, but please, remember I love you. And I'm sorry.  


  — Mother   


  




Aetherial Fragments


   Lady Cinnabar of Taneth    


   Many novice students find the study of the planes difficult to approach. Unlike my contemporary, Phrastus of Elinhir, who alienates readers with his self-serving agenda, I find that starting with an unbiased, concrete example works best as an introduction. Studying Aetherial fragments naturally leads to the broader topic of the planes.


  

  Surely you have seen a shooting star. This occurs when a piece of Aetherius, spirit-plane and source of magic, becomes dislodged and falls to Nirn. Two types of materials, meteoric iron and glass, may be found after such an event. The magical potential of both is extraordinary. In this text, I focus on the rarer meteoric glass, including its uses through history and its various manifestations.  


  The Ayleids, the Elves that ruled Cyrodiil until the early First Era, made extensive use of these sky-stones. With their advanced understanding of the magical arts, they created blue Welkynd and Varla Stones to harness the power of starlight from Aetherius and store magicka, power enchanted items, or provide unending light. Some even held Destruction spells as a type of automated defense.  


  The secrets of producing these stellar vessels have been lost. The Ayleids were able to create them in considerable numbers by replicating and enchanting meteoric glass. Attempts to synthesize new Welkynd or Varla Stones, or even to reproduce uncharged meteoric glass, have failed. Frequently, the original stones crumble to useless dust upon experimentation, further frustrating research and necessitating dangerous expeditions into Ayleid ruins.  


  The modern Malondo and Culanda stones, golden in color, are similar to blue Ayleid fragments. A product or discovery of the High Elves, they are most frequently found in the Summerset Isles. Malondo Stones, which can be recharged, can be tapped by spellcasters as a source of magicka replenishment or to restore a charge or charges to enchanted items. Culanda Stones provide a bright golden light. They can trigger magical effects or store magicka, but are always destroyed upon use or depletion.  


  You may read claims by Phrastus, who is blindly enamored of Elven culture, that the Altmer have unlocked and improved upon the secrets of the Ayleids. He even suggests that they are cultivating Malondo and Culanda Stones as a farmer might grow wheat. The more reasonable theory is that, through tinkering with existing Ayleid stones and raw meteoric glass, a more reliable method of recharging has been discovered.  


  Sky Prisms, another type of Aetherial fragment, can be seen splitting into shards as they fall to Nirn during specific lunar alignments. When three shards meet, they re-form into a silvery prism by some unknown process and confer the power unlocked by the merger to a nearby being. Like other sky-stones, they are relatively rare, and it is difficult to obtain specimens for investigation. Though they originate in the heavens they are often found underground, brought there by denizens of the depths who find their light-emitting properties useful.  


  With enough study and experimentation, it is my hope that the keys to producing these useful items will be uncovered, and a more full understanding of the planes and their power will be achieved.   


  




Against False Gods


   Anonymous  


   Fear not the False Gods, for their very presence is a lie.


  

  Abducted power ripped from artifacts undeserving.  


  Worship received from mindless cattle doing what they're told.  


  You bow to them not out of reverence. Not out of respect.  


  You bow to them out of fear. Out of unknown truths left untold.  


  But why? Because it is right? Because it is what is expected of you?  


  The people of this land bathe in the filth of corruption and deceit. A filth of their own making.  


  We will give them the cure, all the blind and tainted.  


  We will show them that their gods are not as powerful as they believe.  


  The Maulborn will rise to purify this land in the true image of the Princes.  


  To cleanse this soil of all falsehoods.  


  May the Three feel our wrath. May the Three be cleansed of their lies.  


  For the Maulborn shall bring forth a reckoning.   


  




Against The Snakes


   Denskar  


   Been thinking about our fight against the Akaviri. I've got opinions. Think I'll write them down.


  

  The whole damned war could have been avoided if those idiots in Windhelm had the sense to throw the Snakes back into the sea. Shor take them!  


  Still wish Jorunn had moved to reinforce Windhelm. Lost some good men that day.  


  Jorunn fortified Riften, but the Snakes rolled right past. Why go straight to the Ashlands?  


  The fighting south of Riften, north of Fort Virak, isn't given enough respect. Those men were pinned and outmanned, and still they held.  


  Wulfharth was the only reason the men kept fighting that day. Jorunn was just a pup. He couldn't rally a mead hall.  


  The Snakes push into Stonefalls after the fall of Fort Virak. Why? What were they after?  


  Heard rumors some of the Dark Elves turned their blades on the Shellbacks at first. Couldn't stand the thought of being rescued by Argonians. Damned fools.  


  Shor take the whole Snake island. Let them send another tiger demon! We'll take them again!   


  




Agganor'S Journal


   Shaman Agganor 


   From the Journal of Shaman Agganor


  

  The elders say we must always be ready. We must grab every opportunity as it presents itself. And that is exactly what I did today!  


  * * *  


  I have long struggled under the outmoded ways of Shaman Lashburr Tooth-Breaker. I sometimes think he was old even when the first stones were set into the world. He never listens to my suggestions, never wants to try anything new or different.  


  But the stones smile on those who are worthy! When the Scaled Court entered our valley and demanded an audience with our goltragga, the chief Braadoth, Shaman Lashburr was outraged. He called for the deaths of the outsiders. But I knew that a fight with the Scaled Court was a fight we could not win.  


  So I listened to the wind as it whispered through the valley rocks and knew what had to be done. I accused Lashburr of plotting to kill the chief, all in an effort to break the prophesied alliance before its bonds could forge. Chief Braadoth demanded to know what I was talking about, so I spun my lies and created an elaborate tale that stroked the goltragga's ego and sounded just perfect enough to be true.  


  And because of my words, Braadoth welcomed the Scaled Court into our valley, even as he ordered the death of sun and feathers for old Lashburr Tooth-Breaker.  


  * * *  


  As I prepared Lashburr for his punishment, Braadoth and Regent Cassipia, leader of the Scaled Court, discussed terms for an alliance and partnership. She seems extremely interested in our techniques for using body inks, as well as our skill at crafting armor. When Braadoth faltered, she did something that even I had not anticipated. She offered Braadoth a place of honor within the Scaled Court itself.  


  Now our chief is also the Ophidian Exarch of Undulating Destruction, a fitting title for one as bold and powerful as Braadoth Rockborn. Perhaps there is a title of equal merit for Agganor - if I continue to listen to the stones and watch for further opportunities for advancement.  


  * * *  


  Lashburr was beaten and cut, bloodied once for each of the ten iron oaths of our people. Then he was left, bound to the rock and baking in the sun as the crows began to gather. As much as I would enjoy watching the old shaman finally meet his end, I must make sure to advise the chief and stand at his side as the negotiations with the Scaled Court continue. I will leave two guards to witness the old one's passing.  


  * * *  


  I returned later to find Lashburr gone and the guards dead. So, the old shaman has a few tricks left in him. I should have expected as much. Still, what can one old, half-dead Iron Orc do once he has been beaten and banished? Nothing! And I have more important things to do now that the alliance with the Scaled Court has been agreed upon and sealed. When next I pick up this tale, I hope to announce my new title as a regent in the Court, as well.\  


  \  


  I wonder what name the Serpent will bestow upon me for the service I have provided this day?  


  




Agra Crun


   Anonymous  


   With a lighter weapon in hand, Bagrar became a fury on the battlefield. Her sword struck several times before her opponents could counter once, and her shield became impenetrable. She earned the title of Troll-Slayer.


  

  Bagrar thanked Malacath for her prowess and dedicated herself, becoming the defender of the faith during the Balagog blood purge, and her shield became known as the Agra Crun—the blood shield.   


  




Ahzidal's Descent


   Halund Greycloak 


   Ahzidal's Descent


  

  by  


  Halund Greycloak  


  In the days beyond memory, when men first walked the lands of Skyrim, there arose in the city of Saarthal a great enchanter. As a boy, his gift for magic and artifice had been evident to his tutors. As a man, his skill surpassed them all. And finding nothing more to learn among his kin, he left wife and child, and set out to train under the elven masters.  


  A year became two, then three. And when finally his path led him back to Saarthal, he found only ruins: for the elves had sacked the city, and all that lived there were dead or gone. Amid the ashes, in the smoldering ruins of his home, he swore a terrible oath of vengeance. And from that comes the name the legends give him: Ahzidal, the embittered destroyer.  


  Alone, he could do nothing. And so, he bided his time, delving deeper into his art than any before him. From the Dwemer, he learned the seven natures of metal and how to harmonize them. From the Ayleids, the ancient runes and dawn-magic even the elves had begun to forget. Among Falmer and Chimer and Altmer he traveled, taking what he could from each, and all the while plotting how he might turn that knowledge against them.  


  Finally, word reached him of Ysgramor and his Companions, newly-arrived from Atmora. For three days and nights, he rode north, and met them as they made landfall on the icy coast near the ruins of Saarthal, which the elves had fortified against them. He offered the Companions his service, and all he had produced in his years of labor. And with Atmoran steel imbued with his enchantments, the elves fell before them, and at last he had his revenge.  


  But he was not content. His craft had become his life, and his hunger for knowledge still gnawed at him, driving him to delve ever deeper. At long last, he exhausted the lore of the elves, but it was not enough. He sought the secrets of Dragon-runes, and won for himself a seat among their high priests, but it was not enough. And at length, he turned his gaze to the planes of Oblivion, and found there both power and madness.  


  Some say he ventured there, never to return. Others, that he was betrayed by his fellow Dragon Priests, and killed, or driven into hiding in the ruins beneath his beloved Saarthal. Among the Skaal of Solstheim, it is said he fled to their island, and was sealed in the depths of Kolbjorn Barrow, together with the last of his relics.  


  But that is the tale, as it was told among the bards of Winterhold. Whatever the truth, the legend of Ahzidal was intended as a warning: in pursuit of perfection, one must take care that the pursuit itself does not become all-consuming.   


  




Aicaano's Journal


   Aicaano  


   I take quill to paper to record what I fear are the final days of Hackdirt. Though many would despise this place as a backwater of no value, I have found peace here. Few of the more "civilized" places I have lived have made me feel as welcome. Though few of my race have ever come here, I encountered no prejudice, no resentment.


  

  For two years I lived here, enjoying friendship and trust as never before. This has been a golden time in my long life, one I will deeply regret if it comes to an end.  


  Several weeks ago, a human of rough looks and worse manners strolled into the village. He marched about as if he owned the place, opening every unlocked door, peering into every stable. Ovidius, usually the most pompous of swollen fools, for once acted as the prefect he claims to be. He confronted this stranger, demanding to know his business here.  


  The intruder stared at him rudely and didn't deign to answer. He strode from the village and vanished beyond the hills to the east. Etiache wanted to follow him, but Ovidius forbade it, worried that only trouble would result.  


  If only we had listened to Etiache. We should have caught and killed that stranger. Perhaps what befell us would have been avoided. Auri-El knows; I do not.  


  A few days later, another stranger came to Hackdirt, wearing well-used swords loose in their scabbards. His steed was wild-eyed, a warhorse bred for combat, held in check only by the rider's stern hand. Up to Ovidius this warrior rode.  


  He named himself Vanier and proclaimed himself the new overlord of Hackdirt. He said his gang, the Black Daggers, waited just over the hill. He gave us one day to agree to his terms or all would be slaughtered. All inhabitants were now his servants and our dwellings, livestock, and all possessions were now his. Those who cooperated would find him a just overlord, he claimed.  


  Ovidius stared, mouth agape. Before he could gather his wits, matters were taken from his hands. Nerva charged Vanier, screaming that he would never live as a slave. The bandit's sword sheared off the tines of Nerva's pitchfork and the horse's hooves lashed out and crushed his head. We stood there stunned as Vanier rode off.  


  We buried Nerva behind his house that evening. Then we gathered around the well and discussed our fate. Some, like Yggoz and Etiache, urged that we stay and fight. As if farmers and merchants had a chance against such as Vanier. Saner heads prevailed and we voted to abandon Hackdirt. Even Yggoz agreed in the end.  


  Only Ovidius opposed the will of the rest, saying he would never leave Hackdirt. No argument could prevail against him. In the end, he ascended the tower with all the food and water we could spare. We sealed the door shut behind him.  


  It was Iirenir, quiet, shy Iirenir, who suggested we chain shut our doors and destroy all we could not carry. This was done with a sense of grim satisfaction.  


  Dawn will break soon. The others have gone, moving slowly to the south. I must leave too. I linger only to finish this. Perhaps someday we will reclaim Hackdirt and this journal will survive as a record of our darkest times.   


  




Albus' Journal


   Albus  


   Why did we build a prison in this cesspool?


  

  Every morning I wake to bug bites, and the nauseating stench of swamp gas. Every night I have to check my bunk for snakes and constantly wake with the screeching of those damned birds.  


  Surely there must be better places to mine ore! This place is just as punishing for the guards as it is for the prisoners.   


  




Alchemist Nilyne's Notes


   Nilyne  


   The Llodos plague is a damn complex concoction. I'm not sure I have the skill and experience to totally counteract its properties, but I have an idea for how to suppress and slow the pace of the disease. It will require a number of rare and exotic ingredients to pull this off, though.


  

  An alchemical concoction such as I'm imagining doesn't like to be subjected to high heat. It's too volatile. It needs to be allowed to seep and brew. Therefore, an adjustment of one-quarter flame should suffice to get the mortar to the proper temperature.  


  First, I'll need a good amount of Kyne's Heart. These healing herbs are prized for their powerful medicinal properties, which makes them hard to come by and extremely expensive. I'm certain the innkeeper at the Brooding Elf keeps an emergency supply to sell for profit when business gets slow.  


  Then, I need something to bind it all together and hide the foul taste of the bitter herbs. Something like sour milk tea. Grell Flan was known to imbibe the stuff from time to time. I must admit that I have a fondess for the beverage myself. Usually with a splash of greef to give it a bit of a kick, if you must know.  


  Finally, I'll need something that adds a touch of magic. Dragon scale mushrooms would fit the bill nicely. If I recall correctly, Old Sorel Tedas had a taste for exotic mushrooms. There might still be some hidden in his house—unless those Argonian ruffians ransacked his place after he entered the quarantine.   


  




Alchemy: Discovering Traits


   Defessus Lector 


   Bardus,


  

  The method by which an alchemist learns the traits of various reagents is by tasting them. The key word here is "taste"—there is no need to consume more than a single portion of a reagent, even if you find it appealing. And, based on what the seneschal tells me about your visit to your father's wine cellar, you've already determined that common liquors do not possess alchemical traits, even if consumed in quantity.  


  Tasting a reagent will reveal that ingredient's most obvious alchemical trait—but most have secondary and tertiary magical properties as well. Combining reagents and observing the results will reveal these hidden traits, some of which can be quite astonishing. As you experiment, your skill at alchemy will increase, and it will become easier to recognize these traits and combine them effectively.  


  You will also begin to notice that certain classes of reagents feature common or even matching traits. For example, the traits of flowers tend to be beneficial, while those of fungus are often detrimental—as you discovered last Morndas when, trying to finish all your homework at the last minute, you consumed nine different kinds of fungus within a few minutes. The resulting projectile regurgitation was most impressive.   


  




Alchemy For My Apprentice


   You Know Who 


   


  

   My dear apprentice, you have destroyed far too many of my alchemical stocks to go unpunished. My own master would never abide such abject incompetence! "Can't take instruction," she'd say. "Nose in a book," she'd say. Luckily for your prospects, it is far less costly to write this simple manual than replace yet another cask of rare solvent.  


   If you lose this manual, as I know you will, don't despair. I have invested your annual stipend toward printing multiple copies of this book and distributing them far and wide. In time, every alchemy station in Tamriel shall have one.  


  Step One: Acquire Solvents  


   You already know that every potion requires a solvent to serve as the potion's base. If you ever paid attention to my lessons, you'd know the best solvent is clean water from a natural source. The purity of the water determines the quality of the potion, so the best sources are natural springs.  


   I must once again emphasize the need for fresh sources of water. Remember that incident with the healing draught? You cannot simply dip a flask into a stagnant pond, an ocean cove, or downstream from a tannery. I suppose you could find bottles of clean water about town, but it is best to do the work yourself.  


   Incidentally, your "rain barrel solvent" will never work. You are to cease your experiments immediately.  


  Step Two: Acquire Reagents  


   Alchemy is a study of combinations. Where solvents are a potion's base, reagents are the active ingredients. Each reagent bears four unique traits. I'm disinclined to explain the principles of quadratic amalgamation to you-again-but do try to remember the basics: match like with like.  


   Henceforth, you are to find all reagents in the wilds-not in my laboratory! Remember to look for plants and mushrooms. Plants and mushrooms, only! Under no circumstances should you deviate from this. "Squirrel powder" was an abomination against the Eight.  


   Furthermore, I must remind you to thoroughly clean both mortar and pestle after their use.  


  Step Three: Craft Potions  


   Bring a solvent and two reagents to any alchemy station. Different reagents are required, a fact I must stress once again. Combining bugloss with bugloss gets you nothing but foul-tasting water.  


   When you have what you need, put them together and craft your potion. Reagents with positive trait combinations will produce helpful potions, while those with negative trait combinations can cause harm to whoever is foolish enough to imbibe them. If none of your reagents' traits match, you lose both solvent and reagents.  


   Experiment with different reagents to see what you can produce. I leave it to you to determine their traits, but will remind you that ingesting a reagent can teach you its most basic trait. Just one-don't gorge yourself!  


   While I recall of it, did you expect I wouldn't know you'd finished off the nirnroot? I could hear your teeth singing, and there's no way to hide a glowing chamberpot.  


  Advanced Alchemical Principles  


   Only when you master the basics of alchemy should you think to complicate the process. Through careful study you can learn to suppress negative traits when crafting potions, craft multiple potions from the simple set of reagents, or even combine additional reagents to produce more powerful potions!  


   But for now, "not poisoning yourself" is the goal I'd most like you to achieve.  


  




Alchemy Practicum


   Defessus Lector 


   Bardus,


  

  The traditional approach for a novice alchemist to learn how to concoct potions is to experiment. This means systematically trying a mix of carefully selected reagents in a solvent, and observing the results. Then you change one of the reagents and see if you get different results.  


  You, on the other hand, seem to think throwing random handfuls of reagents into a cauldron of boiling water will result in some mystical potion.  


  I was willing to let you flail away like this, since I believe you learn by mistakes, even if the road is long—and in your case, all uphill, rocky, and blocked by deadfalls. But your father's seneschal has informed me that you have gone through 725 gold pieces' worth of reagents to no result.  


  So, I am going to assign you a Practicum that should both teach you something and save your father money.  


  In addition to the standard fungus and flower powders, you will use some rodent parts from your latest victory against the rats in the pantry, just to keep expenses low. Please try, this time, to use reagents that have at least some matching traits.  


  Alchemy Practicum  


  I added 1: and 2: to 3: , and got the following result:  


  I added A: and B: to C: , and got the following result:  


  I added X: and Y: to Z: , and got the following result:   


  




Alchemy Report


   Anonymous  


   Here are the empty bottles that contained Dhalen's potion. I'd recommend getting them out of town now that the elixir has been circulated. The quality of alchemical loot you can find in a Daedric ruin is just amazing! Illusion magic and poison, both in the same trove!


  

  We've been telling everyone that it's an ancient Argonian custom, using an ancient Argonian wine. Even the Argonians, who I admit were initally suspicious, eventually took part. Everyone wants a reason to drink, right? By the Eight, one of the Nords drank eight bottles of it before stumbling off toward the river. Probably drowned himself.  


  The elixirs are working. People will be confused if they start seeing double, though. We need to get rid of any evidence. You know what I mean.  


  I'm dealing with things at the barracks. It's amazing where you can go when you look like the Commander. Then I'll meet "Marla" to discuss any final details. Dhalen's done his part. Now it's our turn.  


  For Fildgor!   


  




Alchemy Workshop Instructions


   Anonymous  


   Bring the afflicted to the workshop one by one.


  

  Administer the accelerant. Tell them it's the cure.  


  Be quick. We need as many afflicted contaminated with accelerant as possible by the time the ritual commences.  


  When the ritual's magic interacts with the accelerant-infused afflicted, the plague will run its course in minutes instead of weeks. The magic will reverberate so that the circle of power expands quickly, echoing until it infects all of Deshaan as the circle enlarges. The Mistress shall have the army of plague husks she requires.  


  The Maulborn are her loyal catalysts. We cannot fail.   


  




Aldimion's Journal


   Aldimion  


   A strange request, indeed!


  

  I was on my evening stroll, having a bite to eat in a back alley, when I noticed that the Imperial neck I feasted upon bore a golden medallion. I recognized the trinket at once as the sigil of the Cult of the Black Worm. While I considered this, I heard the dull thwack of a blunt object hitting flesh and bone, and my world went black.  


  I awoke in a cave, bound to a chair, my head throbbing with bittersweet pain. A number of hooded cultists surrounded me, each with the unmistakable gleam of murder in his eyes. I quite liked them.  


  One of the cultists seemed different than the others, and I recognized him as their leader almost immediately. He had a cold, yet calm demeanor and seemed completely unafraid of me.  


  He introduced himself as Abnur Tharn. He was somewhat displeased that I had made my evening meal on one of his most loyal guards. Normally, he explained, I would have been discorporated for such an infraction, but he said he liked my style and my ... violent proclivities. He said he saw a lot of promise in me, and would like to propose a mutually beneficial arrangement.  


  If I agreed to join the Worm Cult, I could replace this agent. I would reside in a conveniently placed underground lair within the city limits, which would assure me a continued stream of meals, along with a virtually unlimited supply of black soul gems.  


  The agreement did sound promising, but just to play Daedra's advocate, I asked what my alternative might be. In answer, Tharn opened a portal to Coldharbour right at my feet. My chair began to teeter, and the screams of the damned filled my ears. Lovely to listen to, but not something I wished to experience firsthand.  


  Needless to say, I chose servitude. Now, I while away my days guarding this wretched cavern while prowling the city streets after dusk. It's not a bad existence. In fact, I've even begun to take up the study of necromancy. At some point, perhaps Tharn will consent to teaching me the finer points himself. Time will tell. And I have all the time in the world, don't I?   


  




Aldmeri Court Transcript


   Seventh Court of Aldmeri Justice  


   It is the judgment of this tribunal that the criminal known as Thaliel is guilty of all charges levied against her by representatives of the Thalmor state.


  

  She has been convicted on all counts. Her transgressions include:  


  Finally, we have received a signed affidavit detailing Thaliel's treatment of those she murdered inflicted upon them after death. The court finds these behaviors consistent with the curse of vampirism. In penance for her heinous crimes, Thaliel will be imprisoned in the buried ruins of Molavar. There she will face a grim eternity of scorched stone, choking fumes, and torturous heat. Let her fate serve as a warning to all would-be necromancers and parasites. Auri-El does not suffer such crimes, nor do the Thalmor. Punishment, in all cases, will be prompt and severe.  


  Seventh Court of Aldmeri Justice  


  




Aldmeri Scouting Efforts


   Grand Warlord Sorcalin 


   General Thoron,


  

  Scouting efforts must be stepped up. Your scouts are the eyes and ears of the Dominion army. Our attacks will fail without detailed knowledge of our foes' strength.  


  All reports should be given to Vilya as soon as they arrive.  


  - Grand Warlord Sorcalin   


  




Aleris The Shroud


   Anonymous  


   Aleris, the first Champion of the Blessed Crucible, held that title for four decades. She was renowned for her skill with illusion magic and her deft swordplay. Few were able to match her skill in the arena or her favor with the crowd.


  

  Usurped: None  


  Defeated By: Crow Bringer   


  




Aleswell Eviction Notice


   Anonymous  


   Anyone found in these buildings by nightfall will be killed.


  

  — General Khamagash  


  




All About Echaterre


   Glimburr gro-Shatul 


   When it is time to eat, what fills your belly? Echaterre. When it is bitter cold, what clothes your body? Echaterre. Never forget that echaterre is food, echaterre is clothes. This is the first rule of the range.


  

  If an Elf comes to your village and says the echaterre is "cute" or "noble" punch him in the face. Echaterre is not cute or noble, but ugly, mean, and pointy. If you fall in love with echaterre, echaterre kill you. This is the second rule of the range.  


  You cannot herd echaterre without whistling. But whistling makes echaterre angry. Still you must do it or you will not eat. We must all do things that could get us killed in order to not die. This is the third rule of the range.  


  When you slaughter echaterre cut open its throat and catch the blood in a basin. Otherwise, it will rot from the inside. This is not a rule. This is just common sense. You do not want to eat rotten meat.  


  If you give a baby echaterre a name, then your children will fall in love with it and they will cry when you kill it. So even though it is hard to tell all echaterre apart and you want to give them names so that you can tell which is which, name them things like "Dumb-Hamster-Crab" and "Possibly-Poisonous" and "Very-Stabby" but do not give them Orc names or else your children will become soft and hate you for the rest of your life.  


  These are all the rules of the range. Follow them and your herd will prosper and your bellies will be full and your children will not hate you.    


  




All About Giants


   Bonorion the Wanderer 


   Observations on the Giantish Peoples of Skyrim from the journals of Bonorion the Wanderer, 2E 569


  

  Having explored the snowy reaches of Eastmarch and the Rift, I have had opportunities to observe the strange and rather large people the Skyrim natives call "giants." The natives of Skyrim are rather large themselves, but the giants that roam the wilderness are twice the size (or more!) of your average thick-necked, broad-shouldered Nord. Here are some observations, recorded for future travelers to this chilly clime:  


  Giants are tall.  


  Giants seem peaceful enough. Until you threaten them. Then they swing huge clubs and launch even a burly Nord over field and stream. The trip probably kills the Nord. That would be my guess, as I've never been able to interview a survivor of a giant's swing.  


  Things that seem to threaten giants include, but are not limited to:  


  Going near them.  


  Threatening their mammoths.  


  Shooting arrows at them.  


  No one that I have spoken to has ever seen a female giant or a young giant. Are giant children taller than Bosmer? Are female giants painfully shy? This calls for additional observation.  


  Giants paint rocks and trees near their encampments. This primitive art probably entices the rare female giantess who might wander by. Or the decorations mark territory. Or the giants simply like to paint. This calls for further study.  


  How does a giant milk a mammoth? VERY carefully. (Note: Nords found this joke to be very amusing. Especially after several mugs of mead.)  


  No Nord I spoke to has ever tasted mammoth cheese. They seem to have no interest in doing so.  


  I shall have to find a way to befriend one of these large creatures. That's the only way I can think of to get a sample of that wonderful smelling cheese.  


  Note from Jeggord the Learned, 2E 571  


  The Wood Elf Bonorion was found at the base of large hill near the area known as Cradlecrush. Given the condition of his body, that is, every bone broken, it appears that he ignored his own advice. Even the dimmest Nord children know better than to approach a giant. As the nearest giant camp was nearly a league from where his body was found, I would say that Wood Elves can travel great distances when launched by a giant's club.  


  I have preserved his journal as a cautionary tale for future explorers of Eastmarch, the Rift, and other regions where giants make their homes. Heed its advice, even if its author did not: don't try to befriend a giant.   


  




All Alone


   Anonymous  


   Alain dead.


  

  All alone.  


  Food all gone.   


  




All Fear Agrakh


   Anonymous  


   Heed well these words! All fear Agrakh, son of Mauloch and child of the Blade! May his rule be carved into the hearts of his clan, and his might spoken of only in whispers by his enemies.


  

  Though the tree-dwellers strike at us from their cowardly perches, they fall as leaves to his mighty tread! Let the horns sing of his conquests as all who follow him bask in the glory of Mauloch!   


  




All For The Better


   Meline  


   (This is an unsent letter from Meline to another Lodge Member talking about how the modern state of the Lodge is so much better than the old days. It focuses on the material elements and comes across as greedy.)


  

  (This shows there was an "old version" of the Lodge, prior to some event.)    


  




All Our Hopes Dashed


   Anonymous  


   All our hopes dashed. Everything's gone. She warned me, but I wouldn't listen. My egotism prevented it.


  

  I was a fool and have paid dearly for it. No more walks with Itinia, no more playing with our daughters.  


  I will not let them see me like this. Better to die here than slink home with nothing, a failure in the eyes of all.   


  




Almalexia And The Mudcrab


   Anonymous  


   A traditional Dunmer tale


  

  There was once a mudcrab who suffered much. He had a limp and a hacking cough. His shell was misshapen, causing him pain. He was weary at all times, and told everyone he was surely dying. He roamed the valley one day, complaining to any who would listen.  


  The shalk created a brace from part of his shell and offered it to the mudcrab. "Here, mudcrab, try bracing your leg," he advised.  


  "No, no, no," said the mudcrab, "I have tried that and it does not work."  


  "Mudcrab," said the alit, "let me bite on your shell and crack it just a bit to relieve the pressure."  


  The mudcrab said, "You are trying to trick me, alit! You just want an easy snack!"  


  Almalexia, who was roaming the land that day, heard these conversations and entered the valley, where she appeared as a humble guar.  


  "Mudcrab," she said, "take this draught I have made for your cough."  


  "Guar, you are not a healer. It is better to suffer than risk a poor remedy," replied the mudcrab.  


  And Almalexia revealed herself to the creatures, who gasped in surprise. "Mudcrab," she said, "all of these creatures have offered you help, but you refuse. You are in love with complaining, and you will never be healed."  


  And so Almalexia teaches us that you cannot aid the unwilling.   


  




Alone


   Anonymous  


   Long ago, a girl was born in Elsweyr to two loving parents. Sadly, this girl was born wrong, without a tail and but nubs for ears. The pupils of her eyes were split like a goat's and her teeth were flat like those of a horse. She was spurned and outcast and laughed at by the other Khajiiti children. So terrible!


  

  Even her own parents grew to be ashamed of her, for she was clumsy as well. The girl's balance was awful for her lack of tail and she could not hear as keenly as her kin for her tiny ears. She could not hunt, nor could she steal, nor could she weave magic. The girl felt so, so alone, even in the company of her own kind.  


  So she ran, far, far away across Tamriel, hiding amongst merchant caravans and eating the most revolting garbage and refuse just to survive. When found, she was tossed out into the mud or beaten with sticks. They called her a monster! How awful!  


  There was one bright ray in her life, however. One day she encountered a magnificent traveling circus, comprised of people much like herself. They did not spurn her for her appearance, for they were as freakish as she! They taught her to play the dulcimer and crush bones with her flat teeth for the amusment of others.  


  Of course, the girl still felt alone all the time, but she was happy because she realized that she didn't have to be alone by herself.   


  




Altars Of Bone


   Anonymous  


   Once Ouze's guardians have been ...


  

  ...fering to Molag-Bal. The great mammoth bones contain enough dark ...  


  twist the altars to our purpose. The same energy that keeps the Oathbreakers imprisoned in Ouze shall allow us to control them. But we must be wary! If the altars are tampered with or, worse yet, if ...  


  Take care in ... placement of the bones. They should overshadow the altar, but not ...  


  Once the altars are placed, continue digging. The operation in the nearby ... should provide you with enough ....   


  




Altered Missive


   Anonymous  


   My friend,


  

  We have a new employer. Clean out the werewolves, and he'll pay hefty coin for every ear you bring back.  


  Make it quick and quiet. Don't want trouble from anyone.   


  




Altmer: Heirs Of A Noble Lineage


   Anonymous  


   As the (self-proclaimed) purest line descended from the ancient Aldmer, the Altmeri people have built an empire of grace, refinement, and strength. In this room are several artifacts showcasing their remarkable artistic accomplishments and their heavy burden of rulership. 





Altmeri Overseer's Journal


   Anonymous  


   12, Last Seed


  

  The slaves are more agitated than usual today. Last night's beating of the one called Koth seemed to stir him to an emotion other than fear, but the magus assures me the pacification spells upon the creature will keep him in line.  


  15, Last Seed  


  There was another spat between the kitchen staff and the slaves today. Koth tried to take scraps from the refuse bin without permission and we were forced to have him flogged again in front of his kin. It is becoming difficult to remind the Goblins of their place.  


  17, Last Seed  


  Melanil, the head of the kitchen staff, was found dead in the wine cellar this morning. From all evidence, he took a spill down the stairs and broke his neck, but I remain dubious.  


  18, Last Seed  


  A fire broke out in the armory just before dawn. While it was contained before it could spread to the rest of the estate grounds, unknown looters made off with some of the weapons. We've petitioned the kinlord for more guards in case we have bandits on our hands.  


  19, Last Seed  


  Koth apparently wishes to speak to me later this afternoon about their living conditions. This should be amusing. I will be heading down to the slave dens with my deputation. A show of force should remind the beasts that they continue to live solely at our discretion. What threats could these Goblins possibly pose?   


  




Aluvus' Final Notes


   Aluvus  


   I did it! I finally did it.


  

  It was his innocence that convinced me. The alchemist's son, always so helpful, always so kind. How could I resist? It wasn't easy, but he's like me now.  


  His tears. I left him there, on his father's doorstep.  


  And there shall be more. They'll stay with me in the darkness. For years to come.   


  




Aluvus' Further Notes


   Aluvus  


   "It is simple... they are not gods at all."


  

  I think I understand, now. I think I know why I was left alive.  


  She wanted me to become like this. She wanted me to become like her. Perhaps it's loneliness, or perhaps it's something deeper.  


  I've grown stronger, feeding on the weak fools that pass my lair. For an instant, when I feed, I sometimes wonder if I should let this one live. Truly live, and become like me.  


  Perhaps I will slip into the town nearby, select a likely target, and try it out for myself. Perhaps.   


  




Aluvus' Journal


   Aluvus  


   I finally located the entrance to the Ayleid tomb just to the northeast of Phaer. It appears to be deserted and I look forward to exploring its mysteries. I had planned to mount a full expedition on the morrow, but I met the most enchanting woman last eve at the Salted Wings tavern.


  

  I hope to see her again tonight. Her skin was so pale it seemed almost to glow, and her lips ... her lips were the most delicious ruby red. Hopefully I'll be able to work up the courage to speak to her this time.   


  




Aluvus' Notes


   Aluvus  


   I can still remember the night it happened to me. It's been months since that night, but I can't forget those fangs at my throat.


  

  I still don't know why she left me alive. Something frightened her off? Pity saved me?  


  No. Not pity. I know the thirst. The hunger that compels me.  


  I don't pity my food in the slightest, and I'm sure she felt no pity for me that night either. It must have been something else. But what?   


  




Alvada's Journal


   Alvada  


   But Ibrula has always been unusual—lately more so. Some of the others heard her muttering something under her breath. Her latest delusion seems to be that the world is about to be attacked by some hitherto unknown force.


  

  We told her that the atronachs summoned by the mages of Elinhir have the worm cult well in hand and the Prince of Schemes has no hold in Craglorn, but she was not consoled by this.  


  In spite of her eccentricities, or perhaps because of them, we are all very worried about Ibrula. We have decided to wait until morning and then send a party to try to find her.  


  —  


  We have come across a small house, surrounded by all manner of magical wards. Torn pieces of a book indicate that Ibrula was here at some point, and her scrawl marks a sign at the entrance to the place, warning us away. Did she fall victim to these traps? Or did she create them? And if so, to what end? To keep us out? Or to keep something else in?  


  Either way, it's apparent that Ibrula's delusion has grown worse than we'd imagined.  


  —  


  After a few days (I've lost count, and it grows harder to concentrate the longer we're here) of trying to pass through the traps, discord has seized our search party. We are besieged by nightmares in the dark, and an incessant whispering by day.  


  A voice in my head torments me with the promise of knowledge immeasurable. I suspect a Daedric presence in this place.  


  —  


  My worst suspicions are now confirmed. Daedra have appeared, called to this place by an unknown voice, and cutting off our retreat. The twins Maelon and Melancthon are now dead, tricked into murdering each other by whatever madness rules this place.  


  As for me, I am hopelessly lost. I believe I will die before I find Ibrula or escape this place.  


  Would that we had heeded Ibrula's warning and stayed far away.  


  




Amberic's Notes


   Amberic  


   My mind slips away, but I want to be remembered. If you find this, don't forget my story!


  

  My friend Theomund and I were hired by the famous treasure hunter, Lady Clarisse Laurent, to find something called the Emerald Chalice. She said Nords lived here in Breagha-Fin, but all we saw were Goblins. We told her so and asked for more help, but she said we were being ridiculous and ordered us back into the caves.  


  Theomund created a distraction so I could get the cup. I hope he escaped, but there were so many Goblins.  


  I made it past the barrier, but the head Nord caught me. He made me drink from the Emerald Chalice and it changed me into a Goblin! Thinking's gotten so hard.  


  My name is Amberic. I am not a Goblin!   


  




Amethyst Mining In The Alik'r


   Ezdwelen al-Rihad 


   Amethysts! Since my youth, their purple translucence has entranced me. I have made a career of searching for them all across Hammerfell, and count many notable, even legendary finds to my credit. But nowhere have I found amethysts so abundant as in the central Alik'r Desert.


  

  Amethysts are found in geodes, those heavy, dull stony orbs that conceal so much crystalline glory, and these geodes are always found in proximity with the lava rock that melted and flowed when the world was young. It has been long and long since the mounts of Hammerfell flowed with lava, and many of the old, old tubes have been covered over by layers of later rock, or weathered away and scattered as sand and gravel.  


  But in the Hollow Wastes, that sunken, salty pit in the center of the Alik'r, the layers over the ancient lava have been scoured away by the relentless winds, and the flowstone is exposed as nowhere else in Hammerfell. Here, at Dak'fron, at Kulati, and at Zareth M'Kai, can be found the finest amethysts in western Tamriel. And many years I spent there, with pick, shovel, and dowsing rod, until they said I could find geode clusters deep in the ground by sense of smell alone.  


  Nowadays, alas, I am too old to quarter the desert, searching for my beloved amethyst nodules. But if you are even in Rihad, stop in Ezdwelen's Gem Shop and buy an intaglio-engraved amethyst necklace for your best beloved. With such as I sell, even a heart of stone will melt and flow.   


  




Aminya's Journal


   Aminya  


   Written with the inherent Breton taste for duplicity and over-florid conceit toward exceptionalism, the letters regarding the plight of Wayrest at the hands of marauding Orcs reached out to bind the races of Men against the lesser Mer.


  

  The perpetual nature and inclination toward war for the followers of the dung of Trinimac serves as bonding agent toward Hammerfell and High Rock only so long as it is able to bring the foolishly honorable remnants of the Ra Gada to place their back toward the Bretons, at which point King Joile bares his deceitful dagger.  


  It is claimed by certain historians and political commentators of the time, notably Morgaulle Dechery of Evermore, that by virtue of an outside order of so-called "Sword Saints," the conflict did not culminate in the downfall of both Orsinium and Hammerfell at the hands of King Joile.  


  However, I posit that King Joile lacked the strength to carry through with his initiative, even if he had been able to capture the whole of the Bangkorai Pass, for the man lacked the strength to even safeguard his own person from one well-armed woman, Makela Leki.  


  It becomes apparent that King Joile waited until the time was right to attack the scions of Hammerfell, not because he was clever, but because he could not have possibly initiated his plans before then. In the typical short-sightedness of man ....   


  




An Accounting Of The Elder Scrolls


   Quintus Nerevelus 


   An Accounting of the


  

  Elder Scrolls  


  by  


  Quintus Nerevelus  


  Former Imperial Librarian  


  After the supposed theft of an Elder Scroll from our Imperial Library, I endeavored to find any sort of index or catalogue of the Scrolls in our possession so that such situations may be avoided (or at least properly verified) in the future. To my dismay, I discovered that the Moth Priests are notoriously inexact when it comes to the actual physical manifestations of the Scrolls, and had no idea how many they held, or how they were organized. Merely asking the question evoked chuckles, as if a child was asking why dogs cannot talk.  


  I will confess, my jealousy of the ones who can read the Scrolls grows, but I am not yet willing to sacrifice my sight to alleged knowledge. The older Moth Priests I attempt to engage in conversation seem as batty as any other elder who has lost their mind, so I fail to see what wisdom is imparted from the reading.  


  In any case, I set out to create my own index of the Elder Scrolls, in cooperation with the monks. Day by day, we went through the tower halls, with them telling me the general nature of each Elder Scroll so that I might record its location. Always careful never to glimpse the writings myself, I had only their word to go on. I meticulously drew out a map of the chambers, where Scrolls relating to various specific prophecies were located, where particular periods of history were housed. In all, it took nearly a year of plodding, but at last I had rough notes on the entirety of the library to begin my collation.  


  It was here that things began to go amiss. In studying my notes, I found many areas of overlap and outright contradiction. In some cases different monks would claim the same scroll to be at opposite ends of the tower. I know they have no taste for jesting, or else I would suspect I was being made the fool in some game of theirs.  


  I spoke to one of the older monks to relate my concerns, and he hung his head in sorrow for my wasted time. "Did I not tell you," he coughed, "when you started this that all efforts would be futile? The Scrolls do not exist in countable form."  


  "I had thought you meant there were too many to be counted."  


  "There are, but that is not the least of their complexities. Turn to the repository behind you, and tell me how many Scrolls are locked therein."  


  I ran my fingers over the metal casings, tallying each rounded edge that they encountered. I turned back -- "Fourteen," I said.  


  "Hand me the eighth one," he said, reaching out his hand.  


  I guided the cylinder into his palm, and he gave a slight nod to acknowledge it. "Now, count again."  


  Humoring him, I again passed my hands over the Scrolls, but could not believe what I was feeling.  


  "Now... now there are eighteen!" I gasped.  


  The old monk chuckled, his cheeks pushing up his blindfold until it folded over itself. "And in fact," he said, "there always were."  


  It was then that I enrolled as the oldest novice ever accepted into the Cult of the Ancestor Moth.  


  




An Accounting Of Werewolves


   Sage Svari of Fallowstone Hall  


   As a skald among the Companions, I learned to recite the Songs of Return. But now, as Sage of Fallowstone Hall, I must do more than memorize. It falls to me to record the deeds and glories of the Companions, preserve our names, and call on Ysgramor's wisdom to guide those new to our ranks.


  

  It surprised me to discover a few areas where our tomes of knowledge were scant or outdated, and I will do my best to fill in gaps as my first honorable task. I wish to begin by expanding An Accounting of Enemies, a reference to threats commonly faced by Companions compiled by Sage Tirora, my predecessor.  


  We've recently taken on more contracts involving werewolves than I've ever seen, and our recorded knowledge of them is sparse. I've spoken to Nords from Windhelm to Ivarstead, and everyone agrees that cults of Hircine (and thus werewolves, who are his children) are on the rise across Skyrim. I've even heard reports that some madmen have been actively seeking out the curse of lycanthropy!  


  I do not think I should need to remind anyone, especially any Nord, of the evil of the Daedric Princes—even of one who claims the joy of hunting as his realm. There may be some draw to the wild power of werewolves, but you'd better remember that you'll never see the halls of Sovngarde when Hircine claims your soul. Lycanthropes spend eternity in Hircine's Hunting Grounds, slaves to his unending thirst for blood and the chase, instead of drinking mead and brawling with the heroes of legend.  


  Ysgramor taught us to know our enemy through blood on our hands, and to scrawl our runes of conquest on the corpses in our wake. Our warriors have faced many werewolves, and while I don't have any corpses handy at the moment (and because they would pollute the rather pleasant library we have), I will preserve their knowledge here:  


  Thonarcal Ice-Fist recalls his revulsion: "I saw one of them turn right before my eyes, and my blood ran cold. He got the jump on me, so stunned was I at the grotesque display. Be wary if your target is not already in its fearsome beast-form."  


  Irmgarde the Bootbarren knows a secret of the beast: "Always keep a poisoned blade or arrow-tips handy when you hunt them. Even poisons that aren't all that strong seem to ravage the monsters."  


  Hallveig God-Hater has read the tale of their hides: "It seems to me that their pelts say something about them. The ones with darker fur use fast strikes and ragged claws to tear into you. Every now and then I've glimpsed a white one. They're usually surrounded by a pack, howling and driving them into a frenzy in combat."  


  Agdis Bearblood prays to the Divines: "Don't get bitten or cut up by them. If you do, you'd better get yourself to a priest right away. The disease can be cured, but don't risk letting it get into your blood."   


  




An Affair With Death


   Moon Bishop Hunal 


   The dead have so much to say if we have but the will, and the skill, to listen. My studies have already added much to my knowledge of necromancy and death magic. Why my fascination with the dead? I believe it goes back to my early childhood, when I would watch the sick and dying slaves in their pens, marveling at their pain and suffering.


  

  There was one slave in particular, a Khajiit who went by the name of Abilar. Abilar was ancient when I was young. He was kind to the children of House Dres, serving as a teacher and guardian for the youngest among us. I was one of his students. He always had stories to tell and sweets to hand out. I found him to be ... interesting. For a slave.  


  One day, Abilar did not show up to teach and watch over us. Instead, an Argonian whose name I don't recall came in his stead. When I asked about the Khajiit, the Argonian said that Abilar was ill and would not be returning. This intrigued me, as illness always did, and as soon as the opportunity arose I went in search of the ancient Khajiit.  


  I found Abilar in the slave pens, lying on one of the hard platforms that served as beds for the household thralls. His eyes were closed, but he tossed and turned as though terrible dreams plagued him. I found a stool and sat beside Abilar, determined to watch and record every moment of his slide into death. My mother passed by and decided I was keeping a favored servant company until his end. I made no attempt to otherwise explain my actions.  


  It took Abilar three days to expire. He went in and out of consciousness along the way. Sometimes he was completely coherent and seemed genuinely touched that I was by his side. Other times he was delirious, speaking of places and people I knew nothing of. These periods of nonsense, I determined, were really glimpses of the border between life and death. Abilar's mind was bemused by the increasingly frequent trips his soul was making back and forth across the border.  


  When the end finally approached, I moved closer and stared directly into Abilar's eyes. I saw the fear within them, and the acceptance. I saw the dawning understanding as his mind finally began to comprehend the mysteries and strangeness of the borderland. I asked him to tell me what he saw, what he knew, what he was experiencing. He started to form the words, started to reveal his secret to me. And then I watched as the light in his eyes dimmed and the breath rattled out of him. He died without so much as uttering a final word.  


  That was the day. That was when my affair with death and its mysteries began. I have devoted my life to discovering the secrets of death and dying. I have learned to harness the power of necromancy. But still a few vital secrets elude me. I shall never stop searching, even if it means a million slaves must die. After all, what's more important than knowledge? Abilar taught me that, and I shall always honor his lesson.   


  




An Almanac Of Betony


   Anonymous  


   Chapter 3 — The Cliffs of Betony


  

  Of all the riches of this island called Betony, surely there are none more recognized or celebrated than its lofty cliffs. Those stony sentinels have awed many a visitor and made many an enemy think better of assailing those fortified shores.  


  It is no wonder that early legends surrounding the island characterized it as home to a mighty rock monster that flung its craggy spines into the sea to the grave misfortune of sailors who steered too close to shore.  


  Though their true nature is less mythical, the cliffs of Betony are no less impressive for it.  


  Nestled impenetrably among them is the jewel and protection of the kings of Betony, Skyspire Keep. Constructed during the reign of the great Reman, second of the name, Skyspire Keep has held fast against countless attacks, carved from the rock of those same cliffs, ancient and invincible.   


  




An Amazing Opportunity


   Dobinskal One-Finger 


   Skeetees,


  

  I just heard about an amazing opportunity. We might need to gather a few friends, but I think we can handle it. Have you heard about a place called Ilthag's Undertower?  


  I can hear the sigh in your voice from way over here. But trust me. The Iron Orcs have poured a lot of resources into this hole in the ground, so there has to be something worth acquiring down there. It's under the ruined tower just beyond the northeast passage into Upper Craglorn.  


  So, want to see what old Ilthag is hiding in those ruins?  


  Dobinskal One-Finger    


  




An Ancient Love Letter


   Rogano  


   My Dearest Aconia,


  

  My heart is chill as the winter's blight  


  As I stand here in blackest night  


  You I know can be the only one  


  To bring me back into the sun.  


  The waves they crash upon the beach  


  But it is to you that I beseech  


  Call me back to your warm embrace  


  And across time and distance I shall race  


  The last embers flicker in the flame of war  


  Let all be as it was once before  


  Ne'er again shall I sail away  


  My heart with you will always stay.  


  Your beloved,  


  Rogano  


  Centurion, 33rd Cohort, 2nd Legion   


  




An Ancient Scroll


   Anonymous  


   Three years to track down the betrayer.


  

  Two years to bring him down.  


  Four years to build his prison.  


  Eternity to guard his cell.   


  




An Archer's Archive


   Sabarid The Seeker 


   To truly master anything, you must leave everything you know behind. When I set out to travel Tamriel in search of new techniques, some already called me a master of the bow. I knew this wasn't true. I'd heard tales from distant lands about hunters who could sit motionless for days stalking elusive prey, of bowmen who could fire two and three arrows at a time and still hit their marks, and other, similar stories everyone assured me were just legends and hearsay. Every legend starts somewhere.


  

  The Wood Elves are renowned archers, so I traveled first to Valenwood. The journey into the heart of the forest itself was long and fraught with perils I had never known. I spent months searching for a teacher, challenging every Elf with a bow I could find. Finally, I met a Jaqspur, an unerringly accurate long-distance archer. He never spoke a word, but accepted my challenge and split my own arrows mid-flight. He tolerated my company, and we hunted beasts deep in the heart of the woods, stalking creatures that I had never seen nor heard of. I learned how to quiet my mind and slow my breathing, and how to lie in wait unmoving, waiting for the perfect shot, no matter how long it took.  


  After we parted ways (the Jaqspur was simply gone one morning), I tried in vain to gain passage on ships headed for the Summerset Isles, desperate to discover if High Elves could truly create physical arrows out of nothing but concentrated magicka. I'd heard tales of their potent alchemy, rumors of a potion that can sharpen a man's vision to be like that of an eagle. No ship would have me, though, and I couldn't bribe, beg, or connive my way in.  


  Undaunted, I continued to the east and into Elsweyr, longing to obtain an authentic Khajiiti shortbow. There are many roaming bands of Khajiit in the northern grasslands, and I've been told since that I was fortunate indeed to encounter a group that found me entertaining instead of just an easy mark. Perhaps I was still a bit green, but it was worth the risk to learn their method of rapid shooting from horseback, and how they craft their barbed arrowheads to puncture even tough leather.  


  Now, I will set out for Black Marsh, that dread swamp. My Khajiiti companions find my intent to venture there a source of great hilarity, but I won't be turned away. Who knows what the Argonians have learned to do with a bow deep in the bogs? What unique approach might they have? I leave this record with the Khajiit to donate to any bookseller in hopes that someone might draw inspiration or knowledge from my efforts.  


  My journey is not yet over, though I have been away from home for many years. I have learned much since setting out, but most importantly, I have learned that there is far more that I do not know than I ever could have believed.   


  




An Artisan's Oasis


   Anonymous  


   Travel you through the desert, searching for an oasis?


  

  Though Leki's Blade is before us, end your sojourn amidst these ruins to learn from the peace of the swirling sands.  


  Move, cover and uncover only when needed. Flow with the wind. Relax. And create beauty wherever you go.   


  




An Easy Assignment


   Surii  


   Holmar,


  

  I have received your request to be reassigned outside the mine for the remainder of your indentured servitude. I was tempted to reject your request out-of-hand, as I have your last three requests. It is not my fault your wife misses you or that the mine "takes your breath away" when you work. I did not accrue the debt you owe, and it is not my responsibility to give you a cushy way to work it off.  


  However, I find myself in need of a small favor. One of the Goblins, a "chief" of theirs, has taken to rabble-rousing among the workers. I want to show him who runs the mining effort, and I'd like you to do something for me. The chief is seldom seen without a feather-colored trinket, a "totem" of little value, but something I'm sure he prizes, in his own primitive way.  


  Steal it from him and bring it back to me, and I'll forgive your debt. I'm sure the Goblins will see how petty their "chief" is once he misses his trinket, and all will be well again in the mine.  


  — Surii   


  




An Egg-Citing Discovery


   Anonymous  


   Huge, delicious eggs!


  

  I wonder what kind of bird laid such beauties?  


  No matter. They're mine now.  


  Wait.  


  Why is the sea churnin—   


  




An Elegantly Penned Letter


   Ramina  


   Dearest Jibril,


  

  I'm leaving the island. Please don't try to follow me. I will always think fondly of our time together, but we travel different paths.  


  King Fahara'jad has called for loyal sons and daughters of Alik'r. The Daggerfall Covenant offers a chance to spread beyond the desert, to truly influence world affairs. If he will have me, I will sail with his navy. That is the life I have always dreamed.  


  You see now why I write you. If you truly care for me, retire from this life. Find an honest occupation. Think of me fondly, but do not pine for what we had.  


  I will always care for you, Jibril. But if our navy comes upon your ship preying on Covenant vessels, if my captain asks me to put her crew to the sword, I will not hesitate. I will put a sword through you. Honor demands no less.  


  May you come safely to your journey's end.  


  — Ramina   


  




An Excerpt From Mammoth Meat - So Very Delicious


   Anonymous  


   And some people wonder if taking down a beast the size of a mammoth would be worth it?


  

  Let me tell you, my friends, the deliciousness and elegant taste of Mammoth meat is worth putting your life on the line.  


  The meat is great in multiple ways. Camp fire, stone ovens, or my favorite method -- jerky. Nothing can sustain a long adventure and make your fellow companions jealous like taking out and munching on some delicious, spicy, Mammoth jerky.   


  




An Exile's Notes


   Anonymous  


   The memory-stone. That's what they say Ulbazar stole. It is a secret known only to Ulbazar and the heavens. The rest of us? We all have a story. We are, in fact, from all over.


  

  Baram is the oldest. He was a merchant in his home, a place he cannot bear to name, when he was driven out by slander.  


  Naya is a Forebear doctor who was driven from her home when the Crown child in her care died of a disease for which there is no cure.  


  Salamas is a mediocre poet who tells marvelous jokes. We are all in a better mood because of him. But he made the wrong joke at the wrong time, and so he too joined us on the road to Evermore.  


  There are so many of us and we pass the time telling tales of where we came from and how it was that we went to Evermore. We have become a kind of family.  


  All except Ulbazar. He is a hard man, an angry man. He believes we will not leave this place alive. But no matter how little he says, still there are rumors. That he was a great warrior who should have been welcomed as a hero, but instead he was exiled. That in revenge he stole his lord's most precious possession, a thing called the memory-stone.  


  These are just rumors though. Fantasies conjured by minds that have gone too long without daylight or the feel of the morning breeze on our skin.  


  In Evermore they know us only as "the exiles." We have been told to wait here until our status is resolved, but they have sealed the doors on us like we are prisoners. I wonder if Ulbazar is right—that we'll never leave this place.   


  




An Invitation To The Whispered Ball


   Anonymous  


   You are cordially invited to the Whispered Ball. The date is already known by you. It will be held at the site of your induction.


  

  Bring no guests. Allow none to question your absence. Come prepared to sift the worthy petitioners from the chaff.  


  Formal dress is expected. Don't forget to bring your true face.    


  




An Invitation To Wealth


   Anonymous  


   Many have spoken of the Ebonheart Pact as a force for peace between our peoples. A force for war against the Aldmeri Dominion, the Daggerfall Covenant, and other such upstart powers.


  

  Today, I ask you to think of the Ebonheart Pact as a force for wealth!  


  Until now, Black Marsh has remained largely closed to trade, other than that in Argonian slaves. The inhabitants have never been willing to deal with their enemies. However, Shadowfen is slightly more developed than the rest of the Marsh, and it is Shadowfen that is the gateway to riches!  


  For only a small commission, I can take your goods to Shadowfen and sell them to the Argonians. They are a people with relatively few fine goods, yet they are no duller or less covetous than your Dunmeri customers.  


  The Argonians will be lining up for our silks and steels. The potential demand is almost impossible to calculate.  


  Give me your goods today, and I will bring you gold tomorrow!   


  




An Irate Employer


   Maximinus  


   Foreman Albanus,


  

  You are paid to ensure that trees are felled and lumber shipped to the city. You are not a nursemaid. I do not want to hear any more tales of cursed ground, bleeding trees, or scared workers.  


  Do your job or I will find someone who can.  


  Maximinus   


  




An Ode To The Red Bird


   Anonymous  


   Let us fly together, dear red bird,


  

  set aside the idle talk of stern elders,  


  as you set aside the ground below!  


  Grains of sand trickle through the glass:  


  but when together we fly,  


  night is one long everlasting journey.  


  Alight upon my shoulder, my neck, my cheek,  


  let your sweet beak leave a hundred,  


  nay a thousand kisses upon me.  


  Let us confuse them,  


  so that no enemy may cast an evil eye,  


  when it comes to be known the many kisses.   


  




An Offering


   Anonymous  


   I offer these books in memory of my brother.


  

  May Sotha Sil's lore guide him in the lands beyond.   


  




An Orc Weaponsmith In Murkmire


   Anonymous  


   An Orc Weaponsmith In Murkmire, Part 1


  

  I'm just an old Orc weaponsmith, and weapons are my life. When I was just a nub-tusked whelp, I would sneak into the great forges of Orsinium to watch the masters at work. In time I became an apprentice, dragging slag from one end of the forge to the other. Then a journeyman, coated head to toe in soot and sweat. Eventually, I took my place as one of the great forge masters. In all my years of folding iron and hammering steel, I never once considered the possibility that we could use something other than metal to craft our weapons. Sure, we used mammoth leather and the like for binding and lacing. Sometimes the silk-born dandies would demand an inlaid gem or two. But metal was the heart of my craft. Imagine my surprise when I encountered the weaponsmiths here in Gideon.  


  I decided to make the trip when I heard that some Argonian chieftain had opened his borders to outsiders. I figured, why not? I had one last adventure in me, and I had never been to Black Marsh before. What's the worst that could happen to an old goat like me? Something will kill me? Well, that's going to happen eventually, so why try to hide?  


  I'd heard tales of these lizard-folk wielding wooden clubs and such in battle. I imagined hissing savages with turtle-shell helmets and crude leather greaves. I don't mind admitting that I was dead wrong. These Argonians use methods and materials that I never could have imagined, and the results are extraordinary. I've been taking notes, but I doubt they'll do me any good. Half the materials are only found in Black Marsh, and after decades of pounding metal, I doubt these old mitts would be worth a damn on the finer details. Still, a crafter who refuses to study isn't worth spit in a snow-storm. So here I am. I thought I was coming to teach, but I've got a lot to learn.  


  An Orc Weaponsmith In Murkmire, Part 2  


  Another day in Gideon. The local weaponsmith, a wily old Argonian named Shukesh, is a girl after my own heart. She's stoic, dedicated, and a little ornery. I told her she must be half-orc. She gave me one of those forced Argonian smiles that could either mean genuine amusement or total lack of approval. It's damn near impossible for me to tell the difference. When I first met her, she was working on a "tsojei" sword, and I use the word "sword" loosely. I honestly couldn't tell you what kind of weapon it actually is. It's like a club and a sword had a pup, then kicked half its teeth out and shaved down the others into fangs. I should probably be a little more specific, eh?  


  The Argonian smith starts with a length of wood—anywhere from the length of her arm to the length of her tail. She spends a week or so shaving down the wood until she achieves a paddle shape. (I saw a few works-in-progress and mistook them for boat oars.) A lot of Argonians might be content to just stain the wood and move on to the next step, but old Shukesh is a master. I can tell you, what she lacks in personality, she makes up for in patience. She uses bones and fine-cut obsidian chisels to carve ornate patterns into the face of the paddle. Most of these patterns form abstract animal shapes, alligators and such. But a few of the patterns were kind of disturbing. One pattern in particular set my skin to crawl. It appeared to be a dark-stained skull with a series of ridges and spines. She said it was for a "special customer." Whoever wants that pattern, I don't want to meet them!  


  Once the wood is cured, stained, and polished, Shukesh sets it aside and begins to work on the next step in the task: stone-carving. According to Shukesh, all kinds of stones are suitable for use in the process, but she prefers to work with obsidian. Raw stones are chipped down into sharpened, knife-blade shapes, from crude squares to evenly shaved fangs. Once these "teeth" are hewn, she sets them into the paddle using wood or bone pegs and boiled depassa gum.  


  Depassa gum is a strange gunk, let me tell you. It smells like an echatare's armpit, but adheres like a paste to wood and stone. Once it hardens, it's damn near impossible to break, but it stays light and flexible like an ironwood sapling. I told Shukesh that it reminded me of a mammoth gesso that I sometimes use when fixing leather. She just gave me one of her characteristic croaks and said, "Easier to hunt a tree than a mammoth, yes?" It's hard to argue with that logic.  


  Once the teeth are set in place, the smith wraps the handle in strips of leather or bark, creating a grip that won't slip no matter how slick it gets with rain or blood. Now the weapon is complete, without the use of any metal. All told, it took her the better part of three weeks to finish the piece.  


  The most remarkable thing about the tsojei isn't even the weapon (which is marvelous in its own right.) It's all the skills that go with it. Shukesh isn't just a smith. She's a woodcarver, an alchemist, a stonecutter, and a weaver. Any one of those trades can take a lifetime to master and she demonstrates proficiency in all four. Almost makes me ashamed. Maybe I should take up woodcarving in my spare time. Ha! Like that'll happen. Can't teach an old tusker new tricks, after all.  


  An Orc Weaponsmith In Murkmire, Part 3  


  An Argonian "forge" is a strange place, let me tell you. I guess it's more of a workshop than a forge. None of the familiar sounds or smells of my forge back home greeted me when I entered the place. No ringing anvils, no coal-smoke, no hissing quench troughs. They're just eerily quiet and packed with chisels, axes, wooden buckets full of weird liquids, piles of rocks, dead birds, live slugs .... On and on it goes. For the first week or so, I felt very uneasy in Shukesh's workshop. She's not exactly a big talker. The only sounds she made for the first few days were sudden and irritated hisses when something didn't go exactly as she had planned. She also sang a few old Jel folksongs, although I use the term "sang" in the loosest manner possible. The first time I heard it, I thought she was murdering one of the multitude of lizards crawling all over everything. The place is infested with them!  


   Eventually Shukesh started talking to me. At first, her comments were mostly about my disgusting lack of scales or my round, beady eyes. Once she started making fun of me, I knew we had become fast friends.  


  One of the first secrets Shukesh shared with me was the art of "slug shaping." Apparently Black Marsh is chock full of slugs. Back home we don't see a lot of the slimy little creatures, but when we do, we tend to squash them and then wipe them off our boots in disgust. Here in Gideon, however, everything has a purpose. Most slugs aren't good for anything but eating. (Or so I've heard. I won't eat anything that doesn't stand on four legs.) But apparently some slugs have surprising applications. One of these special slugs, called a "jassa red," has an unusual defense mechanism. When threatened, it secretes acidic mucous from various orifices. I'm not sure what good that does when something tries to eat it, but the acidic mucous is useful for Argonian weaponsmiths.  


  When Shukesh wants to incorporate a natural motif into her work, she places the slugs onto the wood or stone and repeatedly flashes a piece of flint directly behind them. Adjusting the position of the flint pushes the slugs in different directions. As the slugs move across the wood or stone, they leave behind a thin layer of the acidic mucous, creating long, smooth channels in the surface of the wood or stone. Moreover, the mucous interacts with different materials in different ways. Depending on the material, the mucous changes the pigmentation it touches, ranging from a muted umber to a phosphorescent yellow.  


  Shukesh let me try my hand at it (on a piece of worthless broken lumber). Not surprisingly, I was all thumbs. I created a tangled mess of grooves—all dyed a sickly, mottled green. When I threw the flint down in disgust, I think Shukesh laughed at me. She insisted it was just a cough, and then told me my slug shaping was utter "rajpu." I didn't try to argue, as I wasn't sure what rajpu was exactly, although I could hazard a good guess. Anyway, I'll take a hammer and tongs over a slimy ball of burning snot any day.   


  




An Orc's Guide To Tamriel


   Luruk gro-Bozgor 


   When passing through the holds and camps of men and mer, it is important to remember their sense of justice is not as immediate as the Code of Mauloch demands. A thief in Daggerfall, for example, might expect to be imprisoned for a number of days. By comparison, a murderer might sit for years in a dank cell awaiting some petty lord to decide his guilt.


  

  Be therefore careful in exacting your wrath upon those who wrong you. Though swift justice is to be lauded among civilized people, it is often misinterpreted as brawling—or worse, grievous assault—where local custom is used to a less efficient response.  


  Similarly, the rules of such far off lands do not appreciate—or even allow—challenges from below. Where single combat is a commonly accepted remedy for poor leadership among our own people, less civilized societies have yet to discover its practical efficiency, and will frequently allow others to demonstrate their strength for them.  


  Take care, then, in voicing your opinion among such folk, for it may be swiftly and violently struck down. Instead, find others who share your beliefs and let your numbers carry you to victory.  


  Finally, the arts of fine craftsmanship are often stunted in far-off lands. Though the Elven peoples of Summerset and Vvardenfell have some grasp of refined forging, the men of Cyrodiil and the far north do not. In some of the more benighted areas, they even view unalloyed iron as an acceptable metal for working arms and armor.  


  Be not afraid to best their backward practices. Your efforts will bring respect and admiration upon our people, and your name will spread far and wide.   


  




An Unexpected Defense


   Anonymous  


   The thief waited in the darkest corner of the common room, watching. Few paid heed to him; a petty noble made eye contact with him for a moment, but he was not the man the thief was seeking. After a time, a man dressed as an unobtrusive merchant approached the thief and slipped him a rolled sheet of parchment. With easy grace he slipped the parchment up his shirtsleeve, and with a slight nod to the man he left the tavern.


  

  By the light of Secunda he unrolled the scroll and looked it over. On the yellowing page was sketched the floor plan of a sturdy tower, showing all of the entrances and exits as well as marking the location of his target, a small chest hidden on the highest level of the tower. As he strolled out of town a lady of the evening called to him, but he had other treasures on his mind.  


  The tower stood tall and dark, looming grimly above the surrounding trees. It did not take the thief long to scale the outside of the tower, to one of the upper windows that he intended to use as his means of entrance. He slipped easily through the window and crouched there for a moment in the darkness, listening. Then suddenly the entire room was alight with fire—bolts of flame streaming directly at him. "Sheogorath's teeth!" he cursed as he dodged to the side, narrowly avoiding the bolts of fire. He hadn't been expecting a mage.   


  




An Unusual Alliance


   Aicantar of Shimerene 


   Three allies whose people rarely agree on anything. Three races as diverse as any within the world. Three states at war for their very lives, but unable to reconcile their differences in moments of piece. More than allies, but less than friends.


  

  And that must change.  


  Our Dominion is beset on many sides. The Ebonheart Pact and the Daggerfall Covenant attack us from the outside, but we have other enemies more deadly and more dangerous to our alliance than those external foes.  


  If our wartime bonds are to remain strong, we must forge relationships and alliances in peace. Our Bosmeri hunters must provide food for our civilians as well as our soldiers. Our Khajiiti traders must provide goods as well as weapons. And our Altmeri wizards must spend their magicka wisely to win the peace as well as the war.  


  Our first step is to join together in celebration as one of our alliance members, the Bosmer, renews their divine pact with a joining between their two spiritual leaders, the Silvenar and the Green Lady. Let all members of the Aldmeri Dominion recognize this wedding and participate in the revels that follow.  


  Our best wishes to the Silvenar, the Green Lady, and the Bosmeri people. May this new generation know a strength in peace as well as war.   


  




Ancestors And The Dunmer (Abridged)


   Anonymous  


   The departed spirits of the Dunmeri, and perhaps those of all races, persist after death. The knowledge and power of departed ancestors benefit the bloodlines of Dunmeri Houses. The bond that forms between living family members and their immortal ancestors is partly blood, partly ritual, partly volitional. Anyone brought into a house through marriage is bound through ritual and oath into the clan, gaining communication and benefits from the clan's ancestors; however, his access to the ancestors is less than that of his offspring, and he still retains some access to the ancestors of his own bloodline.


  

  Each residence has a family shrine. In poorer homes, it may be no more than a hearth or alcove where family relics are displayed and venerated. In wealthy homes, a room is set aside for the use of the ancestors. This shrine is called the Waiting Door, and represents the door to Oblivion.  


  Here the family members pay their respects to their ancestors through sacrifice and prayer, through oaths sworn upon duties, and through reports on the affairs of the family. In return, the family may receive information, training, and blessings from the family's ancestors. The ancestors are thus the protectors of the home, and especially the precincts of the Waiting Door.  


  Spirits do not like to visit the mortal world, and they do so only out of duty and obligation. Spirits tell us that the otherworld is more pleasant, or at least more comfortable for spirits than our real world, which is cold, bitter, and full of pain and loss.  


  Spirits that are forced to remain in our world against their will may become mad spirits, or ghosts. Some spirits are bound to this world because of some terrible circumstances of their death, or because of some powerful emotional bond to a person, place, or thing. These are called hauntings.  


  Some spirits are captured and bound to enchanted items by wizards. If the binding is involuntary, the spirit usually goes mad. A willing spirit may or may not retain its sanity, depending on the strength of the spirit and the wisdom of the enchanter.  


  Some spirits are bound against their wills to protect family shrines. This unpleasant fate is reserved for those who have not served the family faithfully in life. Dutiful and honorable ancestral spirits often aid in the capture and binding of wayward spirits.  


  These spirits usually go mad, and make terrifying guardians. They are ritually prevented from harming mortals of their clans, but that does not necessary discourage them from mischievous or peevish behavior. They are exceedingly dangerous for intruders. At the same time, if an intruder can penetrate the spirit's madness and play upon the spirit's resentment of his own clan, the angry spirits may be manipulated.  


  The existence of Oblivion is acknowledged by all Tamriel cultures, but there is little agreement on the nature of that otherworld, other than it is the place where the Daedra live, and that communication and travel are possible between this world and Oblivion through magic and ritual.  


  The Dunmer do not emphasize the distinction between this world and Oblivion as do the human cultures of Tamriel. They regard our world and the otherworld as a whole with many paths from one end to the other rather than two separate worlds of different natures with distinct borders. This philosophical viewpoint may account for the greater affinity of Elves for magic and its practices.  


  The Altmeri and Bosmeri cultures also venerate their ancestors, but only by respecting the orderly and blissful passage of these spirits from this world to the next. That is, Wood Elves and High Elves believe it is cruel and unnatural to encourage the spirits of the dead to linger in our world. Even more grotesque and repugnant is the display of the bodily remains of ancestors in ghost fences and ash pits. The presentation of fingerbones in a family shrine, for example, is sacrilegious to the Bosmer (who eat their dead) and barbaric to the Altmer (who inter the ashes of their dead).  


  The human cultures of Tamriel are ignorant and fearful of Dark Elves and their culture, considering them to be inhuman and evil, like Orcs and Argonians, but more sophisticated. The human populations of Tamriel associate Dunmeri ancestor worship and spirit magic with necromancy; in fact, this association of the Dark Elves with necromancy is at least partly responsible for the dark reputation of Dunmer throughout Tamriel. This is generally an ignorant misconception, for necromancy outside the acceptable clan rituals is a most abhorrent abomination in the eyes of the Dunmer.  


  The Dark Elves would never think of practicing sorcerous necromancy upon any Dark Elf or upon the remains of any Elf. However, Dark Elves consider the human and Orcish races to be little more than animals. There is no injunction against necromancy upon such remains, or on the remains of any animal, bird, or insect.   


  




Anchor Maintenance Notes


   Gelagoth  


   Most revered Overseer Sadrys,


  

  All anchors are secure and functioning at peak capacity, my lord. I personally inspected the Unholy Seals at all locations. They remain unmolested.  


  My lord, I must reiterate my concern about usurpers gaining Molag Bal's blessing from one of our pinions. There is a potential—however slim—that that power could be used to dislodge one of our anchors. I strenuously advise that the defenses at all seals and portals be doubled.  


  I remain your humble servant,  


  Chief Enginer Gelagoth    


  




Anchor Status Report


   Gelagoth  


   Arboretum:


  

  The Anchor has been emitting a low creak. Possible causes include weaking of primary chain rivet. Recommend aggressive sacrifice regimen at the site to reinforce mundus viability.  


  Nobles District:  


  Anchor connecting strong and holding. Reports of portal flicker remain. Inspection of Coldharbour egress strongly advised.  


  Market District:  


  Mortal tampering continues. Received multiple reports of men and mer weilding the power of Molag Bal's blessing. Humbly suggest additional Daedra be deployed to protect the Unholy Seal.  


  -Chief Enginer Gelagoth   


  




Anchorite's Log


   Anonymous  


   With the arrival of the Chancellor, a crusty Nibenese politician named Abnur Tharn, the atmosphere at the Castle of the King of Worms has taken a decidedly more amusing turn. He barks his pathetic orders and expects us to pander to his every whim. When we ignore him he storms about like an infant, shouting "Do you know who I am?" and "Mannimarco will hear of this!" The King of Worms thinks him a ineffectual buffoon. I have heard him say as much, myself.


  

  But Tharn is no idiot. I feel certain he suspects that he has outlived his usefulness. With his daughter on the Ruby Throne and Lord Mannimarco filling her head with delusions of grandeur, Tharn's power isn't worth the breath it takes to declare it. The Empress Regent is easily manipulated with trinkets, silks, and rare delicacies. She has little fondness for her father and, to my knowledge, hasn't even expressed curiousity regarding his absence. And despite his years of political experience in the Imperial Court, the old man isn't half the manipulator that Mannimarco has proven to be.  


  Tharn's greatest miscalculation is that he believes he still has value here. In the grand scheme of things, we are all expendable, he most of all. All of the power in Cyrodiil means nothing to the Lord of Brutality and Domination.  


  But Tharn's impotent tantrums remain a source of great mirth. I imagine I will tire of them eventually. On that day, I will pour a glass of fine wine and take enjoyment watching him thrash about, as his soul is torn from his body, like so many thousands before him.   


  




Ancient Scrolls Of The Dwemer Iv


   Marobar Sul 


   A Nord, a Chimer, and a Dwemer walked into a cornerclub.


  

  "What'll it be, muthseras?" the barkeep asked.  


  "Give me a mug of mead," said the Nord.  


  "I'll have a snifter of shein—the good stuff, mind you," said the Chimer.  


  "Kindly serve me an infusion of chal, a marble, and a leather-sewing needle," said the Dwemer.  


  "Haw, haw," guffawed the Nord. "Shor's bones! The little milk-drinker's going to play pick-up-sticks, but he can handle only one stick!"  


  "At least I don't swear by a god who is not only imaginary, but dead," said the Dwemer, as the barkeep placed his items on the counter.  


  "Hey! What?" the Nord blustered. "Why, I ought to...!"  


  "He's got you there, by Azura's Star," said the Chimer, sipping at his shein. "A point for you, Dwarf."  


  "On the other hand, at least the Nord doesn't think it's clever to worship demons from other planes," said the Dwemer, swirling his chal.  


  "Boethiah and Mephala! You go too far!" cried the Chimer, drawing a triangular dagger.  


  "Yeah! Let's gut the runt!" growled the Nord, pulling a hand-axe.  


  The Dwemer knocked the marble off the counter. It landed on the floor just where the Chimer was putting down his foot for his thrust. He slipped, lurched left, and buried his dagger to the hilt in the surprised Nord's chest. Meanwhile the Dwemer gave the big needle a precise flick of the finger; it spun down and lodged in a crack between the floor-planks, point up. As the Chimer back-pedaled from the dying Nord, he lost his balance and fell headfirst to the floor, where the needle pierced one of his golden eyes all the way into his brain. It took several minutes of flailing, but eventually the Chimer was as dead as the Nord.  


  The Dwemer pulled a coin-purse from the Chimer's belt and gave it to the barkeep, swallowed the Nord's mead in one prolonged chug, picked up the snifter of shein and took a sip, then nodded to the barkeep and left the cornerclub, snifter in hand. "Off to the market," they heard him say. "I must get a bone-tweezer, a guar egg, and a boot-jack."   


  




Ancient Scrolls Of The Dwemer Viii


   Marobar Sul 


   Mzulchond the Tonal Architect had spent twenty years attuning the great animus geode he'd found in Inner Duathand, trying to synchronize it with the precession of the dual equinoxes in order to captivate the Nirnpith Essence. The geode's vibratory affinities continued to elude him, however, so one day he threw down his attenuators, left his workshop and went to the kitchens for an infusion of chal.


  

  As he approached the kitchen portal he heard sibilant music that cut off abruptly as he stepped over the threshold. His house-assistant, a Snow Elf maiden named Lilyarel, withdrew her hands from behind the steam-grill and looked up guiltily.  


  "I heard music, Lilyarel," Mzulchond said. "What did you just put behind the calorefactor?"  


  "It's nothing, Sir Dwarf," the maiden replied. "Just something I cobbled together to pass the time."  


  "What? Have you been in my device-closet again? Show me what you have there."  


  Reluctantly, the Snow Elf reached behind the steam-grill and drew out a fist-sized object of golden metal, crystal knobs glinting on its flange-hood. Mzulchond held out his hand, open, and Lilyarel carefully placed the object in it. "Don't drop it," she said. "It'll get de-tuned."  


  "Well, well," the engineer said. "So you've built yourself a crude tonal variation-lens. Is this what was playing the music I heard?"  


  "Yes, Sir Dwarf," the maiden said, gazing at the floor. "I hope I didn't do anything wrong."  


  "What, with this device? There's nothing dangerous in a melodic repeater bauble, so long as it doesn't leak bthun-waves from its volumizer. Can't have that—might interfere with the static condensers."  


  "Oh, don't worry, I used arkoid shielding—not very much!" she said anxiously. "But it's not a melodic repeater, Sir, it harmonizes with my mental melodies."  


  "Nonsense," Mzulchond scoffed. "No one knows how to synchronize a variation-lens with mental concept-cycles. It's never been done."  


  "I wouldn't know anything about that, Sir Dwarf," Lilyarel said, wringing her hands nervously. "I just flipped the duum-emitter so it canceled the demi-ektar-waves, and it worked just fine. Can I have it back now?"  


  "Hold on a dzum," the engineer said, raising a hand while he looked more closely at the gleaming device. "Flipping the duum-emitter cancels the demi-ektars? Yes ... yes, I can see how that might work. This may be just the thing I need to attune my animus geode to the Nirnpith Essence!"  


  As Mzulchond turned in excitement to take the variation-lens back to his workshop, the Elf maiden picked up a flipper-strut with both hands and struck him across the back of the head. The tonal architect fell dead to the ground, as Lilyarel picked up her shiny device. "Never liked him," she hissed to herself. "Always smelled like Dwemer oil."  


  Then she opened the brazen louvers of a vent-tube, crawled in, and began lowering herself down through the inwards of the Dwarven city. "Guess I'm going down to join the Undermer, and not coming back." And with that, she turned on her variation-lens, which immediately began harmonizing with her mental melodies.   


  




Ancient Tome


   Anonymous  


   


  

     


     





Angalayond


   Anonymous  


   Deep silence, the iron gray time,


  

  Seeping into bones and roots.  


  Snow and ice cover the land,  


  As the world dies before being reborn.   


  




Angiente's Book Of Prospects


   Angiente  


   Vlastarus Prospects:


  

  Atugol: Hates me, punched me last time I talked to her.  


  Brittia: Too bossy. And she hates me.  


  Emmita: Ignores me. Must have talked to someone about me.  


  Engitaale: Hates me.  


  Ernirus: Likes me but not my type.  


  Grabash: Hates me, I think because I made a crude joke about her name.  


  Jurana: Doesn't hate me, but her tail creeps me out.  


  Paints: Too artistic. Suspect she hates me.  


  Taranneh: Too jumpy. I get nervous just being near her.  


  Thiirril: New in town. Doesn't hate me yet.   


  




Angry Angry


   Anonymous  


   How long have I been trapped here?


  

  I can feel my mind slipping more each day.  


  I'm so angry all the time... I can't....   


  




Angry Love Letter


   Uggald  


   Leofa,


  

  Just thought you should know that "your" Companion doesn't love you. He loves adventure and danger and killing things and getting his name scrawled on their damn walls. But he doesn't love YOU. Not the way I love you and have always loved you and will always love you.  


  When you finally come to your senses, you know where to find me.  


  Love,  


  Uggald   


  




Aniaste's Journal


   Aniaste  


   I meant to keep a record of observations and experiments on the flora and fauna within Treehenge, but something's taken precedence over research.


  

  The Worm Cult's hunting mammoths. Why, I've yet to determine. But I don't trust necromancers to have altruistic intentions.  


  Vanendil's asked me to gather as many pieces of ivory as I can carry. He's created an altar on the far side of Treehenge to free the mammoth spirits. I've mostly escaped the notice of the necromancers, but I fear it's just a matter of time before they find the both of us.   


  




Anitur's Diary


   Anitur  


   It's been nearly two months since we arrived in the Port of Haven and I'm still not certain we belong here. The Wood Elves initially welcomed us—or, at least, our trade goods—but fewer and fewer of them come into the city every week. Our import trade has declined such that Linduure is talking about heading inland, perhaps to Brackenleaf or even Elden Root to drum up business. I don't like the idea of her going into the wilds alone, but she assures me the roads are safe and other traders and merchants have done the same.


  

  *****  


  A ship arrived yesterday, restocking for the voyage to Khenarthi's Roost. There're rumors of a larger Dominion fleet headed to the Khajiiti island later on this month. I hope so. That one, small scout vessel bought up most of our supplies in one go! Linduure wants to restock the shop and see what happens. Maybe she'll stop talking about traveling alone into the interior.  


  *****  


  The first few ships from the fleet arrived just this morning, and Haven is bustling with activity! General Endare's troops have been pressed into service to help the city guard maintain order. I've heard rumors of smugglers trying to find their way past the customs agents around the fort, but unless they want to brave the swamp or somehow find their way under or around the walls, they're out of luck! Our resupply came in not a moment too soon!  


  *****  


  The excitement of Fleet Day has ebbed and Haven feels particularly empty again. Almost none of the Wood Elves who first came to see the "great stone city" have returned, and those few who remain aren't interested in our wares. Linduure and I have been arguing again about her proposed trip inland. I say we should stock up and wait for another Fleet Day—the ships have to return from Khenarthi's Roost sometime—but she says we can't count on that. Once the treaty is signed, she says, there won't be armadas sailing to and fro ... just small traders. I'm not so certain.  


  *****  


  Another windfall today! General Endare is taking her Jade Dragoons inland. The innkeeper says she's been asking around about some of the ancient Ayleid sites in Grahtwood. I don't know why she's going herself, but her troops have been stockpiling rations all morning. We're nearly sold out again!  


  *****  


  Now that the soldiers are gone, the Port feels even more empty—and a bit bare. We've seen sails off the coast, but just ships passing by. I can tell Linduure is itching to do something, but we've made so much profit in the last month that I can't believe she thinks the trip is worth the risk.  


  *****  


  Turns out my wife is more headstrong than I thought. She insists on investing our newfound wealth. She's purchased a pair of wagons, some guar, and she's even hired a Wood Elf jaqspur and some mercenaries as guards. It's off to Brackenleaf and Elden Root for her. I guess I shouldn't be nervous. General Endare marched her dragoons up the same road less than a week ago. Any bandits out there should be thoroughly cowed.  


  *****  


  Linduure's been gone two days now and things in Haven haven't picked up. I'm hoping we see some incoming sails soon—not just for the trade, but for the activity. The city gets hot in the summer, and most everyone, guards and merchants alike, gets lazy without any visitors. I found myself napping out by the well today for over an hour.  


  *****  


  At last! Some commotion over at the fort. I think a ship came in early this morning. I'm going to load up the hand-cart with a few samples and head down to the pier. Perhaps the newcomers have money to spend!   


  




Anonymous Journal


   Anonymous  


   —Day 26


  

  The plague is slowly spreading from Quarantine Serk, covering Deshaan like a black rain. Vox will be pleased. Many have left Narsis for Mournhold. They think they'll be safe there, but they can't escape the coming reckoning.  


  —Day 32  


  The substance isn't strong enough when added to water. The solution becomes diluted, and most of the effective properties fade. So putting it in wells won't work. Until we can formulate a stronger version, we need to look for other ways to spread the plague.  


  —Day 42  


  We figured out how to spread the plague. By injecting the substance into a corpse's blood and letting it fester, the plague's potency increases tenfold! It must be the dead blood. We need more bodies. Luckily, Narsis can provide an abundant supply.   


  




Another Grim Jest


   Anonymous  


   What do you get when you catch a Wood Elf thief?


  

  The pleasure of pressing a searing hot poker through his eye and into his brain!   


  




Another Scrawled Note


   Anonymous  


   Whoever finds this note: the Daedra did this! I hid inside an empty crate, but I think they set the house on fire.


  

  Tall Papa, help me! I'm going to climb out of this crate and start running.   


  




Ansei Shrine


   Anonymous  


   This grand monument, sculpted by the most talented artist, Jamshald Lainlyn, was erected here in the one hundred and second year of the Second Era to honor the esteemed Ansei, and to commemorate the birthplace of Ansei Maja, may she ever watch over the Alik'r desert and protect us all from the threat of the vile arts. 





Antecedents Of Dwemer Law


   Anonymous  


   (This book is a historical account of the development of Dwemer law and custom from its roots in High Elven culture.)


  

  In short, so far as I am able to trace the order of development in the customs of the Bosmeri tribes, I believe it to have been in all ways comparable to the growth of Altmeri law. The earlier liability for slaves and animals was mainly confined to surrender. As in the Sumerset Isles, this later became compensation.  


  What does this matter for a study of our laws today? So far as concerns the influence of the Altmeri law upon our own, especially the Altmeri law of master and servant, the evidence of this is to be found in every judgment which has been recorded for the last five hundred years. It has been stated already that we still repeat the reasoning of the Altmeri magistrates, empty as it is, to the present day. I will quickly show how Altmeri custom can be followed into the courts of the Dwemer.  


  In the laws of Karndar Watch (P.D. 1180) it is said, "If one who is owned by another slays one who owns himself, the first owner must pay the associates of the slain three fine instruments and the body of the one who his owned." There are many other similar citations. The same principle is extended even to the case of a centurion by which a man is killed. "If at the common workbench, one is slain by an Animunculi, the associates of the slain may disassemble the Animunculi and take its parts within thirty days."  


  Consider what Dhark has mentioned concerning the rude beasts of the Tenmar forests. "If a marsh cat was killed by an Argonian, his family were in disgrace till they retaliated by killing the Argonian or another like it. Furthermore, if a marsh cat was killed by a fall from a tree, his relatives would take their revenge by toppling the tree, shattering its branches, and casting them to every part of the forest."   


  




Anyone, Please


   E.K.  


   If anyone finds this note, please tell my da that he was right, and I'm sorry. I never should have gone to work in a mine!


  

  I'm sorry, da!  


  — E.K.   


  




Apocrypha, Apocrypha


   Anonymous  


   The infinite archives of Hermaeus Mora are the ultimate treasure. Its innumerable shelves and countless books carry the weight of all knowledge. Therein, the diligent reader can find all that was, all that is, and all that will be.


  

  Followers of the Divines, content in their dark cloisters of ignorance, preach hatred of the Golden Eye. Daedra, they call him: unclean, monstrous, wicked.  


  We have seen the truth. Knowledge is only as wicked as the one who wields it. Forsaking learning in fear of its misuse is the ultimate sin. It is an unforgivable folly. As a result, mortals have suffered countless centuries of loss.  


  In Apocrypha, the Golden Eye weeps cold tears at this plague of ignorance. Those who walk his halls are truly blessed. Even as their flesh falls away, they are permitted to browse the infinite tomes and scrolls, privy to all mysteries that have ever and will ever exist. It is the most blessed of fates.  


  We give you praise, Hermaeus Mora. We seek enlightenment, illumination, and a place at your side.   


  




Apologies To Uncle Neldatir


   Thoring  


   Dear Uncle Neldatir,


  

  I feel strange writing this letter to you, but I had to do something. We finally found your grave, after months of searching. I dug you up while Mother hissed at me to hurry. When I finally opened up your coffin, Mother jumped in and tore the necklace from your neck. She yelled at you and cursed your name for an hour. Sorry about the spittle; I wiped it off as best I could later.  


  Not sure who buried you the first time, but they did a good job. Mother wouldn't let me re-bury you. She said you didn't deserve it. I tossed a couple shovels of dirt onto you before she yelled at me to stop. She didn't see me leave this note.  


  Don't haunt me from the afterlife, please. Haunt Mother instead.  


  Rest in peace, Uncle Neldatir.  


  Your loving nephew,  


  Thoring   


  




Apothecary's Ledger


   Anonymous  


   Mandrake roots, 2


  

  — paid in full  


  Daedra heart, 1  


  — new customer, paid in full  


  Daedra blood, 10 drams  


  — new customer, ordered but paid in full, name refused  


  Sulfur, 5 cakes  


  — new customer, ordered but paid in full, name refused  


  Daril  


  — no order, customer suspicious—report to guards?  


  Saltrice pollen, 15 grains  


  — paid in full  


  Fire salts, 8 grains  


  — ordered for Jurairia, pay on delivery  


  Daedra blood, 10 drams  


  — new customer, ordered but paid in full, name refused  


  Chicken feathers, 5  


  — paid in full  


  Daedra blood, 10 drams  


  — new customer, ordered but paid in full, name refused   


  




Lessuns Lerned Garding Caravans


   Big Dhorlun 


   One. Bring plenty of likids to drink even more than you think coz its hot as fire out ther.


  

  Too. Where a hat or youll get dizzy agin and fall down like your drunk.  


  Three. Dont tease the doonrippers there really fast!!!  


  For. Dont leave your kebabs on the ground even on a clean flat rock coz ants.  


  Five. A jackel wont play fetch.   


  




Letter From Agenor


   Agenor  


   My Lord Fildgor,


  

  The contingent of Stormfist warriors you assigned to my command perform superbly. We've been disrupting trade and travel throughout the area, just as you ordered. When you give the signal, we'll begin the march toward Windhelm. We'll be in position to surround the city when the time comes to attack.  


  I wish I could be with you at Skuldafn, but I understand how important my mission is and why you entrusted me with accomplishing it.  


  I can't wait to bend my knee before you and witness the moment when you take your place upon the throne. If you would honor me with the task, I would love to make your cursed brother Jorunn pay for his crimes against you.  


  That milk-drinking bard! How he defeated you in battle is beyond me, Strong-Prince. You should have torn him apart like a rag doll. I know he cheated. I just know it!  


  We cleared the Goblins out of the Bastard's Tomb and have turned the place into a rather comfortable headquarters for the Brigade. But I'm afraid the soft living is starting to make my troops lazy. Don't worry, though. I'll beat that out of them quickly.  


  My troops are itching to do more than maraud across the countryside. We long for a real battle against worthy opponents! Hopefully, the skeevers guarding Windhelm will provide just the challenge we need.  


  Until I am once again by your side, I remain,  


  — Agenor Storm-Blade   


  




Letter From Althen


   Gerard Althen 


   Turenn,


  

  After so many years of lying low, I thought they had forgotten about me, but it seems that's not the case. The Ring of Daggers is still after me and they're closing in. One of their agents is asking questions around Moira's Hope and I need to escape.  


  In the short term, I am prepared. I have a hideout within the central crypt of the Sanguine Barrows. I can seal myself within and survive for some time, but I need you to come as soon as possible. I am hoping you can help me relocate and assume a new identity once again.  


  P.S.: Watch out for the trolls!  


  — Gerard Althen   


  




Letter From Altholmir


   Altholmir  


   My dearest,


  

  Another month come and gone and no sign of Falinesti. I received letters from the Summer site with the same news. I fear we may never see the city in our lifetime. How does this happen? How does an entire city just vanish? Questions we've asked a hundred times and still no answer.  


  Perhaps we should abandon our watch once and for all. We had lives, once, lives we could return to. Please write soon and let me know what you think. I miss you and the children. We could reunite in Elden Root and at least ... for a time ... be together.  


  Write soon,  


  Altholmir   


  




Letter From Bashshi-Ra


   Bashshi-ra  


   My most delightful friend,


  

  I understand you have been having some difficulty of late with your senche-tigers. I want to assure you you have my deepest sympathies. Valenwood can be such a wild place, full of thieves and scoundrels and terrible mystical forces beyond our control.  


  In fact, it is because of my deep sympathy for your troubles that I wanted you and you alone to know of a lucrative discovery I have recently made. There's an old cave that the Valenwood Bosmer won't go near. They call it the Harridan's Lair because of some old Wood Elf fable. I can assure you it is just a myth. I have been there many times now and never encountered any sort of "Harridan."  


  But I digress. My point is, there are senche-tigers in this lair. A great many of them. So many that an enterprising individual such as yourself could easily turn a tidy profit capturing them, breeding them, and selling them to yours truly (and other wise businessmen, of course.)  


  You are the only one I've told, but I won't be able to keep this secret exclusive for long!  


  — Bashshi-ra   


  




Letter From Berfonas


   Berfonas  


   Raen,


  

  Things are strange here in Silvenar. More Green Hunters walk the streets than usual, and they're belligerent. I've heard the Green Lady arrived in the city, but we've not seen her. The three spinners are likewise closeted and their messages are cryptic and frightening.  


  Urge the Silvenar to come quickly! Rely on speed, not soldiers! They say the Green Lady prepares for the handfast, but who can she marry if not the Silvenar?  


  I hope to see you soon. Perhaps I worry for nothing, but something seems wrong in Malabal Tor.  


  — Berfonas   


  




Letter From Camarino


   Camarino  


   "It is simple... they are not gods at all."


  

  Dearest sister,  


  Just like we thought, Father was the one stealing the loaves from the cupboard. Mother yelled and yelled, and we laughed and laughed. We would have laughed harder with you there.  


  Get well, little sis. Auri-El watch over you.  


  — Camarino   


  




Letter From Chill Hollow


   Hjalo  


   Osa,


  

  I followed the rumors and found the cave. It's a chill hollow within the rock, full of ice and who knows what else. The legends of treasure must be true as well. I can feel it! Soon, I'll have enough gold for us to buy the farm you always talk about. Then we can finally get married and start our life together. I'll return soon.  


  Yours forever,  


  Hjalo   


  




Letter From Cyrus V. Nasby


   Cyrus V. Nasby 


   Most Honorable Sirs,


  

  I am writin to you so as to relate that which I came upon, havin traveled then in Bangkorai and heard sech rumors as can hardly be believed by ears and bein that which reason cannot rightly accept nor admit, lest the eye behold it firsthand, as mine have. To wit, that there was sech a village as where beasts did live in the guise of men, and seemin and actin human, did in all ways put on the mask of civilizashun.  


  This village, I can confirm to all persons, and bein sworn to tell the truth will avow, not only exists, but is the sight of the most horrifyin and unnatural practice. There, in the face of charmin and ordinary folk, these beasts do masquerade and do lure one into the mistaken belief that they are of the human persuasion, even to the point of givin and receivin in marriage. Furthermore, they live in houses constructed of wood and stone, of sech workmanship as can only be concluded that they were claimed after the devourin of the previous innocent citizens of that place, as it is well-known and indisputable to any of sound mind that a beast is incapable of constructin a dwellin sech as befits a human.  


  I tell thee, I had barely been in that village a minute when one of these beasts did approach me and with a hunger in his voice did invite me to breakfast. I did not linger to learn what sort of victuals these creeturs had caught in the previous night and planned to serve that morn.  


  It is my humble opinion, based on sech observations as these and on the testimonies which can be heard in any place in Bangkorai, that these persons as they seen fit to call themselves pose no less a threat to the people of that fair region than the wolf does to the unsuspectin sheep, and further that by dressin and carryin themselves in every way as human, they not only diminish the sense of danger their victims might rightly have on approachin, but they also make mockery of civilizashun itself, and so pose a threat not only to Bangkorai but to the very foundashun of our Covenant.  


  With utmost consternashun,  


  Cyrus V. Nasby   


  




Letter From Dannic


   Dannic  


   Ancalmo,


  

  You won't believe this. That bumbling Jahadar actually found the skull. It's being held in a cave south of Longhaven. I still can't believe Malangwen managed to lose it just after we took it in the first place. I'm making her come along with me to get it back, with Jahadar to lead the way. If we retrieve it soon enough, we can still follow through with our plan. Meet us as soon as you can, but be careful. Lucretia will be tracking us by now. Let her come. We'll deal with her as soon as we get the skull back.  


  This is our chance for the status we deserve.  


  — Dannic   


  




Letter From Duke Nathaniel


   Nathaniel  


   To His Royal Majesty Emeric, High King of the Daggerfall Covenant,


  

  My Dear Brother,  


  As always, there are several items of note, some related to the security of the kingdom and others of a more personal nature. Please read this privately, and I beg you to exercise discretion in discussing its contents with your advisors.  


  Of utmost importance are matters related to security here in Alcaire, and unfortunately, though I have strong concerns, I do not have the convenience of a simple or even a consistent element to which I might ascribe Alcaire's troubles of late.  


  At the time of my last communication, there were only a few reports of these Vaermina cultists, the Supernal Dreamers. Our shared hopes of this being a short-lived problem were not realized. It seems the cultists have grown even bolder—raiding outlying farms and even recruiting citizens to join their mad ranks. The Knights of the Flame have orders to arrest cult members on sight, but we await further instruction from you on how to deal with a threat that has now spread to other regions of Stormhaven.  


  The Knights of the Flame continue to prove invaluable allies and staunch defenders of the realm. They have been instrumental in helping me address the cultist problem and in reacting to an attempt made on the duchess' life by an Alik'r assassin. The leader of the Knights of the Flame, one Sir Hughes, suggested that the order assume responsibility for security here at the castle, and I was relieved to agree. It has been a weight lifted off my shoulders.  


  Lastly, and most personally, I wish to express my most sincere gratitude for the arrangement of my marriage to Princess Lakana. Though I feared our union of political necessity would be formal and awkward, nothing could be further from the truth. Her warmth and kindness have created an intimacy between us that I never dreamt possible.  


  We both owe you our gratitude and our undying loyalty.  


  Yours truly,  


  Nathaniel  


  P.S.: The tricks these Redguard women employ in the bedchamber...! Why didn't you warn me, you old dog?   


  




Letter From Gabbi


   Gabbi Forestborne 


   Agnedir,


  

  How's life in the tundra with our cousins the Wood-Hewers? How's the quality of the trees? Are there enough of them to keep you busy? And what about your social life? Meet anyone special yet? Are there even any other people around Bonestrewn Crest, or is it just you and our cousins out there in the middle of nowhere?  


  Things here in Windhelm have gotten strange since you left. Did you hear about Fildgor? Can you believe the Skald King's despicable brother has returned to Eastmarch? And with an army of renegade Nords and savage Orcs at his side? It's terrible.  


  Alvor sends his love. Tell Selgaard and Jakild that we're thinking about them. But not Kerthor. I'm still angry at him about what happened at last season's harvest festival. Him and those disgusting sour sweets!  


  Write soon!  


  —Gabbi   


  




Letter From Gorvyn


   Gorvyn  


   To My Dearest Cousin,


  

  The trip from Deshaan to Stonefalls was difficult and a little hazardous, but I made it safely. The directions that Dethisam provided me with were perfect. I'll make sure to warn the people here about the Llodos plague. And I'll make sure the healers are ready to deal with the illness—at least as well as they're able. You can count on me!  


  I hope things are going well at the Serk. Try to stay healthy and I'll see you soon.  


  Sincerely,  


  Gorvyn   


  




Letter From Gothurg


   Gothurg  


   "It is simple... they are not gods at all."


  

  Grularz,  


  You have always been a dreamer, my sister, and I've love that about you. As mad as some of your schemes have been, I have always tried to encourage you.  


  But this time is different. Trolls are dangerous creatures! I fear that this dream will be your last if you do not abandon it and come home. Since you have refused me several times now, I assume this letter will also fail to change your mind, so I am just going to have to let go. I will always love you, sister.  


  — Gothurg   


  




Letter From Karpu-Sa


   Anonymous  


   Honored Clan-Mother,


  

  The roads are dangerous of late. Bandits attack without fear of reprisal, and harpies, driven to roost by the storm, strike without warning.  


  These developments have driven this one to hire a pair of mercenaries. Both are hardy walkers, so please triple this one's order this month.  


  Please, do not worry about protecting the shipment. An escort will arrive before the next crescent.  


  Magrus smile upon your fields by day, Jone and Jode dance over them by night.  


  — <<1>>   


  




Letter From Lady Lleraya


   LLM  


   Captain Kordella,


  

  You must be aware of my father's campaign to reclaim the Crown of Shornhelm. Soon, all of Rivenspire shall bow to House Montclair.  


  Now for my offer. Pledge your forces to me and help us topple the houses of Dorell and Tamrith, or on my mother's grave I shall see the Bitterhands destroyed.  


  In other matters, how's that fetching maiden of yours? If I recall, she had an adorable mole just above her luscious lips. Perhaps I could borrow her. As a gesture of good faith.  


  I look forward to your timely response.  


  —LLM   


  




Letter From Lenwe


   Lenwe  


   Son, don't worry. I know you were scared when you went down there, but everything will be all right.


  

  Your friend from down the road just got the salve yesterday. Maybe he'll be joining you soon? I know you wouldn't want him to get sick, but I'd feel better with someone watching out for you.  


  Keep yourself safe, and dream of the Stars.  


  We'll see you soon.  


  — Lenwe   


  




Letter From Lord Oursin Materre


   Ourin Materre 


   Son,


  

  Rumor has it that Jorunn has dispatched a Pact trading party to Orsinium. With some careful timing, they will arrive first. Loathe as I am to allow those Pact skeevers to get the first trading rights for any of the valuable veins, they are better than those green beasts that fancy themselves human.  


  I know you are fond of your wife, and I assure you, no blame will fall on her. But she, and those others in Breton society, should know better than to extend any liberties to the Orcs. They are uncivilized and dull-witted. Battle, blood, and betrayal is all that the future holds with any so-called "alliance" with these creatures.  


  True Bretons know that Wrothgar should be under Breton rule, not given over to the Orcs. The delay will be an embarrassment for Emeric and allow us to put pressure on him to alter his policies.  


  I know you worry, but if you keep your own counsel, and listen to the father that has always guided you, you will see that by small steps, larger changes can be made.  


  -Your loving Father, Lord Materre the Elder  


  PS: I shouldn't have to remind you, but make sure you destroy this note.   


  




Letter From Minique


   Minique  


   We tried to smuggle in some Springwater wine to help bolster your spirits. The guards took it from us, though.


  

  Don't worry: As soon as you're out of there, we'll throw you a great, big party. Drinks on me.  


  — Minique   


  




Letter From Mirudda


   Mirudda  


   You shouldn't have to be reminded of our agreement, but this one seems to find herself in a position where she has to.


  

  We haven't had any fresh travelers through here for weeks. If we don't have travelers to ambush, we don't get any gold or valuables, which in turn means you get nothing.  


  You have four days to send goods our way before Huzal starts to get hungry.  


  — Mirudda   


  




Letter From Oleenla


   Oleenla  


   Egg sister,


  

  Rain strikes stone as I write this. Thunder echoes, yet no lightning arcs the sky. A strange sort of storm, to be sure.  


  We had hoped to make the pass at Mud Tree, but weather and hardship have forced us through Alten Corimont. I had not hoped to write until Hissmir and am glad for the diversion.  


  The storm intensifies. Some chatter about monsters in the dark, but I know better. Here, monsters wait quietly in the shallows. They do not crash through foliage. They do not bellow into the night. When Sithis takes us, we do not hear him coming.  


  My lids droop like sodden boughs and I must rest. Send my regards to Teemata. May your path be fertile and kissed by sun.  


  Stay moist,  


  Oleenla   


  




Letter From Peverel


   Peverel Stemuseph 


   Lady Delatte,


  

  These Stonetooth Orcs are intractable! They have no regard for "Outlanders," as they call us. My entreaties for a trading contract have been ignored.  


  I know you are loath to give up a possible contract, but nothing is to be gained here! Your informant was correct that no one in Daggerfall has a viable trading contract with these savages. What he left out was that they have no desire for trade.  


  Give me leave to return to Daggerfall. The conditions here are dreadful (they don't even have hot tea!) and I have been forced to sleep in my boat for over a week now. I am ready to come home.  


  Your servant,  


  — Peverel Stemuseph   


  




Letter From Queen Prolyssa


   Queen Prolyssa 


   To the Knights of Watcher's Hold


  

  T'is not an enviable task to which you have been assigned, but it is most assuredly an honorable one. Once again, our forces have vanquished the Orcs, destroyed their capital, and subjugated their lands. Those who survived have scattered across the region, fleeing back to remote strongholds or journeying to even more distant kingdoms. But rest assured, the day will come when the beasts will return to their homeland and once again try to rebuild their empire. This must not be permitted under any circumstances!  


  This is why we must maintain an eternal vigil in Wrothgar. Should the Orcs return and attempt to rebuild, you must strike them down immediately. It is my intention that each of you should serve at Watcher's Hold for no more than five years. After this time, I will send new Knights to relieve you of your duty there and you may return home to Daggerfall. Upon this, you have my word.  


  Thank for your service to crown and country,  


  Queen Prolyssa  


  10th Hearth Fire 2E 434   


  




Letter From Quintus


   Quintus  


   Dearest,


  

  Have you made any more progress? Are we any closer to discovering the Eye's location? I've sent you some men who owe me favors to assist you. Just direct them as needed.  


  Your loving husband,  


  Quintus  


  PS  


  I do not mean to disrupt your process by hastening you, but I would truly appreciate a swifter pace.   


  




Letter From Ragna


   Ragna  


   Yrna,


  

  Life at Tal'Deic Fortress never gets dull! In my previous letter, I told you all about the Dremora that replaced poor General Redoran. Well, now I'm practically running this place!  


  Oh, the Skald King continues to send me specific agendas to promote and messages to deliver, but Captain Doronil has turned to me to help get the fort back in working order. Maybe things will slow down once a new general is assigned, and then I can come home for a visit. When was the last time I was in Eastmarch? Do you even remember, because I don't!  


  I so wanted to get back for the Konunleikar, but that just isn't possible. Will you be participating in any of the games? You used to be fairly decent at archery, if I remember correctly. And flirting with visitors to the city. Is that still an event you can sign up for? (Just kidding, little sister!)  


  Well, time to get back to work. I have troops to inspect and all that. Give my best to mother and father.  


  — Ragna   


  




Letter From Rakhad


   Rakhad  


   <<1>>,


  

  It has come to our attention that you and your sister have inherited your uncle's old house.  


  Considering your substantial debt to us, it is surprising to us that you are now sitting in the lap of luxury.  


  Perhaps you should make sure your sister has no interest in keeping that house. Otherwise, I'll have to convince her myself. You and your uncle know how convincing I can be.  


  — Rakhad   


  




Letter From Tamien Sellan


   Tamien  


   Father,


  

  You won't understand my reasons for leaving, but you deserve at least to hear them. Maybe you'll reread them eventually and they'll make sense.  


  I am not a mage. My talents in magic, by your own contemptuous admission, are weak. My skills lie elsewhere, and I plan to put them to use. I will never be the prodigal mage you hoped for, but you have never heard me sneak in or out of the house, nor do you likely know that I overheard your comments to your wizard friends over dinner. I know you think little of me, and wish I had been born otherwise, but I have not, and I'll spare you the further burden of my company.  


  I will send money home, a portion of that I make. Whether you find it proof that I am doing well for myself or simply find it useful to put food on your table matters not to me. Consider it slow repayment for the years you have dealt with the burden of an underachieving son.  


  I love you dearly, Father, but I cannot abide your company. Live well.  


  Your son,  


  Tamien   


  




Letter From The Orsinium Orphanage


   Oorga gra-Shazgul 


   Dear Sir,


  

  I know you prefer to remain anonymous, but I must write to express my thanks. Your tireless work over the last several years to help the Orsinium Orphanage has been beyond generous. The gold and gifts you sent have been put to good use, warming the beds and the hearts of countless Orc children. We have also been able to expand the orphanage itself, making it the finest in all the Daggerfall Covenant.  


  Our city's scholars were shocked to see the tomes of Orcish history you tracked down on our behalf. You have restored knowledge to our people that was believed lost for all time. May Mauloch bless you for what you've done.  


  Oorga gra-Shazgul  


  Headmistress, Orsinium Home for Displaced Children   


  




Letter From Tillrani


   Tillrani Snow-Bourne 


   Rana,


  

  I'm tired of the excuses. Yesterday's training exercise was shameful. When I was in charge, we never had these problems.  


  I think Rolunda would make a better soldier than some of these milk-drinkers!  


  Get them together. The Pact is depending on us.  


  — Tillrani Snow-Bourne   


  




Letter From Vila


   Vila Theran  


   "It is simple... they are not gods at all."


  

  To Those Who Serve,  


  At last, our time has come. The location of the Spinner's Shrine has been uncovered, and only a handful of mindless brutes stand before us and Her triumph.  


  You are called therefore to join your fellows of the Web to convene beneath the valley northwest of Iliath Temple.  


  Travel with caution. Ashlanders assault the temple, and they will not hesitate to attack any outsiders.  


  — Vila Theran, The Widow   


  




Letter Home


   Filpinil  


   Dear Mother,


  

  Tomorrow we land at Murkwater. I'm nervous ... sure, I've trained. But this is our first engagement on foreign soil. Well, foreign mud.  


  The soldiers I'm with are a motley band. We Altmer are disciplined and respect the chain of command. But the Renrijra and the Oathbreakers are another story.  


  The Renrijra are Khajiiti privateers. They're very relaxed. No drilling, no inspections ... but if you make one mad, she fights like one fierce bastard. They're good to spend some downtime with, as we did up the coast while we were waiting for the Bosmer. Don't worry, I didn't try any moon sugar.  


  Everybody always says the Oathbreakers are Bosmer barbarians. (Except for Captain Pamolwen. Privileges of rank, I guess.) They eat vegetables, carve wood, all of that. You'd think without primitive traditions, they'd be happy, but they're a grim bunch. They and the Khajiit avoid each other.  


  I tried their meat alcohol, since we weren't allowed to bring any wine of our own. The "rotmeth" was nasty at first, but you get used to it.  


  How will we hold together when we actually land? These Argonians are civilians, but there'll be a lot of them. Shadowfen seems alien and dangerous. Some of the animals, you'd think came from Morrowind. Those who live with such creatures must be pretty tough. Glad we're starting with a soft target.  


  Give my love to the cousins.  


  Your devoted son,  


  Filpinil   


  




Letter Of Resignation


   Aishah  


   To the esteemed Captain Juncus,


  

  Aishah is writing today to submit her resignation. This one has served with distinction in the Imperial City guard for more than eight years now. She is grateful for the handful of gold coins she received as compensation each year, and the tremendous promotions that were never offered simply because she is a Khajiit. Had she been treated more fairly, Aishah never would have recognized the opportunities presented during the Coldharbour incursion! Though this one will very much miss the opportunity to kiss her superiors' boots and perform senseless duties, she regrets to say that she now must resign from the guard to pursue new ventures.  


  Sincerely,  


  Aishah  


  P.S. This one hopes the Daedra torture your shaveskin arse for all eternity. You can eat Aishah's smallclothes, you unclawed dungman!   


  




Letter Of Understanding


   Leidela Black-Briar 


   Ren-dro,


  

  As requested, I've included a full listing of the security accommodations that will be in place during your visit to Riften next month.  


  Now stop your complaining. I'm serious, this is the last time I submit to one of your ridiculous demands. You milk-drinking cats and your cowardice. Stuff your moons up your arse.  


  — Close-cover bodyguards. Every one is a Nord I trust implicitly. My son will be running the crew.  


  — Disguise variety. We'll be able to offer you a different set of robes every day you're in the city. Hope you don't mind pretending to be a Priest of Mara.  


  — Your damned food requests. Do you have any idea how much moon-sugar my chef requested to meet your menu requirements?  


  — I've reluctantly agreed to host one of your men. This J'darzi has access to our network, and we'll accommodate him as best we can.  


  I hope you're satisfied. If you're not, you can whine to me in person next month.  


  — Leidela Black-Briar   


  




Letter To A Scoundrel


   Cardia  


   Darius,


  

  You have ruined my life. You gambled away my mother's ring and now I find my dearest father murdered by your butchering friends. I cannot bear this any longer. I know that Accalia will never let me leave, so I am getting out the only way I know how.  


  May you rot in your grave, and may it be soon.  


  — Cardia   


  




Letter To Agnor


   Anonymous  


   Agnor gro-Mulak,


  

  By the time you finish reading this, someone you know will be dead.  


  I see you found a place to stay. A warehouse at the docks? Really? You must be in terrible trouble to be hiding in place like that. Then again, trouble has a way of finding you.  


  You may be wondering why your armor is missing. And your weapons. And your clothes. And that filthy pallet you were sleeping on.  


  And if you have any conscience at all, you might be wondering about your wives back home. Why did you run away, Chief?  


  By the way, your first wife is hilarious. You remember her, don't you? That alchemist with the cruel laugh you like so much? She and I were talking the other day about the way you've been running our tribe, and I gotta say, Chief, her laugh sounds really cruel when she's talking about you.  


  Remember that one time you led us on a raid into a cave full of Goblins? Remember that? They were just a wretched band of Goblins, but you fumbled the ambush, and they killed three of our best warriors. I remember the screaming at their funeral. I don't remember you screaming for them, Chief.  


  Or how about that time we sent a shipment of swords to Daggerfall to sell to the Redguards? That was an expensive shipment, but someone didn't send enough guards with the caravan. Do you remember who that was? I'm the stealthiest scout you've got, and I could have saved that shipment, but you never sent me.  


  You did some good things, though, I must admit. You taught us about the Code of Malacath. Like the part where a tribe can't get a new chief until the cowardly old one is dead. Or the part where only the chief gets wives, and none of the rest of us get any.  


  I'm really tired of that.  


  By the way, Atugol says hello. Remember her? With her cruel laugh and her extensive knowledge of alchemy?  


  I know you're a bit slow sometimes, but I'm sure you're figuring it out. None of my brothers ever had a chance in that Goblin cave, so I don't see why you should have a chance now. Maybe that's why you ran away, Chief.  


  But don't worry. It's not like Atugol would poison you. She wouldn't kill you so close to camp. She'd do it from far, far away.  


  Because when you die, it's not going to be poison. It's going to be a nice clean sword thrust.  


  And that's why I'm standing behind you right now, Agnor.   


  




Letter To Akash


   Anonymous  


   My Dearest Akash,


  

  The services you and your tribe have provided are invaluable to my cause. Who but the Wood Orcs could unearth so many remains so quickly? Aside from the Altmer, of course, but they are blind and would move to stop me rather than help.  


  And your construction of the altars matched my designs completely! I could not have dreamed of a better partner in this. Who knew I would find one in a Wood Orc?  


  I hope the payment I've tendered pleases your mercenaries, but more importantly, I hope that our relationship still pleases you. To have you at my side through this, the most important act of my life ... has provided a solace that surprises even me.  


  When this is over, when Tamriel is free of war, we'll begin our new life together—me as the ruler of a new Altmeri empire, and you as our herald, the leader of our Wood Orc footsoldiers.   


  




Letter To Alma


   Dreadlord Naucratius 


   Alma,


  

  Stay strong on the Shadowed Path, my heart. Perform your duties for our lord and obey my orders. For now, this is your lot. You must not rise too swiftly in our ranks, or favoritism will be cried out by the others. Volcatia especially is watchful, slit-eyed with suspicion and jealousy.  


  Curb your impatience and your tongue. They will be the death of us both otherwise. To keep you from indiscretion, I command you to journey to the ancient ruins of Nagastani. Think of this as an opportunity, not a banishment. Rout or corrupt any who reside there. Use the ancient evil that still permeates that ground, build your strength, and await my signal. Soon Blue Road Keep will be ours, under your heel.  


  The Diabolist rank you crave will be but a stepping stone to the power you can achieve under me. Together, we will crush all of Cyrodiil!  


  — Dreadlord Naucratius   


  




Letter To Amirmil


   Camaarie  


   My dearest Amirmil,


  

  After all our adventures, my love, I fear that this is the end. I've already seen what the Butcher has planned for us. I watched as poor Kreg and Lophila were--  


  No, let me start again. I don't want to leave you with images that will haunt you. Instead, let's remember our exciting life together. How we met when we both tried to join the Auridon First Marines. How we got drunk and cursed the officer that turned us away. How we fell in love over a bottle of gossamer tawny port and a platter of jugged venison.  


  Remember all the good times, my love. Remember the touch of my hand and the warmth of my body next to yours. And find yourself a new love. Be happy. And survive. That's an order.\  


  \  


  I think it's my turn now. I hope someone finds this and gets it into your hands. And know I died as I livedâ€"fighting all the way.  


  Remember me, my love.  


  Camaarie   


  




Letter To An Aldarch


   Kinlord Astanamo the Penitent   


   Aldarch,


  

  You may be alone when you approach the shrines, hence I write to put before your eyes such knowledge as I know you do not possess.  


  Two shrines there are, one with a single fire for Trinimac, and the other with two for Xarxes. These sacred flames will not work for any who approach them impure of thought and deed. Let not your thoughts stray this time, for there shall be no one at hand to protect you.  


  Use the sacred fire to purify your gift, a veneration of the Destruction art from the Divines. Flames will dance and flow through the air, burning only that which needs to be burnt.  


  If any of the three fires be unlit, you must re-ignite it using the gift's power directly. Embers or other spells shall not work.  


  Use it with care, for it is a powerful gift.  


  In the name of Auri-El himself, may his fiery breath keep us warm through these trying times.  


  — Kinlord Astanamo the Penitent   


  




Letter To Ando


   Anonymous  


   Ando,


  

  Gelves just gave me a bloody earful. I don't know where you disappeared to, but you should have been with me to bear the brunt of his tirade.  


  He says to ease up a bit on the townsfolk. We're supposed to leave them alone for a few days, let them get a little less afraid of us. After that, we make one good example every few days or so. He's got some theory that this keeps them more cowed than if we just beat them senseless every time they look at us funny.  


  He also said to keep a cautious eye on anyone coming into town, but not to stop them. The town is still open for business and we want to make sure that we profit from that business. Traders and such coming through town should still be able to buy and sell as they like. We'll probably start taxing them when Gelves decides that we are firmly in control here.  


  Oh, and Gelves killed the mayor. Just lost his temper, I guess.  


  You owe me an ale or two for covering for you.   


  




Letter To Ariana


   Regol Hodd 


   Ariana,


  

  I have a wealth of opportunities at the moment, so I'm passing this on to you. Now, you didn't hear it from me, but rumor has it that the Iron Orc known as Ordooth the Corrupter has taken up residence in the complex in the northern reaches of the Valley of Scars called Exarch's Stronghold.  


  If you want to try for it, this bounty is yours. Good luck, my friend!  


  Regol Hodd, Bounty Hunter  


  




Letter To Armorer Uthik


   Braadoth  


   Armorer Uthik,


  

  We need to increase production of the nirncrux-infused armor. Tell me what you need to triple your output and I will make sure you get the resources to accomplish all that I ask of you.  


  Do not fail me, Uthik. Your armor is the key to the success of our troll army. Moreover, I imagine a day when every troll, welwa, and Iron Orc under my command is wearing your infused creations. That will be a glorious day indeed.  


  Blood for our enemies, steel for our tribe!  


  -Braadoth,  


  Ophidian Exarch of Undulating Destruction   


  




Letter To Artisans Craftworks


   Anonymous  


   <<1>>,


  

  I know you're busy, big brother, but I still haven't received the shipment you promised me! Please send my order as soon as you can or we'll have nothing to sell at the family shop.  


  Anyway, I can't wait until I get up to Mournhold. I want to see this wonderful forge you wrote us about. And I can't wait to meet all of the crafters and smiths that work for you!  


  All my love, dear brother!  


  —Blivisi   


  




Letter To Belya


   Locundus  


   Belya,


  

  Your services are required in Cheydinhal. The rebellion is bearing fruit. You must be our eyes and ears. Take no risks but hasten here.  


  — Iocundus   


  




Letter To Betra


   Eepa  


   Betra,


  

  I hope the trip to Fort Amol goes well and that your business there concludes quickly and profitably. I miss you so! Please, please, please try to make it home in time for my birthday. That would be a most excellent present!  


  The Konunleikar is in full swing and I've never seen the city this busy. I've been putting in extra shifts at the Sober Nord to help with the crowds—and the extra gold never hurts! I have to say, though, that the singing contest wasn't the same without your beautiful voice as one of the participants. I'm sure you would have won if you had been here.  


  Make sure you travel swiftly and safely. You know how storms can appear without warning in Skyrim this time of year. Do you still have that map my father made for you? If you are caught in a storm, find shelter in one of those caves he marked on the map. Just be sure to look inside before you get too comfortable. Who knows what else might be using the place to get out of the cold and the wind?  


  Anyway, please hurry home, darling! Our little house isn't the same without you and I miss you so much.  


  Yours forever,  


  Eepa   


  




Letter To Bodani


   Marinisuu  


   Bodani, you are as a sister to me.


  

  I know you saw this would come to pass. Your sight is your talent, your gift. You knew how it would come to be, but not why it would come to be. I would enlighten you to honor the bonds which we have shared in our time together.  


  Many of us are born to The Coiled Path through hardship, but not all.  


  The Ashkhan of your tribe reduced you to nothing. He took everything from you and he left you without another path to tread. Your choice was that of survival.  


  You protected and sheltered your people from him. Strong Harrinat, industrious Risannu, little Sahnivaran, and her brother Draitsuul would not have followed you here if they did not believe that you were still their guide and protector. You choose to lead as a Wisewoman might.  


  But you are now Mabrigash, a Wisewoman no longer in the eyes of our people and our ways.  


  The Ghost Snake will take them all in time, if you do not send them away. Keep Harrinat if he pleases you, as Trehaddu and Unamaeth please me. But send the others from our camp!  


  The rest of us were born to The Coiled Path for other reasons, not all as noble and worthy of understanding as your own. Yet all of us gather here at this sacred vale for one purpose—to extend our lives and bring power onto ourselves.  


  Let your final act of leadership be to send your people to safety.  


  —Marinisuu   


  




Letter To Calahawn


   Anonymous  


   Calahawn,


  

  I must firmly decline the invitation to join your magical misadventure.  


  Appealing to Hircine to aid you against "all the Dominion" is insanity, not to mention gross overreaction. It's always dangerous to nudge the shoulder of a Daedric Prince. Why further doom yourself by relying upon a patchwork band of sorcerous fools?  


  I don't know if that lot has the skill to find their way to the nearest Mages Guild chapter, let alone appeal to a Daedric Prince! But I suppose you need them. No sane Elf would aid you. I won't, certainly. I'm as staunch a follower of the Green Pact as you, but where you go I cannot follow.  


  You must think. The Dominion is the only chance to survive this war! You want to hunt our allies as our real enemies prepare to burn Valenwood to ash.  


  I refuse to sign my name to this. I want no justiciar finding this on your body and thinking I had anything to do with your madness.   


  




Letter To Captain Helane


   Captain Lerisa 


   My Dear Captain,


  

  It appears I missed you at home. I did, however, have the pleasure of meeting six or so of your men. Tough as they appeared, I'm afraid they simply couldn't hold their liquor.  


  I do hope to make your acquaintance again soon. I really need to thank you for what you've done to my ship and crew.  


  Pleasant dreams.  


  — Captain Lerisa   


  




Letter To Captain Lerisa


   Telonil Quartermaster 


   Captain Lerisa, I see little point in this exercise. What good can come of the crew listing lost possessions? Will Deregor suffer without his lucky dice? Will Haerdun languish without his illustrated Lusty Argonian Maid?


  

  I slave still to scrape together enough gold for a ship, let alone the trivialities the crew lost on the Maiden's Breath. Expecting me to help them replace their lost possessions is ludicrous.  


  For now, I will file this list where I keep Crenard's extravagant sheafs of recipes. I pray that you come to your senses.  


  Of course, I have already ordered replacements for the make up, clothing, and wigs used to create your many identities.  


  All this comes for a pittance, and I am certain you will be pleased. Let it never be said that I do not serve you well.  


  — Telonil, Quartermaster   


  




Letter To Cynhamoth


   Sir Cadwell 


   Ah, fair Cynhamoth, how you flatter me with tempting gifts!


  

  You know I'm watching my waistline, but still you send me buttered scamp knuckles.  


  (They were delicious, by the way!)  


  —Sir Cadwell   


  




Letter To Danier


   Matilde  


   Danier,


  

  Our shop's outside Wayrest (to avoid city taxes). I hope they won't find us.  


  Go to Sentinel, where it's safe.  


  —Matilde   


  




Letter To Dhalen


   Fildgor Orcthane 


   Dhalen,


  

  You shall be greatly rewarded for your efforts at Fort Amol, my servant. It pleases me to hear that the alchemical elixirs you discovered in the Daedric ruins have proven to be so useful. Who would have imagined an elixir that allows you to steal the form of anyone who drinks it? Remarkable!  


  And the other potion? The poison? Make sure that my dear brother gets a full dose of the deadly liquid. No one deserves such a fate more than my beloved, conniving, cheating, too-smart-for-his-own-good brother Jorunn.  


  When everything has been dealt with, meet me at Skuldafn. We have one last thing to deal with before I can reclaim my kingdom.  


  — Fildgor Orcthane   


  




Letter To Diabolist Volcatia


   Dreadlord Naucratius 


   Heed my commands, servant of the Shadowed Path!


  

  High have you risen in our ranks. Succeed in the task I lay upon you and you will rise higher still. Fail and you will die in agony.  


  The Lord of Darkness has revealed to me that an ancient relic lies hidden beneath the soil of southern Cyrodiil. The collapse of the Empire enables us to search for it unimpeded. With this relic in hand, I will lead the Shadowed Path in conquest of the Imperial City and all of Cyrodiil!  


  You are to scour the cavern known as Haynote. Pulverize every rock, crack open every seam—every effort must be made to uncover the relic. Do not return without it.  


  I give you command of the Circle of the Shadowed Path formerly ruled by Theurgist Thelas. She is no longer in my favor. Repentance is her lot now, to ensure that she survives to face my continued displeasure.  


  Do not fail me.  


  — Dreadlord Naucratius   


  




Letter To Dusandar


   Ulymen  


   My dear Dusandar,


  

  How are things back in Vulkhel Guard? Are the nobles lining up to have new portraits painted?  


  This trip has been a fabulous boon to my tender disposition. I feel recharged and ready to face life in the courts of High Elf society again. Almost.  


  I've been very productive. I'll have completed at least three landscapes by the time I pack up to return, and I've sketched at least a dozen more that I hope to paint in my - ha! - spare time when I return home.  


  The view from this overlook, by the way, is simply spectacular. I wish you could see it. Well, I guess you will when you see the finished painting. The moons rising over the ruins of Skyreach. Just breathtaking. I hope my humble skills are enough to capture the essence of the scene.  


  What am I saying? Of course they are!  


  Oh, and I got you a present. For that collection of rocks you love so much. It's a local stone with a quaint name. They call it "red brittle."  


  See you soon,  


  -Ulymen  


  




Letter To Edhelfin


   Elandora  


   Edhelfin,


  

  If I never see your blighted face again, it will be too soon. Sal told me all about the "extra" shipments. And don't think I haven't noticed your finger on the scales in our dealings.  


  I'm giving you a warning as a courtesy. Sal likes you, and he'd mope for weeks if he saw you drawn and flayed. Next port we dock at, you've got one chance to jump ship. If I catch you, you're dead. If I see you before, during, or after, you're dead. Don't tempt me.  


  Your adoring sister,  


  Elandora   


  




Letter To Egranor


   Aranias  


   Egranor,


  

  I know. You said never to contact you. But what happened at Quendeluun ... I didn't sign up to be a traitor. The Heritance in bed with the Ebonheart Pact? It flies in the face of everything I believe. You must report this.  


  I can only assume that Earran has taken a more extreme turn. I'll write to my mother, have her relay the information to the Queen.  


  Greenshade seems so far from Auridon. I miss home. I miss the Summerset Isles.  


  I miss you. I'm sorry.  


  — Aranias   


  




Letter To Elanwen


   Kwendi Tree-Climber 


   Elanwen,


  

  I finished investigating the Howling Sepulchers in the eastern part of Upper Craglorn—at least, as much as I could manage. The place is crawling with all kinds of dead things! Well, they're moving around and are pretty angry, so it's not like they're really dead. But they are dead and ... oh, bother, I'm not making any sense, am I?  


  Dead warriors and shamans and wolves, prowling the Sepulchers and attacking anything that's actually alive that gets too close. Dangerous place! And I didn't see any of the red brittle, but that's mostly because I turned around and started running the moment I entered the place and saw all the angry dead people.  


  Kwendi Tree-Climber   


  




Letter To Estre


   Rilis XIII Kinlord 


   My Dear Estre,


  

  It pains me to know of your opposition to Ayrenn. While I can see your view on maintaining the purity of the Summerset Isles, I cannot disregard the importance of what our queen is trying to do.  


  As I have a close relationship with both of you, I am unable to take sides in your argument. Firsthold shall remain neutral, and our priorities lie solely in the protection of Auridon from our enemies.  


  Which are numerous.  


  Regrettably,  


  Rilis XIII, Kinlord   


  




Letter To Evis Marys


   Anonymous  


   Evis, you fool! You dropped the crates off at the wrong location! If they're opened, the Narsis Protectors will be on us in an instant. Vox would not approve of this at all. Fix this, or she'll hear about it. I won't take the blame for your incompetence. 





Letter To Evrien


   Ufgra gra-Gum 


   Evrien,


  

  You soulless, gold-gouging son of a horker! When I see you next, surround yourself with bodyguards or I'll strangle you and let the Bloody Hands feast on your remains.  


  Tripling your transport fees is outrageous. Our present need forces me to pay, as you well know. But when order is restored to Cyrodiil, I'll take these ill-gotten gains out of your hide.  


  I don't know whether to hope you make it here safely or that the Goblins kill you. Either would give me satisfaction.  


  — Ufgra gra-Gum   


  




Letter To Exarch Braadoth


   Elska  


   Esteemed Exarch Braadoth,


  

  I hope this letter finds you as strong and as intimidating to our enemies as they day we met.  


  I have studied the process you utilize to imbue your magnificent armor and your spectacular body decorations with nirncrux dust, and I applaud your ingenuity and craftsmanship. I truly am in awe at what you have accomplished.  


  First, Ilthag Ironblood is a master tactician and a remarkable trainer. How he accomplishes this never ceases to amaze me, and I have tried to replicate his process to no avail. I never imagined that trolls and welwas could be turned into servants and soldiers. Adding their power to our forces makes the Scaled Court undefeatable!  


  Your talented armorer has crafted armor that is lighter, stronger, and literally glowing with nirncrux power. A remarkable achievement that we never would have been able to match without her skill and expertise. Not only was it a stroke of brillance to then equip trained trolls and welwas with the infused armor, but as production increases I look forward to equiping all of our forces with the special armor.  


  The artistry demonstrated by your runescriber sends tingles up my spine. His designs are hypnotic, and I could swear they seem to move as I try to study the intricate patterns. By adding nirncrux dust to the ink and brands, the magic he imbues in his subjects increases a hundredfold. Remarkable! Combined, the training, the armor, and the body runes make the trolls nearly unstoppable.  


  If I may, allow me to offer a final ritual that you can employ to make the nearly unstoppable into the virtually invincible. Try it on one of your trolls and let me know if the results are everything I promise.  


  -Elska, Regent of Fanged Fury  


  




Letter To Fadeel


   Mirudda  


   You try my patience, Fadeel. Huzal hungers, but we have seen no "fresh meat" for days.


  

  Have you forgotten the terms of our arrangement? I expect to see at least one foolhardy wanderer per day.  


  If you cannot deliver this ... well, it wouldn't be very difficult for Huzal to track your stench across the sands.  


  — Mirudda   


  




Letter To Finia Marcott


   Duchess Olivie Delrusc 


   Dearest Finia,


  

  You've no idea how long I debated sending this letter, but in the end I fear I must do what is best for myself and my esteemed relations. You have been a valuable friend and ally at court for many years, which makes me all the more shocked by the word I've received—from several reputable sources, I might add—about your recent political ... "activities."  


  It is with a heavy heart and great regret that I inform you that I no longer wish to be associated with you in any way. Advocating the ideals you apparently stand for during a time of war and consorting with the company you have been spotted with is nothing short of treason, and I will not be associated with any of it.  


  It is my hope that you may yet see the folly of your ways before it ruins you. Do not write back.  


  —Duchess Olivie Delrusc   


  




Letter To Firilia


   Anonymous  


   Firilia,


  

  It's been ... ages. I've failed. I know it. Even now, I write in this and know your eyes will never see it.  


  I got the medicine. As promised. The one thing I ever managed to do successfully for this family. And I return only to find that Falinesti is no longer here.  


  Would you believe me if you read this? Do you think I'm a failure even now? Did our daughter survive the illness? She wouldn't know me even then. I was never there for either of you. Why is it I'm not allowed to make amends? I want to make it right. I was going to make it right.   


  




Letter To Geldrion


   Randolph  


   Geldrion,


  

  Next time, don't hide your gold in a stupid barrel. Any old fool could come along and take it. I took your gold to the bank for safekeeping. That's what banks are for, you know. Didn't mother teach you anything?  


  I didn't want to lug the shield along, too, but it's not like anyone but you is going to use that old thing. As for your onion, well, stashing that in the bank is just plain silly. And it's starting to smell.  


  Your brother,  


  Randolph   


  




Letter To Grand Warlord Dortene


   Protector Yseline 


   Grand Warlord,


  

  I agree with your decision to retain control of the Elder Scrolls. The scrolls are needed for the war effort, as you say. Handing them to the Moth Priest would only result in them falling into the hands of the Dominion or Pact.  


  I have had temple guards escort Belenius away from the grounds. He will return, but we'll keep kicking him out.  


  — Protector Yseline   


  




Letter To Grand Warlord Sorcalin


   Protector Arfire 


   Grand Warlord,


  

  Though it makes me uneasy, I concur with your decision to retain control of the Elder Scrolls. Our troops need the boons the scrolls provide. And turning them over to the Moth Priestess would be tantamount to handing them to the Pact or Covenant.  


  While I revere the scrolls and honor the Moth Priests for their dedication and study, I have done as you wished and had temple guards escort Theodosia away from the grounds. I have no doubt she will return, however.  


  — Protector Arfire   


  




Letter To Grand Warlord Zimmeron


   Protector Galiel 


   Grand Warlord,


  

  The Moth Priests' plea galls me. Don't they know there's a war on? They cannot expect us to hand over the Elder Scrolls we worked so hard to obtain. You were of course correct to refuse the Moth Priest who is plaguing us.  


  I sent Pavonius away from the temple and gave the guards orders to refuse him entry henceforth. I await only your approval to order a stronger beating each time he shows up. Sooner or later, this will end his pleading.  


  — Protector Galiel   


  




Letter To Hanza


   Anonymous  


   Hanza,


  

  Your goats won't shut up! I understand why you asked us to deliver them for you.  


  We saw Imperial troops nearby and sheltered in the cleft where we once played as children. We should have let the goats go free.  


  If these beasts continue bleating, though, we shall be discovered. We've killed the loudest, and may need to slay the rest. I hope we have enough arrows.  


  Otherwise, we will get the herd—by Satakal! They come—   


  




Letter To Headman Bhosek


   Lady Brunwyn 


   I demand that you take immediate action against the traitorous "Captain Helane" and her band of Sea Drakes!


  

  They have held the island's only lighthouse for over a year now. In that time, 18 ships have run upon the rocks.  


  I have no doubt that Helane is sabotaging the lighthouse to wreck these ships, leaving her minions to loot the broken holds. While this greatly enriches her, she pays no taxes to you. Is this not a crime?  


  Trade is your currency, and shipping your life's blood. What do you think will happen as a result of Helane's piracy? Ships will seek harbor elsewhere. Food will stop coming.  


  Will you eat lizards? Mudcrabs? Rats? What will you do when you run out of wool for clothing or leather for shoes? If trade with your fiefdom ceases to be profitable, your new regime will be short indeed.  


  I implore you to gather your Bloody Fists and any fools you can buy. Send your army to Saintsport, rout the Sea Drakes, and take Helane's head before she grows even more powerful.  


  I am your staunchest ally in Glenumbra and will be so as long as our partnership remains profitable. Silence Helane. Let our partnership not wither.  


  If you leave Helane's greed unchecked, the next head on a pike may be your own.  


  Your friend,  


  Lady Brunwyn   


  




Letter To Herminius Sophus


   J. Ithaka 


   Herminius Sophus,


  

  Despite the many times which I have written to you to advise you against this tour of the historical sites of Hammerfell, I have received notification that your ship leaves within the month. I strongly encourage you to reconsider this trip and stay with your dear sister Lepida in Reaper's March instead.  


  With that said, if my urging does not sway you, think instead of the scholars who have gone missing at Makela Leki's final resting place in the Sunken Road.  


  Aminyas for one, a High Elf mage of no small talent. I suspect he was there digging for information which might rekindle old grievances within the Daggerfall Covenant, as he went on his expedition shortly after the Covenant was formed.  


  Before him there was the late Morgaulle Dechery of Evermore who, generations ago, disappeared while writing a piece about King Joile's actions shortly after the incident occurred. The manuscript she was writing was doubtless the sort of political jockeying or apologist tripe which one expects from the period, but her death was still regrettable.  


  For your sister's sake, do not make me have to add your name to this list.  


  — J. Ithaka  


  




Letter To Hosni


   Sirali  


   Son, I write this to you lest the worst happen before you return to your senses, in which case this may be the only way I can speak to you.


  

  The woman Adima is a venomous snake who has poisoned your thoughts and darkened your heart. Indeed, when I see the bloodlust in her eye, I doubt she is a true woman at all.  


  You are strong, my son, and wise in the world's ways, for we have taught you all and held naught back. For you to succumb to the wiles of such a creature sorcery must be involved, for no ordinary human could sway you so from the path of clear thought and action.  


  As you read this, let it be as a window opening in your mind, as a clean wind blowing through your heart.  


  Awaken, Hosni, from your dreams of blood. Abjure this Adima, and seek your penitence in whatever task Sister Safia shall set for you. For she will tell you what is right and best to hear, no matter how hard it may be to listen.  


  Your Mother, Who Loves You Always,  


  — Sirali   


  




Letter To Idirfa


   Uggissar  


   Cousin Idirfa,


  

  Sorry for the delay in sending you this letter. I know it might not get delivered for a while, but I wanted to let you know I've had some success. It's been a long journey, but I know it's going to be worth it.  


  The weather turned bad and we were forced to take shelter in Icehammer's Vault. Not as ideal as a nice warm inn, but at least I can look for some treasure while we're here. As long as I'm quick and quiet, I think I can find some gold and maybe a relic or two.  


  The wife is not happy with the situation, of course, but she is patient and understanding. She brought a few books and she's reading to the baby. She prefers religious tomes, but if that's what it takes for her to get through this, that's fine with me.  


  I don't feel good about bringing my family here, but you know how those moneylenders are. I actually feel safer with the family beside me than back in Windhelm where they might get harassed.  


  We'll return to Fort Amol as soon as we've got enough to pay off my debts. May the Divines watch over you. May they guide and protect us all.  


  — Uggissar   


  




Letter To Imywn


   Anonymous  


   Imwyn,


  

  If you're reading this, then I'm probably dead. Dead, or we're laughing about this together around a fire.  


  The Stormfists caught me out in the open. I managed to find this copse. I found a tree to hide beneath. But I don't know if I'll make it out of here.  


  Listen, you were wrong about Aerana. She should be able to find her own way in Windhelm. If she wants to work a job in the city, let her. Let her find her own way.  


  I tried to bring her the Sigil ... but it should be up to her.   


  




Letter To Isrudde


   Elanwen  


   Isrudde Crows-Watch,


  

  I have it on good authority that your encampment at the crossroads outside Dragonstar deals with unusual goods. Namely, I understand that you sell used armor and weapons scavenged from fallen Iron Orcs throughout the region.  


  If my information is correct, then I'd like to purchase any items you come across that contain traces of the element commonly referred to as "red brittle." I will pay a fair price in gold for every such item I can obtain.  


  Please contact me at the Dragonstar stables at your earliest convenience and let me know how many such items I can expect.  


  -Elanwen,  


  alchemist at large  


  




Letter To Jakild


   Gabbi Forestborne 


   Dearest Cousin Jakild,


  

  How's that husband of yours? Still treating you well? And his annoying brother, Kerthor? Still annoying, I'm sure! Are there really enough trees in that part of the tundra for you to make a decent living? And the weather, are the days as gray as the ones in Windhelm?  


  I hope you're taking care of my little sister. You know how much Agnedir looks up to you. Of all the cousins, you've always been her favorite. Make sure she also keeps up with her forester training!  


  Have you had any luck finding her a decent suitor? There's a logging camp to your east. I know some of the loggers. They're good people. But what about those neighbors you wrote to me about? The ones directly to your west? The rich ones? Any chance someone of rank and wealth will take notice of my little sister? Anyway, may your mead stay cold and flow freely!  


  — Gabbi Forestborne   


  




Letter To Jazish


   Jiyya  


   Jiyya's dearest mate, Jazish,


  

  This one writes with heavy heart. The High Elves are a curious sort, and not ones to be taken lightly as an outsider. Their attitude is one of perfection. While their disposition appears serious, their meanings run deep in every word. A seemingly innocent remark may hold the greatest of insults. In a sense, they remind Jiyya of the Khajiit, only most lack clever subtlety. Rather than leave this one thinking, Jiyya always knows sarcasm.  


  This one prays Baan Dar continues to bless her words. It's a wonder Jiyya is still among such people, but Firsthold has proven profitable. Should business continue, this one may be seeing her Jazish very soon.  


  Love always,  


  Jiyya   


  




Letter To Kathner


   Beast Master Weerna 


   Kathner,


  

  By the time you get this letter, the boat from the Crucible will be just a few days off the coast of Malabal Tor.  


  I know we agreed on a thousand gold per ogre, but I'm willing to offer fifteen hundred if you'd come along.  


  These brooding gladiators know nothing of true passion, and it has been far too long since my scales quivered under your supple touch.  


  No one wants to hear an old Argonian beg, but you're not getting any younger either. Do you really want to spend the rest of your life in a damp cave with those low-lives?  


  — Beast Master Weerna   


  




Letter To King Folbert


   Sir Gregoire Talais 


   To his most royal Highness, King Folbert of Daggerfall


  

  My king, it is with all respect and humility that I write you once again.  


  I have served faithfully as a Knight of the Crown here at Watcher's Hold since I was old enough to lift a sword. Just like the other knights here, my father served here before me and his father before him, going back to the time Queen Prolyssa first assigned us to maintain vigil here. Our forefathers were promised relief at that time, but nearly 150 years later, that relief has still not arrived! Furthermore, it seems the shipments from Daggerfall have stopped coming as well, and we have fallen on hard times.  


  Honoring our forefathers' commitment, we knights of Watcher's Hold have remained here out of sense of duty, but morale has never been lower and I fear we must soon resort to common banditry to get much-needed food and supplies. This is the seventh time I've written to you and received no response. I begin to wonder if you have simply forgotten us.  


  Your faithful servant,  


  Sir Gregoire Talais  


  27th Frost Fall, 2E 570   


  




Letter To Laenira


   Anonymous  


   Dear Laenira,


  

  Everything is as you instructed. Beware the wisps! They look like flowers, and I've had several close calls.  


  See you soon, love.   


  




Letter To Laryaril


   Pelidil  


   Laryaril,


  

  I have received word that the queen is indeed alive and well in Marbruk. This was nothing more than a ruse designed by the Queen's Eyes to expose our presence. The pair you attacked were none other than Razum-dar and [Player's name], both of whom are well-known enemies to the Veiled Heritance. Despite their efforts, however, we will soon be prepared to execute our plans.  


  Posing as your sister was effective while it lasted, but it's no longer necessary. Come through the sewers and meet me in the old Imperial prison. We have other matters to attend to.  


  — Pelidil   


  




Letter To Leonce Gavendien


   Captain Lagra 


   Leonce,


  

  Your scheme to rob Fell's Run is brilliant! And using the old, abandoned fort demonstrates the level of planning that has made you infamous throughout the region.  


  I will gladly purchase the gems from you. Meet me in Northpoint when you have them.  


  —Captain Lagra   


  




Letter To Littorn


   General A 


   My sweet Littorn,


  

  Why is this so hard? I can't tell you how I long to hold you in my arms and caress your milky-white flesh! I thought having you close by would be a relief, but it's like bellows to the fire in my forge!  


  I'm worried that Captain Raelynn suspects us. These damn rules are so stupid, forcing us to keep our love a secret. I don't care. When the city is reclaimed, I'm booking us a room in the inn, and we'll lock ourselves in there for a week to make up for lost time.  


  I'll be gentler this time, I promise. Have the bruises healed?  


  Your devoted lover,  


  General A   


  




Letter To Marina


   Niro  


   My Dear Marina,


  

  A rumor has come to me; I hope you can disprove it. I hear that Octavimus is planning to leave, to run from his obligations. We both know what a mistake that would be. You need to talk him out of it.  


  I say this for your health and for his. We both know what will happen if Octavimus leaves. And how could you think of leaving all your friends and the life of the city? I can't believe you would do that.  


  Don't force my hand here, Marina. It won't be pleasant for anyone. So be a good wife and see that Octavimus stays put.  


  — Niro   


  




Letter To Mirudda


   Anonymous  


   Fewer and fewer travelers are using the roads thanks to all the recent trouble. There's no one to send up your way.


  

  Please, give me some time. I have a plan to start trying to send them from the cities. I need a few days to actually get around people though.  


  Just keep that slimy pet of yours far away from me. I'll make sure it has something to eat soon.   


  




Letter To Narsis


   Ida  


   Dearest Seron,


  

  I fear the plague has found me. I shall miss you, my love.  


  —Ida   


  




Letter To Ofglog


   Shakul  


   Ofglog gro-Barkbite,


  

  The entire stronghold gathered around to see what you learned at that fancy college. We closed our eyes, just like you asked. You said some fancy words, and then ... nothing. When we opened our eyes, you were gone.  


  Moramat opened her fool mouth and wondered if you'd turned invisible—and they all looked at me! Everyone knows you've been sniffing around my forge for years, and they know I've turned you away. Then Sharnag blurted out, "Looks like he finally came to his senses," and they all started laughing.  


  This is the last time you make a fool of me. Wherever you went, I hope you never come back. I hate you.  


  —Shakul   


  




Letter To Raelynne


   Gaston  


   Raelynne,


  

  Our master's commands part us for now, but we will be together forever. Raise an army in Underpall, and I will raise mine in Lipsand. We will meet in the Twilight Woods and sweep all of northern Cyrodiil before us.  


  And who knows how long the master will lead? There are many casualties in war, even among the mighty and seemingly immortal. Perhaps we will soon be our own masters once again, as we were in Wayrest.  


  I long to be with you again, sweet sister.  


  — Gaston   


  




Letter To Raerana


   Rilyn  


   Dearest Raerana,


  

  I pray this finds you well. I can't stand the thought of you there, with those people. With each passing day, my love for you grows stronger. I can take you away from it all, if you'd only give the word.  


  Someday soon we'll be together forever. Your father will have to let you go. I'll give him no choice, you'll see. I'll take you away, and you won't have to be afraid any longer.  


  Meet me tonight. You know the place.  


  Ever yours,  


  Rilyn   


  




Letter To Rana


   General Vayne Redoran 


   Captain Rana,


  

  In light of your actions, I have no choice but to strip you of your command and rank. Your time at the Pelagiad Garrison is over.  


  Tomorrow you will appear before a court-martial. They will decide your ultimate fate.  


  May the Three have mercy on your writhing soul. The court will not.  


  — General Vayne Redoran, Vivec Garrison   


  




Letter To Reezal-Jul


   Baron Montclair 


   General Reezal-Jul,


  

  Orlozag will get you more people. I promised you resources and I will not go back on my word, But you had better be right about these creatures you can create. You promised me an army of obedient, strong servants and I expect you to deliver. If not, we can always create more bloodfiends.  


  In the meantime, hold the upper city. When the time is right, bring in reinforcements and push forward. Take the whole city. Use the old Fevered Mews as a staging ground. You can open a portal there and I'll send troops through, out of sight of the Shornhelm Guard. Then we can launch a surprise attack and all of Shornhelm will be mine!  


  And remember, use the powers we have been given. Your creations are well and fine, but employ our blessed gift to create more vampires and bloodfiends whenever the opportunity arises.  


  I am sure that Dorell and Tamrith will dither for days before making a decision, which gives us plenty of time. I look forward to hearing them beg for their worthless lives.  


  — Baron Montclair   


  




Letter To Rulassalmo


   Fistalime  


   Dear Rulassalmo,


  

  It's only been a few days since I left Vulkhel Guard, but I miss you terribly. I hope business picks up, and I have an excuse to see you again soon.  


  I hate that we live so far apart. Distance is so cruel to young relationships. I hope my letter reaches you safely and look forward to reading your loving response.  


  Yours,  


  Fistalime   


  




Letter To Runescriber Kulth


   Braadoth  


   Runescriber Kulth,


  

  What else must I provide you in order to increase the speed by which our warriors are inscribed with your runes? We need to decorate each of our troll and welwa soldiers as quickly as possible, as well as begin the process to inscribe Iron Orcs with the same nirncrux-infused runes of power.  


  Do not fail me, Kulth. Your runes are the key to the success of our troll army. Moreover, I imagine a day when every troll, welwa. and Iron Orc under my command is decorated your infused artistry. That will be a glorious day indeed.  


  Blood for our enemies, steel for our tribe!  


  -Braadoth,  


  Ophidian Exarch of Undulating Destruction   


  




Letter To Sentulus


   Nightcaller Chartrand 


   Sentulus,


  

  Over the years, I have recruited dozens to the ranks of the Supernal Dreamers, but none of my recruits have made me nearly so proud as you have. The experiment in Koeglin Village appears to have met with significant success. Your work there has inspired us all and indeed caught the attention of our divine mistress. Vaermina has sent some of her most potent minions to help spread our influence in Stormhaven. Powerful Daedra known as "Omens" are working behind the scenes in places of power across this kingdom to mimic your achievement. With their aid, we will ensure that the Daggerfall Covenant is plunged into a nightmare from whence it will not be able to return.  


  The task with which you have now been charged is unchanged, but no less critical. We will need hordes of scamps, clannfear, and Dremora to plague these lands and perpetuate the waking nightmare our mistress has envisioned. Make efforts to recruit local citizens to our cause. If they will not join us, they may be used as vessels or blood sacrifices to aid in the summoning of Daedra.  


  In Vaermina's dark name,  


  Nightcaller Chartrand   


  




Letter To Seyne


   Samel  


   My Stalwart Sister,


  

  The Three find you well, I hope. I have much to tell you. We've undertaken a full-scale irrigation project on the south side of town. One of the Argonians has shown us how to improve the ditch water system in place.  


  We miss you here, Seyne. One person leaving a small town like ours leaves a big gap to fill!  


  Seyne, know we think of you often. I'm so proud to be your brother. I know you're fighting for the safety of the Pact and that you're making Father proud at Vivec's side. Just remember, you always have a home here.  


  If the campaign ends, rest easy knowing you still have a bunk.  


  Faithfully,  


  Samel   


  




Letter To Skull-Brother Xandier


   Emutaril  


   Xandier,


  

  It has been far too long since last we met. I do so miss the company of a fellow collector, and I believe I have a remedy for that. More accurately, a rumor for that. You won't believe the things I've heard about what people are finding in Craglorn.  


  I know you have an interest in the most ancient of relics, and I shouldn't have to remind you (though I will anyway) that the Nedes themselves were known to inhabit that territory in antiquity. Can you imagine the prestige owning even a Nedic chamber pot, much less an inscription or warding-prism, would garner? I can!  


  We must meet again and try our luck at recovering one of these priceless relics. When is the earliest you can meet me in Dragonstar? Oh, and just ignore all the chatter about how dangerous it is over there. I'm sure it's nothing we can't handle!  


  Your Fellow Collector,  


  Emutaril   


  




Letter To Sonya


   Hadmal  


   Sonya,


  

  I don't know why I continue to leave you these notes. You and the children have been gone for more than ten years now. Perhaps they make me feel better. Make me believe that what I did wasn't awful. That what I did was necessary.  


  You changed so much. Became a different person. But I'll always remember the woman I loved. The woman who gave me three beautiful daughters. That's the woman I'll always hold in my heart.  


  But when you met that man, the stranger from that cult, you changed. You brought our children into it when I was away. You corrupted them!  


  I'll never forgive you for that. But I'll never stop loving you, either. I enlisted in King Jorunn's army, stationed at Jorunn's Stand. The King needs us now. Especially with the threat his brother Fildgor and the Orcs pose to the land. I'll travel with him until, well, until I'm struck down in battle or this war ends. I hope to become one of the King's honor guard.  


  Perhaps when we meet in Sovngarde, you'll be the woman I first fell in love with again. Not the woman who embraced dark magic. Not the woman I had to kill.  


  Love,  


  Hadmal   


  




Letter To Stelvene Lothaire


   Rincous  


   Stelvene! Come back, you fool. He yet lives!


  

  I can take you to him. We have a wagon! Your father has an entire legion looking for you. How much of your fortune have you spent hidden away for this long?  


  Come home, and I will tell you everything I know.  


  Abandon this madness. Abandon this false god!  


  —Rincous   


  




Letter To Strastnoc


   Linele  


   Strastnoc,


  

  You're probably resting your hairy arse on the throne of Evermore by now. I wish we were having as much luck. I know this deal with the Worms is important, but I'm starting to wonder whether we can really trust them. I'll explain more when you get back.  


  Linele   


  




Letter To Tavo From Nahrina


   Nahrina  


   Dearest Tavo,


  

  Please try to return to Sentinel as quickly as you can. If the debt collector comes and we come up short, I fear what he might do. A dozen relics should more than cover our debt.  


  Yours forever,  


  Nahrina   


  




Letter To Telenger


   Namolelcare  


   My most esteemed colleague, Telenger the Artificer,


  

  It's with great pride that I send you a recommendation for Vinandalin Aonudar. Vinandalin has proven himself very capable in six schools of magic. He's excelled beyond his fellow classmates and is ready for the field. I realize you have many candidates to choose from, but Vinandalin would surprise even you if he were chosen to study.  


  Here in the Firsthold, he's been promoted from the rank of Student to Apprentice. We're all very proud of him! I assure you, if Vinandalin were chosen, he would not disappoint.  


  Regards,  


  Namolelcare, Firsthold Hall Steward  


  P.S.: I hope Meldil is working out well for you, and all is well in the south. Be sure to pass us a copy of your writings on Ezduiin!   


  




Letter To Thalrinel


   E.  


   My Dearest Thalrinel,


  

  I write to you in the hope that I find you in good health and good spirits. You will need both in the days and weeks to come.  


  I know you were not looking for this much excitement so early in your tenure as Treethane of Silvenar, but the gods challenge us to make us stronger, not to make us more comfortable.  


  Certainly the deaths of Finoriell and her silvenar caught us all by surprise. Some say it's the price we pay for joining the Aldmeri Dominion and involving ourselves in the upheaval of Khenarthi's Roost.  


  I've even heard a few grumblings against the queen, and the Khajiit in general.  


  You must not let this discontent show at the handfast! I saw your invitation list, and you did exactly what you needed to do. Members of all the Dominion races have been invited and, should they attend, we must treat them as close friends.  


  If we are to stand against the growing darkness, we must join hands to know who our allies truly are.  


  All my best,  


  — E.   


  




Letter To The Twilight Mage


   Magister Marashi 


   "It is simple... they are not gods at all."


  

  Master Avayan,  


  This one will be visiting Selfora shortly and would love to make use of your fabulous crafting stations— provided you're amenable. I'll even bring a few bottles of golden wine to refill your pantry!  


  —Magister Marashi   


  




Letter To Vethisa


   Dreadlord Naucratius 


   Heed my commands, Diabolist Vethisa, servant of the Shadowed Path!


  

  High have you risen in our ranks. Succeed in the task I lay upon you and you will rise higher still. Fail and you will die in agony.  


  The Lord of Darkness has revealed to me that an ancient relic lies hidden beneath the soil of southern Cyrodiil.  


  The collapse of the Empire enables us to search for it unimpeded. With this relic in hand, I will lead the Shadowed Path in conquest of the Imperial City and all of Cyrodiil!  


  Your task is to search the cave called Pothole. Do not take this task lightly. Volcatia and Volgo search for this relic elsewhere. Whoever brings it to me will bask in my favor forever.  


  I give you command of a Circle of the Shadowed Path. Use these minions harshly, spare no effort regardless of the cost.  


  Do not fail me.  


  — Dreadlord Naucratius   


  




Letter To Vigrod


   Anonymous  


   Dearest Vigrod,


  

  We were all thrilled to hear of your latest promotion! Your father still says you should have stayed on the farm, of course, but he's secretly proud to have a son in the Companions. Don't tell him I said so, though.  


  That sweet little Gurilda stopped by the house yesterday. She brought over some venison and a jug of Four-Eye Grog from her pa. She knows Dad has a sweet spot for the grog. And since he hurt his back and can't hunt, the venison is very welcome.  


  That girl's going to make someone a good hearth-wife someday soon. Could be you, if you came out of your shell a bit and actually talked to her. Pretty face, good hips, a fine farm to inherit, quite a catch all told. But no more about that.  


  Now don't you worry about us, we'll be fine. Pa can't work the farm like he used to, but we're talking about hiring a hand or two to help out. With all the refugees streaming past here day and night, help is easy to find.  


  Please try not to get stabbed or slashed any more. You weren't the handsomest of lads to start with. A few scars build character but too many will ruin what looks you have.  


  All my love,  


  Mother   


  




Letter To Volgo


   Dreadlord Naucratius 


   Listen well, Volgo, for yours is the most difficult task I lay upon any of my Diabolists.


  

  The Lord of Darkness has revealed to me that an ancient relic lies hidden beneath the soil of southern Cyrodiil. The collapse of the Empire enables us to search for it unimpeded. With this relic in hand, I will lead the Shadowed Path in conquest of the Imperial City and all of Cyrodiil!  


  To you I assign the cave of Nisin. If the relic is there, you must find it. But be wary of the Dremora seeress Barasatii. Avoid openly opposing her or her minions, but do not allow her to claim the relic. It must come to me.  


  — Dreadlord Naucratius   


  




Letter To Windhelm


   Anonymous  


   Dearest sister,


  

  You're going to laugh and call me a milk-drinker, but remember how I left Windhelm to get away from all the trouble surrounding the Skald King's celebration? Well, things are no better in the wilds of Craglorn. In fact, I think they may be worse.  


  I have a nice little house beside a river in the upper region, with a spectacular view of the Skyreach ruins in the distance. It's comfortable and quiet, just what I was hoping for.  


  At least, it was. Before the Iron Orc horkers got all riled up. Before the crazy snake worshipers who call themselves the Scaled Court began showing up. Not to mention all this talk about Celestials and gods walking among us and all that.  


  Well, you know me. I can be stubborn when I put my mind to it. I'm going to sit right here and defend my new home from these many threats. I really am. But if it gets to be too much to handle, can I stay in your spare room for a few weeks? A couple of months, at the most. Write quickly and let me know.  


  —Your loving brother    


  




Letter To Wyress Gwen


   Wyress Domi 


   Wyress Gwen,


  

  Things have gotten strange around the Wyrd Tree since you've been traveling. Remember those weird vines that began sprouting a few weeks ago? Well, they've grown huge and they seem ... evil ... somehow. I know it sounds crazy, but that's the only way I can describe it. Evil with a capital "E."  


  I noticed that the forest animals have become agitated and even aggressive when they get close to the strange vines. Moreover, as the vines grow stronger, the aggressive behavior lasts longer. I'm beginning to fear that the creatures will attack soon. That's how much the presence of the vines has changed them.  


  And now it's worse than I feared. Some of the vines have mutated, and now they spawn lurchers from their corrupted thorns.  


  I'm sorry, Wyress, but I can't stay here any longer. Bloodthorn cultists have attacked us and taken control of the portal stone caves beneath our huts. I can't prove it, but I'm certain these cultists are responsible for our recent troubles. I have failed you, but I hope you can forgive me. I know you won't listen, but I urge you to stay away from the Wyrd Tree until this all blows over.  


  Wyress Domi   


  




Letter To Yazara


   Anonymous  


   Yazara,


  

  In the wake of my father's death, I intend to return to the clan and claim his title. I trust you will not make any hasty decision regarding the new chief until I arrive and we can discuss.  


  — U.   


  




Letter To Zemarek-Thul


   Sir Cadwell 


   The feud continues, you miserable bucket of bolts!


  

  You insult me, Zemarek—and that I cannot forgive!  


  Lunch again on Middas?  


  —Sir Cadwell   


  




Letter To Zurga Gra-Murtag


   Grazubesha gra-Murtag 


   Hey, Zurga,


  

  I'm fed up with spending my days in this hole under Belkarth. I want to get back into the fighting game, challenge myself some, you know? This new arena at Dragonstar sounds like just the thing. But I can't just walk away from this job because I told the Big Boss I'd do it, and he don't like it when one of his people goes back on her word. However, if I had a replacement, I think he'd go for it, so I thought of you—just popped into my mind, and I thought, sure, Zurga's always dreamed about getting out of the stronghold, seeing the world and all. Now I know what you're thinking, but come on—even if old Snurbash got stomped by a mammoth tomorrow, Godrun's still not going to take you as his new Hunt-Wife. So do a sister a favor, and come on out to Belkarth. You'd like it here.  


  — Grazubesha gra-Murtag   


  




Letter With Singed Edges


   High Kinlady Estre 


   To my lord Mannimarco, King of Worms,


  

  I am interested in coming to an arrangement in regards to the Summerset Isles. We share a common enemy in Ayrenn and her Aldmeri Dominion. I won't stand in the way of your goals. I merely wish a small demesne of my own. Auridon, with Skywatch as my capital.  


  We're both intelligent, powerful creatures. I'm certain we can come to an arrangement that suits us both.  


  I eagerly await your response.  


  — High Kinlady Estre of the Errinorne   


  




Letters From Leon And Rosalind


   Anonymous  


   I collected our letters in this book so that we would always have a record of our blossoming love.


  

  — Rosalind Milielle  


  22 Frostfall, 2E 219  


  To Rosalind,  


  I accidentally let your dog get free and he tore up some of your garden. I planted some more seeds to make up for it, but I wanted to let you know so you weren't surprised when you got home.  


  I hope your training in Daggerfall is going well. Stendarr watch over you.  


  — Leon  


  7 Sun's Dusk, 2E 219  


  Dear Leon,  


  If Baily gets into something he shouldn't, just bat him on the nose. I hope you didn't go to too much trouble planting things. It's nearing winter, after all. Still, I do appreciate it.  


  — Rosalind  


  19 Rain's Hand, 2E 220  


  Leon,  


  I wanted to leave this note for you before I went off to Camlorn. The flowers you planted were beautiful. Did you ask around to find out what my favorites were?  


  Also, you lied to me about the garden. You extended my garden out another six paces, just to plant those flowers! It was sweet, but aren't you an acolyte? What would Stendarr think of your deceptions?  


  — Rosalind  


  26 Rain's Hand, 2E 220  


  Dearest Rosalind,  


  As long as you enjoyed the flowers, Stendarr will understand. I do apologize for lying to you, though. I'd be happy to help take care of the plants whenever you're away.  


  — Leon  


  1 Second Seed, 2E 220  


  My dear sweet Leon,  


  You can visit and tend my garden whenever you please. I get home in two weeks. Perhaps we can plant some roses together when I get back? I'd like that very much.  


  — Rosalind   


  




Letters From The War: Cyrodiil


   Otumi-Tei  


   O Egg-Mother, how I miss you so!


  

  War is terrible. Don't let anyone tell you anything differently. It's like standing in a storm-wracked lake, waiting for a dark fin to rise from the depths to bite off an arm or a leg. We do a lot of waiting around, worrying and watching for threats to appear from every direction. Then we rush out to meet the enemy, fight wildly for a time, and then rush back to the relative safety of our fortified positions. And then we do it again. And again. And again!  


  Today I fought alongside a large Nord female (at least, I think she was a female; I still have a hard time with the whole dryskin gender thing) and a Dark Elf battle-mage. I had never met either of them before, but we found ourselves together after the confusion of a charge that involved at least three different cohorts of Pact soldiers and an equal number of enemy combatants. With no one else to turn to, and without uttering a single word, we moved together and began to defend ourselves against the enemy forces.  


  The three of us were outnumbered four to one. We had somehow found ourselves in a rocky patch between two hills, with no immediate idea where the rest of the Pact forces happened to be. We could hear the sounds of pitched battle echoing from beyond the nearby hills, but there was no way to be certain who was fighting or where. And we still had the matter of the enemy right before us. I think they were Covenant Orcs, but I still have trouble differentiating them from High Elves.  


  Whatever the enemy was, they charged at us, testing our mettle and our battle prowess. We held them back, time after time, taking down one or two of them while suffering various cuts and bruises of our own. It might have been ten minutes or ten hours. Time lost all meaning as we anchored ourselves, shoulder to shoulder, to hold back the enemy waves.  


  I never learned the name of the Dark Elf battle-mage, but I owe him my life. We had whittled the enemy's numbers so that we were only contending with twice as many as our small unit when one of their sorcerers hurled a ball of fire toward me. I was engaged with two warriors—one wielding a sword, the other a warhammer—and though I saw the bright flash from the corner of my eye, I had no way to dodge out of the fire's path before it scorched me. That's when the Dark Elf threw himself between me and the inferno, taking the brunt of the blast so that I could finish dispatching the two warriors before me. By the time I reached his side, he had succumbed to the intense heat and flames.  


  That left the Nord and I to finish dealing with the remaining enemy combatants. Our first objective was to take down the sorcerer before she could cast another devastating spell in our direction. The Nord handled this by loosing the last of her arrows in the spellcaster's direction. At least two of them hit their mark and buried themselves in the mage's chest. Now there were three of them and two of us, and the remaining enemy appeared to have lost both its confidence and its desire to continue fighting. They turned to go. We decided not to give them that option.  


  It took a little more time and wandering, but eventually we were each reunited with our cohorts. I think it was that day that finally taught me how important the alliance of our three races actually is.  


  Otumi-Tei   


  




Letters From The War: Mead!


   Seeks-the-Sun  


   Dearest Teewajsi,


  

  Today I visited a beverage maker not too far distant from the amazing city of Windhelm. The place is called Voljar's Meadery, and they craft and serve the most wonderful potation I have ever had the good fortune to pour down my throat. They call it mead! And you'll never guess what the primary ingredient is. Fermented honey! That's right, they actually make it using nectar regurgitated by bees! Oh, I mean xouch, those flying insects with the stingers that buzz around your flower garden.  


  Anyway, the Nords love the stuff, so I figured I'd give it a try while I was here. It was delicious! I may have to learn the recipe from one of the crafters so I can make this wonderful concoction when I return to Murkmire.  


  I never did quite understand why they had an Orc head on a pike in front of their property, but there are many Nord customs that make absolutely no sense to me.  


  Give my best to the little ones,  


  Seeks-the-Sun   


  




Letters From The War: Mournhold


   Lara-Lar  


   O Great Raj-deelith, let me tell you of the wonders of the great and glorious city of the Dark Elves, Mournhold!


  

  I was sent to serve with the Pact troops assigned to the Deshaan region of Morrowind, and at the first opportunity I took leave to explore the fabled city of the Dunmer. Like most of the Saxhleel that grew up in our village, I had heard the horror stories about the Dark Elf city and how terribly they treated our people there. I was almost expecting to see slaves and torture devices on every corner, even though we are now friends and allies, but nothing could be further from the truth.  


  For the most part, the Dark Elves I encountered were hospitable if not friendly, and there was an abundance of people of other races wandering the markets as well. I met Nords and Wood Elves, Imperials and Bretons, even a Khajiit and High Elf during my visit. And the variety of goods available in the market—it was almost more than I could comprehend!  


  The Tribunal Temple was a sight to behold! It was huge and daunting, but also sacred, like standing in the shadow of one of the great Hist trees. I even met an Argonian who had adopted the worship of the Three as his own. Talking to him was interesting, but I could never find it in my heart to revere a being of flesh and blood, let alone a Dark Elf!  


  I also had a chance to visit one of the famed Dark Elf corner clubs. The place was called the Flaming Nix, and it boasted fire pit right in the center of the main hall where intoxicated patrons took turns leaping in to dance among the hot coals. I admit I tried it myself. It was exhilarating! Although I think it would have been better if I had had a few bottles of flin before I stepped into the fire.  


  I'll write again soon! Say hello to my egg-siblings for me!  


  Your favorite student,  


  Lara-Lar   


  




Letters From The War: Windhelm


   Anonymous  


   Shei-Halu,


  

  Hello, egg-sister. How are things back in the village? Are you still champion of the teeba-hatsei field? Does Reek-Koos still follow you around like a haj mota stalking a mudcrab? I really do miss home!  


  I'm writing from the Cold-Moon Inn in Windhelm, the capital city of Skyrim. Yes, there's a lot of snow and it's brutally cold here. And yes, the Nords are as big and as loud as all the stories you ever heard. But with all that, this place has a beauty and a charm unlike anything that exists in our beloved Black Marsh. You can still see signs of the Akaviri siege here and there, and the palace of the Skald-King remains closed as repairs continue, but the people are fierce and friendly in a way that we Saxhleel will never be.  


  You would have loved exploring the local Mages Guild guildhall. There were mages from all over Tamriel in attendance, including a small Wood Elf who performed amazing tricks for the visiting soldiers. She even pulled a golden fish out of my ear! I don't know how she did that, but it certainly looked delicious. (She seemed horrified when I mentioned that to her, by the way. Strange, little Wood Elf.)  


  One of my favorite places to visit was the long house that sheltered the blacksmithing forges. It was so warm and comfortable in there! You couldn't feel the cold, even though the structure was open at both ends, that's how hot the fires burned.  


  A great wall, anchored by nine towers, surrounds the city. I understand that a portion of the wall was destroyed during the siege, but you can't see any sign of that today. The nine towers represent the Nine Holds of Skyrim, which shows that the Nords have almost as much reverence for symbols as we do. I understand that they conduct great races along the top of the wall during various festivals and celebrations, though there weren't any such contests happening during my visit.  


  I did try one of the local delicacies while I was here. They called them "rabbit meatballs." Apparently, they take the flesh of small, furry, long-eared rodents, grind it up with various herbs and spices, shape them into tiny spheres, and fry them until the outside is crispy and the inside is warm and succulent. I found the entire description as illness-inducing as I'm sure you are finding it just reading this, but they turned out to be surprisingly delicious.  


  Perhaps I'll send you some with my next letter.  


  Gam-Zaw   


  




Lieutenant Jascien's Last Missive


   Lieutenant Alouis Jascien 


   <<1>> is not as I remember it.


  

  Where I once marveled at the serene grace of this testament to our beloved ancestors, I now gape in horror at what the place has become.  


  Marble statues of long dead heroes lie broken before the desecration of Angof's corruption. Where noble supplicants bowed heads in reverence to their ancestors, shambling corpses lurk behind every headstone to tear at the throats of the living!  


  Even the lawns, once verdant and bright with flowers of mourning, lie blasted and torn amid the pestilence of the Bloodthorn.  


  Stendarr protect us, I will see an end to this abomination!  


  — Lieutenant Alouis Jascie   


  




Life In The Eagle's Shadow


   Anonymous  


   1st Morning Star:


  

  A new year, and a new start. Sirune agreed to be my betrothed last night! I'm the luckiest mer in Mathiisen. I've already made arrangements with Yondin to use the forge. I'm going to melt down my father's old blade and use it as the base for a Ring of Mara. Mathiisen steel is good enough for the troops, right? It will be good enough for my true heart.  


  3rd Sun's Dawn:  


  The Heralds are shouting in every square across the island. There's a new Queen! And we're now part of some kind of Alliance—with the Wood Elves and the Khajiit, of all people. "The Aldmeri Dominion", they're calling it. I couldn't be prouder, but father has done nothing but grumble. He says letting "those kind of folk" onto the island will be bad for business.  


  10th Sun's Dawn:  


  Sirune and I sneaked out in the middle of the night and made for Skywatch. It was so exciting, bedding down by the side of the road. Like we're in the Fighters Guild! The handbills telling of the parade have been all over the island, and we decided we couldn't let something like this pass us by. I'll be thrice-cursed by the old mer, I know it. But damn him for a fool. Miss a chance to see the Queen, the Mane, and the Bosmer Treethanes? Not on your life.  


  11th Sun's Dawn:  


  If today was any indication, Father was right. The parade was amazing, with Her Majesty leading a phalanx of Marines up the path to the gates. Then came the Treethanes, with their wily jungle rangers. Vinedusk, I think someone said? And then the Mane, with those braids! Amazing to see the Khajiiti warriors on display.  


  Much more pleasing than the furry sneak-thief I caught with his hand in my coin-purse. I tried to catch him before he made off, but he dove between some of those damned dock workers who were so obsessed with their frog races they didn't even look up. And then he was gone. Sirune said it was all right, that we'd just leave earlier than we'd planned. Damn it. Just hate to let her down.  


  17th Sun's Dawn:  


  Damn them all! Everything has been a mess since Sirune and I came back from Skywatch. Father was furious that we'd left, and when I told him how many coins that cat took ... old bastard hasn't beaten me like that I was learning the forge.  


  Then, a few days ago, they pulled all of us into the forgemaster's office. Condalin had gotten word that, with the new alliance, tradesmer can start hiring some of "those folk." Tossing a certain number of jobs to "them" would net you extra coin from the Thalmor.  


  And so he dropped father's contract! Been with the forge for decades, and now cat-men and cannibals are doing the job. All because of this damned alliance. Father's beside himself, about the steel more than anything. Says they won't know how to cure it right. Stars above, what's happening?  


  2nd First Seed:  


  My life is ruined. I'm on the run, and everyone I knew and loved hates me. Damn the "Dominion" and our smiling Queen to boot!  


  It all started when that recruiter for the Battlereeve came to town. He was looking for volunteers for the Dominion military. When no one came forward, he said he'd been empowered to take conscripts. He tapped me and Sirune's brother. He also grabbed the twins, Taleril and Tanaril. Shoved us into a line with a gang of others and started us down the road.  


  We weren't a mile before Tanaril snapped. Went crazy, screaming about how he couldn't fight Dark Elves, that they use your body to hatch spiders in. He made a break for it, and a bunch of us used the chance to run as well.  


  I'm holed up in a cave near Silsailen. My father is penniless. My bride-to-be will soon think me a traitor. The damned cats and runty Elves are taking over the island, and the military is putting children on the front lines. This isn't the homeland I grew up in!  


  5th First Seed:  


  I was reduced to trying to steal something for my evening meal, and—of course—I was caught. I slipped into Silsailen after dusk, the smell of some delicious whitefish wafting on the breeze. I hadn't eaten anything worthwhile since the morning the recruiter came into town, when I had that delicious spiced bread Sirune's mother made.  


  I slipped into town and tracked the smell to the local inn. I was trying to figure out how to get into the kitchen when a big beefy hand fell on my shoulder. One of the Canonreeve's men. He knew exactly what I was doing, almost like he'd been watching me since I got into town. Now I'm sitting in a cell underneath the reeve's manse, waiting his justice. At least they let me keep the journal here.  


  Damn you, Ayrenn! Damn you, Dominion!  


  10th First Seed:  


  My old life is over. And my new life under the Veil has begun. It turns out the Canonreeve himself, an honorable man named Valano, has experienced his own doubts about his future under the Dominion. He used to be a good friend to the Queen, even, but worries now the years have changed her.  


  Valano is a member of a group called the Veiled Heritance. They're a group of freedom fighters, willing to do what has to be done. They're willing to make the hard choices, and stop the spread of foreign influence on our soil.  


  I was brought up out of that cellar below Silsailen thinking I was going to do hard labor. Instead, I found a new family. Valano said he knew all about my problems, even knew that I'd been taken by a Dominion recruiter. Said that he was willing to help, and help me help myself.  


  And I will.   


  




Life In The Scaled Court


   Valinka Stoneheaver 


   A Report Prepared for the Star-Gazers


  

  I finally got a chance to use one of the simple tricks my mentor—the famed explorer and adventurer, Narsis Dren—taught me. Turns out, if you dress in the same outfit as the people around you, keep your head low, and act like you belong, you can infiltrate even one of the most evil and dastardly cults currently operating in Craglorn. Even so, it wasn't easy. And I felt for sure that I was going to be revealed as a spy every moment I was there. But I snuck inside and emerged again to tell the tale. Barely! So, let me tell you about life in the Scaled Court—at least, life as I saw it for about four hours last Middas.  


  For the most part, life in the Scaled Court camp was much like what you'd expect in any gathering of rough-and-tumble fighters and mages. There was the usual good-natured banter among people who lived, worked, and fought side-by-side. There were a number of harsher words exchanged, too, showing that not everyone in the cult always gets along. But they had a singularity of purpose. The members of the Scaled Court that I interacted with were dedicated to their leaders, their god, and their cause. It was scary, how devoted to the Serpent these men and women seemed to be.  


  One young man, a former bandit from Rivenspire, was particularly enamored with the leaders of the Scaled Court. He seemed to be particularly intrigued by the highfalutin (in my opinion) and grandiose titles and affectations the leaders assigned to themselves. It starts at the very top, with the council of regents who apparently control the organization. I never got to meet any of the regents, but most were spoken of with admiration and awe. I believe that some of them hold positions in the hearts of the Scaled Court almost as revered as the Celestial Serpent himself.  


  There seemed to be some disagreement as to the wisdom of making the Iron Orc chieftain the Ophidian Exarch of Undulating Destruction. No one could fault that the addition of the Iron Orcs to the Scaled Court's ranks was an inspired idea, but instituting the brutish Braadoth into the highest echelons of the Serpent's forces in Upper Craglorn was not sitting well with everyone in camp. I gathered this opinion in fits and starts, by interpreting asides and whispers, and pressing the most upset members for whatever additional information they were willing to share. Even so, no one I met wanted to challenge the Ophidian Exarch or the other regents, so the Orc chieftain's promotion stands.  


  Other leadership positions in the Scaled Court include the Regent of Wriggling Nightmares (who seems to be involved in crafting monsters loyal to the Serpent), the Regent of Fanged Fury, the Vizier of Slithering Visions, and a woman named Cassipia, who they called the Regent of Serpentine Stratagems. An entirely different chain of command was in place in Lower Craglorn. I never encountered any of these pompously titled individuals. And that's probably a good thing, as I'm not sure my disguise would have fooled them.  


  I spent the rest of my time in the camp wandering around and listening to conversations, watching men and women perform the multitude of mundane tasks that fill the day at any military camp. (And make no mistake—the Scaled Court is as military an organization as any I've ever encountered!) I heard mention of some unidentified substance that seemed important to the Scaled Court, but I could never determine exactly what it was. Perhaps someone in the Star-Gazers has heard of it. They referred to it as "nirncrux dust." Whatever the substance is used for, the Scaled Court seems to consider it vital to their plans.  


  During my final hour in the camp, I began to get the distinct impression that I was being watched. Immediately alert, I scanned the area for any sign that I had been recognized as the outsider I was. However, no one was raising an alert. No one was rushing toward me. But the feeling persisted, and I decided I had overstayed my welcome. I started to disengage from the group and slowly make my way to the edgee of the camp when a band of Iron Orcs wandered in. If the sight of them made my blood run cold, my first view of the armored troll that accompanied them froze the blood in my veins.  


  The troll wore strange armor of Orcish design, run through with glyphs that made me want to look away (although maybe that was just the fear the creature inspired in me). I could have sworn it turned to study me, but then it was pulled along by its Orc masters and I had a clear path out of the camp. Before I reached the freedom I so desperately desired, however, I felt a hand gently grip my shoulder. I tensed, let out a few deep breaths to steady my nerves, and turned to face whoever had found me out.  


  I was looking at a young Wood Elf with piercing eyes. She smiled, not unkindly, and handed me a folded piece of paper. "You're nice," she said. Then she turned away, leaving me to depart without further incident. I must have walked for an hour or more before I finally slowed and rested my weary back against a large, cool boulder. I sank to the ground and unfolded the piece of paper . It contained five short words.  


  "Tell them what you saw."  


  I dropped the paper and ran, sure that the howling hordes of the Scaled Court were chasing on my heels. But I made it back to Belkarth without any problems and wrote this report while it was still fresh in my mind. So fresh, in fact, that I'll probably have nightmares.   


  




Liminal Bridges


   Camilonwe of Alinor 


   Liminal Bridges


  

  A Discourse On The Theory and Praxis  


  of Travelling Between Mundus and Oblivion  


  by  


  Camilonwe of Alinor  


  Transliminal passage of quickened objects or entities without the persistent agency of hyperagonal media is not possible, and even if possible, would result in instantaneous retromission of the transported referents. Only a transpontine circumpenetration of the limen will result in transits of greater than infinitessimal duration.  


  Though other hyperagonal media may exist in theory, the only known transliminal artifact capable of sustained transpontine circumpenetration is the sigil stone. A sigil stone is a specimen of pre-Mythic quasi-crystalline morpholith that has been transformed into an extra-dimensional artifact through the arcane inscription of a daedric sigil. Though some common morpholiths like soul gems may be found in nature, the exotic morpoliths used to make sigil stones occur only in pocket voids of Oblivion, and cannot be prospected or harvested without daedric assistance.  


  Therefore, since both the morpholiths and the daedric sigils required for hyperagonal media cannot be obtained without traffic and commerce with Daedra Lords, it is necessary that a transliminal mechanic cultivate a working knowledge of conjuration -- though purpose-built enchantments may be substituted if the mechanic has sufficient invocatory skill. Traffic and commerce with Daedra Lords is an esoteric but well-established practice, and lies outside the compass of this treatise. [1]  


  Presuming a sigil stone has been acquired, the transliminal mechanic must first prepare the morpholith to receive the daedric sigil.  


  Let the mechanic prepare a chamber, sealed against all daylight and disturbances of the outer air, roofed and walled with white stone and floored with black tiles. All surfaces of this chamber must be ritually purified with a solution of void salts in ether solvent.  


  A foursquare table shall be placed in the center of the room, with a dish to receive the morpholith. Four censers shall be prepared with incense compounded from gorvix and harrada. On the equinox, the mechanic shall then place the morpolith in the dish and intone the rites of the Book of Law, beginning at dawn and continuing without cease until the sunset of the same day.  


  The mechanic may then present the purified morpholith to the Daedra Lord for his inscription. Once inscribed with the Daedra Lord's sigil, the morpholith becomes a true sigil stone, a powerful artifact that collects and stores arcane power -- similar in many respects to a charged soul gem, but of a much greater magnitude. And it is this sigil stone that is required to provide the tremendous arcane power necessary to sustain the enchantment that supports the transpontine circumpenetration of the limen.  


  To open a gate to Oblivion, the mechanic must communicate directly, by spell or enchantment, with the Daedra Lord who inscribed the sigil stone in question. The Daedra Lord and the mechanic jointly invoke the conjurational charter [2], and the mechanic activates the charged sigil stone, which is immediately transported through the liminal barrier to the spot where its sigil was inscribed, thus opening a temporary portal between Mundus and Oblivion. This portal may only remain open for a brief period of time, depending on the strength of the liminal barrier at the chosen spots, several minutes being the longest ever reported, so the usefulness of such a gate is quite limited.  


  [1] Interested students are invited to consult the works of Albrecht Theophannes Bombidius and Galerion The Mystic for the fundaments of this discipline.  


  [2] Recommended examples of the conjurational charter may be found in Therion's Book of Most Arcane Covenants or Ralliballah's Eleven Ritual Forms.  


  




List Of Instructions


   Alchemist Ruutivar 


   Be forewarned. In its natural form, Hist sap has many undesirable properties. Avoid contact with skin or breathing of fumes. Under no circumstances should you imbibe Hist sap.


  

  Some have experienced the strange effects of untreated Hist sap. Unauthorized use of the substance will be punished by flogging the entire squad thus shown incapable of restraining its weakest members.  


  Specific violators will then reconsider their poor judgment while immersed in one of the marsh's many festering pools for a period of no less than six (6) hours.  


  Once the devices extract a suitable quantity of Hist sap, refer to the instructions below:  


  Effects should be immediate.  


  — Alchemist Ruuvitar  


  




List Of Names


   Anonymous  


   Helonel — Last seen in Skywatch, fleeing to the west.


  

  Karulae — Last seen heading to Dawnbreak.  


  Aranias — Last seen at the College of Aldmeri Propriety.  


  Calanyese — Last seen fleeing to the north. May be trying to get to North Beacon to flee Auridon.   


  




List Of Targets


   Anonymous  


   The following targets must die, by any means necessary. Montclair revenge is a dish best served piping hot!


  

  — Count Verandis Ravenwatch  


  — Adusa-daro (use extreme caution)  


  — Gwendis  


  — Baron Alard Dorell  


  — Countess Eselde Tamrith  


  — [Player's Name] (with extreme prejudice)   


  




List


   Anonymous  


   Keep this list up to date. Once we get rid of the Orcs, we can claim to find the goods and be big damn heroes.


  

     


     





Listens-To-Water's Observations


   Listens-To-Waters  


   I spoke to Chornakus today. He didn't seem to recognize me or even wish to speak to me. We're egg-brothers. We went our separate ways, but our bond has always remained.


  

  I noticed Chornakus entering and leaving the old Silyanorn ruins. Others have as well, but the ruins are long abandoned. I must find a way inside.  


  I managed to find a key, but one of the Argonians I saw near the ruins yesterday suspects something. Caution is my watchword; I'll try tomorrow.  


  Saw Chornakus and two others carry a man with a sack over head into the ruins. Recognized <<1>>'s armor. I signaled the vicecanons. This is too big for me.  


  




Litanies Of The Dominator


   Anonymous  


   At the feet of the Master, the servant begs for the power to overcome his foes and bend them to his will. Mortal flesh yields to pain and to suffering — power is the ability to destroy and convert. A thing must be broken before it can be made to serve you properly.


  

  In the eyes of the Master, the servant breaks the bodies of his enemies and makes them servants in kind. The chain gains more links, growing longer and stronger, the better with which to ensare and shackle more flesh to the will of the Master.   


  




Litanies Of The Worm


   Anonymous  


   It behooves a servant of the Order of the Black Worm to master not only the spells within this grimoire, but also to gird their mind against the inevitable assault from the spectres and haunts that will intrude upon your mind.


  

  Within this book lies more than the power to contact that which lies beyond — it is a door, one that may open both ways if one is careless or foolish. Master is power, and yourself, lest the Master flense the tender flesh from your bones and enthrall that which remains in eternal servitude.  


     


     





Litter-Mates Of Darkness


   Moon-Bishop Hunal 


   NEW:


  

  To speak of the dark gambol of the dro-m'Athra.  


  WAX:  


  When true cats die, their souls are lifted by Khenarthi and flown to the Sands Behind the Stars, to play and prey until the Next Pounce.  


  When bent cats die, their souls are dragged down by Namiira into the Dark Behind the World, to serve the Heart of Lorkhaj until their tails are straight.  


  FULL:  


  These, then, become the Dancers in the Darks, where they whirl to no music but the beating of the Heart. Sometimes these dancers seep up through the cracks in Nirni to the moonlit world, and walk among us as if made of moonless night. Then we call them dro-m'Athra. And this is a name of fear.  


  For a true cat to see a dro-m'Athra do the Bent Dance is to feel his tail twitch in time, and feel the pull of the Darks. As each twitch pulls the true cat further from the moons-light, the cat's shadow grows longer and more bent. And if the tide of the Darks grows greater than the tide of the Lights, the true cat is lost, and becomes a bent cat.  


  Then comes the true peril, for a dro-m'Athra can twist out a bent cat's soul, and send it through the cracks to the Darks. Once it hears the beating of the Heart it, too, will dance bent.  


  It is hard to stop. One night all the villagers of Lohrn were found dancing the Bent Dance. Now we do not go there.  


  WANE:  


  To banish the dro-m'Athra, there are two ways: the Way of Jone and the Way of Jode.  


  Warriors use the Way of Jone, which is to unsheathe the claws and strike the darkness until it is no more. And this way is a good way, for everyone who is strong of heart and claw can use it.  


  Priests use the Way of Jode, which is to bathe the moonless dark in bright lunar light. And this way is a better way, for bent spirits thus banished do not return.   


  




Living With Lycanthropy


   Anonymous  


   Throughout the ages, whenever one heard the word "werewolf," it was a cry of fear and revulsion. This need not be the case any longer. We shall prove to Tamriel that it is indeed possible to live a productive, peaceful life while afflicted with Sanies Lupinus.


  

  Our Rule: Resist the Urge to Commit Violence  


  By withdrawing from society, one can learn how to apply this simple rule to everyday life. Do not give in to a feral desire to retaliate against those who cannot understand our plight. We are not meant to destroy others simply for sport. Hircine blessed us with the ability to fight well, with strength beyond that of an ordinary person. We must not take advantage of this blessing to hurt anyone, but rather use it in ways that benefit others like ourselves. Hunting can be a rewarding pastime, and a way of worshiping our patron. It should not be a way to torment others, whether man or beast.  


  This blessing, for it is a blessing and not a curse, allows us to carry heavy loads, and to cover vast distances without tiring. We make excellent traveling merchants for this reason, as well as laborers of all kinds. By showing continued restraint, by not lifting our hand against others, by proving that hunger does not drive us to kill, we honor ourselves and our families.  


  It is our duty to demonstrate that werewolves can be peaceful through our continued faith in Hircine's blessings.   


  




Lizards


   Hatiha  


   One must be wary of the desert lizards. Two are poisonous, one eats only live flesh, but the rest are safe.


  

  This one has found it nearly impossible to tell one from the other by their looks. Only by learning their individual attributes can one be sure of the lizard one has in hand.  


  They can be tamed with patience. Approach carefully, and offer small bugs (watch for the flesh-eater). As they become used to your scent, they will learn to obey.   


  




Lleraya's Orders


   Lady Lleraya Montclair 


   Maldred,


  

  You made the wise choice when you decided to join our efforts. I have begun the process of transforming the people of Moira's Hope into bloodfiends under our control. Your task is simple. Make sure the process runs its course and that there are no survivors. Anyone not converted should be fed to the bloodfiends or otherwise dispatched without pause or mercy.  


  When the process is complete, gather the bloodfiends and await further orders.  


  —Lady Lleraya Montclair   


  




Lockpick Sales-Duty


   Anonymous  


   Dear Mizareh,


  

  You are to return and remain on lockpick sales-duty until either we relieve you or a Dark Anchor pulls the entire refuge into Coldharbour.  


  By Rajhin's stolen skivvies, the only reason I trust you to mind the till is that you wouldn't know how to steal it.  


  Oblivion take you!  


  —SP  


  PS: You are the worst person I have ever known, and I've met Vicereeve Pelidil.   


  




Log Of The Intractable


   Anonymous  


   Two weeks out and no sign of the so-called "Renrijra Pirates" or the Brotherhood of the Sakkr-al-Behr. It is my belief that while the Ra Gada have been successful in raiding along the coasts, they would not dare to sail upstream along the winding and unmapped rivers and waterways of Shadowfen.


  

  The Redguards are, essentially, a race of pirates, after all, pursuing only the easiest prey for the least risky benefits. Now that the Ebonheart Pact has mobilized naval vessels like the Intractable, there is little chance we will sight their sails within attack distance of any of our settlements.  


  There appears to be a commotion on deck, so I will have to continue my log entry tomorrow. If those rig-monkeys have gotten into the rum again —   


  




Look To The Dawn


   Anonymous  


   Something's not right here.


  

  We've been hearing noises from the catacombs. We've been ... seeing things. Spectres. Apparitions. Forms gathered before the dawn.  


  I came here to investigate. I am going to find answers, or I will die trying.  


  I wrote this in case I don't make it back. If you're reading this, whatever is haunting this tomb has probably killed me. You should go before it kills you, too.  


  I say this so you can make your peace with Azura before it happens to you. Turn back now. Look to the dawn. See her radiant majesty. It's not too late to save your life, and more importantly, your soul.  


  Darkness is all around you. Turn back to the dawn.   


  




Loriasel Tablet Notes


   Anonymous  


   Less a concern for myself, of course. The true transcription reads as follows:


  

  "Epevoy an anyadena av Irraie pado an sunnand.  


  Can an canomora racuvarima.  


  Arctane va ceye av Irraie.  


  Malatu ye nemalatuis shauta ry relle asva relleis."  


  My translation of the Loriasel tablet is woefully inelegant, but I believe it says the following:  


  "Speak the life-treaty of Irrai before the blessed-stone.  


  Call the Daedric herald who was cast down.  


  Accept the shadow of Irrai.  


  Truth and not-truth come as water within many-waters."  


  The word 'Irrai' appears twice in the script. I find no reference to this word in any of my books regarding the Ayleid language. It seems to be a name, but of what?  


  Irrai is amicable enough, if cryptic. It was hours before she seemed to comprehend any language but old Ayleid and Daedric pidgin.  


  When she finally spoke, she did so with eloquence and a surprisingly cheerful curiosity. According to Irrai, she once served Culanwe. She claims the seal upon Laeloria was placed by Azura herself.  


  While I'm apprehensive about trusting any Daedra, Winged Twilights such as Irrai are known to be servants of Azura. Beyond this, the shrine outside Laeloria is proof enough of this location's importance to the Daedric Prince of Dawn and Dusk.  


  After years of searching, could I finally be within reach of reversing Culanwe's terrible fate?  


  




Lorogdu's Journal


   Lorogdu  


   4th First Seed


  

  We sacked the Chauvry Estate today, the culmination of months of planning, and it was an outstanding success. We found more loot than we could carry and achieved a vengeance long overdue.  


  At first, I wasn't sure about this venture. A campaign to find the descendants of the Bretons and Redguards involved in the sacking of Orsinium, to take their riches and lives as reparation? It sounded too good to be true, but today's success proves we can get revenge and turn a profit at the same time.  


  20th First Seed  


  I'm beginning to have doubts about this outfit. I'm in this mainly for the gold, not to achieve fame, but our two leaders have other goals. They're fighting about which clan deserves credit for getting revenge on the Chauvrys.  


  Thorzhul comes from Clan Agluk, a noble clan all but wiped out in the Siege of Orsinium. He constantly talks about the sacrifice his clan made. He says they deserve to be honored.  


  Our other leader, Borzugh, is from the up-and-coming Clan Morkul. The clan started with Morkul himself, the general credited with several feats of heroism during the siege. Borzugh says Clan Agluk only lost so many because they were poor warriors.  


  Borzugh and Thorzgul have both been trying to recruit the rest of us to their sides, but with so many clans represented here, it doesn't seem right for any single clan to take credit. Most of us don't want any part of this fight. Maybe we'd be better off to just let them kill each other ....   


  




Lost And Dusty Journal


   Anonymous  


   Semkur wagered a week's salary that I couldn't spend a night in this place. Nearly swallowed his whiskers when I said I'd do it.


  

  The tomb is sealed behind me. I thought I heard someone's voice, but it had to be Semkur trying to get out of the bet.  


  It is a little scary in here. I lit a few candles, but that just made the shadows leap around.  


  It doesn't matter. I'll have the last laugh when I'm chugging double rum bought with Semkur's coin!   


  




Louna's Grimoire: Corpse Cough


   Louna  


   The efflux of necrotic energy at Old Kalgon's Keep is quite remarkable! It adds a distinct note of dissolution to my latest recipe.


  

  Two parts powdered troll bone.  


  Three parts ethereal phlegm.  


  One part Breton's dying breath.  


  Mix well and heat to a rolling simmer. Use immediately or store in stoppered glass vial.   


  




Love Letter To Aishah


   Ezudash  


   Beautiful Aishah,


  

  My velvety sweet—Ezudash forgives you for slapping him, and stepping on his tail, and hitting him in the face with your bailiff club. It was wrong of this one to send word of an arsonist in the stock house. But what can be said? Ezudash is foolish and impulsive in matters of the heart. And there was some truth in in my story. When you arrived, you lit a great fire in in Ezudash's loins. The heat is unbearable, my vivacious honey pot. It must be smothered, yes?  


  You needn't deny your urges. Why keep pretending? You are a spirited maiden, Ezudash is a vigorous knave. This is a tale as old as Jone and Jode, yes? The story begins with reticence, yes, but ends in long nights of passionate grooming and eager love-wrestling.  


  You may protest, yes. You may call Ezudash names, and write warrants for his arrest. But in your heart and your haunches, you feel the longing. This one has seen it! The wetted lips, the flush snout, the bristling fur on the small of your back. Even as you kick him, Ezudash sees the straining of your thighs, the lusty curl of your tail. Your desire is unmistakable.  


  Meet me tonight in the Arboretum at sunset, my fiery love-kitten. The criers say it will be a hot night. A humid night. Perfect weather for a lively game of "hide the mutton," yes? This one will be waiting underneath the juniper tree with a bottle of spiced wine ... and nothing else.  


  Sealed with many wet kisses,  


  Ezudash   


  




Love Note To Adrienne


   Erning  


   Dearest Adrienne,


  

  How I miss you, my darling! Though it's been less than a day since we last met, I can't bear it any longer. Please meet me at our special spot in one hour. I'll bring the wine and food; you bring just your lovely self.  


  Don't be late, my love!  


  — Erning   


  




Love Note To Catina


   Erning  


   Dearest Catina,


  

  How I miss you, my darling! Though it's been less than a day since we last met, I can't bear it any longer. Please meet me at our special spot in two hours. I'll bring the wine and food; you bring just your lovely self.  


  Don't be early and don't be late, lover!  


  — Erning   


  




Love Note To Enna


   Erning  


   Dearest Enna,


  

  How I miss you, my darling! Though it's been less than a day since we last met, I can't bear it any longer. Please meet me at our special spot in three hours. I'll bring the wine and food; you bring just your lovely self.  


  Don't be early and don't be late, lover!  


  — Erning   


  




Love's Eternal Flame


   Anonymous  


   The Fire Mage called Anconath,


  

  A great teacher during the day,  


  Succumbed to lust by night,  


  In the bed of Alanwe  


  His mind was sharp, his fire burned bright  


  But his master he did betray,  


  His flesh ignites, to my delight,  


  For the torment of Alanwe  


  




Lucius The Stalwart


   Anonymous  


   Lucius the Stalwart was the protege of a former Champion, Hagrof the Righteous. Lucius was a scholar who came to the Blessed Crucible after he was hired to write Hagrof's legacy. The volume was unfinished when Hagrof was defeated, and the loss of his mentor sent Lucius into a rage. Swearing to avenge him, Lucius trained for decades in an attempt to master Hagrof's skills, all the while building up an immunity to The Thousand Arrow's poison. The fight between Lucius and The Thousand Arrows was long and bloody. In the end, Lucius' ability to withstand the poison allowed him to claim victory, but the process left him permanently weakened. A year later, a challenger named Whitebear appeared. In his weakened state, Lucius was no match for him. As his life's blood drained from his crumpled body, it is said that Lucius welcomed his death, as Hagrof had been avenged and was awaiting his loyal servant in Sovngarde.


  

  Usurped: The Thousand Arrows  


  Defeated By: Whitebear   


  




Lucius' Note


   Lucius  


   "It is simple... they are not gods at all."


  

  Trapped in the tower. Trolls everywhere. Stashed the supplies at the far top, hope they don't find them. Hungry, can't wait any longer—have to fight my way out.  


  If anyone finds this, please bring the supplies to Mael at Weynon Priory.  


  — Lucius   


  




Lufiya Af-Frandar


   Endarwe  


   This is the body of Lufiya af-Frandar, niece of the Redguard hero Frandar Hunding. Although little is known about her, we can infer from her symmetrical bone structure that she may have possessed legendary beauty, unrivaled in this modern era.


  

  — Donated to the Merethic Society by Endarwe   


  




Mace Etiquette


   Anonymous  


   Warriors sometimes make the mistake of thinking that there are no tactics with a mace. They assume that the sword is all about skill and the mace is only about strength and stamina. As a veteran instructor of mace tactics, I can tell you they are wrong.


  

  Wielding a mace properly is all about timing and momentum. Once the swing of the mace has begun, stopping it or slowing it down is difficult. The fighter is committed to not just the blow, but also the recoil. Begin your strike when the opponent is leaning forward, hopefully off balance. It is completely predictable that he will lean backward, so aim for a point behind his head. By the time the mace gets there, his head will be in it's path.  


  The mace should be held at the ready, shoulder high. The windup should not extend past the shoulders by more than a hand's width. When swinging, lead with the elbow. As the elbow passes the height of your collarbone, extend the forearm like a whip. The extra momentum will drive the mace faster and harder, causing far more damage.  


  At the moment of impact, let the wrist loosen. The mace will bounce and hurt a stiff wrist. Allow the recoil of the blow to drive the mace back into the ready position, thereby preparing the warrior for a quicker second strike.  


  




Mad Urkazbur's Ice-Effigy


   Anonymous  


   History isn't relegated to the past. It is created every day with each significant event that takes place. Take, for example, the threat of the ogre shaman, Mad Urkazbur. This ogre elder has arisen as a powerful leader among the brutish creatures, gathering a small army in the wilds of northern Wrothgar.


  

  Not only does the mad ogre command his powerful brethren, but he seems to posses the magic to control snow and ice. His impressive abilities include the power to create enchanted duplicates of himself made entirely of ice. These effigies start out small, about the size of a child's doll, and grow large enough to fight at his side.  


  Once this clear and present danger is dealt with, the museum would love to display an ice-effigy to commemorate the event. If collected before fully enchanted, the effigy remains small and frozen—a perfect relic of a recent threat.   


  




Mages Guild Authorization


   Anonymous  


   The Mages Guild hereby grants Warlock Kargand authorization to organize an excursion into the tunnels beneath the Elden Tree, the necropolis known as Elden Hollow, to investigate the disappearances of mages


  

  Bakkhara and Dracien Montue. Both went missing following the release of an unknown magical phenomenon that occurred when Canonreeve Oraneth finished an unidentified ritual in the depths of the Hollow.  


  The Guild was unable to elicit information regarding Oraneth's activities from the Thalmor, as the Canonreeve acted without the knowledge of her government. The Guild therefore decrees a second objective for Warlock Kargand's expedition: discover the Canonreeve's motives and methods in completing her ritual.   


  




Magic From The Sky


   Zeroli Jarol 


   (Varennian Edition)


  

  The ancient Ayleids believed that Nirn was composed of four basic elements—earth, water, air, and light—and of these four elements, they believed the most sublime form of light was starlight. The stars are our links to the plane of Aetherius, the source of all magical power, and therefore, light from the stars is the most potent and exalted of all magical powers.  


  From time to time, fragments of Aetherius fall from the heavens. The people know these fragments as "shooting stars," and from time to time, such Aetherial fragments are found on Nirn. The most common varieties are known as "meteoric iron"; this metal is prized by armorers and enchanters for its properties in the forging of enchanted weapons and armors. This meteoric iron is also the primary component in "Ayleid Wells," ancient enchanted artifacts found throughout Cyrodiil.  


  Another, rarer form of Aetherial fragment is called "meteroic glass." It is from such fragments that other rare Ayleid enchanted artifacts are crafted; namely, Welkynd Stones and Varla Stones.  


  Ayleid Wells are scattered across Cyrodiil's landscape. They remain a mystery, as they are not associated with any known Ayleid cities or settlements. It is presumed that in some manner, they harvest magical power from starlight. It is also suggested without evidence or support that they are located at the meeting points of ancient lines of magical power; however, modern arcane arts have discovered no perceptible evidence of such lines of power.  


  Those with magical talents can draw magicka from Ayleid Wells to restore their own reservoirs of magical power. No ritual or arcane knowledge is necessary, suggesting that these wells were designed to serve persons not skilled in the magical arts. Once drained, the wells replenish again only at magical midnight. Once recharged, they appear to radiate magical power back into the sky, which prompts some to theorize they are also objects with religious or magical ritual significance, perhaps a means of offering magic back to the heavens.  


  Welkynd Stones (in Aldmeris: "sky stone," "heaven stone," or literally, "sky child") are pieces of cut and enchanted meteoric glass which apparently act as storage devices for magical power. A magical talent can restore his reservoirs of magicka from such stones. Alas, the means of restoring power to these stones may have been lost with the Ayleids. Currently, these objects simply crumble to dust after they have been used.  


  Great Welkynd Stones are exceptionally large pieces of enchanted meteoric glass. Scholars believe that at the heart of each ancient Ayleid city, a Great Welkynd Stone was the source of the settlement's magical enchantments. It may be that these great stones were linked to the lesser stones, restoring and maintaining their power. In any case, research on these Great Welkynd Stones is impossible, since all the known Ayleid ruins have been looted of their great stones, and no examples of these great stones are known to survive.  


  Another rare enchanted item found in Ayleid ruins is called a Varla Stone (in Aldmeris: "star stone"). Varla Stones are remarkably powerful, enabling untrained users to restore magical energy to any number of enchanted items. Because of their great value and utility, these items are also extremely rare, but since they are small and easily concealed, diligent explorers may still occasionally come across them in any Ayleid ruin.  


  Ayleid Wells, Welkynd Stones, and Varla Stones—consider these marvels of magical enchantment. Are we then to conclude that the Ayleids were a superior race and culture? Did they so exceed us in art and craft that they mock the feeble powers of Second Era Wizards?  


  Never! The Ayleids were powerful, yes, and cunning, but they were neither good nor wise, and so they were struck down. Their works have passed from Nirn, save these rare and sparkling treasures. Their ancient cities are dark and empty, save for the grim revenants and restless spirits condemned forever to walk the halls, keeping their melancholy vigils over bones and dust.   


  




Magistrate's Message


   Banu  


   To the most illustrious and kind Headman Cosh,


  

  My Headman, I cannot imagine why you have sent to me this day a message of such terse words. I cannot understand why you have sent to me this day a dangerous, poisonous asp.  


  I am happy to report your jest has been received with good humor. Indeed, the asp only managed to catch the edge of my robe as I dove to the floor. Once I had the creature caged and safe, I laughed and laughed at your bold, keen-edged wit.  


  If you could, I would like a chance to speak with you about your joke. Any time that is convenient to you is, of course, convenient to your humble servant.  


  From your fervent and obsequious servant, the grateful Banu.   


  




Mair's Research Notes


   Mair  


   Day 1


  

  We know that the Dwarves had an advanced understanding of astronomy. To this day, the symbols used to represent the star signs are drawn from Dwemer writings.  


  Unfortunately, our knowledge begins and ends there. The few fragments of Dwarven writing that have been recovered are either too short to be informative or too complex to be translated.  


  It is my hope that the Dwemer ruins in Craglorn will shed some light on the origin of the mysterious Mundus Stones that dot the countryside and explain their relationship to the star signs.  


  Specifically, I am using Haj at-Turna's invaluable guide to ancient Yokudan astronomy to compare symbology in Dwemer ruins to nearby Yokudan temples to see if I can establish a connection between the more recent observations to those of the long-vanished Dwarves.  


  If At-Turna's theory is accurate and the Yokudans who settled Craglorn were following the star signs, then it is possible that they investigated the Dwemer ruins at an earlier time, before decay and wealth-seeking opportunists had done their destructive work. My hope is that a comparison of Yokudan and Dwarven writings will fill in gaps in the archeological record.  


  Day 2  


  I have been fortunate that this ruin is much better preserved than many I have encountered.  


  However, this also means I must proceed with extra caution, as the slightest misstep could activate the Dwemer defenses and surely spell my doom.  


  Day 6  


  I returned to the surface today for supplies. I also sent copies of the few fragmentary Dwarven texts I've discovered to my library. I will try to decipher them later, when I have more time and access to my books.  


  Day 10  


  Damn it. The defenses have activated. I don't know how it happened. I made certain not to touch anything!  


  Hopefully, someone will find my notes and continue my research.   


  




Make The Wilds Safer, Earn Gold


   Panreth the Bold  


   Big-game hunters of Reaper's March!


  

  I offer you an opportunity for coin and fame. Like in the days of old, I'm offering an open contract, a bounty! Senche-Tiger Fangs! Bring me no less than twenty-five tiger fangs and I will pay you a handsome sum in coins! Bards will speak your name in taverns across the March. Seek me out at the Fighters Guild drinking hall in Rawl'kha! And earn your coin today!   


  




Mal Sorra's Curse


   Anonymous  


   A high-ranking member of a Dunmer house, the Dark Elf known as Mal Sorra was cruel and bloodthirsty. She had a penchant for battle, for testing her skills against stronger opponents. In addition, she practiced dark magics and was a necromancer of the highest order. Unfortunately, the House she belonged to had no love of dark magic and even less tolerence for necromancy. But Mal Sorra didn't care. In fact, her blatant disregard of customs and mores thrilled her and made her blood run hot.


  

  As Mal Sorra's need for greater thrills and constant danger drove her to new heights of cruelty and depravity, the necromancer took greater and greater chances. She flaunted her power, even in the face of House officials and Tribunal dignitaries, daring them to scold her or punish her or attempt to stifle her primeval urges. The first to take her unspoken challenge was her own father, the leader of her House and a powerful mage in his own right. Mal Sorra relished the contest, eager to see if she could hold her own against the man who raised her. In the end, Mal Sorra didn't just survive the challenge, she killed her father in a duel of magicka.  


  Not content to simply beat her father, Mal Sorra slew him with a barrage of spells and then raised him as a zombie. She commanded the undead creature to follow her and obey her every command. The rest of her house was horrified by this terrible desecration and demanded that Mal Sorra be punished for her blatant use of dark magic. This made Mal Sorra laugh, for she loved showing off her power and displaying her disregard for the current leadership.  


  As Mal Sorra became more difficult and dangerous, her mother decided that enough was enough. She mourned for her child, but refused to allow her evil to continue unchecked. Mal Sorra was surprised when her mother and a cadre of mages entered her private chambers. She was amused by the audacity of the action, but she felt no fear or anxiety. When her mother began casting a ritual, however, Mal Sorra felt the first pangs of danger. And, as always, it exhilarated her. But then the other mages joined in, and for the first time she could remember, Mal Sorra was afraid.  


  Her mother drew on dark magic to punish her daughter. She couldn't abide ending her daughter's existence, but she knew she had to end the threat that Mal Sorra posed to the Houses. The dark magic engulfed Mal Sorra, binding her. Trapped within her own dark magic, Mal Sorra was sealed alive inside the very place she spent so much of her time—within the family tomb. Then the mages combined their magic to open a portal. It swallowed the tomb.  


  "I curse you, daughter," her mother proclaimed with tears in her eyes. "I banish you and your evil to Oblivion. May the Tribunal show you the mercy you denied your victims." And with that, Mal Sorra was never seen on Nirn again.   


  




Malofar's Journal


   Malofar  


   We found it! Just where the map described it. The legends say that a group of giants came to this land long ago and settled in these caverns. It is the perfect place for me to continue my research and experiments!


  

  To think that those fools in Skyrim were frightened by my work. How dare that milk-drinking thane banish me! But there were too many of them. My clan had no choice but to pack up our belongings and set out for this desolate location. Luckily, that was exactly what I hoped would happen. It put me closer to not only this sacred cavern, but it put the Emerald Chalice finally within my grasp.  


  The Emerald Chalice has served me better than I had hoped. Its magic worked exactly as I expected but I was unsure of whether or not my modifications would take hold. With the cup's magic, I have transformed my entire clan into Goblins. (Serves them right for complaining about me getting them driven out of Skyrim.) And with only a few modifications to the cup's magic, they are now fanatically loyal to me, as well.  


  I secured this inner sanctum with an ancient Nord rite of protective ice. My loyal Goblins believe that the runestone keys are powerful relics to be worshiped and protected. No one will be able to wrest them from their hands! Thanks to the Goblins and the magical barrier, I finally have a safe place to conduct my research. And soon, I will have my revenge on those fools back in Skyrim.   


  




Mammoth Duty


   Lob the Cleaver 


   You will rotate duty between scouting and watching over the mammoths. The great beasts must be kept secure at all times. They become more agitated with every hour we keep them confined, and that's making them dangerous.


  

  One of the beasts broke free last night and trampled its guards to death. It then caused immense amounts of damage to the fort. I hate to think what three or four of the beasts could do if they got loose at the same time.  


  Your orders are to make sure that doesn't happen on your watch. If it does, make sure the mammoth tramples you. So I don't have to.  


  — Lob the Cleaver   


  




Manifest Of Kinlord Rilis Xii


   Kinlord Rilis XII 


   5th Evening Star


  

  There was a time when I could not hear the words of my master echo in my ears. I did not know it then, but those were dark times. To return to those days would be like returning to a life of blindness.  


  There are things I can see and feel today—horribly beautiful things—that no other in my kingdom is privy to. With a little time, and a little focus, I can perform feats now that would bring the rest of Tamriel to its knees.  


  And what did those foolish nobles do when I, their High Kinlord, presented them with this power—and the prospect of protecting all of the known world?  


  The fools sealed my magic and locked me in the Banished Cells.   


  




Manifestos Of Kinlord Rilis Xii


   Kinlord Rilis XII 


   12th Sun's Dawn


  

  I guessed their purpose when a half-dozen guards led me down here at the points of their swords; these were members of my personal guard, who have protected me all my life, and they would see that I live the rest of my days under the dirt.  


  Volraine, perhaps the kindest of my caretakers in my youth, put a hand to my shoulder as we walked that long flight of stairs down to the Banished Cells. I was beside myself, quivering, and he believed I was afraid.  


  He was mistaken. It was rage that overtook me, not fear, and as I stepped off the last stair, their swords still to my back, I spun around and released that rage.  


  Volraine died almost instantly, engulfed in a cloud of flame, his scream muted by the roar of my destruction spell. As the next guard leapt over Volraine's burning remains, I turned his sword away with a bolt of lightning to the throat, and the weapon slid neatly into the chest of a third guard. It stunned me how warm the blood was. Suddenly my hands were covered in it, and I marveled at the balmy fluid. It was like wearing the finest velvet gloves in the land, and it amused me to no end. For the first time since my capture, I laughed. I roared.  


  Eventually, they sent another contingent of guards to search for the first. By then, I had decided I would stay—for a little while, at least. I wanted to see the looks on their faces when they found the bodies of their comrades.  


  9th, First Seed  


  The nobles who orchestrated my capture refuse to have me slain. Why do they lack the stomach for such work? They would take me from my family and the vocation granted me by my lineage, but they refuse to release me from this banal existence.  


  I have asked them. Oh, how I've asked them. I've demanded, I've threatened, I've begged, for an end.  


  They will do nothing for me. And in my distress, I turn to the only person who's ever truly cared. I hear the master's voice incessantly now, and while I don't understand everything he says, I know he has my best interests at heart.  


  And his advice? He wants me to become better. A better High Kinlord. He teaches me, and through him I've learned spells that will open a way to the master. So that my subjects can meet him, can be made better.  


  22nd, Frostfall  


  As the decades go by, guards give way to new guards, and soon, all guards will give way to a new order of "Keepers," trained in magics to keep me bound here. The death I have so often begged for has finally come to claim me, and the nobles must know that my Pact will see that I walk through death unscathed.  


  But I don't despair at living, as I would have years ago. As my mortal body fades, Oblivion seeps in, to replace it with a new form. An eternal form.  


  They say the Altmeri are long-lived compared to the lesser races. Soon, I will be a race unto myself, and I will outlive the Altmer.  


  The master tells me that, ages from now, he will free me from this prison, so that I might bask in his presence, the first of his new Elven people, and be complete. That will be a day of reckoning for my Keepers—for all of Tamriel.   


  




Mantra Of Expulsion


   Anonymous  


   Blessed Moons, name our hearts with your dancing.


  

  Honored Jode, hasten our paws to prayer.  


  Honored Jone, strengthen our claws for your greater glory.  


  Ghost moon, be gone! In the Moons' bright light, vanish!  


  The Lunar Lattice sweetens all life. It is right to praise the moons. Praise them with all your heart.   


  




Maormer Correspondence


   Angalmo  


   Maormer Correspondence Vol. 1


  

  Bring this to the attention of Stormreeve Neidir. The following is a copy of an Altmer text regarding Tempest Island, written by esteemed geographer, Angalmo. The Island is close enough to Malabal Tor for our needs, and considering its history of bizarrely inclement weather, it's a perfect launching point for our assault. The Dominion will never see us coming:  


  Angalmo's Travels: The Island of Storms Volume 1  


  The shrouded islands off the coast of Malabal Tor are as treacherous as they are beautiful. None more so than the Island of Storms, which some have come to call Tempest Island. The island is beautiful, but holds a secret that none have been able to decipher. Violent storms and gale winds have originated from the island for years—extremely unusual weather for the region—and scholars have risked its shores only to be stranded or killed on its storm-wracked coast.  


  I have seen these storms first-hand; I was with one such expedition, and spent a month on Tempest Island when my ship, the Summerset Blade, was smashed to splinters by a black storm that seemed to appear from nowhere. I had misgivings about the stories before, but what explanation could there be besides magic to conjure such a swift tempest out of calm seas? Rescue eventually came, as a second crew of surveyors came to look for my party, but I pledged never to sail anywhere near the Island again.  


  It's a promise I intend to keep.  


  Maormer Correspondence Vol. 2  


  This is another volume to bring to Stormreeve Neidir's attention. The following is a copy of an Altmer text regarding Tempest Island, written by esteemed geographer, Angalmo. The Island is close enough to Malabal Tor for our needs, and considering its history of bizarrely inclement weather, it's a perfect cover for our assault. The Dominion will never see us coming:  


  Angalmo's Travels: The Island of Storms Volume 2  


  I will never forget my experience at Tempest Island, where I nearly lost my life in the wake of one of the Island's infamous storms. My ship was destroyed and I was left landlocked for an entire month. I lived on ship's rations in the relative safety of the Island's cave network before rescue came for me.  


  During that time, I found no signs of the Island's rumored magical properties, though obviously there were the unexplained storms to account for it. I swear that these storms are like none that I have ever seen—swifter, fiercer, and manifesting in a region known for much milder conditions.  


  It's said that no scholar or mage has ever been able to discern the cause of this weather, but the Island has been thought to be the source of multiple phenomena, such as the Flood of the Era, as well as the storm that preceded the Lamia Invasion of 435. Both incidents have fostered interest in the Island over the years by researchers and academics, though none could find a cause for the storms.  


  For all the scholars can tell, Tempest Island simply sits in a swath of sea that's prone to extreme weather—nothing more nor less.   


  




Maormer Memo


   Heculoa  


   Agent Arstul,


  

  Get yourself down the coast and set up a watch near Vulkhel Guard. I've gotten word the queen has recently arrived. The marines we're holding at South Beacon will be valuable hostages; just have to use them at the right moment.  


  Contact with the Royal continues apace. Once the Summerset Isles are ours, we'll be able to dictate terms. Should the Veiled Heritance follow through, we may allow them Auridon as a gift. Maybe.  


  — Heculoa, Admiral of Infiltration   


  




Map Fragment


   Anonymous  


   This is the largest section of map, revealing much more of Ouze, including a long, winding traill leading up hill, to the south east.


  

  Near the end of the trail there's a crude symbol. It appears to mark the entrance to a cave.   


  




Map Of Clans


   Anonymous  


   For most of its history, the Orsimer people have shunned written records and relied on oral traditions. But one early Orc scholar, Thugbo gro-Thutt, collected the oral tradition in the celebrated volume, "History of the 13 Clans." Though the original manuscript was lost and probably destroyed (not every clan agreed with Thugbo's account of origins and territory), the map depicting the locations of the first strongholds survived.


  

  Worn by time and stained with water, ale, and blood, Thugbo's Map of Clans indicates where he believed each of the 13 clans established their homes at the end of the Dawn Era. It only survived because it somehow found its way into a Breton museum. King Kurog purchased the map, but the courier never arrived.   


  




Marbruk Builder's Log


   Anonymous  


   The biggest challenge in the construction of Marbruk was bringing the stone into Valenwood. The Wood Elves have few quarries, and the forest in these parts is so overgrown, the ground so fertile, that it's difficult to find quality deposits. In addition, Queen Ayrenn expressly commanded that we disturb as little of Valenwood to build the city as possible.


  

  Interestingly, Wood Elves from outside Valenwood and from the bigger settlements, such as Woodhearth, have objected more strenuously to Marbruk's construction than the local Wood Elves, who are mostly fascinated by the stone constructions rising up among them. If I had to guess, I'd say that the symbolic importance of Valenwood is greater for those who don't live there than for those who do. It's as if these more "civilized" Wood Elves fear they've already compromised their culture in some way, so they feel obligated to protest the construction.  


  Queen Ayrenn has assured both parties of Wood Elves that Marbruk is necessary to the defense of the Wood Elf way of life, especially against the Ebonheart Pact, and so far this assurance seems to have prevented any serious interference with our work, although there has been the occasional incident of tools going missing or stone being carved into perverse shapes overnight.  


  




Mark Of The Egg-Births


   Anonymous  


   To Wakeem and Dai-Shen


  

  Three from the first clutch, born with vigor.  


  To Var-Zeen and Sheds-His-Sorrows  


  One from the first clutch, egg-tooth cracked. A good omen.  


  To Neposh and Lana  


  Two from the second clutch. The first struggled with the shell, the second not so.  


  To the Shadowscales  


  Five from the third clutch. Sithis has spoken of his need, and we must answer.   


  




Martha's Journal


   Martha  


   Something is amiss on the island.


  

  Ever since he came back from looting that Nord ship, the Captain has walled off the Inner Haven to all but his original crew. No one in the outer camp knows what they brought back.  


  The Captain's methods have grown brutal since then.  


  I had always heard Captain Blackheart handled his business with more subtlety than his reputation suggested. It's a trade secret that the Captain takes goods for his trouble, but rarely harms his victims. All rumors to the contrary were just that.  


  Not so anymore.  


  Somehow, he's tamed a flight of harpies that head out with his ship, the Black Death. The crew has brought prisoners back, and the screams of those captives echo all the way up here from the mouth of the Inner Haven. They are never seen again.   


  




Master Zoaraym's Tale


   Gi'Nanth  


   The Temple of Two-Moons Dance in Torval has for many hundreds of years been the finest training ground in all Tamriel for warriors of foot and fist. The masters teach students of all ages from all parts of the Empire the most ancient techniques and the most modern variations, and many a former pupil has graduated to great fame. I myself trained there, and as a young child I remember asking my first master, Zoaraym, which former student he felt had best learned the lessons of the Temple.


  

  "I was not a teacher when I met this man, but a student myself," he said, smiling in reminiscence, his great wrinkled face becoming even more like the withered fruit of the bathrum tree. "This was long ago, before your parents were born. For many years I had trained at the Temple, rising to study in more difficult and demanding classes taught by the wisest and most learned Masters of the Two-Moons Dance.  


  "Gi'Nanth, you will come to understand that the tempering of your body must attend the tempering of your mind, and there is a prescribed order of training we at the Temple have designed over the years in concordance with the way of Riddle'Thar. I had reached the highest level, where my power and skill were such that even by supernatural, magical means, few could ever could ever best me in weaponless combat.  


  "There was a servant at the Temple at the time, a Dunmer a few years older than myself and those in my class. We had never noticed him but in passing over the years, for he would enter the training chambers quietly, clean for a few minutes' time, and leave without saying a word. Not that we would have listened if he spoke, so enraptured were we in our exercises and lessons.  


  "When our last Master told some of us, myself included, that the time had come for us to leave the Temple or become teachers, there was a great festival of celebration. The Mane itself deigned to visit and observe our ceremony. As we were and are a Temple of philosophy and combat, there were contests of debate and competitions in the Temple's war arena, not only among the elite few, but open to all students.  


  "On the first day of the festival, I was examining the gladiatorial roster to see who I would fight with first, when I heard a conversation behind me: the servants speaking to the archpriest of the Temple. It was the first time I heard the Dunmer's voice, and the first time I heard his name.  


  "'I understand you wish to rejoin your people's struggle in Morrowind, Taren,' the archpriest was saying. 'I am sorry to hear it. You have been an institution here for many, many years, and you will be missed. If there's anything I can do for you, please name it.'  


  "'Thank you for your kindness,' the Dunmer replied. 'I do have a request, but I fear you would be loath to grant it. Ever since I first came to the Temple, I have been watching the students learn, and practiced myself when my duties allowed for it. I know I am but a servant here, but I would be honored if you would allow me to compete in the war arena.'  


  "I stifled back my gasp at the mer's impertinence, to even suggest that he would be worthy to fight with those of us who had trained so hard. To my surprise, the archpriest agreed, adding the name Taren Omathan to the roster at the beginners' level. I was eager to whisper the news to my fellow elite students, but my first bout was scheduled to begin in a few minutes' time.  


  "I fought eighteen competitions in a row, besting all. The crowd gathered in the arena knew of my prowess, and gave polite, unsurprised applause at the end of each fight. As much as I focused on my own battles, I could not help noticing that other competitions were receiving more and more attention in the arena. The spectators whispered among themselves, and more began drifting away to see something that was evidently more spectacular and unusual than my unbroken string of victories.  


  "One of the most important lessons we teach from the Two-Moons Dance is the lesson of rejecting one's vanity. I understood then the importance of achieving a personal synchronicity with one's body and mind, of rebuffing outside influences of no importance, but I admit I had not accepted the lesson in my heart. I knew I was good, but my pride was hurt.  


  "It came down to a contest of champions, and I was one of the two. When I saw who the other fighter would be, my mood turned from one of wounded dignity to complete disbelief. My adversary was the servant, Taren.  


  "It must be a joke, or some final philosophical test, I reasoned. Then I looked into the crowd, and saw anticipation of a great battle to come in every eye. We gave one another the sign of respect, I stiffly and he with great elegance and modesty. The fight began.  


  "Initially, I sought to end it quickly, still thinking that he was unworthy to be cleaning the arena, let alone fighting in it. In retrospect, I was being illogical, as I must have known he had bested as many students as I to had reach that final level. He offered simple counterblows to my attacks, and responded in kind. His style was expansive, encompassing sophisticated arcane foot play one moment and simple jabs and kicks the next. I tried assailments intended to dazzle, but his face never showed either fear or contempt of my abilities.  


  "The fight lasted for a long time. I don't recall when I realized I was destined to lose, but when it ended, I was not surprised with the outcome. With a sense of unusual and true modesty, I bowed to him. But I could not resist asking him as we left the arena to the sound of thunderous applause how he had so secretly grown to become a Master.  


  "'I never had a choice to rise in the Temple,' Taren replied. 'Every day, I cleaned the training chambers of the elite classes and then the beginners'. So you see, I never had the misfortune to forget those early mistakes, lessons, and techniques while observing and learning the ways of the Masters.'  


  "He left Torval early the next morning to return to his homeland, and I never saw him again, though I've heard people saw that he's become a priest and a teacher. I became a teacher as well, for children just beginning their training in the Two-Moons, as well as the elite. And I make certain to bring my best pupils to see the how the unlearned fight, so that they might never forget."   


  




Masterwork Of The Inducer


   Anonymous  


   Much of the text from Eldhaal the Inducer's account is unreadable and cannot be salvaged, like so many Ayleid records. I have translated the intact excerpts to the best of my ability, but have had to infer the meaning of some unclear terms.


  

  In truth, I am relieved that no more can be read. The original, with its grotesque and unnerving diagrams, will be sent back for preservation. I pray I will be permitted to leave this place soon.  


  "...pliability of its material, so vital and so obedient to my tools. It was a subject yearning for ascent to the ultimate purpose of its form. A vision of the shape and the (method?) took me immediately and I stilled the form; I stopped its sight and speech and stood it in the working-space. I ordered the servants to stay and bear witness to a Perfect Example and began the dedication rituals."  


  "And to it I sang and hummed and whispered; the cage of its heart gave assent and unfurled with no splintering, no cracking—the life's rhythm persisting. I ordered fine silver chains. Into each link I inscribed the hundred words for bliss, and I wrapped the cage and trunk all round to best display the organ at work."  


  "Such joy! It must have been that Blood-Made-Pleasure watched the work, guided my movements. A new (inspiration?) came upon me, and fervidly I grasped the sight-orbs between the implements..."  


  "I blessed it with wings of Welkynd, gently grafted and obtained at great expense. I extended its blood-paths, a delicate web within shining light. Eight stars for its crown, eight rubies at its feet, splayed forearms reaching for Aetherius. It became real when I gave it the name: Messenger Beast Redeemed."   


  




Mastery Of Devotion


   Anonymous  


   In the season of life in which I marched beneath the Sun's Height, before the power of the gods did I kneel. I dedicated myself wholly unto to the spirit of the sword to forge my Shehai, which I would wield for all my future days.


  

  With Tall Papa's blessing, the sword singer must do the same to achieve Mastery of Devotion   


  




Mastery Of Discipline


   Anonymous  


   In the season of life in which I passed through the Rain's Hand, more than 90 duels did I face to prove myself invincible. I learned the 38 grips, the 750 offensive and 1800 defensive stances, and the 9000 strikes that I would practice for all my future days.


  

  With Onsi's blessing, the sword-singer must do the same to achieve Mastery of Discipline.   


  




Mastery Of Sacrifice


   Anonymous  


   In the season of life in which I shivered from the Frost's Fall, so did I find myself called upon to cast aside the notions of my destiny that I had deemed true. I left the land of my home to which I did not return for all my future days.


  

  Under Satakal's ever-changing influence, the sword-singer must do the same to achieve Mastery of Sacrifice.   


  




Mastery Of Wisdom


   Anonymous  


   In the season of life in which I was exposed to the Hearth's Fire, into deep contemplation did I withdraw to ponder the nature of truth. I sharpened my mind as my blade and defined the principles I would honor for all my future days.


  

  With Tava's blessing, the sword-singer must do the same to achieve Mastery of Wisdom.   


  




Mathias Raiment's Journal


   Mathias Raiment 


   2nd of First Seed


  

  For a moment today, I glimpsed something which I had not even dreamed possible, a love so forbidden that I did not even recognize my own feelings. Even now, I must wonder... that look, was it just my imagination?  


  10th of First Seed  


  Again, that elusive impression. As we walked together in the street, her hand brushed past mine, and I sensed a desire to allow that touch to linger. Am I really just imagining this? It can't be real.  


  20th of First Seed  


  I can't stop thinking about her. Not just her, but us. She has so many admirers. Why would she have any interest in someone like me? I need to just put this idea out of my head. There. It's gone.  


  25th of First Seed  


  It happened. I think I knew in my heart all along that it would. But it surpassed any expectations I might have entertained. I can't believe it. I can't believe I wasn't just imagining things. I must be the luckiest man in the world.  


  10th of Rain's Hand  


  Reality has set in. Though the physical attraction is there and the emotion is genuine, our romance must always remain a secret. For a moment, I expected something more, but that was childish of me. I see that now.  


  25th of Rain's Hand  


  I've come to terms with our situation, and I'm actually finding our secrets to make the whole relationship that much more exciting. No one in town, not even anyone in the house has any idea what's really going on. We're going to keep it that way.   


  




Mathiisen Forge Inventory


   Anonymous  


   4 Breastplates (Eagle etching)


  

  10 Steel Swords (Jazzira, remember to inlay the hilts for the next shipment.)  


  2 Steel Shields  


  4 Wooden Shields  


  4 Daggers (1 straight, 3 curved)  


  2 Dozen Nails  


  18 Horseshoes  


  25 Steel Ingots (Stamped with Mathiisen seal)   


  




Mathor's Journal


   Mathor  


   Saw a strange light out over the water last night. I've seen the auroras do some strange things, but never anything quite like this.


  

  Corpses washed up on shore. They were dressed strangely, as if they were from far-off lands. I have no idea where they came from. Tillrani said to send them on to Sovngarde with honors, so we did.  


  Holsgar found someone on the shore. Shivering in the cold ... but not wet, just damp where they were lying in the snow. Would have died without care. He dragged the body back to town and stuck it in one of the spare beds. Hopefully, the poor soul will survive the night.   


  




Matthiaume's Journal


   Matthiaume  


   Saint Ellenica's prayer book is here, but so too are the thrice-damned bandits. As if Rivenspire didn't have problems enough!


  

  Even I am no match for swarms of bandits. I retreated here to tend my wounds and write these words. The bandits wait for me to die. I fear not, for I have Arkay's protection.  


  Saint Ellenica is buried here, somewhere. I can feel her presence. I hope it was all worth it.   


  




Matthild Built This Place


   Anonymous  


   At sixty winters she left Skyrim for good


  

  She found this place and made it her home  


  At sixty-one summers she built this place  


  She took only from the ground to make it  


  As is the custom in Valenwood  


  At sixty-two summers she met the Silvenar  


  She offered to teach the ways of her people  


  For she knew much of making things  


  At sixty-two winters she taught his people  


  She learned as much as she taught  


  And was loved by all her students  


  At eighty winters she went to Sovngarde  


  She left this place to all who would teach  


  And to all who would learn   


  




Mauloch, Orc-Father


   Ramurbak gro-Abamath 


   Know Mauloch, spurned of Boethiah and King of Curses.


  

  An age ago, a cult of Elves left the Summerset Isles, abandoning their kin to follow Veloth, a pathetic tool of Boethiah. Trinimac confronted Boethiah for this trespass and was challenged to battle. Trinimac was about to strike a mighty blow when Mephala appeared and stabbed him in the back. As Trinimac kneeled, wounded by Mephala's treachery, Boethiah gloated and cast a terrible ritual to scar and twist his appearance, then cast him to a place of choking air and ash.  


  Trinimac, enraged by his failure, was reborn in blood as he sliced open his own chest, tearing the shame from his spirit. Mauloch, the God of Curses, rose from the ash and cursed Boethiah for his malice.  


  On that day, Mauloch spoke the Code to his faithful, and swore vengeance against those who would break it.  


  "Do not steal.  


  Do not kill your kin.  


  Do not attack without cause.  


  Those who break these rules must pay the Blood Price."  


  And thus, the Orcs were born of blood: the Blood of Mauloch.   


  




Mazubar-Do's Advice


   Mazubar-do  


   There is one very important thing that I have learned much about in my years. Oh yes, and another. There are two very important things I know about, and those two things are fighting and dancing. You will forgive me for sometimes confusing the two, for they are each one close to the other, side by side, partners like so many things under the moons.


  

  To fight and to dance, your feet must be light, fast, never stumbling. Whether it is a battle or a celebration, in each, a stumble means death, means the sword across your neck or the stab of embarrassment and rejection. One foot and two, each sure where it lands on this beat and the next. You must be bold. Take the lead and your partner and enemy will follow; you will be master of the movements, impressive and strong.  


  You must inspire; you must project the power inside forth and out. Consider: what dancer wishes to engage with the beggar, filthy and low? What enemy will fear you if you are shabby and wear dingy padding? Best to prepare, to choose the right garments to show who you are and who you intend to be. You intend to be the winner. The best.  


  Fadomai knew we needed Jone and Jode to protect us and guide us, and likewise you must use the left and right hands. The moons are different, but they are both moons, and, just so, you shall hold a weapon in each hand for battle. Maybe not the same weapon, but weapons still. The moons are both circles, not a circle and a square. For dance, it is the same; you hold the hands—left and right in right and left, but hands all the same.  


  In the fight and the dance, there is rhythm. Give and take, ebb and flow. Mastery of movement, of spinning and twirling just at the right times, is what you must display. You must know when to move forward and when to leap back, watching the other for cues. The other is just another side of you—ignore them at your peril. There is no feeling to compare with a good fight or dance. If you practice, you feel each piece falling into place, each motion flowing exactly to where it should. And that is how you win.   


  




Mead, Mead, Mead!


   Anonymous  


   (A Drinking Song)


  

  Mead, mead, mead!  


  Wonderfully wet, sinfully sweet!  


  Heft your mead horns and hold your mugs high,  


  We want to keep drinking until we do die!  


  Mead, mead, mead!  


  It's what a body needs!  


  It makes us strong and wise and brave,  


  There's nothing better, it's what we crave!  


  Mead, mead, mead!  


  I drink it morning, noon, and eve.  


  I like it spiced and sweet and powerful,  


  I'll soon be drunk and that's quite probable,  


  Mead, mead, mead!   


  




Meat For Soup


   Anonymous  


   Lizard: Crusty


  

  Mudcrab: Tasty  


  Jackal: Gamey  


  Rat: Good for snacks (not soup)  


  Goblin: Nasty (don't eat)   


  




Medium Armor: Tannins And Leather


   Defessus Lector 


   Bardus,


  

  Today's lesson is about the leathers and tannins used by clothiers when making medium armor. As you have noticed while hiding from the nightwatch in your father's armory, medium leathers come in many kinds: for example, brigantines are hard and studded, while running leathers are tough but flexible. These different styles are achieved by the use of different hides and tannins.  


  Tannins are the "tempers" used by the crafter to balance hardness and resiliency in medium armor. A leather chestpiece can be treated to be as rigid as a board, able to turn an assassin's knife—but if it is too rigid, the wearer is unable to turn his or her body. Thus, armorers use tannins on leathers and fabrics to strike a balance between stiffness and flexibility.  


  What does this have to do with the look of the resulting armor set? If only you had asked that question at lessons rather than daydreaming about impressing the scullery maid with that wisp of a mustache. It has everything to do with it, as you'll see for yourself. Now get to work on curing those hides your father bought as samples—and don't let me see you making eyes at the scullery maid until you're done.   


  




Meet The Character


   Anonymous  


   Astra Caerellius


  

  FROM THE PRIVATE JOURNALS OF GREEN-VENOM-TONGUE  


  Turdas  


  Astara Caerellius, Matron of our Sanctuary, definitely carries the weight of responsibility upon her shoulders. You can see it in her eyes, in the deep creases of her face. She really needs to take better care of herself. On certain days, she looks every bit as old as she is. She could still gut me like a fish, hollow me out, and turn my empty skin into a backpack, but that doesn't change the fact that she isn't getting any younger. I wonder if I should recommend a lotion to help with that? A combination of troll fat, river mud, and Alik'r spices certainly keeps my scales supple and shiny.  


  Fredas  


  I've been trying to better understand our Matron, but in many ways she remains a mystery to me. She holds herself apart and above the Brothers and Sisters that operate out of this Sanctuary, even as she worries and frets over each assassin she sends on a contract. She is definitely cold and calculating, an accomplished killer with a reputation for completing contracts faster and more efficiently than anyone else of her age category. She's probably lost a step or two, but I have no doubt her blade remains sharp and her aim deadly. Why does she insist on projecting such a hard shell, I wonder, when it's obvious she's as soft as yolk on the inside? I want to ask her, but the last time I broached the subject she threatened to cut out my tongue and hang it on the Black Door if I didn't stop bothering her with personal questions.  


  Morndus  


  I spent part of the day following the Matron around the Sanctuary, hoping to glean more insights into her motivations and character. Even a cold-blooded killer can be curious, after all.  


  Astara took her morning meal in the mess, as she is wont to do. She had a large bowl of wine-soaked corn cake and chunks of wheel-barrow cheese. Interesting how she would spear a bit of cake or cheese with her knife, examine it carefully, and then plop it into her mouth. She chewed each mouthful eleven times—never more, never less—swallowed, then belched enthusiastically before diving in for more. She finished all but a sliver of cake and a wedge of cheese and departed just as Tanek and Cimbar entered. I was tempted to stay behind to see what the assassins were going to eat, but that would have conflicted with my observations of the Matron. Perhaps tomorrow.  


  I quietly followed the Matron into the library, where she continued her morning ritual of reading from "The Five Tenets" and then, when she assumed no one was watching, she picked up one of her beloved bawdy tales. I couldn't see which it was today. Probably "Investigator Vale" or "Tales of the Pirate Empress" if I had to guess. She does seem to enjoy a rollicking bodice ripper whenever she can get her hands on one. At that point, without even turning to look, she hurled a dagger. It buried itself in the wall beside my head, less than a claw's length from my right ear.  


  And so concluded my observations of Matron Astara for the day.  


  Captain Caudex  


  (Recovered from the corpse of Lieutenant Gavo Haderus)  


  I take up the quill with a heavy heart. My friend and comrade, Captain Midara, is dead. He had managed to evade capture for more than a month, but it seems the Clannfear finally sniffed him out. Even the oppressive stink of the sewers can't throw them off.  


  This is, of course, just another in a long line of tragedies. The city lies in ruins, its people are enslaved or sacrificed, and the Legion is shattered beyond repair. By last count, only two officers remain: myself and Captain Anatolius Caudex.  


  I remain baffled by Caudex's success in the Nobles District. While we scurry through drainpipes and sleep in puddles of our own filth, he holds the forum. The forum! Right there in plain view of Divine and Daedra alike. I guess I shouldn't be surprised. In my heart, I've always known he'd be the last soldier standing. Sergeant Shatabi calls him the "Zhazza-Ra." That's ta'agra for "The Crazy General." I suppose he does suffer from a kind of madness. His love for the Empire is just ... relentless. It's the kind of zeal that would burst the heart of lesser men. He would bleed on the Diamond to keep it red.  


  I'm reminded of our time in Fort Warden—before the provincials took it from us. The Covenant made a practice of shooting any officer that strayed into view. Most of us took to wearing standard infantry uniforms to avoid attention. But not Caudex. Every morning he'd polish his breastplate, comb the crest of his helm, and patrol the walls in utter defiance. He was shot three times, but never failed to make his rounds. We pleaded with him to stop. He just shook his head.  


  "These rebels must learn that the Empire is invincible," he said. "So we must be invincible."  


  Not long afterward, we were ordered to abandon the keep. Caudex was the last to leave.  


  It's funny. Even though I write this from inside the city walls, it feels like Fort Warden all over again. Enemies on all sides, officers in hiding, and Caudex defiant. I know that the city is lost. I know that the Legion is sundered. But in my heart I can't help but believe—so long as Caudex lives, the Empire is invincible.  


  Chief Bazrag  


  Royal Communique: For the Eyes of High King Emeric  


  Your Majesty,  


  While taking in the sights of the work in progress known as Orsinium, I encountered another Orc we both know from Kurog's time in Wayrest. Do you remember Bazrag gro-Fharun? I'm sure you do! He was as quiet as Kurog was loud, but just as deadly with a sword or axe. This one-time friend and ally of King Kurog is now a clan chieftain. But despite their history, Bazrag refuses to accept Kurog's rule. He's a stubborn old hardliner, and perhaps the most prominent of the chiefs who still haven't given Kurog their full support. When Bazrag followed Kurog on his mercenary adventures, he battled across Tamriel at Kurog's side. Now he takes his role as clan chief very seriously, always keeping the needs of Wrothgar and the Orcs clearly at the forefront of all his endeavors.  


  Chief Bazrag considers the old customs and traditions to be sacrosanct. He's a firm believer in Malacath and the Blood Code. A proud and accomplished Orc, he wants to see the rise of a new Orc empire as much as Kurog does. However, Bazrag thinks the process will take generations and can't be hurried along—no matter how many cities Kurog decides to raise. To his mind, patience and adherence to tradition are the keys to uniting the clans and rebuilding Orsinium. Anything else is the addled dream of a reckless fool that threatens the glimmer of hope he sees for his people's future.  


  Gruff and serious, Chief Bazrag refuses to accept a new god or a new approach to life for the Orsimer. The old ways have served the Orcs well, Bazrag believes, and abandoning them for Trinimac and his ideas about truth, honor, and unity is anathema. In fact, I've heard Bazrag proclaim that the Trinimac movement is nothing more than a plot by the High Elves to spread their own religion to Wrothgar. I'm sure he's just being paranoid, but I have noticed an increasing number of High Elves arriving in Orsinium.  


  My king, as a chief and opponent of Kurog, Bazrag needs to be handled very carefully. If King Kurog has an equal among the clan chiefs, it is Bazrag gro-Fharun. He has the support of the chiefs still opposed to Kurog's plans. He never displays the slightest bit of fear when confronting Kurog. And his stern and regal bearing keeps the traditionalist Orcs flocked around his banner. He's definitely a force to be reckoned with among those who initiate events and inspire influence in Wrothgar.  


  Zephrine Frey, Royal Chronicler of Wayrest  


  Chief Inspector Rhanbiq  


  Dossier: Chief Inspector Rhanbiq  


  by Talsim, Master of Secrets for Her Majesty, the Queen of Taneth  


  Per your request, I examined the recent matter concerning Magnifica Falorah's sudden interest in Abah's Landing. It seems there was a breach of her family tomb, and she has employed the Iron Wheel to find and punish those responsible. This is in no way a threat to your Majesty; in fact, it would seem Falorah is taking pains to preclude any embarrassment to the crown itself by preventing official entanglements with the merchant lords of Abah's Landing.  


  For your edification, I have prepared a brief dossier on Chief Inspector Rhanbiq, the man beholden to complete Falorah's task.  


  Rhanbiq is one of the Iron Wheel's few chief inspectors, and by all accounts earned the title through unassailable duty and competence rather than family name or political connections. We place Rhanbiq in the middle to latter half of his fourth decade. He has no known living relatives and has never married. He cannot be bribed, he has no known vices, and numerous (but unconfirmed) reports indicate he is a private but devout adherent of Stendarr. His martial capabilities are passable, at best. As one of his colleagues says, "the only weapon Rhanbiq wields is his mind—but he keeps it razor sharp."  


  We have learned the chief inspector is not native to Taneth. He transferred here two decades ago from the Sentinel branch of the Bailiffs Guild, which has always been a pale shadow of the Taneth branch in terms of capability and expertise. He quickly flourished under the tutelage of then-Inspector Braswila, and was personally involved in some rather high-profile investigations:  


  When the Bailiffs Guild effectively collapsed during the Imperial troubles, Rhanbiq argued passionately to retain the structure of the Taneth branch for what I can only deem as idealistic interests. I have provided an excerpt:  


  "We cannot disband. We should not disband! We are not the watchmen wielding the cudgel of a bounty paid to make a problem simply go away. We are the desert falcon watching from on high, providing justice—true justice—to the people of Taneth. If we dare call ourselves the Iron Wheel, let us turn ever onward until the Bailiffs Guild restores itself!"  


  In my opinion, a passionate idealist can be far more dangerous to the crown than a hundred Lady Varmonds. It is therefore my recommendation to avoid further investigation into Magnifica Falorah's affairs while the Iron Wheel is in her employ. Though ludicrous to think the crown had any cause to invade her family tomb, Chief Inspector Rhanbiq is like a clothier who plucks at every loose strand before him until he unravels the entire jacket. Best not to dangle any thread.  


  Clivia Tharn  


  My Dear Sister Clivia  


  From Unpublished Notes for "Life of a Cyrod Daughter," by Magus-General Septima Tharn  


  Back when we were all studying different parts of Father's curriculum for world domination, a corner of the White-Gold Tower library was set up as a classroom for me, my sisters, and our tutors. I had a natural talent for spell-work, and by the age of thirteen I was already quite advanced in the family tradition of Battlemagic. However, I always had trouble with combat teleportation, and I remember one day I was working on trying to 'port a rat from one desk to another, when I was distracted by an argument between Clivia and Euraxia. Euraxia was about six years old at this point, and Clivia was seven and a half, but she already wore that haughty majesty that would serve her so well later in life. They were playing the basic version of my father's boardgame, "Imperial War-Chess," and Clivia had just moved her Guar Cavalry from Morrowind to Nibenay over the Velothi Mountains to take Euraxia's Rimmen Mercenaries—an illegal move, as the speed of cavalry is halved over difficult terrain. Euraxia protested loudly at this violation of the rules, calling Clivia a big cheater. Clivia just slapped her and told her not to be such a baby. This only made Euraxia madder—she drew herself up to her full height and declared that one day, when she was Queen of Rimmen, Clivia would get hers, and then she knocked Clivia's cavalry piece off the board. In response Clivia simply kicked the board hard from below, sending the game, pieces and all, showering over her younger sister's head. "Queens don't scare me," she said coldly. "Because I'm going to be EMPRESS, and then you'll ALL bow your heads."  


  She turned to me, unprovoked, and added, "And that goes for you, too, Big Ugly. Learn every spell in the library. Just see what good it does you." Then she stood, every lovely hair still in place, turned and marched out of the room. Wailing, Euraxia went after her, begging forgiveness.  


  That was Clivia: ever the regal one, with everyone always falling all over themselves to win the crumbs of her favor. Imperious, beautiful, statuesque even, she had a dazzling smile, but she only bestowed it on one who'd paid for it somehow—or was going to. She had no talent to be a Battlemage, she lacked Euraxia's instinctive grasp of power politics, she never learned Father's trick of demanding a good man's loyalty, and yet she was the one Abnur groomed for the Ruby Throne. Because Clivia had the inborn aura of command: people simply wanted to do her bidding, and when she gave an order, it felt wrong to disobey.  


  How did she do it? I never did figure that out. There was no magic involved, so far as I could tell. It was just her nature. When Prince Leovic came back triumphant from his first campaign against the border raiders, our family was there in the Great Hall with the other councilors and great nobles to receive him. His father, Emperor Moricar, praised the prince and decreed that he could name his reward. Prince Leovic didn't hesitate: he walked right up to us and said, "Your Majesty, I want the Chancellor's daughter." And though Abnur Tharn had many daughters, we knew which one he meant.  


  Drake of Blades  


  Attn: General Nesh-Tan  


  As per your request, I have compiled a report on all matters related to this masked woman, the "Drake of Blades." I must admit, it is far from exhaustive. Even my most gifted scouts could only keep pace with her for a few minutes at a time before losing her to the shadows. And even in those cases, I suspect she wanted to be seen for some reason—perhaps to lead us away from an ambush, or draw our attention to something noteworthy. I am confident that she means us no harm, and I thank the Three for that. If she did want us gone, I suspect we'd all be dead many times over.  


  Judging by her height and complexion, I'd say she's probably Imperial. But we've never observed her wearing anything other than a weathered Akaviri panoply, so any connection to the Legion seems unlikely. So far as we can tell, she has no companions in the city. We have reason to believe she has made contact with our enemies in the Covenant and the Dominion, but those meetings have been infrequent and cursory. So, in short, we can't say with certainty who she actually works for. Our best guess is some clandestine offshoot of the former Dragonguard.  


  What worries me the most is her temperament. There is something about how she carries herself that makes the troops nervous. She often appears agitated—pacing or walking in circles. Other times she will sit, almost catatonic, for an hour or more before giving us the slip. This would be less troubling if she wasn't so ... I guess "murderous" is the word? We've found hanged cultists and severed heads in almost every district of the city—left as a warning for Molag Bal's troops, and perhaps us as well.  


  In the weeks we've been stalking her, we've only had one actual meeting. One of my junior pathfinders, Elam, bumbled into an old tea-house full of Dremora. They seemed poised to burn him alive before the Drake arrived. She slew the lot of them in three strokes of her sword. Split one of their heads like melon and cut the other three in half. Elam stammered out a faint "thank you." She stood there staring at us for a moment, like she was struck dumb. Eventually she called him an "idiot" and disappeared out the back door.  


  My counsel is this: give her a wide berth. Accept what aid she offers, but don't get in her way.  


  Blood for the Pact,  


  Lieutenant Drathyn  


  Eveli Sharp-Arrow  


  Razum-Dar,  


  This one has done as you have asked. I joined up with the Wood Elf known as Eveli Sharp-Arrow and even now we travel toward the Orc city of Orsinium. To the Wood Elf, this one is nothing more than another adventurer seeking fame and fortune in the wilds of Wrothgar. She has no reason to suspect that I am one of the Eyes of the Queen and a trusted friend of the infamous Razum-Dar. But what you hope I'll discover about this untested novice, I'll never understand.  


  Let me be blunt. The Wood Elf is practically a child. As far as I can tell, this is her first trip out of Valenwood. She has as much business answering King Kurog's call as a newborn lion has trying to vie for leadership of its pride. This one suspects she won't last an hour once we cross the border into Wrothgar. She'll turn around and run back to Valenwood at the first sign of trouble—or she'll be dead. I don't see any other option.  


  Eveli Sharp-Arrow reeks of innocence and inexperience. She talks of nothing but going on a grand adventure and becoming a hero. Her naïveté would be cute if she hadn't signed on to help tame one of the wildest and most dangerous regions in all of Tamriel. This one has a mind to just tell her to go home now, before it's too late. But no, I have my orders. I will simply observe and report. But damn you, Razum-Dar! This young woman doesn't deserve to be tested in your fires. I know you expect her to become a weapon, but from what I've seen, she'll crack when her metal is exposed to too much heat!  


  * * *  


  This one hasn't changed his mind about the Wood Elf, but what I saw today has given me much to consider. I suppose this is the kind of news you wanted to hear. We're still about a day from the Wrothgarian border, serving as guards for a caravan full of supplies, artisans, and Orc peasants bound for the city of Orsinium. The trip has been uneventful. Until today. We were set upon by Red Rook Bandits who saw us as easy pickings. Before I could react, Eveli leaped to the top of a wagon and launched arrow after arrow into the surprised marauders. Every one of her arrows hit its mark. Almost as quickly as the attack began it was over, the bandits fleeing as fast as their wounded pride could carry them.  


  The Wood Elf acted bravely, but as soon as the danger passed she turned pale and sat down hard. I think she was actually sickened by putting arrows into live targets! Still, she performed better than I expected. Maybe you're right and there's more to Eveli Sharp-Arrow than I suspect. For now, this one will keep watching—just as the great Razum-Dar has ordered.  


  Aroz'lai, the Queen's Eye in Wrothgar  


  Father Egnatius  


  Chancellor Tharn,  


  My patience wears thin--very thin indeed. I have always valued your counsel, such as it is, when it comes to the matters of state, but this business with Father Egnatius cannot be allowed to continue. I have spent years preparing for the arrival of our dark patron, Molag Bal. My worms have woven plots of intrigue that would make even Mephala blush. And yet, this simple priest continues to walk the halls of power, unmolested. This is wholly unacceptable.  


  It troubles me that you do not see the risk that a man like Egnatius poses. I grant you that he is not a member of the Elder Council, but his shadow looms over every proceeding. Just yesterday I saw him breaking bread with Falco and that paunchy fool, Gulsanius. Egnatius was urging them to reconsider the Memorial construction project—a project that is vital to our interests.  


  If he were just a common priest, I would have no cause for concern. I have shaken the faith of prophets and driven saints to suicide. Alessia's sheep are easily shorn. Easily slaughtered. But not this Egnatius. No, not Egnatius, with his books and his scrolls and his warm-hearted smiles. He is too well read. He strikes me as a scholar first and a priest second. There is no zealotry left in him—no secret malice for me to twist and shape. It is maddening. I tell you, Tharn, there are few things I hate more than an educated holy-man.  


  You have cautioned me against spilling his blood before. I know he is well-loved, and his death would be an unwelcome distraction. But faith is unpredictable. In the hands of a learned man, it can spell doom for plots both great and small. I will not allow our great undertaking to die at the hands of a frumpy, balding friar. Remove him from play or I will flay him alive.  


  – Mannimarco  


  Forge Mother Alga  


  Letter from Orsinium  


  Oh, Mother, I miss you terribly! Life as King Kurog's forge-wife isn't awful, but I long to smell the fires of Morkul and feel the heat of the blazing forges on my face. Does that make me an ungrateful wife for the king? I promise I'll try to do better and not bring disgrace to our clan, but sometimes it's all I can do not to steal a royal mount and ride away from this loud and boisterous city!  


  What am I going on about? Sometimes I think I must sound like one of those spoiled Breton dowry wives, Malacath forbid! In your last letter, you asked me to tell you all about life in the king's court. You seemed especially interested in Forge-Mother Alga, so let me start there. The king's mother represents everything I hope to become as Kurog's forge-wife. She's strong-willed yet caring, firm but diplomatic. I've seen her calm a room full of angry clan chiefs with nothing but a reasoned argument and a couple of pointed revelations designed to subtly break the tension. She really is amazing!  


  Alga epitomizes the concept of the elder Orc matron. She's positively ancient! But age hasn't slowed her down as far as I can tell. She gets around better than I do with that staff of hers. She never goes anywhere without it. She's strong, sharp-witted, and she might be the smartest Orc I've ever spoken to. She seems to know something about everything and everyone, and she's wise and kind—especially to me and the rest of Kurog's wives. She treats us like the daughters she never had.  


  Whenever Kurog travels, Forge-Mother Alga remains behind to run the kingdom. Oh, she's delegated certain responsibilities to me and the other wives, but make no mistake—the forge-mother's in charge. Practically every Orc female in Wrothgar owes her a favor, and I've seen her use these connections to get the chieftains to act as she wants them to. She makes it all look so easy, but I know the amount of work she puts in to maintain these important connections.  


  What else can I say about Forge-Mother Alga? She's a devout Orc, devoted to that newfangled god that everyone in Orsinium is wild about. Trinimac. He's much too weak for my taste, not a proper god like Malacath at all, but you won't catch me saying that when the forge-mother is around. She even brought in a high priestess, a city Orc named Solgra, to oversee the temple and lead the prayers to Trinimac. Her religious views aside, I really do admire the forge-mother and what she stands for. She's helping Kurog fulfill his dream of a united Orc nation, and I'm doing my part to follow her example. She's an inspiration!  


  I'll write again soon,  


  Your daughter, Tugha  


  Governor Fortunata  


  Esteemed Count Carolus Aquilarios,  


  I am once again writing to you on behalf of my master, the Provincial Governor of Anvil and the almost universally accepted ruler of the entirety of the Gold Coast—the beautiful and the beguiling, the brave and the bawdy, the one and the only, Fortunata ap Dugal.  


  Her Excellency has ordered me to request for this one last time that you finally acquiesce and bow down before her Governorship. Accept her as the true and solitary leader of all she surveys. In return, she promises to allow you to retain some semblance of rulership over Kvatch and your uncle's original holdings, provided you declare your faithfulness and undivided loyalty to the Her Excellence's banner. It is, after all, the right thing to do.  


  Need I remind you that, unlike yourself, Fortunata was not born to nobility. Everything she has attained she earned through blood and sweat and deception. You must admit, she really is a remarkable woman! It didn't take her long to rise to the top of the Gold Coast Trading Company, securing a place on the ruling council of the shipping magnates and filling the company's coffers with unprecedented amounts of gold. She had a dream and an ambition that went beyond mere business, however. In short order, she used her connections and considerable charms to rally the Red Sails pirates to her side, amassing an armada of merchant vessels and pirate ships united under her white flag emblazoned with a blood-red saber. That was when she earned the title of Pirate Queen.  


  Thanks to your uncle's ill-timed revolution, Anvil was left nearly defenseless and ripe for conquest—and that's exactly what Fortunata did. She sailed her armada into port, squelched a few half-hearted attempts to repel her approach, and took Anvil Castle as her own. The city leaders saw the value in accepting Fortunata's leadership and quickly set out to garner Her Excellence's favor. That was when she took the title of Provincial Governor.  


  Now, Her Eminence knows all about your objections to the fact that she has annexed the entire Gold Coast and placed everything southwest of Varen's Wall under her protection. She has done this because she cares and because she has the means and resources to fulfill her promise to the people of the Gold Coast. Why can't you just accept her generosity and stop this continuous bickering? Don't we have real problems to deal with here? The Dark Brotherhood, for example, operates openly throughout our region, flouting our power and threatening everything we all hold dear. I wouldn't be surprised if they're responsible for the recent murders that have plagued both our cities. You can't deal with them. Primate Artorius and his Cathedral can't stop them. Submit to Fortunata's rule and let her do what she does best.  


  In the end, do you really think you have any other choice?  


  In Governor Fortunata's name, I remain,  


  Braccus Klinicus, Master Scribe of Anvil Castle  


  Green-Venom-Tongue  


  Listener,  


  Your whispers concerning the Sanctuary in the Gold Coast territory ring true. I am quite certain that events in the area have begun to conspire against the Dark Brotherhood, just as you predicted. As such, I have started to take a closer look at the Brothers and Sisters operating out of the Gold Coast Sanctuary. Of the various assassins available to us, of particular interest to me is our Brother, Green-Venom-Tongue.  


  Green-Venom-Tongue, an Argonian from Black Marsh, has served the Night Mother and our Dread Father practically since he emerged from his egg. As a ruthless and accomplished killer, Brother Venom takes on many of the choice assignments from the Sanctuary's matron and the resident keeper of contracts. I have even utilized his services a number of times for clients who performed the Black Sacrament. His technique and use of the Blade of Woe does the Brotherhood proud. I have no doubt that he will play an important role as events related to Anvil and Kvatch unfold.  


  All that being said, Green-Venom-Tongue elicits a number of concerns that you need to be aware of so that anything that occurs later doesn't surprise you. The Gold Coast Sanctuary was not Brother Venom's first home within the Brotherhood. We both know what happened and how Brother Venom was exonerated, but a few doubts and questions still linger regarding that time. He also owes as much allegiance to us as he does to Black Marsh and he often returns there to fulfill his duties as a Shadowscale. This is as it should be, though it means that Brother Venom may not be available to us when we want to utilize his talents. Beyond that, Brother Venom has a few peculiarities that mark him as strange among his more grounded Brethren.  


  First, Brother Venom remains distant and cut off from the rest of his Brethren. While I am sure this relates to events surrounding his former Sanctuary, it nevertheless serves to make his Brothers and Sisters uncomfortable in his presence. Second, he has an overly curious mind. In fact, I would go so far as to say that his persistent attention and endless stream of questions come off as quite unsettling. He makes his fellow assassins nervous. Third, he carries one or more journals with him wherever he goes, and he constantly jots down notes and makes meticulous records of everything that he observes. He never allows anyone to see what he's written, and he guards his journals with an almost jealous zeal. I would venture to guess that Green-Venom-Tongue isn't completely sane. Then again, who among the Brotherhood truly is?  


  Despite his distinctive oddities, Green-Venom-Tongue represents an important asset in the Dark Brotherhood's arsenal of weapons. As sharp as the keenest blade and as dangerous as a sudden storm, Brother Venom has risen to the top of my short list of assassins that will help shape and ensure the future of the Gold Coast Sanctuary. I am heading to the area now to supervise events personally—and to check on a potential recruit who may be able to help us as well.  


  Yours in the Night Mother's cold embrace,  


  Speaker Terenus  


  King Kurog  


  Royal Communique: For the Eyes of High King Emeric  


  Your Majesty,  


  As requested, I have traveled to the new city of Orsinium to report on the progress of your friend and ally, King Kurog. Contrary to the state of affairs presented to you by Kurog himself during his last visit to Wayrest, the Orcs aren't a united nation and the city is far from complete. Despite Kurog's proclamation of kingship, many of the clans still operate as independent city-states, and some clan chiefs directly oppose Kurog's reign. Regardless, the king continues to promote his agenda of a united Orsimer nation and a rebuilt Orc city. If anyone can succeed at these momentous tasks, it is definitely Kurog gro-Orsinium.  


  Through all these difficulties, King Kurog remains an imposing figure. He really is the ultimate warrior-king. He's strong and savage in battle, boisterous and fun-loving in private, and utterly ruthless in politics. He has an amazing appetite for life in general, as well as a singular love of food and drink. In some ways, Kurog reminds me of an exuberant child—full of wide-eyed wonder and a sense of humor that ranges from Orcishly crude to remarkably sophisticated. In many ways, he's a true conundrum: carefree and gleeful one moment, brooding and deadly the next.  


  Kurog believes that the time has come for the Orsimer to change; change their religion, change their traditions. "Our customs served us well in the past, but now they hold us back," the king has said on numerous occasions. "It makes it very difficult to have a civil discourse about anything of substance if someone, sooner or later, is going to reach for something sharp or heavy to promote his or her own point of view."  


  Is Kurog a worthy ally? Yes, I believe that he is. Will his program to rebuild the Orc city of Orsinium and unite the Orc clans into a single nation succeed? I hesitate to make predictions, but I can tell you with all sincerity—I believe in King Kurog. I believe that when he brings his intellect and his considerable strength of will to bear, he can succeed at whatever he sets out to accomplish. If nothing else, under Kurog's rule, Wrothgar is in for interesting times. Very interesting, indeed!  


  Zephrine Frey, Royal Chronicler of Wayrest  


  Primate Artorius  


  Faithful of Akatosh,  


  As another Mid-Year Celebration approaches, this is a good time to reflect on the myriad of blessings provided by the Dragon God of Time. Of all the bountiful and numerous boons Akatosh bestows upon us, none gives us more pride and good cheer than the Primate of our Great Cathedral, the pious and righteous Artorius Ponticus.  


  The devotion and piety demonstrated by Primate Artorius on any given day barely hints at his humble beginnings. As the fourth son of the wealthy Ancrus family, young Artorius grew up without a clear idea of his place in the world. Service to the Divines was a natural path for Artorius to follow, but he had little interest in a life of spiritual devotion and prayer. Instead, young Artorius found himself drawn to the notorious crime boss, Vodunius Monrius. It wasn't long before he was running messages and performing errands for Vodunius and his lieutenants.  


  Primate Artorius never hides from his past. He tells us that he was full of "vinegar and fury" in those days, trying to find his place in the world. He was on the verge of either discovering his passion or losing his way when Akatosh intervened. Four members of the City Guard caught him collecting gold from a shop owner—the daily fee charged to protect the merchant from Vodunius's wrath. Instead of tossing Artorius in a dungeon and throwing away the key, however, the Guard sent him to spend a year and a day with the priests of the Divines as penance for his crimes.  


  Temple life soon became too exhausting for Artorius to maintain his rage. Study, meditation, and prayer were juxtaposed by various chores to maintain the temple and its shrines. Despite every attempt to do otherwise, the young initiate soon became fascinated with the tales and tenets of the Divines. He questioned the priests of each shrine endlessly about the Divine honored there, until Artorius eventually found his fate and pledged his service to the Dragon God of Time.  


  Of course, you've all heard the story of the "Miracle of the First Shrine," when Akatosh first used Artorius to reveal his will to the faithful. After that fateful event, Artorius received a post here at our Cathedral in Kvatch, where he quickly rose through the ranks and eventually took his place as our beloved Primate. Under his guidance and care, the Cathedral of Akatosh has remained a stabilizing force in our part of the world for most of the last decade. And, as we contemplate our blessings on this Mid-Year Celebration, remember that everything that's good and worthwhile in Kvatch and the Gold Coast comes from Akatosh and his chosen representative, Primate Artorius.  


  Do not let the pirates of Anvil disturb your tranquility. Do not fear the shadows or the cowardly assassins that hide within them. For Akatosh is the light and the power, and Primate Artorius is his good right hand.  


  As Akatosh wills it, so shall it be.  


  Grand Sermonizer Fithia  


  Quen  


  A LETTER FROM THE LILLANDRIL ILLUMINATION ACADEMY  


  Dear Saroldo,  


  This is my third and final letter regarding your daughter, Quenneth—or "Quen," as she insists everyone refer to her. I must assume your lack of response to my previous letters is a delay in the packet ships. Piracy in the Abecean is rife this time of year.  


  We at Lillandril Illumination Academy have always been quite clear on our criteria for Quen's matriculation. It pains me to speak so plainly, but you have reneged on your pecuniary commitment to our institution.  


  Therefore, I am presented with an unwelcome duty. It is our decision to suspend Quen from Lillandril Illumination Academy, effective immediately.  


  We did not arrive at this decision lightly. There were a number of contributing factors:  


  Should you once more see fit to deliver the works of art you had previously guaranteed, we can discuss Quen's potential return. However, an additional three months of silence will convert Quen's suspension to a permanent expulsion.  


  On a personal note, I urge you to speak directly with Quen about her future. Though her time at the academy is most likely at a close, she is still a capable young Altmer with a future only somewhat diminished. Perhaps she can find a career in our proud Dominion forces, where she can learn to appreciate the simplicity of following orders. A tradesman's work might suit her unremarkable lineage, such as a warehouse worker or seamstress. Whatever her decision, you should be a part of it. Without guidance she may do something rash, such as join a circus.  


  Kindest Regards,  


  Tundellde  


  Most Illuminated Intendent  


  Lillandril Illumination Academy  


  Silver Claw  


  A GIFT AND SOME CONCERNS  


  Dearest Velsa,  


  It is I, your friend, the most humble and magnanimous Silver-Claw! I do hope you haven't grown too lonely during your well-deserved retirement. Despite your many protestations regarding gifts, I have enclosed a small packet imported directly from Valenwood. I have no idea what "strangler seeds" are, but it seemed exotic enough for your garden. Sadly, the instructions must be in error, for it seems you must "bloodlet thrice daily" so the plant "positively associates your scent." I must admit, Bosmer metaphors are quite beyond me.  


  If you haven't left your garden recently, I assure you that life in Abah's Landing continues apace. The Iron Wheel no longer marches through the streets, for the merchant lords insisted they decamp from the city. Rumors say Hubalajad Palace was recently occupied by a wealthy new tenant. (Next month's rumors will assuredly speak of a destitute would-be merchant lord evicted from Hubalajad Palace.) Oh, did you hear of the new pirate Commodore demanding tribute from her captains? Should you plan to travel, I would suggest overland routes until she is fully appeased.  


  Though I know you are far too polite to ask, and I am of course exceptionally embarrassed to inform you, I do not write you entirely to exchange pleasantries. In all honesty I have grave concerns regarding my business.  


  As you well know, Spotless Goods Shipping Concern has always been the metaphorical feather in my proverbial cap. It is true that I wear no cap due to my naturally flowing mane, and also that I am particularly allergic to feathers, but my point stands. I took Spotless Goods from a back-alley merchant stall to the harbor-side warehouse it is today. I made friends of my rivals, for I never aspired to be the best merchant in Abah's Landing—I simply wish to earn my place at the table. As you know, I have always dutifully paid the right people, whether merchant lord or your former shadowy associates.  


  Still, the shadows have been exceptionally quiet since the Iron Wheel's arrival. Even the merchant lords whisper of invaders from Taneth. I fear some delicate balance has been upset in the city I love. Remove too many spokes from the wagon wheel, and you break the wagon.  


  It is probably nothing. How did you put it once? That I have a tendency to "step on my own tail and claim it was a mammoth?"  


  Yet I see my heretofore most trusted overseers whispering in the warehouse shadows when they think me departed. I notice my invitations to social occasions have sharply declined, as though my fellow merchants seek to distance themselves. From what? I cannot predict. Since your retirement, I cannot trade favors for word from the shadows—and with the Iron Wheel's recent activities, I do not care to provoke their interest. My situation is most worrisome.  


  This is why it pains me so to remind you of the favor you owe me. A pain worse than freshly plucked whiskers, I pledge to you! If I did not hold the future of Spotless Goods in such high esteem as our friendship, I would never be so crude as to mention it.  


  But should I find a mammoth standing upon my tail, I fear you are the only person in Abah's Landing who could help me pry it off.  


  Warmest regards,  


  —Silver-Claw  


  Zeira  


  2E 582: Entry 18  


  I loathe spying upon my friend.  


  I've known Zeira since she was a young cutpurse. I wasn't part of the guild then, but our paths crossed. At first, she thought I begged for food on the streets. I did nothing to convince her otherwise. She always paid extra for information—gave me more coin than others from the Thieves Guild. Sometimes she'd slip me a roll, or a piece of fresh fruit.  


  When she learned I posed as a beggar, a merchant, and a fire juggler depending on the day of the week, she wasn't angry—she was beside herself with amusement. Zeira was the first person in on a joke only I had known for years. I made a true friend that day, sitting on the roof of Hew's Mane and sharing a bottle of grog pilfered from a fishing boat.  


  I remember when she asked me to join the Thieves Guild. I had no interest, for my experience was with the guild Bright Ilmund built. I'd received enough beatings from that bunch to know I should keep away. But when I turned her down, she didn't push, cajole, or otherwise manipulate me into doing what she wanted. I kept waiting for her to do so. I was prepared to vanish, if it came to it.  


  It never did. Zeira was part of a new assortment of thieves brought in by Nicolas. She lived by the rules the guild follows to this day. She showed me the principles by which she stood—the kind those of us raised in the alleys of Abah's Landing can appreciate. She set an example, and I realized it was a good one. I still remember the smile on her face when I told her I'd changed my mind. I'd never seen her beam before.  


  Now, I find reasons to stand within earshot. I pretend to inspect my jacket for lint, but steal a glance at her features in my hand mirror. I watch for signs she isn't her old self.  


  I was lucky to watch Zeira flourish in the guild. A few years after I joined, Nicolas elevated her to the Thieves Council. Velsa couldn't stand her, of course, but I believe she appreciated the verbal sparring partner. Edda warmed to her quickly. Daldur made a point of frowning and scowling, but always weighed her words.  


  It's no wonder Nicolas relied upon her as the years turned. She was the guildmaster's right hand, but she never let it go to her head. I once asked if she ever thought about taking his place. She laughed and said, "What does running a guild compare to pulling off a heist? I'd rather make us all rich. I'm not the type to stare at papers and plan our next move."  


  But now, Nicolas is gone. Edda and Daldur are gone. Velsa wants nothing to do with the Thieves Guild. There is no one but Zeira to plan.  


  All the weight falls on our new guildmaster's shoulders. She must gather the few of us who remain, shelter us from the Iron Wheel, and find a way to restore our honor, such as it is among thieves. She must learn to run the Thieves Guild with Velsa's pragmatism, Edda's spirit, Daldur's boldness, and Nicolas's calculation. She must do things she previously disdained, if she's to lead the rest of us from this dark and lonely place.  


  For example, if she noticed me acting strangely, she might feel the need to read through my journal.  


  If she did, I'd want to let her know that she doesn't need to bear all the weight alone. That despite the way he carried himself, Nicolas did have people to confide in. I'd hope she realizes those few who remain have survived and stuck together because of her actions. I'd tell her she was among family, and that all she truly needs to do is keep setting an example.  


  When I was certain she understood—truly understood—I could stop spying upon my friend.  


  —Walks-Softly   


  




Memo From Menoit


   Anonymous  


   I'm taking Gristle out bear hunting in the caves to the north. Do not hesitate to find me if anything comes up. I won't bite your head off, like Justal would.


  

  — Ranger Menoit   


  




Memo To Captain Doronil


   Commander Taldyn 


   Captain Doronil,


  

  I simply cannot understand the intent of these new orders from the General. The way he commands the watch to be set leaves gaping holes in our defenses during parts of the evening. If we were short-handed that would be one thing, but we have plenty of soldiers for the job. Please share your thoughts. I wish to understand the purpose of these orders.  


  — Commander Taldyn   


  




Memo To Captain Siro


   Magus-General Septima  Tharn 


   I've done all I can. Be grateful I convinced them to let you live, let alone keep a command.


  

  We're even now. I don't want to hear from you again.  


  And keep yourself safe, old man.  


  Magus-General Septima Tharn, Seventh Legion   


  




Memorize And Burn!


   Anonymous  


   This is the last time I'm writing this down for you. Memorize and burn this!


  

  * Blood Oranges: Killing  


  * Crescent: The King  


  * Black Roses: Daedric influence  


  * Guarsitter: Bodyguard  


  * Chicken Feed: Information designed to mis-direct an enemy  


  * Torchbug: Someone with useful information  


  * Netch: A Traitor  


  * Betty Netch: A female traitor  


  * Bull Netch: A male traitor  


  * Wispmother: Leader of an enemy spy ring  


  * Wisps: Members of an enemy spy ring  


  * Shade: Someone who specializes in tracking a target   


  




Memory Stone Of Makela Leki


   Makela Leki 


   Memory Stone of Makela Leki, pt. 1


  

  This is a faithful reproduction of the thoughts recorded in Makela Leki's memory stone, found in the Bangkorai Pass, in the year of reckoning 1E 973. Seven years before the fall of Orsinium due to the combined efforts of the armies of Daggerfall, Sentinel, and the Order of Diagna.  


  Almost all of this is in the first person, as Makela was unfamiliar with the protocols and scholarly formalities of recording herself into a memory stone. None the less, her heroism and heroic deeds live on, her memories fresh in the stone for all to feel and hear.  


  " . . . Muuu uhh, I wonder if this will really work?  


  "That mage took me for 25,000 gold crowns if it doesn't. Imagine? This stone will record my thoughts? What did they say? Just unwrap it from the silver foil and leather bag and as soon as it touches my flesh it will begin to record.  


  "Ahhhh, the pain, I must block it out, no one would want to hold my stone and hear my thoughts if I let it record my pain. Thank the training I received in The Hall of the Virtues of War. I CAN block out this pain. Ummm just, ah, there, it's walled off.  


  "Yes, I can still see it there just beyond my consciousness lurking like a hungry wolf—a wolf that will soon consume me. I see also my inevitable death from these damned wounds. No potions left, the healing crystal and ring are used up, and me, with not even magic enough to light a candle. Oh, but the gods did give me other gifts, the gift of sword singing, the thrill of battle, Frandar Hunding's Book of Circles, THE WAY OF THE SWORD. Ah, but then, that is my story, I get ahead of myself.  


  "I am Makela Leki: a warrior, a sword-singer, a second level Ansei. In my cradle I could form the Shehai, the spirit sword—the mystical blade, mine formed of pure thought serpents intertwined with vines of roses to form the blade, as beautiful as ....  


  "Ah, but I'm about to tell you all about that, to tell you my story, a story of valiant battle, of my loves, of my wars, of betrayal and of this last glorious victory. To tell you of how I came to this distant lonely pass, me and five companions, to fight these men and monsters, to defeat the army that would fall on my people like cowards in the night — but again, I get ahead of myself.  


  "I am a simple warrior. I grew up as a Maiden of the Spirit Blade. As early as I can remember I wanted to be a Singer, to feel the hunger of the blade in my hands, to feel it come alive and take my enemies. I am told our people were artisans and poets long ago in our desert homes. Here in the new home now known as Hammerfell, many of us have returned to those ancient ways, but to me there is but ONE WAY. THE WAY of the SWORD.  


  "Ah, this is hard to tell. I grew up in my noble family, the only one of three brothers and two sisters that felt the calling, the Song of the Sword. Father understood, for he too had felt the call. He had become a master and Ansei long before settling down at our estate to raise a family. At eleven, I entered the Hall of the Virtues of War and joined the Maidens of the Spirit Sword. In my band there were six of us. Daring Julia, solid Patia, big Kati, svelte Cegila, wise Zell, and me—all are gone now, save me, and soon I will join them ... join them in the halls of the unknown gods of war.  


  "We drank together, we fought, we wept, we grew in the way of the sword. We joined in our learnings in the Hall with our Brothers of the Blade. Learning from each other, we all sat at the feet of the Hall Master striving to learn the depths of the Shehai—making the spirit blade into a real weapon as Frandar Hunding had. Only a few have the purity of heart and virtue to be able to take the step and learn the mysteries of Ansei. Sword Sainthood.  


  "Somehow, of all the Brothers and the Maidens, I only possessed the unique qualities, the faint but strong enough flicker of magicka to call forth the Shehai. Many times I called it, seldom would it become substantial enough to be a weapon. To be an Ansei of the first level you just need to be able to call it, and that I could, so I became the first Ansei from our local hall in two generations.  


  "Oh I have so much to tell, so many memories, so many treasures to share with you, my unknown companion. How do I start?  


  "Umhhh, the pain is still out there lurking hungrily, slowly consuming what's left of me. I guess I had better tell of the final battle, the one that has left me here, and then if I have the will left tell you of my life, of my love Raliph. Oh, what a lad he was. What times we shared ... forgive me, my mind wanders ... let me go to the Final Battle.  


  "Umm to start, in the middle humm. Yes. We Maidens grew, learned, and mastered the Way upon completing the Walkabout. To you who are not Singers, this is a wilderness trek emulating the times of Frandar Hunding—where we each wander the countryside righting wrongs, defeating monsters, performing quests in the name of virtue. Some of us in our Hall took years to finish. Always there is danger—we six Maidens each returned in our own good time, but many are they who do not live to return from the Walkabout.  


  "We returned, each to our own lives, to meet in the hall once a week to tell our stories to the new Maidens and Brothers, and to perform as instructors in the Way of the sword. All was well till the night of the Midyear Festival."  


  Memory Stone of Makela Leki, pt. 2  


  "We returned, each to our own lives, to meet in the hall once a week to tell our stories to the new Maidens and Brothers, and to perform as instructors in the Way of the sword. All was well till the night of the Midyear Festival.  


  "All our people were reveling and ... excuse ... enjoying the repast, but for we six Maidens. It happened that the festival day fell on our day of meeting in the hall, our day of prayer and fasting and honor to the Way of the Sword.  


  "As we met, late into the night, a knocking rang on our door. When I opened it, there was a guardian from the Bangkorai Pass, wounded and near death ... He told us of betrayal from the north, an invasion sponsored by High Rock, led by King Joile of Daggerfall—our ally in the war with Orsinium!  


  "Quickly we used up a crystal of healing in restoring him to vitality. We sent him on to the king, while we six grabbed our weapons and armor of power, and as many potions, marks, and crystals and rings as we could carry.  


  "We flew to the pass hoping upon hope that we would not be too late. Our journey was not in vain, for we arrived just at the very point where the last three guardians were overwhelmed by the horde. Into the pass we ran forming the old battle line, six abreast.  


  "OH did we FIGHT.  


  "The Song of the Sword was a joyous noise slicing through the ranks of evil. We fought for hours. Julia was the first to fall, a cowardly poisoned dagger finding a rent in her armor. Then one by one all fell, save me.  


  "... Oh cruel fate ... Then my beloved sword, the sword of my father, the one with the serpent's crest, fashioned by the master swordsmith Singer Tansal broke in my hands. All was lost, our six lives spent in vain. Now, many many of them would pour through the pass. I would be easy prey for them, like a newborn child. I wept in frustration.  


  "Then I remembered the hearth in our home—the book. Frandar Hunding's Book of Circles, the Way of Strategy. I reached for Shehai, the spirit sword, that which I could never reliably form when I needed it, and behold ... it was alive. Alive with fire. It formed in my hand. Ablaze with power—oh, I slew mightily, right and left, like a scythe through wheat. All the way to the Lord of Daggerfall I fought. With one blow I cut his magical armor asunder, one more took his head.  


  "But to do that deed cost me dearly, wounds by the dozen, for although I had magical armor, it was not formed of spirit like my blade, it was not as invincible as my blade or my own spirit, and I was sorely wounded.  


  "With the felling of King Joile, his army crumbled. They fled before my wrath. All ran back through the pass not even pausing to collect their dead and wounded. All who could stand ran for their lives, and I slew all I could reach, but my breath was coming short, and the pain ....  


  "Finally I rested, on this rock where you find me now. I don't know why I chanced to bring this stone along. I bought it on a whim really, with the loot from ... ah, well, I guess I need to really stop and tell my story in order. I feel able to go on to tell you more ... the eternal night is descending more slowly than I thought.  


  "Not just yet am I ready to compose my death poem. A little sip of water and ... well, I think I will go back and tell you of my life, maybe some details about the battle. And, oh, yes. About Raliph and our children, humm where will I start.  


  "... Oh ... rrr ....  


  "I am ... a simple warrior ... I grew up as a, a Maiden of the Spirit Blade ... As early ... as early as I can ... remember ..."   


  




Mendreval's Clue


   Anonymous  


   Mendreval suspects that the thief is a Bosmer. 





Mercano's Journal


   Anonymous  


   First Entry:


  

  After many months, my beloved grows weaker and I feel more and more powerless. The Guild Mages say there is nothing that can be done, but I refuse to believe it. They simply lack creativity and the will to save her. I possess both.  


  My initial experiments into reviving dead flesh show promise. I am hopeful that soon I will have discovered a method to reverse this necrotic disease that afflicts my beloved....  


  Second and Final Entry:  


  My beloved died today. The Guild Mages came to confront me. For the first time since my beloved fell ill, I saw the monstrosities I had created in my single-minded effort to save her. The people of this city look at me ruefully, like I am some kind of monster myself.  


  Mercifully, the Guild Mages have offered me a place with the Thalmor in Woodhearth, far away from these memories and my terrible mistakes. A new start will be good, I think.   


  




Merchants, Scoundrels, Thieves


   Garold Farfly 


   It's well-known that the settlements of present-day Craglorn were founded by a ragged and unsavory lot—criminals fleeing the close watch of the Imperials in Cyrodiil, indigents from the cities of Shornhelm and Evermore, and adventure-seekers looking to escape the comfort and confines of civilization.


  

  Nowhere is this black origin more plain than in the morals on display on the streets of Belkarth. Little more than a hub of unscrupulous merchants, thieves, and black market smugglers, the only government in Belkarth appears to be the will of the scoundrels of the Dragonstar Caravan Company.  


  In Belkarth, all manner of vices are tolerated and everything is for sale. As an example of this depravity, I need only cite the now well-known tale of Madriga. The daughter of a beloved and respected Crown, Madriga was seized from her home in Evermore as payment for debts her father's steward had incurred from agents of the Dragonstar Caravan Company. She was spirited off to the treacherous reaches of Craglorn, where she resurfaced, ten years later, as a barmaid in the Crossroads Tavern.  


  Now the grown woman Madriga in no way resembled the demure and beautiful child of her father's household. Indeed, she had grown into a haughty, promiscuous woman, little better than the local strumpets with their brazen demeanors. When guards from her father's household were sent to bring her home so that she might be restored to her family and married into a noble and honorable estate, it is said that she exclaimed, "No, thank you. The wages are better here."  


  I relate to you this tale so you will be warned if ever you have occasion to deal with the Dragonstar Caravan Company. These so-called merchants have no regard for the noble and established orders that have so long flourished in civilized society. Their only master is gold, and they allow neither honor nor decency to intervene in their service to their master.  


  




Merdyndril's Orders


   Merdyndril  


   In the name of Magistrix Vox,


  

  All Maulborn must continue to monitor and secure Lake Hlaalu. Tests of the Llodos plague continue, and we maintain camps within the area.  


  The new formula isn't as strong as we hoped. I am returning to the Gorge to make a more potent concoction. I will also continue to advance our plans for shipping the material throughout Deshaan.  


  Until new orders are delivered, continue the tests by adding each new batch of the concoction at the waterfall and record the results. Victory is nigh!  


  —Merdyndril   


  




Merethrin's Research Notes


   Anonymous  


   It has taken many years, but I have finally devised an enchantment that will extend my life.


  

  The ritual of longevity requires colored crystals for each of nature's life-giving elements. A blue-colored crystal for water, a green-colored crystal for vitality, and a bright, orange crystal for light.  


  I must place the crystals in a triangular array and then speak the incantation. I have found a remote cave in the mountains east of Shornhelm where I plan to try it out.  


  ———  


  I plan to head out to the cave tomorrow morning and enact the ritual.  


  Just in case there are any problems, I have acquired a means of reversing the enchantment. It will simply require sprinkling a little elemental dust on each crystal and then destroying it.  


  Just to be safe, I'm going to leave the dust at home. I can always come back and get it if it's needed. Hopefully, that won't be the case.   


  




Merien Sellan's Spellbook


   Anonymous  


   Finally made the spell work! I was barking up the wrong tree as far as the shrouding ashes were concerned. Turns out they weren't necessary at all.


  

  So that I don't forget, the formula for Merien's White Mask is as follows:  


  (Tamien will love this spell! I can't wait to show him.)  


  First, recite my incantation over the ritual table to begin the spell.  


  Then place the masking salve in the center of the table. I'll detail that recipe elsewhere, but I made quite a lot of it.  


  Third, light a candle and place it so it blends the scent of the salve with the candle's smoke.  


  Finally, when the smoke and scent have blended, place the glass gems. They'll be infused with the aura created by the rest of the spell.   


  




Merien's Incantation


   Anonymous  


   Note to self: My four fondest memories are the new words of power for the table, as of 7 Sun's Dawn.


  

  The Mages Guild.  


  My wife Amelie.  


  My birthplace Camlorn.  


  My son Tamien.   


  




Merion's Diary


   Anonymous  


   That strange mage. Why would he leave me here? Luckily, a talented alchemist is never without his tools. I've noticed several types of mushroom growing in the cave. After puttering about the cave, I put together a recipe for a magic resistance potion. Should keep me safe from any manipulations or illusions.


  

  - - -  


  I was just beginning to gather ingredients when the most luminous creature appeared to me! Initially I thought she was a vision imprinted on my weary brain. But we began talking and—diary, my dear diary—I'm enraptured! She's so kind and understanding. It's like she was made for me!  


  - - -  


  I sing for her. Recite poetry to her. She loves it. My wife doesn't like music. Minstrels bother her. She always gets bothered by something or another. She doesn't appreciate me. Not like the new lady in my life.  


  - - -  


  Read over my first entry. I note I was trying to formulate a potion, but I can't for the life of me remember why. I've grown to like this place. Even the keening of the bats in the background is like a siren's song. It's all thanks to her. My lady, my love.  


  - - -  


  My wandering days are over! We are to be married, and live forever in our subterranean paradise! If I ever see that mage again, I'll thank him. He's changed my life!   


  




Mesanthano's Tower


   Anonymous  


   Beware the power of Night's Silence—the greatest achievement of the mad wizard, Mesanthano. Its influence still lingers in these tower ruins. 





Message From Geneura


   Geneura  


   Make no mistake, no one leaves the pack, ever. I want Engitaale found. Scouts reported seeing her near Vlastarus. Bring her to me, dead or alive. 





Message In A Bottle


   Captain Lagra 


   Of all the audacity! They attacked my ship. And for no reason. We were approaching Northpoint, heading for the tunnel, when Montclair's troops attacked us. If this is because someone robbed Lady Lleraya again, I'll make sure heads roll in the thieves' quarter!


  

  We're taking on water, but I'm going to try to get the ship as close to shore as I can. Just in case, I'm hiding my key to the tunnel in the bowels of my ship. If I'm going down to the bottom of the sea, I'm taking my damn key with me!  


  We're approaching the northern shore. If we make it, we'll meet up at the usual place and discuss our options. Why's Montclair on the rampage? And where's Dorell? I thought we had an arrangement, damn the man!  


  Well, if we do sink, don't you dare come looking for my key. I swear, my ghost will haunt this wreck and take vengeance on anyone who trespasses on my ship! You have been warned.   


  




Message To Jena


   M  


   Jena—


  

  This is your last chance to settle your debt. It has cost me a great deal to find you. Cheydinhal wasn't far enough.  


  — M   


  




Mezhun's Field Journal


   Mezhun  


   17th Frost's Fall


  

  Today Mezhun observed several Horker-Tusk tribesmen engaged in what he thought was a disgusting practice. They gorged themselves on boar meat and then forced themselves to vomit the food back up into their bowls. This one was truly shocked, however, when the riekr then traded bowls and ate their fellow tribesmen's vomit. Mezhun lost his own lunch at the sight of this, but Master Sterone was enthralled. He insists this behavior is indicative of a high-level of tribal intimacy. He even suggested that the riekr were more civilized than we are in this respect. This one has so much to learn.  


  25th Frost's Fall  


  For several days, it seemed as if the riekr were going to allow Mezhun to travel freely within the cavern, but that all changed last night. King Umezeduluth invited this one to dance with him. Mezhun was nervous, but Master Sterone insisted that this was an incredible opportunity. The dance was fast and strange, but things were going well until the king became obsessed with this one's fur. He seemed to appreciate its warmth and began making gestures suggesting he wanted a coat made out of it. Mezhun was startled and pulled away, which seems to have driven the king into a rage. The riekr have since kept this one across the cavern and prevented him from going very far. Master Sterone says everything will be fine if Mezhun simply cooperates. This one hopes he will someday have as much wisdom and patience as Master Sterone.   


  




Mighr As Well Die Fighting


   Anonymous  


   Going to die here. Damned Goblins. They caught Miari and Tullias while we were exploring the ruins. Jumped us, didn't even know they were there. Goblins dragged them both to the fires, spitted them and roasted them.


  

  Didn't think the buggers ate cooked meat, maybe just torturing their victims. Miari screamed forever.  


  Ran up the tower stairs while the others fought. Not proud of it. Just ran, never been so scared. Hid up here while the others died. Goblins missed me. One snoops up here every few minutes. I swear it smells me.  


  Can't stay up here much longer. Hungry, getting weak. Might as well die fighting, while I still can.   


  




Military Deployment Across Auridon


   Battlemage Sinien  


   Battlereeve Rolancano,


  

  The following are the current numbers mustered to maintain order during Queen Ayrenn's sojourn through Auridon. As our logistics expert, Battlereeve Urcelmo, asked me to send you the following numbers to ensure we have adequate coverage. We know you are still mourning, but Urcelmo and I both value your judgment in these matters.  


  Royal Guard: First Auridon Marines  


  Leader: Battlereeve Urcelmo  


  Total numbers throughout Auridon:  


  — 20 officers  


  — 278 soldiers  


  Queen Ayrenn's Escort  


  Leader: Battlereeve Urcelmo  


  — 4 officers  


  — 20 soldiers  


  Civilians:  


  — High Kinlady Estre  


  — High Kinlord Rilis  


  — Prince Naemon  


  — Advisor Norion  


  — Steward Eminwe  


  — Attendents and Retinue (5 persons)  


  — 15 servants  


  Notes:  


  Will resupply at Vulkhel Guard, Skywatch, and Firsthold.  


  Firsthold: Local Guards  


  Leader: Guard Captain Viranssare  


  — 10 officers  


  — 50 soldiers  


  Civilians:  


  — 100  


  Skywatch: Local Guards  


  Leader: Guard Captain Torinn  


  — 8 officers  


  — 45 soldiers  


  Civilians:  


  — 80  


  Vulkhel Watch: Local Guards  


  Leader: Watch Captain Astanya  


  — 4 officers  


  — 29 soldiers  


  Civilians:  


  — 50  


  In all cases, should security not be enough, we can use reinforcements from the Fighters Guild. Though they're neutral in the Alliance War, they still accept contracts to bodyguard. Each city has an adequate Guildhall. There is potential use for the Mages Guild as well should numbers still be low. It's always good to have spellslingers at our backs.  


  




Mine Foreman's Log


   Anonymous  


   Day 746


  

  Another day at the Triple Circle Mine, another half gold in my pay. But I digress.  


  My workers are good men and women, devoted and hard-working. That's why these continued stories of strange sounds deep in the mine are beginning to trouble me. Tesa brought me a tale today that I would have completely discounted if it had come from anyone else. But Tesa has always been so calm and level-headed, not susceptible to the superstitions that plague so many of her fellow miners.  


  Anyway, Tesa claims that she spotted a creature in the large chamber. She said it was below the wooden platform, drinking from the underground stream that runs through that portion of the mine. Tesa described it as a "mouth full of sharp, pointy fangs on two stubby legs." If I didn't know any better, I'd say she had seen a kagouti. I used to hunt the damn things back in Vvardenfell. Nasty creatures! But who ever heard of a kagouti prowling underground in a mine?  


  I guess I'd better go and check this out. Just in case, you understand.   


  




Mine Foreman's Orders


   Anonymous  


   Don't care what you've heard about disappearances in the mine. Don't be frightened like little Wood Elves that break like sticks in a bad storm. It is a Wood Elf trick.


  

  Keep working. Or you will be beaten. If you are beaten and you still don't work, you will be shamed in front of entire clan.   


  




Mine Safety Regulations


   Anonymous  


   — Shoring timbers should be at least a handspan in width and breadth.


  

  — Mine shafts should be shored every three paces.  


  — Mine shafts should not be wider than three paces nor higher than two paces.  


  — Mine chambers should not be excavated wider than five paces between rock pillars left for roof support.  


  — No shouting or other loud noises.  


  — No running or horseplay.  


  — No racing in the mining carts.   


  




Minutes Of The Elder Council, 16th Of Second Seed


   Anonymous  


   Meeting in the Council Chamber in the White-Gold Tower.


  

  Council members in attendance: Chief Councilor Lovidicus, Councilor Faleria, Councilor Jirich, Councilor Abor, Councilor Itinia. Absent: Empress-Regent Clivia Tharn, Advisor Abnur Tharn, Advisor Mannimarco, Councilor Vandacia.  


  Also attending: General Nipia of the 2nd Legion, High Magistrate Muspidus, Ambassador Linyedil of the Summerset Isles, and Ambassador Jadier Plourde of High Rock.  


  Old affairs:  


  Councilor Jirich reports that recently enacted policies concerning animal waste have improved conditions in the Elven Gardens.  


  Councilor Itinia reports that the decision in the last council meeting to delay this year's Legionary's Ball until 1st of Sun's Height have been met with widespread approval. Ambassador Linyedil confirms that the new date will ensure that the silks from Skyhold will now arrive in time to give all the attendees ample time to commission new attire.  


  Though not attending, a letter from Councilor Vandacia indicates he has elected to remain in Gideon where he believes he can be more effective in helping manage the iron crisis in the Nibenay Basin.  


  New affairs:  


  Chief Concilor Lividicus notes for the record that this month's balance sheet indicates that discretionary spending by the Empress-Regent and her advisors has increased seven-fold over the annual expenditures from Emperor Varen's reign. The Chief Councilor makes a motion that General Nipia send an armed escort and forcibly ensure that Advisor Tharn attends the next council meeting. General Nipia strongly advises against such a course of action. The matter is held to a vote and the motion is denied.  


  After the vote, Councilor Abor says she's feeling ill, possibly from ingesting spoiled mudcrab in this morning's brunch at the Temple of the Divines. Councilor Abor excuses herself from the meeting.  


  Ambassador Jadier Plourde again petitions the council to order the Seventh Legion to withdraw from Bangkorai immediately. Councilor Jirich makes a motion for the matter to be raised with the Legionary's Council. The matter is held to a vote and affirmed. Chief Councilor Lovidicus asks General Nipia to raise the matter the next time the Legionary's Council convenes. The general says it's not scheduled to convene again until First Seed of next year, but he promises to raise the matter at that time.  


  General Nipia informs the council that rumors continue to circulate about a conspiracy of traitors within the Imperial Legions. He requests that the council provide funds for his lieutenants to conduct a thorough internal investigation. No councilor volunteers to make a motion.  


  General Nipia wants to speak about the matter in greater detail, but his statement is interrupted by a series of significant groundquakes. Captain Norbanus of the Imperial City Guard enters the council chamber to report that a "Dark Anchor" has descended into the city and that several Daedra have been spotted in the Nobles District.  


  Due to this report, Councilor Faleria makes a motion that the council meeting be adjourned so the situation can be assessed. The motion is held to a vote and affirmed, but Chief Councilor Lovidicus vetoes the motion.  


  Chief Councilor Lovidicus says the council meeting cannot be adjourned until a vote has been held on High Magistrate Muspidus's request to add Metheglin Perfume to the water supply in the sewers to help alleviate the city-wide stench believed to have been caused by the extra week of feasting during Rain's Hand this year. Councilor Itinia makes a motion to add the perfume. The motion is held to a vote and affirmed.  


  Councilor Faleria again makes a motion to adjourn the meeting. The motion is held to a vote and affirmed. This meeting of the Elder Council is adjourned.   


  




Miruin's Journal


   Anonymous  


   Day 2


  

  Baron Montclair's put me in command of an expedition to the Erokii ruins to search for some ancient relic for Reezal-Jul. Some old Ayleid thing called the Tear of Anurraame. I just hope it's bigger than a real tear or we'll never find it.  


  Day 9  


  Or is it day 8? Or day 10? There's no sunlight down here. We keep the hours in a regular rotation of working and eating and sleeping, but I've lost track of what day it is. We've been told not to return until we've found this thrice-cursed relic.  


  Day ??  


  I've been neglecting my journal terribly, but what is there to report? We still haven't found the damn relic. We did, however, find this ancient text that suggests the Tear of Anurraame is capable of destroying entire cities ... I hope the Baron knows what he's doing.  


  Day ??  


  I wrote to the Baron about my concerns and he responded. He says he's well aware of the relic's power, and that it will prove invaluable if we are truly to restore Rivenspire to the glory and stature it had under King Ranser. I wonder what he's planning to do with it?  


  Day ??  


  At last! The Tear of Anurraame! We can leave this dark pit behind. Oh sunshine. Oh fresh air!  


  We've received orders to take the relic directly to a small ship on the beach which will be sailed to Wayrest. Is the Baron really planning to destroy the capital of the Daggerfall Covenant? I suppose it's not my place to question orders, though.   


  




Missing Citizens


   Anonymous  


   Almion and Elannie—Father and daughter, first house on the right.


  

  Mirkalinde—Single woman, middle of town.  


  Pirtar—Young man, far end of town.  


  Linormo—Old mer, first house on the left.   


  




Missive From Cyrodiil


   Javad Tharn 


   Graccus:


  

  Your request for more infantry is denied.  


  Your request for more supplies is denied.  


  Your request for more spymasters is denied.  


  Your orders were to go into Reaper's March and destablize the Dominion. Instead, you wasted half your resources destroying one valueless village, and the rest you squandered on a pointless book hunt.  


  You will receive no further Imperial support until you start contributing meaningfully to this war.  


  — Javad Tharn   


  




Missive From The Mages Guild


   The Wayrest Mages Guild   


   Fellows,


  

  Thank you again for accepting our patronage. We know this excavation will entail a degree of risk, but I am certain you'll find our compensation quite generous.  


  Again, we are paying you to mine these caves for a very specific variety of crystal. Your foreman has samples, and your remuneration will depend on how well your specimens match those samples. You can keep anything you find that isn't a crystal, as long as you can deliver what we need on time.  


  Your foreman is also responsible for hiring armed guards to protect you from anything monstrous you unearth. We assume no liability for deaths or injuries incurred, just as we trust your judgment to dig deeper without invoking the wrath of the local wildlife. That is precisely why we hired you.  


  In addition to crystals, we want to acquire a exotic variety of rock. It is known as a "geode." Your foreman has one sample for your perusal. We want these "hollow stones" unbroken and unblemished.  


  One of our scholars, Giara, has theories about the relationship between their spherical shape and their suitability as soul gems. We believe their spherical design bestows a much greater capacity for animus storage than traditional crystalline shapes, but only if they are intact.  


  No doubt your diligent efforts will be mutually profitable to both of us.  


  Enthusiastically,  


  The Wayrest Mages Guild   


  




Missive To Alchemist


   Anonymous  


   Special delivery today: live prisoners. We caught five Pact scouts on patrol. Two escaped. Interrogate them to find out where their base is located. Use any means necessary, and silence them permanently once you've retrieved the information. 





Modern Heretics


   Haderus of Gottlesfont 


   Modern Heretics: a Study of Daedra Worship in the Empire


  

  by Haderus of Gottlesfont  


  Daedra worship is not prohibited by law in Cyrodiil. Primarily this is a result of the Imperial Charter granted the Mages Guild permitting the summoning of Daedra. Nonetheless, chapel and public opinion is so strongly against Daedra worship that those who practice Daedric rituals do so in secret.  


  However, opinions about Daedra worship differ widely in other provinces. Even in Cyrodiil, traditional opinions have changed greatly over the years, and some communities survive which worship Daedra. Some more traditional Daedra-worshippers are motivated by piety and personal conviction; many modern Daedra-worshippers are motivated by a lust for arcane power. In particular, questing heroes of all stripes seek after the fabled Daedric artifacts for their potent combat and magical benefits.  


  I personally have discovered one community worshipping the Daedra Lord Azura, Queen of Dawn and Dusk. A researcher curious about Daedra worship might research in several ways: through a study of the literature, through exploration and discovery of ancient daedric shrines, through questioning local informants, and through questioning worshippers themselves. I used all these means to discover the shrine of Azura.  


  First I read books. References like this one may provide a helpful general background concerning Daedric shrines. For example, my researches led me to understand that, in Cyrodiil, Daedric shrines are generally represented by statues of Daedra Lords, are generally situated in wilderness locations far from settlements, that each shrine generally has associated with it a community of worshippers, often referred to as a 'coven', that shrines have associated with them a particular time -- often a day of the week -- when a Daedra lord might be solicited, that Daedra Lord often will not deign to respond unless they regard a petitioner of sufficient prowess or strength of character, that they will only respond if given the proper offering [the secret of which offering often known only to the community of worshippers], and that, in return for the completion of some task or service, the Daedra Lords will often undertake to offer an artifact of power to a successful quester.  


  Then I questioned locals with an intimate knowledge of the wilderness. Two classes of informants I found especially useful -- well-traveled hunters and adventurers [who might come across shrines in their travels], and scholars of the Mages Guild. In the case of the Shrine of Azura, both sources were profitable. I discovered a Cheydinhal hunter who had chanced across a strange epic statue in his travels. The statue was of a woman with outstretched arms; in one hand she held a star; in the other hand, she held a crescent moon. He had shunned the statue out of superstitious fear, but had marked the location in memory --far north of Cheydinhal, northwest of Lake Arrius, high in the Jerall Mountains. Then, proceeding to the local Mages Guild with a description of the statue, I was able to confirm from its description the identity of the Daedra Lord worshipped.  


  Having discovered the location of the shrine, I visited it, and discovered there the community of worshippers. Because of the strength of opinion against Daedra worship, the worshippers were, at first, reluctant to admit their identity. But once I had won their trust, they were willing to divulge to me the secrets of the times when Azura would hear petitions [from dusk to dawn], and that the offering required by Azura was glow dust, a substance obtained from the will-o-the-wisp.  


  I am, of course, nothing more than a chapelman and scholar, so it did not lie within my power to find a will-o-the-wisp to obtain glow dust; nor am I certain that Azura would have found me worthy to make such an offering, even had I proffered it. But I was assured that if I had been able to make such an offering, and if it had been accepted, Azura would have given me some sort of quest, which, if completed, might have earned me the reward of Azura's Star, a Daedric artifact of legendary magical powers.  


  I have since heard rumors of the existence in Cyrodiil of several other Daedric shrines, of the Daedric Lords to which they are dedicated, and the Daedric artifacts that might be won by questing heroes. Hircine the Huntsman, for example, is linked in legend to the Savior's Hide, a powerful enchanted armor. The sword Volendrung is associated with Malacath, Lord of Monsters, and the eponymously named Mace of Molag Bal is also thought to be the object of Daedra worship. Other Daedra Lords, their shrines and worshippers, remain to be discovered in Cyrodiil by earnest and persistent researchers.    


  




Modly Journal


   Anonymous  


   14th Second Seed


  

  Raining again. One wonders why I did not bring proper supplies to this place. Supposing the Bosmer who lived around were anything more than savages was a mistake.  


  20th Second Seed  


  Assistant has gone missing. I expect I'll find her body in the river, if the hoarvors don't find her first. A shame.  


  1st Mid Year  


  As long as my notes remain dry, I believe I can continue to work. The savage Elves hold so much untapped knowledge in their oral histories. It must not go undocumented.  


  5th Mid Year  


  Bitten by one of those infernal insects, the hoarvor. I pray the wound does not become infected and slow down my work. At least I still have my hands and my wits.  


  30th Last Seed  


  Winter rains washed away my crude calendar. Further entries will have approximate dates. Unfortunate, but unavoidable.  


  Frostfall  


  Witnessed several pilgrims at the shrine. Tried to hide my presence but to no avail. I fear they will send a search party. I must remain vigilant and ensure they do not interrupt my studies.  


  Frostfall  


  The cold bothers me less and less. I have devised a new ink recipe which holds a better line than my other efforts.  


  Rain's Hand?  


  My scrolls have gone missing. I don't remember moving them. If they've been washed away, this has all been for naught. But I must not despair. I will find them.   


  




Montclair Assassin's Orders


   Anonymous  


   House Montclair thanks you for your service and for your patience in this matter. We know you will perform admirably once the targets are identified.


  

  While we finish assembling the list of targets, stay close to the city. Further instructions will reach you shortly.   


  




Moon Worship Among The Cat-Men


   Cirantille  


   Stride through any Khajiiti settlement, whether a ramshackle northern encampment or an austere southern town, and you will notice the Two-Moons Temple—always the most expansive structure. Built to last and utilizing the finest local materials, this place of worship is central to Khajiiti society. Although the Cat-Man deems the Divines as preeminent (and their sanctuary offers prayers to bastardizations of our own Eight), they believe the Lunar Lattice—or the movement of Masser and Secunda—influences all matters of luck, destiny, and happenstance, a belief Venustinius Perquitienus has termed a "hybrid heresy."


  

  Khajiiti dogma reveres the moons as divine, furnishing life into the bodies of the Cat-Man by ingestion of moon sugar, a sacred ingredient that can also be refined into a hallucinatory contraband. Although used for both culinary and ritualistic purposes, it can be easily distilled to form skooma, a wretched and illegal narcotic. Such wanton delirium seems to be kept in check by a hierarchy of Moon-Bishops who regulate these ingestions, which play a small part in Khajiiti ceremonies. The clergy mainly concerns itself with conducting services, rounding up fallen followers, and ruling on theological matters. If an impasse is reached, the issue is resolved by the Mane himself.  


  The absolute rulers of the Lunar Lattice, Manes are the most powerful of the Khajiit outside the clan-chiefs and king of Elsweyr. They may be a key official to bribe, corrupt, or remove should forthcoming hostilities occur to our southern border. Of further interest is the succession ritual for the Mane; when one expires, a sacred ritual determines his successor. A Moon Herald is appointed to shepherd the potential aspirants on what Khajiiti text describes as an epic and dangerous quest to the surface of the Two Moons themselves, with the sole returning candidate declared the new Mane.  


  The assumption that the lay Cat travels astrally to our moons is preposterous; Venustinius Perquitienus has termed it "nauseous balderdash," and rightly so.   


  




Moon-Sugar For Glossy Fur? Yes!


   Rathuni-la Dawnwhisker  


   This one brings you good news, my cats and kittens, tigers and tigresses—especially for everyone who loves moon-sugar! And that's all of us, isn't it, my lion-hearts, because admit it: nothing makes our tails twitch like a moon-sugar-glazed sweet roll!


  

  If you're like Rathuni, this one knows you were positively reeling last Sun's Dawn at Abbess Mizzi's song-paper, in which she reported that it's not just the vile drug skooma that's bad for you, but our beloved moon-sugar itself! She declared that over-consumption of the Queen of Sweets is responsible for anxiety, droop-ear, sudden weight gain, and even the panting quivers. Imagine!  


  Her song-paper spread panic across the kitchens of cat-kind, as we all tried to find substitutes for moon-sugar molasses and granule loaves. Prices of moon-sugar-cane plummeted, while sorghum and sweet-beets suddenly vanished from the markets! Personally, this one was beside herself when she was tapped to provide the sweetcake provender for the Riverhold Mid Year festival. Somehow, the petit-paws just weren't the same. So mortifying!  


  But I promised you good news, didn't I, litter-mates? And here it is: after simply months of alchemical research, generously sponsored by the Canefield Farmers' Alliance, this one is here to tell you of her complete inability to duplicate Abbess Mizzi's results. (One can only conclude that the abbess—who is getting on in her lives, poor dear—made an error in her calculations somewhere.) My research shows that consumption of moon-sugar in normal moderation does not generate any of the dire effects alleged in that scary Sun's Dawn song-paper.  


  In fact—and here's the best part, though I fear the title of my song-paper has spoiled the surprise, hasn't it?—regular consumption of non-distilled moon-sugar derivatives is actually what gives a Khajiit the gloss in her fur! Yes, my lion-hearts: we can have the sweets we love, as well as shiny, split-end-free coats. (And no wonder my pelt was looking so dull lately!)  


  So there you have it, kitten darlings! Isn't it Rathuni-la who always brings you the catnip? You know it is, leopard-loves. This one will just leave you with a quick recipe for my clan mother's Moon-Sugar Biscuits. Here it is—and enjoy!  


  — 3 mugs moon-sugar  


  — mug of water  


  — 1 pat suet  


  — shifted flour  


  — red wheat flour  


  Mix the dry ingredients together. Next slowly add the dry mix to the moon-sugar, mixing constantly. Scoop out dough with a spoon and place on a hot rock or in a cooling oven until golden brown. Serves three (... or maybe just you!).   


  




Moon-Sugar In The March


   Anonymous  


   ... and despite the dry conditions, moon-sugar thrives in Reaper's March. The ancient art of moon-sugar farming comes primarily down to irrigation, irrigation, irrigation. Ditches, wells, even changing the courses of rivers have made the difference in some village crops. And of course, collected rainwater is the life's-blood of March farming.


  

  Below, this author shall walk you through the steps required to begin construction of a rainwater cistern, or "johad" as the Redguards call them. These seemingly simple ....   


  




Mora'at's Theory Of Lightning


   Mora'at the Lesser 


   By Mora'at the Lesser, Wizard of Corinthe


  

  It happens to every amateur or apprentice mage: that first time one miscasts a shock spell. It recoils upon one, and one lets out a yip as all of one's fur stands up straight and sparks jolt through one's form and out the tip of one's tail. And one wonders seriously for the first time: lightning—what is it?  


  Listen to Mora'at, for this one is in a position to explain. After much hard study and many repetitions of the entrance exam, Mora'at is now an officially-recognized Journeyman of the Corinthe Mages Guildhall, and therefore in a position to speak with some authority on magical matters. I have been doing research into this matter of lightning—specializing, as we scholars of the arcane do—and have also given the matter a not-inconsiderable amount of thought on my own.  


  As a result, this one has a Theory.  


  Shock, like Flame and Frost, is an expression of magical power that takes the form of a natural force. Everyone has played with this force when one was a ja'khajiit, scuffing one's feet across a rug and then stinging a sibling with a small spark from an extended claw, or rubbing an inflated rat's-bladder against one's fur until the hairs stand up and the bladder "sticks" to one's chest or arm.  


  So it was apparent to this one, even from an early age, that shock was an inherent property of fibrous matter, a property stimulated by friction into sparks. This also explains lightning, as clouds, which resemble nothing so much as huge Tenmar cotton-balls, generate shock when storms cause friction through colliding masses of buoyant fiber.  


  Therefore, when one of we mighty wizards of the Mages Guild casts a Shock spell, what is actually happening? This one explains it as follows: the reality of the Mundus is a great tapestry woven of strands of matter and magicka. A Shock spell channels and manipulates magicka through the local warp and weft of the tapestry, agitating its fibers. This generates sparking, which coalesces into magical lightning. Yes?  


  Perceptions such as these come easily once one is a skilled mage. When I present this theory to our magister, this one anticipates well-earned praise and encouragement. In fact, now that Mora'at is a bona fide magical scholar, this one may even have another theory tomorrow!   


  




Morgaulle Dechery's Journal


   Anonymous  


   It is true that the king had not the strong feelings of the rest of the people of High Rock well in mind; but he was affected by a sudden clarity following his meeting with the envoy. King Joile had lived in so respectable a manner as to elicit the ire of the Redguards, even though he had done every conceivable thing within his power to grant them comfort and courtesy within his presence.


  

  The Ra Gada were no more than a comparatively new and invasive people, who began their residence upon the shores of Tamriel only after rendering their homeland irreparably damaged. These Ra Gada interlopers were received into Hammerfell and began to make short work of their local Orsimer neighbors, presuming so far as to call themselves the Forebears, while in fact the lands had occupancy precursors in the Orsimer, Dwemer, Ayleids, and even the Goblins!  


  It should be known by now that the Redguards are thusly not the legal inheritors of Hammerfell, nor are they owed any claim upon the territories of Bangkorai. In the society of civilized Evermore, the untoward rage which issued forth from Orsinium was therefore not the only immediate threat, but also too was the concealed blade of the Redguards.  


  For what people carry upon them at all times blades but those who intend to bear some immediacy in using them against others?  


  King Joile's reaction toward the Redguard forces within Bangkorai during the conflict proceeded not merely from malice, but from goodness of heart and a desire to bring solid safety and comfort to his peoples across all of High Rock.  


  The Maidens of the Spirit Sword, who were maidens only in name, were rendered wroth by naught but this protective instinct! It would have quieted their mannish ambitions if they could have seen his noble bearing, the acknowledged eminence of his countenance when not upon the field of battle.   


  




Morilatta


   Anonymous  


   A time of ending, harvest, and slaughter,


  

  As dusk falls across the land.  


  Feast before famine,  


  A plethora of bounties.   


  




Morrowind Fauna, Part One


   Holia Asellio 


   A copy of the full manuscript should follow this letter shortly. This is but an abstract to satisfy your curiosity until the scribes can finish their work.


  

  Common Vvardenfell Guar  


  Guar are but the most commonly-known species of a large family of bipedal, lizard-like creatures, having been imported to Cyrodiil as beasts of burden for hundreds of years. They are content to graze with their lower jaws for tubers and roots just under the surface of their ashland home. Wild guar are mostly docile, but have been known to become feral and attack in the wilds of some lands. Guar are fierce if provoked, and have been known to kill. Their closest relatives are the Alit and Kagouti, also common in the lands of Morrowind, as well as the pony guar.  


  "Pony Guar," as nicknamed by visitors to Morrowind, are a smaller species of guar that are rarely exported since they lack the physical strength of their larger cousins. Not well known outside of southern Morrowind, they are a curiosity sometimes raised as pets, but some do raise them for their meat and skins.  


  Alit and Kagouti  


  Alit are close relatives to the guar, with far sharper sets of teeth. They are omnivores and while they do not hunt in organized packs, they have been known to attack other creatures and even people for an opportunistic meal. Alit supplement their nutrition, much like the guar, by rooting. For many years, it became the vogue for exotic animal enthusiasts from Valenwood to import alit for their own amusement. Many escaped captivity, and their descendants can be found stalking the great forests of the southwest.  


  Kagouti are large, armored cousins of the guar and the alit. Their most distinctive features are their tusks and head crests. They are territorial, fierce, and hostile. They hunt in packs and have been known to be able to flip a full-grown Nord in the air with ease.  


  Scuttler and Bantam Guar  


  The scuttler is a small, docile species of biped the size of a common housecat. They have no apparent forelegs, and survive on eating smaller insects and groundworms. Having completely different reproductive and growth cycles, they are not related to the guar or alit. Scuttlers are more similar to the cliff racer family of leathery flyers than their form would suggest. Smugglers have sold them as pets in ports from Daggerfall to Haven.  


  Bantam Guar, despite their name, classify as a part of the scuttler family and are not guar at all. Many have described them as "ugly chickens," as they have a distinctive body shape and behavior that remind many of the common bird. They retain the vestigial wings, and unlike their cliff racer and cliff darter cousins, they cannot fly. Southern Morrowind farmers raise them for their eggs and meat.   


  




Mottos Of The Great Dunmeri Houses


   Vilyn Girith 


   To my son, whose inability to remember even these simple facts embarrasses our family at every opportunity. This is to inform you of the words the great houses of Vvardenfell live and breathe by, and the saints they hold as their patrons, representative of their goals and motives. If you ever again confuse the Hlaalu and Dres merchant nobles with whom we trade, I will disown you three and ten times, and once again to make the deed final and eternal.


  

  House Redoran: "A Redoran is a warrior whose duty is first to the Tribunal, second to House Redoran, and third to family and clan."  


  - Saint Nerevar the Captain is the patron saint of House Redoran.  


  House Indoril: "Justice knows no sleep: Indoril shall order, the Temple shall judge."  


  - Saint Olms the Just is the patron saint of House Indoril.  


  House Hlaalu: "To trade fairly and freely is to honor the Three."  


  - Saint Veloth the Pilgrim is the patron saint of House Hlaalu.  


  House Dres: "To spread culture and truth to the benighted: this is our commitment and burden."  


  - Saint Llothis the Pious is the patron saint of House Dres.  


  House Telvanni: "The forceful expression of will gives true honor to the Ancestors."  


  - Saint Vorys the Immolant is the patron saint of House Telvanni.  


  You will likely not note the lack of an ascribed motto to the sixth house, the shadow house, house Dagoth. This is because that house is extinct, destroyed at the Battle of Red Mountain, after which the remaining Houses built the Temple to the Tribunal. If you ever mention this house in polite company, I will disown you.  


  You will note that twice, now, I have threatened to disown you. This is because my hands are not so black as Mephala's or Lord Vivec's. My heart is too weak to simply remove you from my family.  


  Keep this text on you at all times, and let it shame you for every reference you make to it in your dealings with our nobility. Spare our lineage the greater shame of your own foolishness. May I never have cause to call you s'wit in public again.   


  




Mourning Springs Burial Rights


   Anonymous  


   Wash with care, dry with respect.


  

  Mend with love, patch with attention.  


  Wrap with caution, tie with deference.  


  Turn to the center, let the soul rest.   


  




Mudcrab Order Request


   Master Chef He-Cuts-the-Flesh 


   "It is simple... they are not gods at all."


  

  Some consider mudcrab to be the food of a commoner--the staple of a peasant. This is truly uninspired on the part of the masses--such a versatile food is as essential to Tamriel as massive wheels of cheese.  


  As such, I require a barrel of mudcrab meat to be delivered daily so I may develop a compilation of the finest recipes of Abah's Landing for publication.  


  Not only will you be promoting the culture of Cybiades with your contribution, but I will also provide the typical payment for your services.  


  -Master Chef He-Cuts-the-Flesh, Cybiades   


  




Murky Time


   Teldenrinde  


   Studying Saxhleel Concepts by Teldenrinde of the Mages Guild


  

  "The Haj Mota has an old spirit. Even in the egg, she is old and wise. You, too, must become old if you wish to hunt her."  


  This is a common theme in Miredancer culture and folklore, the idea of aging backward or aging prematurely. It can be a confusing concept for outsiders to fully grasp. This isn't surprising. For men and mer, the experience of life happens somewhere between the past and the future. For Argonians, time is much more fluid.  


  This makes the existence and primacy of the Miredancer cultural calendar all the more confusing. Miredancer Saxhleel and many of their regional neighbors place great emphasis on the passage of months and the circular, recurring nature of the Tamrielic year. Some scholars contend that the calendar is just a holdover from the ancient days of the great Argonian stone sculptures. According to the theory, the calendar is a vestigial tail that's lasted through tradition even though it's totally inconsistent with present-day Saxhleel values. I'm not so sure.  


  I recently asked an Argonian elder how they can see time as fluid and murky while maintaining an elaborate and surprisingly accurate calendar. He sat quietly for what seemed like an eternity. Eventually he spoke:  


  "[The calendar] is like a bowl of water. The day and the night swim in the bowl."  


  I could tell that he wasn't very happy with this answer, but he was resigned to it. His frustration was rooted in both his limited grasp of Cyrodiilic and the shortcomings of his native tongue. You see, as far as I can tell, Jel has no tenses; at least nothing that we'd recognize as a tense. The closest substitution I've heard interpreters use is "old" and "new." They talk a great deal about "changing" and "becoming"—words that imply forward motion. But again, these words are obfuscated by all manner of arcane terms and concepts that even I can't decipher.  


  I will do my best to understand—but I doubt the murky water will ever become absolutely clear.   


  




Mustn't Forget


   Anonymous  


   If that's all that's left to me. I cannot leave it behind.


  

  If I make others as I have been made, it shall be an heirloom of my new house, my new family.  


  But I must protect it, it must be hidden. What if I forget where I hide it, if the changes affect my mind? Perhaps a clue....  


  Up above, the statue wards. There.   


  




My Journal


   Anonymous  


   4th First Seed


  

  Bleakrock is as cold as they told us it would be. I can't believe people live here. I'll steal their secrets as quickly as I can. Then I'll return to the warmth of the woods.  


  5th First Seed  


  We have most of the information we need. The queen will be pleased. We'll leave tomorrow. I can't wait to thaw out my toes.  


  ???  


  I've been unconscious. How long was I out? The last thing I remember was the cave-in. Was it the Pact? Did they find us? Everyone else is dead, even Oriell. He fell in battle. I won't leave him to rot.  


  ???  


  Ever since the cave-in, magic gives me a headache. I can't dig out. There's too much rock. The only thing to eat is roots. What am I going to do?  


  ???  


  The roots were poisonous. Worse, I think they're hallucinogenic. I'm seeing my dead friends. Arawe. Tarak. Even Oriell. What's happened to my mind?  


  Ice Day  


  The squirrels are the problem. They caused the cave-in. They're in league with the shiny stones.  


  I'll get them.  


  Melting Day  


  I found Arawe! A greedy squirrel had her. She turned into a candelabra.  


  The squirrel's gone now, and she's back with me. I missed her. There's so many more to collect!  


  Culling Day  


  Greedy squirrels tried to take my friends. I made them into icicles.   


  




My Kwama Journal (2)


   Anonymous  


   My Kwama Journal, Page 1


  

  Although my father mocked my desire to study the kwama, I know that I have chosen well. I can't believe he called these fascinating creatures mere insects.  


  The Great Houses might be scandalized to be compared to thriving kwama colonies, but these elegant creatures certainly remind me of the best of the Houses. They work in harmony. They share common goals.  


  They have ranks and status, much as House operatives do. All their efforts reflect upon their queen, as House retainers and kinsmen reflect on their Grandmaster.  


  I hope to catch a glimpse of a kwama queen before too long.  


  My Kwama Journal, Page 2  


  I acclimated, as kwama miners do, and these wonderful creatures have accepted me into the hive. I observe their behavior and even try to move like a kwama.  


  Yesterday I sat quietly and a scrib sat next to me, letting me stroke it. The moment was interrupted by Harvyn, who scooped up the scrib and hurried off. He gave me a nasty glare.  


  I know the miners find my habits strange, but I feel it is important to try to be a kwama so that I can fully understand them. My hope is to be so accepted by them so I can safely visit the queen.   


  




My Kwama Journal


   Anonymous  


   Day 11: My studies are going well. These creatures are fascinating to watch. They seem to have accepted my presence here. I will try to live as they do.


  

  Day 18: I move like a kwama, think like a kwama.  


  Day 20: I am part of the hive!  


  Day 24: The kwama need me. I shall be their queen!  


  Day 42: The Dark Elves are looking for me. My warriors will protect me.  


  Day 88: Oh my darling scribs! How quickly they grow!  


  Day 113: Must protect eggs ditiktoktok hide deeper in caves kikkitikitokitok protect my colony dididotikitikido  


  Day Day daydayday Kwama Queen Kwama Queen Kwama Queen Colony needs Kwama Queen Kwama Queen Kwama Me Me meeeeditikidoditikiki   


  




My Little Present


   Headman Cosh 


   By now you've found my little present in your bed chamber.


  

  You have disappointed me, Banu. Word of your sad performance before the Emissary of the King reached my ears, and I just had to offer commentary.  


  Do not fail me like this again, or you will find the next message harder to miss.  


  — Headman Cosh, Lord and Master of Abah's Landing   


  




My Sweet Flower


   X  


   My Sweet Flower,


  

  Run away with me, far from this place. Leave your dreadful husband and his obsession with wealth. You are worth more to me than any trinket from some faraway land. The same cannot be said of him.  


  The world was bleak before I peered into your radiant eyes. The most magnificent mountains and flowing streams are nothing compared to your smile.  


  Let us leave this place. I am and will always be your buzzing bee of love.  


  — X   


  




Mysteries Of The Mundus Stones


   Lady Cinnabar of Taneth    


   The influence of Aetherius, the plane of magicka and spirits, upon Nirn is unquestionable. It filters through the veil of Oblivion from laminar (and luminar) perforations left by the architect Magnus and the Magna-Ge as they fled Mundus, bringing light and magic to mortals. The motivations for their flight aside (and before I digress into Dawn Era origination theories and thought experiments about a Nirn completely separated from Aetherius), the stars, their power, and their arrangements have long been subjects of intense study and even worship in some cultures.


  

  The Ayleids are commonly associated with the practice of Aetherial magic. You can learn more about their creations in my work Aetherial Fragments, but suffice it to say they were able to manipulate and store starlight in ways we have yet to fully comprehend. The Nedic people also had an interest in the stars, though their culture was focused on theology over magical study. However, there is evidence that the highest echelons of Nedic priesthood preserved ancient rituals that invoked Aetherial magic. If what remains of their ponderous, flowery, and excruciating-to-translate poetry is any indication, they had a particular fascination with the constellations and their aspects.  


  The constellations each occupy their own magical domains, as evidenced by the observable energies that emanate from Mundus Stones and their ability to instill power into individuals. We do not know who erected these stones (which can be found across all the provinces of Tamriel) or for what purpose, but their magical resonance tells us clearly that each constellation's signature is quite unique. This raises questions: were the individual constellations deliberately formed the Magna-Ge, imparting their essence into the trans-constellatory light? Is each constellation a window into a different Aetherial realm, such as Sovngarde or the Far Shores?  


  My own careful examination of several of the stones in the Alik'r Desert, which nearly exhausted my limited funding, revealed a curious phenomenon. Everyone knows that the guardian constellations— the Mage, Thief, and Warrior—are said to protect the other constellations from the destructive chaos of the Serpent, but my research may have exposed part of the magical underpinning of this legend. A survey of the Warrior stone uncovered strong Aetherial currents traveling from the stars into the stone and radiating outward, implying a cross-Tamrielic web. Why no other scholar or mage has commented on this, I cannot say. Mundus Stones are poorly studied, and it is possible that this energy is not always active.  


  I theorize that there are other, related stones, as yet undiscovered, that further focus the power of the constellations. Could these magical pathways be manipulated—or, even more interestingly, reversed—to create a kind of Aetherial feedback? What would this permit us to achieve, and what would it teach us of the very nature of the relationship between Mundus and Aetherius?  


  I fear that my work in this area has introduced more questions than it has answers, but you are undoubtedly as thrilled as I am by the implications of this research. Sadly, I have experienced difficulty in procuring additional funding for this project, and I am searching for new sponsors. I hope to pursue this intriguing discovery further as soon as possible.   


  




Mysterious Akavir


   Anonymous  


   Akavir means "Dragon Land". Tamriel means "Dawn's Beauty." Atmora means "Elder Wood". Only the Redguards know what Yokuda ever meant.


  

  Akavir is the kingdom of the beasts. No Men or Mer live in Akavir, though Men once did. These Men, however, were eaten long ago by the vampiric Serpent Folk of Tsaesci. Had they not been eaten, these Men would have eventually migrated to Tamriel. The Nords left Atmora for Tamriel. Before them, the Elves had abandoned Aldmeris for Tamriel. The Redguards destroyed Yokuda so they could make their journey. All Men and Mer know Tamriel is the nexus of creation, where the Last War will happen, where the Gods unmade Lorkhan and left their Adamantine Tower of secrets. Who knows what the Akaviri think of Tamriel, but ask yourself: why have they tried to invade it three times or more?  


  There are four major nations of Akavir: Kamal, Tsaesci, Tang Mo, and Ka Po' Tun. When they are not busy trying to invade Tamriel, they are fighting with each other.  


  Kamal is "Snow Hell". Demons live there, armies of them. Every summer they thaw out and invade Tang Mo, but the brave monkey-folk always drive them away. Once Ada'Soom Dir-Kamal, a king among demons, attempted to conquer Morrowind, but Almalexia and the Underking destroyed him at Red Mountain.  


  Tsaesci is "Snake Palace", once the strongest power in Akavir (before the Tiger-Dragon came). The serpent-folk ate all the Men of Akavir a long time ago, but still kind of look like them. They are tall, beautiful (if frightening), covered in golden scales, and immortal. They enslave the goblins of the surrounding isles, who provide labor and fresh blood. The holdings of Tsaesci are widespread. When natives of Tamriel think of the Akaviri they think of the Serpent-Folk, because one ruled the Cyrodilic Empire for four hundred years in the previous era. He was Potentate Versidue-Shaie, assassinated by the Morag Tong.  


  Tang Mo is the "Thousand Monkey Isles". There are many breeds of monkey-folk, and they are all kind, brave, and simple (and many are also very crazy). They can raise armies when they must, for all of the other Akaviri nations have, at one time or another, tried to enslave them. They cannot decide who they hate more, the Snakes or the Demons, but ask one, and he will probably say, "Snakes". Though once bitter enemies, the monkey-folk are now allies with the tiger-folk of Ka Po' Tun.  


  Ka Po' Tun is the "Tiger-Dragon's Empire". The cat-folk here are ruled by the divine Tosh Raka, the Tiger-Dragon. They are now a very great empire, stronger than Tsaesci (though not at sea). After the Serpent-Folk ate all the Men, they tried to eat all the Dragons. They managed to enslave the Red Dragons, but the black ones had fled to (then) Po Tun. A great war was raged, which left both the cats and the snakes weak, and the Dragons all dead. Since that time the cat-folk have tried to become the Dragons. Tosh Raka is the first to succeed. He is the largest Dragon in the world, orange and black, and he has very many new ideas.  


  "First," Tosh Raka says, "is that we kill all the vampire snakes." Then the Tiger-Dragon Emperor wants to invade Tamriel.   


  




Mysterious Ore Notes


   Anonymous  


   The ore appears to remain somewhat cool to the touch, even when left in a warm area for some time.


  

  Is this somehow related to the Ice Wraiths discovered in the western chambers? Did they affect the ore, or were they attracted by it's existing effects?  


  Requires further study.   


  




Mystery Of The Chub Loon


   Anonymous  


   There is a creature in the land of the Orcs that defies explanation. The chub loon has no purpose and little known history. However, it is delicious when cooked with moon-sugar glaze and citrus.


  

  I, Zabia-ko, and several companions sought to secure trade with the Orcs of Fharun Stronghold when we found ourselves on the wrong side of the negotiations. We had little choice but to run for our lives when the chief burned our ship and sent warriors after us. The cold and rocky coast overlooking the frigid Sea of Ghosts became our home for the night. The howling sea wind bit deep into our fur. Despite that, sleep eventually came in the dark of the night.  


  As the sun rose over the Druadach Mountains, a cacophony of honking sounds broke the rhythmic peace of the waves against the rocks. The others feared some unknown beast had come to eat us, but curiosity overcame this one, and she slipped out of her bedroll, grabbed her staff, and moved toward the coast to let her eyes decide if we should stay or flee. Of all the creatures that have passed before Zabia-ko's eyes, none are stranger than the stub-legged, waddling birds that swarmed the ice floes and rocks. They stood in groups, clumping for warmth, with their useless wings flapping at their sides. Their call, once frightening, sounded comical when I looked upon them.  


  The birds were nothing like anything in the old and well-worn wilderness guide I borrowed from the library back home. Escape through the Friendship Gate could wait. This was something new, and new things have value. At first we were very careful to gather a few of the creatures, but we soon learned that they were too stupid to flee from a Khajiit. They had no trouble fleeing from Orcs, though! Any proper prey should try to run away when Khajiit walk among them, but not these flightless birds. We scooped them up and made haste for the gate, lest the Fharun clan catch our scent and give chase.  


  This one's first stop in Wayrest was to the Mages Guild. A few pieces of gold gained me access to their natural history library, where a new edition of the wilderness guide was prominently displayed. It mentions the chub loon as an elusive creature that was not observed by earlier writers. How could such an obnoxious creature be overlooked?  


  This one spent several days and candle-lit nights going over every tome on the creatures and wildlife of Tamriel. Not a single mention of the chub loon exists before the beginning of the second era. How could that be? The very first mention is in a text on the horker, and it only says that they were moving in on the horker habitat, disrupting the food source. Could it be that, like the Nords and other men, they came from another land? Could the stupid birds have been brought here by travelers from Atmora? Could they have traversed the Sea of Ghosts on their own with only floating chunks of ice to carry them? In any case, no matter how they arrived, they secured a new habitat, flourishing on Wrothgar's rocky coast.   


  




Mystic Visions Of The Guardians


   Anonymous  


   I went to the desert where the sky is impossibly big and the heavens appear so close you can touch them. I can't begin to describe the kinship I feel with those lights as they waltz across the night in harmonious movements.


  

  The desert provides a harsh existence. Food and water are hard to come by, and many times I have relied on the good fortune of a traveling merchant or another traveler, joining me by my campside and trading some meager portion of food in exchange for a word of wisdom or a story.  


  But I find that as my body grows lean and strong, my vision becomes clear. Every piece of me that is not necessary, that chains me to this too-solid form, slips away. I slough it off, like a serpent shedding its skin.  


  In this state, I have seen many wonders and undergone many temptations. I have ridden astride a coursing steed into battle alongside the Warrior at his apex. I have seen the Mage take her many forms, shifting from beautiful Elven woman to bearded old man and back again. Late at night, she whispers to me the secrets of the Principle of Change, which is pure magic. And on many restless nights I have chased the Thief, who, fleet of foot, remains just out of grasp, always escaping into the pale light of the dawn just as I think myself victorious. I have seen each of the Guardians in turn and found them beautiful and terrible to behold.  


  But through it all there has been a presence, unsettling and powerful. A distant enemy who wants to blot the stars from the sky and render the world in bloodshed and chaos. I have felt his presence when, pushed to the edge of madness by hunger or thirst, I considered taking the life of a lone traveler so that I might eat. Almost nightly, he tempts me with dreams of glory—dreams of plucking the stars from the sky and returning to the civilized lands of Tamriel as a god.  


  Of all my night visitors, it is this one who seems to me to be most like myself. And for this reason, I fear him more than all the others.   


  




Mysticism: The Unfathomable Voyage


   Tetronius Lor 


   Mysticism is the school of sorcery least understood by the magical community and the most difficult to explain to novice mages. The spell effects commonly ascribed to the School of Mysticism are as extravagantly disparate as Soul Trap, the creation of a cell that would hold a victim's spirit after death, to Telekinesis, the manipulation of objects at a distance. But these effects are simply that: effects. The sorcery behind them is veiled in a mystery that goes back to the oldest civilizations of Tamriel, and perhaps beyond.


  

  The Psijics of the Isle of Artaeum have a different term for Mysticism: the Old Way. The phrase becomes bogged in semantic quagmire because the Old Way also refers to the religion and customs of the Psijics, which may or may not be part of the magic of Mysticism.  


  There are few mages who devote their lives to the study of Mysticism. The other schools are far more predictable and ascertainable. Mysticism seems to derive power from its conundrums and paradoxes; the act of experimentation, no matter how objectively implemented, can influence magicka by its very existence. Therefore the Mystic mage must consign himself to finding dependable patterns within a roiling imbroglio of energy. In the time it takes him to devise an enchantment with a consistent trigger and result, his peers in the other schools may have researched and documented dozens of new spells and effects. The Mystic mage must thus be a patient and relatively uncompetitive philosopher.  


  For centuries, mostly during the Second Era, scholarly journals published theory after theory about the aspect or aspects of magicka lumped together under Mysticism. In the Mages Guild's tradition of finding answers to all things, respected researchers suggested that Mysticism's penultimate energy source was the Aetherius Itself, or else Daedric Beings of unimaginable power -- either rationale would explain the seemingly random figurations of Mysticism. Some even ventured that Mysticism arose from the unused elements of successfully, or even unsuccessfully, cast spells. Discussion within the Order of Psijics after Artaeum's reappearance has led some scholars to postulate that Mysticism is less spiritual in nature as was originally supposed, and that either the intellect or the emotional state of the believer is sufficient to influence its energy configuration and flow.  


  None of these explanations is truly satisfactory taken by itself. For the beginning student of Mysticism, it is best simply to learn the patterns distinguishable in the maelstrom of centuries past. The more patterns are discovered, the clearer the remaining ones become. Until, of course, they change. For inevitably they have to. And then the journey begins anew.    


  




Mythical Beast, Real Powers


   By Drusus Ovicula  


   In the generations since the fall of the Akaviri Potentates, a new martial tradition has arisen in Tamriel, one which bears all the hallmarks of a coherent magical discipline, though it is said to be descended from the powers of the legendary Dragons and those mortals who fought them. I refer, of course, to the so-called "Dragon Knights."


  

  Whether or not their abilities originated from Dragons—and you must give me leave to doubt it, for no Dragons have been seen in Tamriel for thousands of years, if they ever existed at all—the powers which a skilled Dragon Knight can deploy are undeniable. There are several right here in the Imperial City, members of the Tower Guard, and they have demonstrated some of their effects at my request.  


  One of these Dragon Knights, a sergeant in the Guard, showed me how he could wreathe himself in flame without being burned (though I could feel the heat from several paces away). He then cast a loop of flaming chain around a target dummy and drew it to him, where it was quickly immolated. Finally, one of his subordinates burned another target dummy by literally breathing fire upon it!  


  I was impressed. It was almost enough to make one believe in Dragons.   


  




Myths And Legends Of The Hist


   Overview of the Hist from an Imperial perspective  


   Those willing to risk rust chancre, greenspore, and a host of other more debilitating diseases may venture into parts of Black Marsh unmapped by the higher races. The few who can cope with swamp rot, fleshfly bites, and the constant palaver of unseen entities whooping, clicking, or simply lying in the murk waiting to slice teeth across your limbs may reach the innermost swamps. And the hardiest of Imperial explorers, who have no further need to prove their mettle after the following discovery, may gaze upon the Hist tree.


  

  Rumors abound that the Hist tree is the main form of worship among the scaled peoples of these dark swales. Others have hypothesized that the trees are apperceptive, with a deep knowledge and unfathomable secrets from the times before all the races of Man and Mer. Loose translations of recently uncovered Dunmeri texts seem to indicate a ritual among the Argonians, although this may be legend rather than fact.  


  It is said that when a Saxhleel emerges from juvenescence, it finds a nearby Hist tree to lick sap from its bole. The elements in the sap quicken the hormonal glands, which sprout appropriate organs from which the Argonian's gender can be determined. Immediately afterward, an appropriate mate is found and reproduction occurs. The female soon lays one or more eggs, which are moved to a hatching pool where gestation and spawning takes place.  


  With recent Imperial expeditions into central Black Marsh ending inconclusively (burial sites were marked on the map Cornix Caeparius provided), and the locals reticent to speak of the mysteries of this fabled tree despite our cajoling, we remain alarmingly ungifted in the realm of Hist tree knowledge.  


  Head horticulturist Titullinia Petillia of the Imperial Palace Gardens has requested careful handling and collection of sap or seeds from this tree, should one be discovered. It may prove to be a considerable boon to our apothecaries.   


  




Myths Of  Sheogorath


   Mymophonus the Scribe 


   Sheogorath Invents Music


  

  In the earliest of days, in a time when the world was still raw, Sheogorath decided to walk amongst the mortals. He donned his guise of Gentleman With a Cane, and moved from place to place without being recognized. After eleven days and eleven nights, Sheogorath decided that life among mortals was even more boring than his otherworldly existence.  


  "What can I do to make their lives more interesting?" he said to himself. At that same moment, a young woman nearby commented wistfully to herself, "The sounds of the birds are so beautiful."  


  Sheogorath silently agreed with her. Mortals could not make the beautiful and inspired calls of birds. Their voices were wretched and mundane. He could not change the nature of mortals, for that was the purview of other Daedric Princes. However, he could give them tools to make beautiful sounds.  


  Sheogorath took hold of the petulant woman and ripped her asunder. From her tendons he made lutes. From her skull and arm bones he made a drum. From her bones he made flutes. He presented these gifts to the mortals, and thus Music was born.  


  Sheogorath and King Lyandir  


  King Lyandir was known to be an exceedingly rational man. He lived in a palace that was a small, simple structure, unadorned with art and ugly to look upon. "I do not need more than this," he would say. "Why spend my gold on such luxuries when I can spend it on my armies or on great public works?"  


  His kingdom prospered under his sensible rule. However, the people did not always share the king's sense of practicality. They would build houses that were beautiful to look upon, although not necessarily very practical. They devoted time and energy to works of art. They would celebrate events with lavish festivals. In general, they were quite happy.  


  King Lyandir was disappointed that more of them did not follow his example and lead frugal, sensible lives. He brooded on this for many years. Finally, he decided that his subjects simply didn't understand how much more they could accomplish if they didn't waste time on those frivolous activities. Perhaps, he reasoned, they just needed more examples.  


  The king decreed that all new buildings must be simple, unadorned, and no larger than was necessary for their function. The people were not happy about this, but they liked their king and respected the new law. In a few short years, there were more plain buildings than ornate ones. The citizens used the money saved to make and buy even more lavish art and hold even more excessive celebrations.  


  Once again, King Lyandir decided to provide them a strict example of how beneficial it would be to use their time and resources for more practical purposes. He banned all works of art in the city. The people were quite put out by this, but they knew that their king was doing what he thought was best for them. However, human nature is not so easily denied. In a few more years the city was filled with plain, simple buildings, and devoid of any sort of art. However, the people now had even more money and time to devote to their parties and festivals.  


  With a heavy heart, King Lyandir decided that his people were to be treated like children. And like all children, they needed rules and discipline laid down by great figures of authority to make them understand what was truly important in life. He decreed that there should be no revelry in the city. Singing, dancing, and music were all banned. Even food and drink were limited to water and simple foodstuffs.  


  The people had had enough. Revolt was out of the question, since King Lyandir had a very well trained and equipped army. They visited the shrines and temples in droves, praying to all the gods, and even to some of the Daedric Princes, that King Lyandir would revoke these new, oppressive laws.  


  Sheogorath heard their pleas and decided to visit King Lyandir. He appeared to the king in his dreams as a field of flowers, each with arms instead of petals and the face of the Madgod in the center. "I am Lord of the Creative and Lord of the Deranged. Since you have no use for my gifts of creativity, I have decided to bless you with an abundance of my other gift."  


  From that day forward, every child born in the city was born into madness. Since infants do not reveal illnesses of the mind, it was several years before this was realized. The king's own son was among the victims, suffering from seizures and delusions. Yet, King Lyandir refused to change his ways.  


  When his son, Glint, was 12 years old, he stabbed his father while Lyandir was sleeping. With his dying breath, King Lyandir asked, "Why?" His son replied, "It is the most practical thing I could do."  


  The new, young king ordered all the palace servants slaughtered. He ordered a grand festival to celebrate his new reign and the repeal of Lyandir's laws. He served the crowds a stew made from the carcasses of the palace servants. He ordered the east facing walls of every building painted red, and the west facing walls painted in stripes. He decreed that all citizens wear ornate masks on the backs of their heads. He then burned down the palace and began construction of a new one.  


  In the new palace, the young king ordered his personal chambers to not have any doors; for fear that small woodland creatures would attack him. He ordered that it have no windows for fear that the sun and moon were jealous of him and plotting his death.  


  And thus ended the line of King Lyandir. The people of the city returned to their grand works of art and raucous celebrations. They talked and acted as if they still had a living king, and even kept up the palace, using it to house and care for their mad children. Sheogorath was mightily pleased with this outcome. From that day forward the city was blessed with more than the normal number of gifted artists and deranged citizens.  


  The Contest of Wills  


  A mighty wizard named Ravate once walked the Winds of Time to find Lord Sheogorath. His intent was to win a favor from this most capricious of the Daedric Princes. Upon finding Sheogorath, Ravate spoke humbly to him, "Lord Sheogorath, I beg a favor of you. I would gladly drive a thousand men mad in your name if you would but grant me the greater magical powers."  


  Fortunately for Ravate, Sheogorath was in a playful mood. He proposed a game, "I will grant your wish, if you are still sane in three days. During that time, I will do my utmost to drive you mad. It shall be great fun."  


  Ravate was not so certain that he liked this new deal. He had been really looking forward to driving a thousand men mad. "Lord Sheogorath, I regret having disturbed you with my shallow, selfish request. I withdraw my unfortunate plea and will humbly leave this place."  


  Sheogorath just laughed, "Too late, mighty Ravate. The game is afoot, and you must play." Ravate fled, only to find that all exits from the Daedric realm were now sealed. He wandered aimlessly, constantly looking over his shoulder, jumping at every noise. Each moment brought new terror as he waited for Sheogorath to begin.  


  After three days, Ravate was convinced that every plant and animal was a tool of Sheogorath. He hadn't eaten or drunk for fear that Sheogorath had poisoned the food or drink. He hadn't slept for fear of Sheogorath invading his dreams. (Which was foolish, as dreams are the domain of Vaermina, may She grant us Restful Sleep.)  


  It was then that Sheogorath appeared to him. Ravate cried out, "You have set the whole world to watching me! Every creature and plant are doing your bidding to drive me mad."  


  Sheogorath replied, "Actually, I have done nothing. You have driven yourself mad with your fears. Your delusions prove that you are truly deranged, and therefore I win. While you wanted to make a thousand men mad, I only wanted to break one man's mind, yours."  


  From that day forward Ravate served Sheogorath's every whim. Whenever daring travelers try to approach Sheogorath, Ravate warns them, "Sheogorath is already inside each of us. You have already lost."  


  




Mzulft Researcher's Journal


   Anonymous  


   3rd Sun's Dawn, 2E 129


  

  Assuming I'm interpreting these scrolls correctly, this orb, when magically charged, retains images within its cloudy depths. The scrolls depict it containing information on two specific topics: the use of Dwemer soul gems and maps of Dwemer installations.  


  Obviously, the mage-scholars will want the information about soul gems, but the maps are more interesting to me. As-yet-unearthed Dwemer ruins may contain much more valuable knowledge, although the mages would balk at passing on practical information that can be used right now. There's a lecture on the relative value of a bird-in-the-hand in my immediate future.  


  Imprinting an orb appears simple. I just need to hold one near one of these Dwemer memory devices (the ones with the crystals) and the energy will rush into it, along with the associated information. But I'd need to find an orb to copy the information to. That's more of an issue. All I've found are glass shards, and the few intact orbs I've found have been smashed in altercations with the constructs. They seem to want to destroy the orbs rather than let me have one.  


  Wait a moment. Something's happening. Why are the vault doors closing?  


  4th Sun's Dawn, 2E 129  


  I'm estimating on the time. It's probably the next day by now. The vault doors have closed behind me, and are quite thoroughly locked. I'll have to come up with a different way to escape. I did find an intact orb in the sacks here, but I'm going to wait to use it until I'm sure I can get out of here.   


  




Nadafa's Journal


   Anonymous  


   I love my husband, Giran. I truly do. But the stranger—for some reason, he fascinates me.


  

  I first saw the tall, pale stranger on a night when sleep eluded me. I left Giran snoring softly in our bed, put on a heavy robe, and stepped outside to feel the night air on my face. As I stood there, looking into the darkness, my gaze happened upon him. He was leaning against a tree, cloaked almost completely in shadows, but I could feel his eyes upon me. He seemed lonely. Full of longing. Hungry. I looked away for only a moment, flush with shyness, but when I looked back he was gone.  


  I saw him again last night, as we were returning home from dinner at my sister's house. He was watching me, I know it. At first, I was frightened. I thought to tell Giran about this brazen stranger, but for some reason I never did.  


  I've seen my pale stranger several times over the past few weeks. If Giran knew my innermost thoughts, he would be so angry with me. But he has nothing to worry about. I admit this stranger piques my interest, and it is obvious that he has noticed me. Still, this is only a silly fancy, nothing more.  


  * * *  


  The pale, handsome stranger invades my dreams. I cannot sleep. I need to see him again. But how? I don't even know his name. Oh, why am I having these unfathomable urges? Maybe when Giran takes his watch at the Northpoint cemetery tonight, I can sneak out of our house in the fishing village and try to find my stranger.  


  Look into his dark, bottomless eyes. Feel his cold lips upon my neck ....   


  




Nadine's Diary


   Nadine  


   Tirdas


  

  We arrived today to begin our exile here in Aldcroft. Father assures us this town will serve us well as a temporary capital and stronghold from which to retake our home. Our life in Camlorn seems like a dream now, like another time.  


  Middas  


  The porter, Charles, keeps shooting glances at me when he thinks I do not see. He's a sweet boy, but he should know better. I think Father even noticed. Father has been under such stress lately. I would not want to add to his plate.  


  Turdas  


  I thought to speak to Charles today, but I couldn't find him. No one had seen him since Father asked him to come along to tend to his horse. I asked Father what became of Charles, but he dismissed me angrily. I'm beginning to worry about Charles, and about Father.   


  




Nahirah's Journal


   Anonymous  


   My cousin Shiri sent word that she will be visiting today! To hear from her after so many years was quite a surprise. She is looking for some of her father's old books, which worries me. Shiri was always such a sweet little girl, and I pray that she is nothing like the rest of her immediate family.


  

  Her father was a monster—so much so that my mother changed her name and moved to Satakalaam to distance herself from Suturah's infamous name. Shiri's brothers, Uwafa and Alasan, seemed to have inherited their parents' twisted minds, but Shiri was so innocent.  


  I pray to Zeht that she has simply avoided magic, lest she too give in to the strange allure that's drawn the rest of her family to practice the dark arts. Despite my concerns, I look forward to seeing her.   


  




Najan's Journal


   Anonymous  


   9th First Seed


  

  Another bland dinner. Baked lamb and squash. I guess I shouldn't be surprised. Adeena is as predictable as the sunrise. Honestly, sometimes I think my goats have a more exciting life than I do. Every time I bring them here to the ruins, it's like they're seeing them for the first time. I envy them. But every day is the same for Najan and Adeena. Same meal, same awkward conversation, same tedious love-making. I can't even be angry with her. When I look across the table all I feel is ... nothing.  


  12th First Seed  


  I can scarcely believe what I've found. One of my smaller goats, Husul, ran off while I was kicking dung off my sandal. I gave chase and found he had scrambled down into a vault beneath the ruins. It's dark down here, but not so dark that I need a candle to see. These old blue stones glow and hum softly. Even though it's nothing but cold, wet stone, there is something almost inviting about this place. I have decided to call it Husul's Cave. I can't wait to explore it more thoroughly. I already noticed some old books just waiting to be read.  


  In the meantime, I must go suffer through another flavorless meal with Adeena. She's always asking me if I'm pleased with the food. Offering to wash my clothes. Ruptga help me.  


  16th First Seed  


  I've found something—something that will change everything. I was leafing through one of the old books I found when I noticed something shimmering stuck in between the leaves. It was a talisman. It appeared simple at first, but when I rubbed away the dirt and grime I saw it was something priceless.  


  Then an ethereal woman appeared. She was beautiful beyond measure. I could scarcely speak when I saw her, but she was so kind—she simply giggled. A sweet little laugh. It put me at ease long enough for me to introduce myself.  


  Her name is Anexiel. She says she is an ancient spirit of the ruins—something like a saint, I guess. To my mind, she's something far greater than that. Her eyes are like the water in an oasis, and she has a voice like ... oh look at me, playing the poet! I cannot deny it—I have fallen in love with this spirit. If only she were flesh and blood ... I would make her mine.  


  18th First Seed  


  I am in agony. Anexiel is all I've ever wanted. Each day my love for her grows, yet we cannot be together. She remains a wisp of air—tied to these twice-cursed ruins! Oh how she teases me! Dressed in that shimmering silk, tracing her ghostly fingertip down my shoulder. It's all so ... intimate. I had to tell her how I felt. She said she needed time to think. I hope I haven't ruined things.  


  24th First Seed  


  She loves me! I knew it! Sweet Anexiel finally confessed her love today, but now she is miserable too. Gods help us.  


  25th First Seed  


  She has a plan! My sweet Anexiel has been walking the halls of the vault, thinking, for what seems like days. She finally came to me and said that she can become flesh and blood, but she needs a "vessel." Someone she can step into and live inside. I don't know how it works exactly. All I know is this vessel needs to have some magic in its blood. I started to despair, but then I remembered my wife. My Adeena. She's always had something in her. Something magical. Her mother called it "the gleam." Maybe that will be enough. It has to be enough.  


  I'm bringing her here tomorrow.   


  




Names, Names, Names!


   Anonymous  


   White-Gold Lotus


  

  Deadly Asp  


  Flames Blackburn  


  Vivec's Word  


  Black Fox  


  Grimshaw  


  Bottom Bucket Surprise  


  Rajhin's Shadow (??? already used?)  


  The Bullwhip Queen  


  Larceny Lil  


  The Deadly Person  


  Bad Agnes  


  Frightener Lass  


  The Violent Vixen  


  Venom Woman  


  Stuff Taker  


  Bad-Tempered Berthis  


  Madame Vex  


  Lady-with-Spurs  


  The Very Sharp Thorn  


  Badomay  


  The Other Adversary   


  




Naril Nagaia Journal


   Anonymous  


   At last, I believe I have found the entrance to Naril Nagaia. It has taken some time, but I have begun to translate several inscriptions I found in the ruins.


  

  The Ayleid script is highly advanced. The forms are morphologically mature compared to earlier inscriptions I'd found, suggesting that this place is one of the more recent ruins, from close to the height of the Ayleid power.  


  After deciphering several of the inscriptions, I've begun to realize that the anomalies in the writing are not, as I'd first suspected, newer, but older. The explanation for my confusion is simple: this place was indeed constructed in a more recent period, but its inhabitants were primarily ancient: this was the site of powerful necromantic experiments—from the look of things, the subjects of these experiments were the most ancient Ayleid kings!  


  Having made this discovery, I thought at once to return to the surface and report my findings. Only, when I tried to return to the way I came, I found it blocked. I thought for certain I was trapped, when one of the ancient spirits of this place suddenly appeared to me. He said that he had been charged with protecting the secrets of this place. All I have to do to leave, he says, is leave my book behind, and allow the memories of what I've seen to be purged from my mind.  


  I am still considering his offer....   


  




Narnolas' Notes


   Anonymous  


   These Dark Anchors are far different from those we've seen elsewhere. The Dremoras' behavior here leads me to believe these anchors can only be destroyed by entering the nearby portals to Coldharbour and detaching the pinions at the source.


  

  Even with the pinions detached, one must then return and overload the energy at each of pedestals surrounding the anchor. If my suspicions are correct (and they always are), that will break the chain between the two planes. I fear another chain will be forthcoming, but this will at least deter our enemies' progress.  


  Regardless, this is clearly no small task and will require an elite group of soldiers. I will go consult with Captain Pudazi, and then we can ....   


  




Narsis Dren And The Lost Notebook


   Narsis Dren 


   If you find this notebook, then I have indeed misplaced it. Again. Know that this notebook belongs to the famous treasure hunter and dungeon-delver, Narsis Dren. If you would be so kind, the next time you happen to be in Mournhold, please drop it off with the proprietor of the Flaming Netch cornerclub. He will make sure it gets back to me, no matter where my next adventure happens to take me.


  

  So here I am, forced to create my own record of the adventure I am tentatively referring to as "Narsis Dren and the Lost Barrow," because my scribe and apprentice has decided to wait outside. To be fair, I told her to remain at our camp, but that's rarely stopped her from following me before. Now she decides to listen to me! Ah well. I've recorded my own thoughts before. Back before I became the famous and beloved explorer I am today. It might even be fun!  


  * * *  


  I've been wandering around in this damn barrow for hours! I've seen all kinds of interesting, old Nord relics, and the place is just filled with crypts and stone coffins, but I haven't seen hide nor hair of the real prize I expect to find in this barrow—a dragon priest mask! From the evidence I've been able to examine, I'm certain that a dragon priest is somehow associated with this misplaced burial pit. After all, why else would the Nords build this place so far from their beloved Skyrim? I need to search a bit more before I call it a day.  


  * * *  


  Well, that was unexpected. I'm not exactly sure what I touched, but I must have done something. The Nord dead have started to wake up! They're draugr! And do you know how much I hate draugr? Well, I really do hate them! I need to get out of here and figure out a new strategy. And I guess I should warn the nearby village. Just to be polite.   


  




Nchunak's Fire And Faith


   Anonymous  


   [This book is a translated account of Nchunak's travels among the various colonies of the Dwemer explaining the theories of Kagrenac.]


  

  I made inquiry as to the state of enlightenment among the people he spoke for. He answered that with respect to the theories of Kagrenac, there was but one scholar near who could guide the people through the maze that leads to true misunderstanding.  


  He informed me, however, that in Kherakah the precepts of Kagrenac were taught. He said that nothing pleased him more than to see the Dwemer of Kherakah, the most learned people in the world, studying Kagrenac's words and giving consideration to their place in the life to come, and where neither planar division nor the numeration of amnesia nor any other thing of utility was more valued than the understanding of the self and its relationship to the Heart.  


  I was gracious enough to receive this as a high compliment, and, removing my helm, I thanked him and departed with an infinity of bows.   


  




Ne Salas: Need Reinforcements


   Thaendil  


   Urgent - Expedited response requested.


  

  The Daggerfall Covenant has infiltrated the ruins of Ne Salas north of the Gray Mire. Their numbers are swelling in a manner that suggests they have a concealed passage into Grahtwood. I do not have the manpower to halt their progress.  


  Please send reinforcements immediately.  


  — Thaendil   


  




Necromancer's Journal


   Anonymous  


   Another of my cellmates dead. Typical. There are few mortals with the strength of body, of character, to survive here. But I will add young Vayron to the throne (when the masters have finished with his flesh), to serve me when my own body grows weary.


  

  Though I wish I could do what the masters can. They spend their nights returning the deceased to a semblance of animation, harvesting their skin to create living flesh weapons for the war raging above. Perhaps, one day, they will allow my flesh to serve.  


  It's foolish of the generals and the Empress-Regent and whatever else remains of the Imperial hierarchy to continue the fight. They should accept Daedric rule; as I have. The Daedra waste nothing, and under them, everyone has a role. Even if that role is serving at the front of a war chariot. As an ornament.   


  




Necromancy In Modern Tamriel


   Wafimeles Masteret  


   Eternal slumber was once taken for granted. But now, necromancy has appeared in numerous locations across Tamriel. Anonymous spies have pinpointed the Cult of the Black Worm as the insidious force responsible. This sect, once hidden from view, is spreading, and offers the weak-willed what seems a guaranteed rise to power. Its chief opposition is the Mages Guild, but with the Guild in disgrace in Cyrodiil and banished from the Imperial City, the Order of the Black Worm seems ascendant.


  

  Hidden cells of these necromancers are called Worm Nests, led by a priest of undeath who takes the mantle of Worm Anchorite. Such priests may even have converted to undead form, after which they're called Worm Eremites. They are never apart from undead protectors, either summoned or reanimated. The leader of this cult is the Altmer mage Mannimarco, whose name is never spoken aloud by the cultists; he is instead invoked (with a whisper) as the King of Worms. No more must be written about him; his tendrils of power and influence snake far and wide.   


  




Necromancy: The Great Debate


   Anonymous  


   How dare they? Hypocrites! Pretenders! What gives the Mages Guild the right to call my particular practice of magic the Black Arts? And to forbid our use of these precious and ancient arts on pain of death? Ludicrous! Don't they understand? We control death! It is ours to command and we do not fear its cold embrace! No. We welcome it.


  

  Only the foolish and the fearful refuse to grasp power due to its source. They call us evil, but we are merely prudent. They call us irresponsible, but we understand the concept of risk and reward. They claim we bring terror and misery to the world ... well, at least on this matter we are in agreement. The world should fear us! For we have embraced the power of the dead and made it our own. Let the fools in the Mages Guild play at their conjurations and alterations. We are necromancers, and our magicka cannot be stifled or restrained.  


  I have heard it said that a great debate rages in the halls of arcane academia. These so-called scholars argue the relative merits and risks of necromancy, but they do so from ignorance and fear. There is no need to debate the issue. Necromancy is the one, true path to power. It is our path. And we will not be denied!   


  




Nedes Of The Deathlands


   Argus Mender 


   Is it possible then that everything they taught us as children was wrong? That buried beneath rock and sand, hidden from view by the monuments of conquering Yokudans, is more than just the detritus of a barbaric and underdeveloped people?


  

  This is the claim Sali'ma at-Muhay makes in his latest work of scholarship on the Nedes and their presence in Hammerfell, and he presents some compelling new evidence to support this claim. In studying the mage towers in Elinhir closely, he has concluded that these towers are not of the right age to be of Yokudan fabrication, nor do they use the same stone-crafting techniques employed by the Ayleids. In some regards, they resemble Dwemer handiwork, but only in a crude way. From this, at-Muhay concludes that these towers were not a lost form of high Yokudan architecture transplanted from the Yokudan homeland, but are in fact, the remnants of a Nedic civilization.  


  If at-Muhay's conclusions are right, then the Nedes were much more organized and advanced than historians have previously thought. Elinhir's towers could only have been crafted by an advanced culture adept at stonework.  


  These towers have been occupied since the Blackcaster mages established their academy in Elinhir—so why is at-Muhay the first to propose this startling theory?  


  This author posits that historians are not without their blind spots, and that the Nedes are certainly among the biggest. The reasons for this are many:  


  In the first, the Nedic people had a history of falling prey to conquering armies. The Dwemer, the Ayleids, and the Yokudans all proclaimed themselves masters of the Eastern Hammerfell Nedes at some point. It was in the interests of these conquering peoples to justify their conquests by proclaiming the Nedes a backward people worthy only of enslavement.  


  In the second, the Nedes as a distinctive people disappear from the historical record shortly after Ra Gada, and by then the records that exist are few and scattered. By the time the first Yokudans set foot on the shores of Hammerfell, the Nedic culture was already fading, and the people were scattered and broken. Most of the Nedes had long since migrated and intermingled with the other races of Tamriel, virtually fading from existence.  


  It's vital that we take this new theory about the Nedes seriously. I suspect that the remote region of Craglorn will bear much fruit for future researchers interested in exploring the extent of Nedic civilization, as it has undergone the least change in the time since the last Nedes disappeared.  


  




Nedic Dueling Swords


   Anonymous  


   Although a barbarous and savage society, the ancient Nedic people (possible ancestors of the modern Nords) were famed for their skill in metallurgy. Seen here are two pristine dueling swords from that era, once wielded by the draugr lord Haltaf in his subterranean lair. 





Nedras' Journal


   Anonymous  


   There's nothing left for me here. Sister and I have tried so hard to make a life, but <<1>> is getting sicker by the day. No one is willing to hire a "cannibal Elf" from the southern jungles. Damned idiots, everywhere. Giants with malformed ears and breath that stinks of cabbage.


  

  I keep promising <<1>> that it'll get better. That we'll be able to afford balm for her illness. I'm a liar. It's not going to get better.  


  I have to leave her here in Northpoint, leave her to find the gold for her balm. I hate to do it. But by the Green I will not let my sister down!  


  - - - - - - - -  


  I've only been with the Bitterhand a few days, but I've already earned more gold than I've seen in three months. I sent most of it back to <<1>> in Northpoint. Kept just enough to buy a decent blade.  


  I can't tell her how I came by the gold. All the blood on my hands would sicken her. What I've become would sicken her. But then, she was already sick. What she doesn't know won't hurt her.  


  - - - - - - - -  


  There are more soldiers out hunting for the Bitterhands every day. We barely escaped that last patrol. I'm going to die. I know it. I can tell the way the others look at me, they know I don't have the training, the stomach for this.  


  I love her so much. I wish I could have seen her again. I wish it didn't have to be this way. However I end up in the ground, I'll die knowing I took care of my family. My <<1>>.   


  




Need More Animus Geodes


   Felra  


   Deskin,


  

  The animus geodes are far too fragile to serve as a permanent solution. If jostled or dropped with a soul locked inside, they crack and flake until they shatter. A sharp blow turns them to dust!  


  You've complained about their price, so I must wonder how much you paid for these things. If anyone tried to sell me something this hard to acquire, incredibly expensive, and exceptionally fragile, I'd bleach his bones and make him my skeletal footstool.  


  I would never criticize your wisdom, but you must consider the best use of our gold. "Complete lack of scholarship on the subject" does not mean "lost Ayleid secrets from the First Era." I don't know if the fragility comes from how we're using the animus geodes, if it's inherent to their structure, or if this is simply a bad batch.  


  I can only hope that the "great treasure" in <<1>> proves a wise investment.  


  — Felra   


  




Nellor's Bandit Connection


   M  


   G,


  

  Shaking down <<1>> tripled our weekly take! He has a good eye for saps with full purses. If he wants to keep that eye, he'll send more of them our way.  


  You were right about using innkeepers for this job. They're natural liars, and they deal with enough travelers to spot the easy targets. Pay them just enough to stain their hands and they'll never squawk to the guards.  


  We should talk to the boss about expanding operations.  


  — M   


  




Neramo's Journal


   Neramo  


   Neramo's Journal, Page 1


  

  Perhaps it is true what they say, that success is misery to the successful and death to the unsuccessful. I fear my pride and vanity have led me to an unfortunate turn in the tangled web of fate.  


  The Orcs, though stubborn and suspicious as is their wont, were nothing but good to me, and how have I repaid them? By releasing a wave of destruction on their people and their quarry.  


  Diligently they dug at their quarry extracting rock for the building of their great city, and each block of precious greystone brought me closer to my goal and my undoing. For it had been my intent all along to guide them toward the ruin I knew must be lying beneath—the fabled Dwemer Tonal Quarry. Entranced by its secrets, I could not fathom the doom that waited just below the earth.  


  No sooner had we found the entrance to the ruin there among the rocks, but the defenses, still functional after all these years, activated, blanketing the quarry in thick, noxious fog. Then came the automata.  


  So many cries! So much confusion. I survived only because of the control rod I acquired, with the aid of that mysterious and courageous stranger, in Bthzark on the isle of Stros M'Kai. I believe I am the only one to have made it out alive.  


  Even so, it seems I am incapable of learning my lesson. The wisdom that is said to accompany experience eludes me. My curiosity burns hotter then ever, and I feel I must journey ever inward, deeper into the quarry.  


  Neramo's Journal, Page 2  


  I have resolved to leave these pages as a trail to my body, in the inevitability of my death in this desolate hole beneath the earth!  


  I am wracked with guilt and ashamed—that I unwittingly let the good Orcs of the quarry clan to their deaths, but also that I feel a little thrill each time I discover something new about this ruin. It is wrong that I should take such pleasure from these explorations, knowing what they have cost.  


  My only consolation is that I believe I shall soon meet my end. Though my control rod works to keep the automata from attacking me, it does no more than that. Surely I will soon encounter some Dwemer guardian that will defy even the control rod's neutralizing powers ....  


  Neramo's Journal, Page 3  


  Further and further. I have heard terrible shrieking coming from deep within this ruin. My worst fears are confirmed: something has taken shelter here, from beyond time, immortal and deadly.  


  To whomever finds this, know that I have died pursuing my own folly, which is a better end than most. And give my deepest regrets and most sincere regards to my brother, to whom I leave all my worldly possessions.  


  Neramo's Journal, Page 4  


  As I sit and contemplate on what is surely my last day of living, I cannot help but be in awe of what the Dwemer built. I like to think I have dedicated my life to understanding their secrets, not in some vain pursuit of an unknowable past, but in order to harness the technologies they left in the present.  


  The air in here is dry and my lips are parched, but I have vowed to press ahead. Perhaps I will find an exit. Perhaps I will find a control room for the defenses. Perhaps I will die of thirst in this desolate place. Whatever the case, I am prepared. It will be a grand adventure, and I will face it with my eyes open!  


  [There are a few drops of blood at the bottom of the page.]   


  




Nerevar Moon And Star


   Anonymous  


   [This is a selection from a series of monographs by various Imperial scholars on Ashlander legends.]


  

  In ancient days, the Deep Elves and a great host of outlanders from the West came to steal the land of the Dunmer. In that time, Nerevar was the great khan and warleader of the House People, but he honored the Ancient Spirits and the Tribal law, and became as one of us.  


  So, when Nerevar pledged upon his great Ring of the Ancestors, One-Clan-Under-Moon-and-Star, to honor the ways of the Spirits and rights of the Land, all the Tribes joined the House People to fight a great battle at Red Mountain.  


  Though many Dunmer, Tribesman and Houseman, died at Red Mountain, the Dwemer were defeated and their evil magicks destroyed, and the outlanders driven from the land. But after this great victory, the power-hungry khans of the Great Houses slew Nerevar in secret, and, setting themselves up as gods, neglected Nerevar's promises to the Tribes.  


  But it is said that Nerevar will come again with his ring, and cast down the false gods, and by the power of his ring will make good his promises to the Tribes, to honor the Spirits and drive the outsiders from the land.  


  




Neronnir's Journal


   Neronnir  


   THESE ARE MY SECRETS. DO NOT READ THEM!


  

  They think I don't know, but I do. I can see their plots and schemes even as they hatch, slithering into the darkness. They dismiss me as a madman, which is all part of my plan. As long as they don't see me as a threat, they let their guard down and reveal their secrets. The doppelganger that replaced the treethane months ago said he was "off to meditate for a couple of days." But the way he said it tells me everything. He's meeting with his dark allies to plan an attack on the town. I'll need to be more vigilant than ever.  


  No one else seems to notice we're on the brink of catastrophe. Even now the spinner's wife falls ill, which is clearly a dark omen that cannot be ignored. They continue to scurry around like ants, mindless of the coming storm. Open your eyes, little ants!  


  *****  


  I KNEW IT! Last night was the beginning of the end. The full fury of nature came down to shatter our town for the hubris of its inhabitants. The winds howled, the lightning struck, and the creatures of the forest turned against us. The rest believe us safe, hiding in our desecrated cave, but they're wrong! I know what dwells beneath. And when it awakens, it shall swallow us whole.  


  *****  


  I didn't know what form our destruction would take, but I see it clearly now. An outsider has arrived, offering to help us with our problems. Such a pathetically obvious ploy to gain our trust, but as always I'm the only one to see it. If this supposed savior asks me, I'll pretend to go along. Share some of the oddities I'm tracking, to allay suspicion. As the outsider gains our trust, I'll also gain the outsider's trust.  


  *****  


  The first of us is led to slaughter. The "evidence" presented was laughable, but the sheep believed every word. The victim of that sham trial is being marched into the depths as I write these words. I'm certain it's just the first the outsider will dispose of. In fact, the outsider is probably coming back for ME right this moment. I need to get out of here.   


  




Nerulean's Guide To Phantoms Vol. Ii


   Nerulean  


   (frantic and angry scribbles cover the page)


  

  The Bargain Man  


  Merchants are, by and large, the most superstitious members of Tamrielic society. Almost every peddler and moneylender I've spoken to has at least one or two ghost stories to tell. Most of them are common nonsense, but a few bear further study.  


  One entity that came up again and again was a specter known only as "The Bargain Man." Most merchants visibly paled at the mere mention of his name. Those who would talk about him did so only in whispers.  


  Apparently, the Bargain Man is a phantom that can be summoned to act as an intermediary between two remote business partners. When a contract is signed, the Bargain Man will conduct deliveries between the two parties, allowing goods to move great distances at a hare's pace. But as with all things, this service comes at a price. Should either party violate the terms of the contract, the Bargain Man metes out an "appropriate" punishment, then vanishes.  


  This is where the story begins to fray. No one knows what the punishment entails. It may be unique to each individual. Some say that the ghost simply steals goods from the delinquent party until the balance is paid. Others swear that it brutally murders any person who falls short on a deal. I'm in no hurry to find out which is true.   


  




Netches! Netches! All Around!


   Anonymous  


   Netches! Netches! All Around!


  

  They're born up high,  


  And never come down.  


  Netches! Netches! All Around!  


  Bulls and betties  


  Some blue, some brown.  


  Netches! Netches! All Around!  


  Their tentacles hang  


  Like a dressing gown.  


  Netches! Netches! All Around!  


  They sneak up on you  


  without a sound.  


  Netches! Netches! All Around!  


  You cannot hide,  


  You will be found.   


  




Nettira's Journal


   Anonymous  


   When we originally spotted this ancient Dark Elf tomb, I knew I had to explore it. I was hoping that my cousin, Grundskar, would have accompanied me, but we got separated when our Fighters Guild troop scattered.


  

  I made it past the front door, but stealth was never really my strong suit. I didn't expect the place to be crawling with skeletons! I'm going to hide until they settle down. I should be fine if that damned scuttler doesn't give me away.  


  —<<1>>   


  




New Opportunities


   Virian  


   Verill,


  

  You asked me for a name. I have one for you: "Seeks-the-Night," an Argonian out of a village called the Silent Mire. Perfect opportunity for what you have in mind.  


  Yrs,  


  Virian   


  




Nicolene's Diary (Private!)


   Nicolene  


   Hey you, whoever you are. This is private. Private! If you read it, I'll kill you. I swear. Knife you in the ribs while you sleep.


  

  22 Sun's Height  


  Sailed into Davon's Watch today. There were Dark Elves and Argonians everywhere. I asked Tumma-Shah if she knew any of them, but she just shook her head.  


  Davon's Watch is crazy looking. The buildings are huge and strange. They all look like churches, with spires and arches and such. I bet Brother Cantrall would love it.  


    


  I wonder what old Cantrall would do if he knew I was sailing with Captain Kaleen? Ha! I bet he wouldn't approve. I kind of miss him, though.


  28 Sun's Height


  We landed in Skywatch today. Captain Kaleen took me ashore! I thought the Dark Elves were crazy, but the High Elves build like they want to prove something. You can't take two steps without seeing some crazy spire thing. They're nuts.


  


  Gall and pox, the High Elves are so snooty! I could tell the motherless sods didn't want to deal with the captain, but in five minutes she had them eating from her hand. She's amazing.


  I wanted to see more of the city, but the sodding Elves are really picky about outsiders, so we had to stay on the docks. But we spent the whole day together! I took notes and carried her stuff.


  4 Last Seed


  We got attacked! Master Kasan said it was a Dunmer slave ship. They had mages on the decks, throwing giant fireballs at us. It was terrifying!


  One of the masts caught on fire, but Tumma-Shah climbed up and put it out. The captain turned us into the wind, laughing like it was all a game. They couldn't keep up. Mara, how does she do it?


  I was shaking so bad after. Kasan has told me horrible things about Dark Elf slavers. I think some of his family are still in Morrowind. I wonder if he misses them.


  Anyway, this is the best part. After we were safe, the captain saw me shaking and took me aside. She told me I was brave and did well. Then she hugged me. Hugged me!


  Mara, I'm still tingly. It felt so good!


  8 Last Seed


  As soon as we put into Daggerfall again, I'm going to take all my savings and buy some new clothes. Something nice and proper, something the captain will like.


  I asked Tumma-Shah if Kaleen's ever been married. She just flicked her tongue at me, but I bet not. Kaleen's too strong and independent to marry some stupid man, just like me. 


     





Nilaendril's Notes


   Anonymous  


   Female Bosmer, aged 45 to 47. Unusually tall. Crushed third and seventh vertebrae. Four broken ribs. Two finger-length grooves along the inside of the skull.


  

  Wounds suggest a senche-tiger or troll, so why are her large bones intact? Animals would have cracked them open to get at the marrow, but apart from teeth-marks they're pristine. Flawless.  


  After death, she was carefully cleaned. If not for the absence of artifacts, I'd say she's been through funeral rites.  


  — <<1>>   


  




Nilata Search Plan


   Anonymous  


   I shall need the following if my scheme is to succeed:


  

  1. A detailed Ayleid Grimoire addressing transliminal matters and issues of cross-planar conjunction—look for titles featuring words such as Alasilagea (vision-lore), Ceyemeratu (shadow-music), Goriarcan (secret-magic), Heculmora (outcast-Daedra), and Silatarn (shining-portal). There must be one or two books in this Librarium that will serve.  


  2. Laboratorical Equipment such as Alembics, Cauldrons, Vials, et cetera. Can't have too many.  


  3. A Focal Brazier large and potent enough to anchor the Thaumaturgical Fetters.  


  Then I'll just need to conjure some common Dremora Churls to do the menial work. I can use the Codicil of Longueur to keep them on this plane indefinitely—if I can just remember where I put that scroll.   


  




Nimriell's Research


   Nimriell  


   2nd Sun's Dawn


  

  The kwama have grown agitated in recent weeks. Peculiar, considering it's been months since they became accustomed to my scent, as they have with the miners'.\  


  \  


  10th Sun's Dawn  


  The miners and I found the corpse of a thunderbug this morning, along with the bodies of perhaps a dozen warrior kwama. We're uncertain what path the thunderbug took to get here, but we'll find it—this mine will not survive a full invasion.   


  




Nine Commands Of The Eight Divines


   Anonymous  


   "It is simple... they are not gods at all."


  

  By the intercession of St. Alessia, you may be so filled with grace, and the strength and wisdom that come from grace, that through these teachings you may come to the true meaning of the Eight Divines and Their glories.  


  To convey to man's mind all the manifold subtleties of truth and virtue may not be done, were all the seas ink, and all the skies the parchment upon which Their wisdoms were writ. Yet Akatosh, in His wisdom, knowing how impatient is man, and how loath he is to travel upon the hard roads of truth, has allowed these nine simple commands to be made manifest with powerful clarity and concise definition.  


  1. Stendarr says: Be kind and generous to the people of Tamriel. Protect the weak, heal the sick, and give to the needy.  


  2. Arkay says: Honor the earth, its creatures, and the spirits, living and dead. Guard and tend the bounties of the mortal world, and do not profane the spirits of the dead.  


  3. Mara says: Live soberly and peacefully. Honor your parents, and preserve the peace and security of home and family.  


  4. Zenithar says: Work hard, and you will be rewarded. Spend wisely, and you will be comfortable. Never steal, or you will be punished.  


  5. Kynareth says: Use Nature's gifts wisely. Respect her power, and fear her fury.  


  6. Dibella says: Open your heart to the noble secrets of art and love. Treasure the gifts of friendship. Seek joy and inspiration in the mysteries of love.  


  7. Julianos says: Know the truth. Observe the law. When in doubt, seek wisdom from the wise.  


  8. Akatosh says: Serve and obey your Emperor. Study the Covenants. Worship the Eight, do your duty, and heed the commands of the saints and priests.  


  9. The Eight say: Above all else, be good to one another.  


  If only each man might look into the mirror of these Commands, and see reflected there the bliss that might enfold them, were he to serve in strict obedience to these Commands, he would be cast down and made contrite and humble. The obedient man may come to the altars of the Eight and be blessed, and may receive the comfort and healing of the Eight, and may give thanks for his manifold blessings.  


  Heedless, the wicked man turns away, and forsaking the simple wisdoms granted to him by the All-Wise and All-Knowing Eight, he lives in sin and ignorance all the days of his life. He bears the awful burden of his crimes, and before Men and God his wickedness is known, and neither blessing nor comfort may he expect from the altars and shrines of the Eight.  


  Yet the wicked and foolish are not doomed, for in their infinite mercies, the Eight have said, "Repent, and do Good Works, and the Fountains of Grace shall once more spill forth upon you."  


  Repent your crimes! Tender unto the Emperor the fines of gold, that they may be used to spread the Faith and its Benefits to all Men!  


  Do yourself good works! Redeem your infamy by shining deeds! Show to all Men and the Eight the good Fame of the Righteous Man, and you may once again approach the altars and shrines of the Chapel to receive the comfort and blessings of the Eight.  


  




Nine Commands Of The Eight ...


   Anonymous  


   


  

  From the personal library of Uggissar and Diala—may the Eight watch over them and their child, and may the Divines protect us all.  


    


  The Divines are a lie. There's no one watching over us. Our baby is dead! Would that Uggissar had gone to debtor's prison rather than let us end like this in some god's-forsaken tomb. My poor baby ....


  Uggissar isn't back yet, but I'm not sure I can last until he returns. It hurts so much! The creatures tore at me so terribly when I tried to protect the baby. I hate you Uggissar—and I love you so— 


     





Nirncrux: A Study


   Mendan Flot 


   By Mendan Flot,Regent of Roiling Concoctions


  

  What a remarkable substance the Scaled Court has discovered! Or perhaps I should say, "rediscovered." For it is true that the ancient Nedes made use of this primordial element in ages past. They even appear to have known about its unique properties, including its ability to absorb and distribute Aetherial energy. But I feel confident in my claims that even the Nedes never achieved the variety of uses we have discovered for the element we call "nirncrux."  


  When the Regent of Serpentine Stratagems emerged from the ruins of Skyreach and gave us the gift of nirncrux, we were equal parts excited and confused as to what to do with the primordial element. But the Serpent whispered to the regent, and she in turn described several ways we could immediately utilize the substance to increase the power of the Scaled Court. But simple tricks and minor boosts were just the beginning. The Regent of Serpentine Stratagems had greater plans than these, and she ordered me and my alchemists to increase the application of the element a hundredfold.  


  My alchemists first studied the viability of the element in its natural, solid form. The substance can be found as veins running through denser rock throughout the upper region of Craglorn, and sometimes as grains or nuggets along river beds or at the base of hills and mountains. In its solid form, nirncrux is brittle and flaky. It resists attacks by most acids, and does not tarnish when exposed to air or water. However, it is neither dense enough nor strong enough for use in practical applications, such as forging weapons or crafting armor.  


  When ground into a powder or dust, the true worth of nirncrux comes to light. The energy stored within the individual grains of dust can be released using an ancient Nedic ritual that we have modified to better serve the Serpent, and the energized nirncrux dust can be utilized in potions, elixirs, and other concoctions.  


  For example, preliminary tests suggest that the dust can be incorporated into the ink used by the Iron Orcs to create their intricate, power-focusing tattoos. Imagine decorating creatures such as trolls and welwas with these ritualistic tattoos. Can they be made into even more powerful engines of destruction? We believe the answer is a resounding "yes." We've already provided the newly named Ophidian Exarch of Undulating Destruction—otherwise known as the Iron Orc chieftain, Braadoth—with enough of the nirncrux dust to enhance ink to decorate nearly one hundred of the wild creatures. And more of the primordial element is being gathered for processing even as I write these words.  


  Another immediate application for the dust is being spearheaded by the Regent of Wriggling Nightmares and his team. It involves ancient spawning pools and a variety of exotic and dangerous creatures. By mixing the nirncrux dust with the primeval, procreative nature of the pools, he hopes to create an entirely new monster to add to the Serpent's growing arsenal. I will be interested to see how his theories come to fruition.  


  A promising avenue to explore involves another state of the element. We believe that the molten form of the substance might provide an even greater release of Aetherial power. Ancient Nedic writing that we discovered suggests that whatever processes these lost people once used to either create or enhance celestial creatures required the molten form of the substance. We are building great crucibles to smelt the substance into a liquid state.  


  Why the substance only appears in Upper Craglorn remains a mystery, though my alchemists have formed a number of theories to explain it. The leading candidate suggests that the substance was deposited in the region in the distant past by chunks of rock that fell from the sky. Another possibility indicates that the Nedes may have used arcane rituals to draw the substance up from deep within the core of the world, as hinted at in a few wall decorations we examined in Skyreach's ruins.  


  We may never fully understand where this primordial element came from or what it truly is, but that will not stop us from using it for the glory and grand purpose of the Serpent and his mortal limbs, the Regent of Serpentine Stratagems.    


  




Nirwaen's Diary


   Nirwaen  


   It's hard to believe the day is finally here. Father says the rumblings began two nights ago and the uprooting should start any moment now. I'm so excited! We arrived at the Summer Site two days after Falinesti had settled, so we missed the Rooting Ceremony here, but we''ll be off to the Autumn Site in mere hours!


  

  Mother told us that she'd meet us there, but that she must conclude her research in Velyn Harbor. It's hard to believe that tiny camp has anything worth looking at—I thought it was dirty and smelled of fish—but she says you can find gems in the mud and I shouldn't look down my nose at them.  


  But it's hard not to! Falinesti is so grand, and I can't WAIT to feel the city moving beneath my feet!  


  I wonder how long it will take to get to the Autumn Site? Father says it varies. Sometimes it only takes a few days, but sometimes a week or more passes between the uprooting and the rooting. I hope it takes a long time—a week at least. I want to watch the world go by!   


  




No Admittance - This Means You


   Anonymous  


   The Giant's Crush is off limits! The giant is extremely dangerous when disturbed. Remember what happened to Sergeant Gorack, who thought it would be good fun to taunt the giant's mammoths? Soldiers without arms aren't much use. 





No Passing Through Here


   Anonymous  


   Do not use the Giant's Crush as a shortcut. I'm tired of writing letters to families explaining how their loved ones were careless enough to get their head smashed in by a giant. Just walk around the mountain. We can all use the exercise. 





No Praise For False Gods


   Anonymous  


   Praise not the false gods, for they do not care for you!


  

  The Three would have you bow at their feet. They would have you give them your wives, your children, your riches, your homes! And what would they do for you? Nothing! They sit in their temple, mocking us as we struggle with our daily woes.  


  Let not the false claims of the Tribunal's help during the Akaviri invasion persuade you. We were the ones who fought on the battlefield. We were the ones who gave our blood and lost our sons and daughters.  


  No more! We will not stand by and praise these false gods who do nothing. We will take back this world! Even if some must die, our cause is just. We will be free!   


  




No Quarantine For Us


   Anonymous  


   Haldin is dead by his own hand. I don't think he recovered from the loss of his wife and youngest child. Kjora has a bad cough. I don't think it's the plague, but the others seem unconvinced. I won't abandon him just because he's got a cold. I swear, this infernal plague will have us at each other's throats before too long.


  

  Word has reached us of an old crypt, to the east. Refugees from Narsis have taken shelter there, and we've been told they'll welcome others to share the space. I don't want to encounter the undead creatures sometimes found in such dark places, but if our only alternative is to risk becoming afflicted, I think we'll take our chances in the crypts.   


  




No Reason To Worry


   R  


   H,


  

  Apologies for the lapse. Our supplier grew suspicious. Don't fret overmuch, the appropriate mouths will be fed.  


  We recovered your wayward bird. Its belly ran afoul of the storm, but we think it can be saved. If it is not in your hands by the next full moons, we are discovered and you should cease correspondence.  


  — R   


  




No Significant Danger


   Quintus Verres 


   Foreman Fabricius,


  

  It has come to my attention that you find our camp defenses inadequate. Your concerns have been noted, but we require every able hand for the excavation. We are making tremendous discoveries, and I will not have that pace slowed. I have left a small but capable group of fighters to defend the supply train. I assure you—you are in no significant danger.  


  We make for the ruins of Volenfell. Should any communication prove necessary, please send a runner to the location indicated on the map.  


  — Quintus Verres   


  




Nobility In Theft


   Zizar-Dar  


   To steal a thing is simplicity itself. One merely takes what one will and that is that. Even a treasure jealously guarded can be stolen easily under the right circumstances, but such things will not be discussed here.


  

  This treatise hopes the reader will become a capable pilferer of found things. Methods, distractions, and tools of the trade will not be discussed herein, so if you are a hungry ja'Khajiit looking to make your way on the streets of Senchal, look elsewhere. (Really! What are you doing here? You should be out casing marks!)  


  Bandits, burglars, defalcators, and cheats—keep reading. You might learn a thing or two.  


  Any able pilferer knows the next heist is merely a question of time and place, but to keep your heart as light as your gloves, you would do well to be wary of your target!  


  Easy marks are abundant, but the majority are as desperate as you are. Ignore them! You won't make a name for yourself fleecing ditch-diggers and scullions of their hard-won dinners, and they certainly won't sing the songs every Senchal dreg knows by heart and hair.  


  No, look for the merchant whose purse lies buried behind three tall walkers with etched swords and inlaid plate! Watch for the wizard whose tower sends alchemical stenches billowing into the canvas city. Seek out the pomp-pursed dandyclaw whose grounds are free of flicktongues.  


  Never take all, just a portion! They will deem what you took an "acceptable loss." Admitting their loss would send every shinglestep in town leaping through their casements, which is why they rarely inform the guard.  


  It doesn't hurt that they also have the most to pilfer. But what is worth taking, and more importantly, what is there to do with all the riches you've liberated from lightless prisons?  


  Treasure, whether in pockets or in the ground, weighs heavily on mind and the spirit.  


  It can be tempting to take famous treasures. Who has not heard the many tales of Rajhin? But as the tales suggest, some treasures are difficult to move and are often worth more in trouble than the gold you'll get for them.  


  Coin is best, of course. It's small and easy to move. Jewelry comes next, though you may have to melt pieces down if they are too closely filigreed.  


  Potions can be just as valuable—if not immediately useful to your trade. Look especially for those with restorative properties, for these can be priceless when properly plied.  


  Don't overlook sundries, either! Frequently a treasure will be too well guarded or trapped with snares to justify the effort, but the mark is not always a lost cause. Only the most paranoid take precautions with the sugarcloset, for who would impede his own sweet-tooth? Much the same with the cupboards, for a hungry belly needs filling fast and tripwires only get in the way.  


  Do not be too prideful to make off with these things. While they will rarely be missed, they can fill your belly and bring you fame to rival even the luckiest moonlighters!  


  Take as much as you can carry! Fill your pockets and parcels with whatever you can fit, such that it overflows your waistband and bites into your back! Your bounty is as important to your escape as it is to your purse.  


  When you are pursued —as you often will be—spoils secured properly about your vitals will throw off arrows raining down from the walls.  


  In the streets, cut release ties to spill out your treasures into the paths of your pursuers. Throw them to the crowds! Their scrambling for your riches will sow confusion, creating obstacles for your escape.  


  Not only will these efforts delay your pursuers, news of your open hand will spread like wildfire through the streets. What is more valuable than your name? It will buy you safe haven in times of need, food for your belly in lean times, and more importantly will carry you through the darkest of life's troubles.  


  And when you are old and can no longer leap between rooftops, you can rest easily among your childrens' children, assured that your legacy is as clean as a well-greased tumblecatch.  


  Good luck in your exploits! When they are sung through the taverns and slums of the world, Zizar-dar will be sure to carry the tune.   


  




Nolonir's Journal


   Nolonir  


   Nolonir's Journal, Page 6


  

  I know it's forbidden, but I think that's what makes this so exciting. I almost giggled the first time I made a corpse rise from the ground and follow me around.  


  Ah, Father. What would you think of your "serious little boy" now, I wonder? If Mother hadn't cremated your body when you died, maybe I'd wake you up and ask you.  


  Nolonir's Journal, Page 17  


  I can't believe my luck. I've stumbled across the ruins of a place called Wansalen.  


  The unfortunates that built the place apparently didn't make it out alive.  


  Now, though, they all walk the halls of Wansalen again. I wonder if their souls missed this place? Stubborn skeletons, they still won't answer when I talk to them!  


  Nolonir's Journal, Page 29  


  Idiots! Don't they know not to come here? Not to disturb me?  


  A pack of fools stumbled into my sanctuary today. My pets made quick work of them, of course, but what if more come to see what happened to the first?  


  I need to to protect myself, if that happens.  


  I'm going to meditate now. Perhaps I'll figure out a way to scare them all off.  


  And be blessedly alone with my research here in Wansalen!   


  




Non-Standard Techniques


   Gabrielle Benele  


   General Serien,


  

  I know you're going to face real challenges in Stonefalls. The Dark Elves are a proud people, and they won't give up without a fight.  


  That's why I've sent along copies of this treatise I wrote on non-standard magical military techniques! Hope you find it useful!  


  — Gabrielle Benele  


  Covenant Mages are trained in numerous magical and meta-magical techniques ideally suited for the battlefield. But not every battlefield features opposing troops arrayed in lines, keep walls to knock down, or cavalry to deflect. Some battlefields require a little creativity.  


  Every Covenant cohort is accompanied by an elite mage or two. When the circumstances call for it, why not let them make use of a few non-standard techniques?  


  Here's one recipe sure to throw a defending force for a loop:  


  — Seek out any local beast races or unwelcome nonsentients in the area.  


  — Have your mage infiltrate the lair of these lower life forms.  


  — Overrun the lair through any means necessary and drive out the unwelcome beasts.  


  — Maintain control of these lairs throughout the invasion, ensuring that the beast races do not return.  


  If the past is any judge, the beast races will move from their lairs towards local villages and towns, creating their own localized invasion upon enemy encampments.  


  My next missive will discuss uses for local alchemy goods in creating unique—and explosive—concotions.   


  




Nord Armorers And Armsmen


   Anonymous  


   A Nord blacksmith feels a particular affinity with his anvil, bellows, hammer, and tongs. For the Nord, the creation of fine (if inelegant) weapons and armor is as important as proficiency with a blade, axe, or hammer. Such skills are learned from youth and are almost mandatory. As the Nord armorer and weaponsmith perfect their techniques, the forge becomes a second home. Close by is the tanning rack, where the hides of every beast of the north have been measured for their levels of durability and flexibility. Layered on top is iron, steel, and corundum alloys. The result is a steel that holds tighter and bites sharper than weapons from other realms.


  

  When Nords refer to their blades as "stinging," they mean more than its cutting power: superstitious Nord smiths are said to add a drop of wild bee honey into everything they create. The whys and wherefores are misplaced in long-forgotten lore, but the practice is widespread. To this day, no Nord armorer would work a forge without first crumbling honeycomb into his quenching tub.   


  




Nord Soldier's Journal


   Anonymous  


   Today there were more tremors. I told the Lieutenant it felt like something was digging deep beneath the fort, but she said I was crazy. "The ground shakes sometimes," she said with that stupid grin of hers. "And the mountains quake and the snow falls. That's life in Skyrim." Milk-drinker!


  

  So, I did my duty and reported to my superior officer. She told me to forget about it, and so I have. I must patrol the roads around the fort now. Maybe I'll take a look at the entrance to that tomb while I'm out there. Just in case.   


  




Nords Of Skyrim


   Hrothmund Wolf-Heart 


   Nords of Skyrim - My People, My Pride


  

  Respected reader. My name is Hrothmund Wolf-Heart, and I am a Nord. But, more importantly, I am a Nord born and raised in the land of Skyrim.  


  I write this volume in the desperate hope that the rest of Tamriel can come to know my people as they deserve to be known, and understand this province for what it truly is - a place of uncontested beauty and culture.  


  Some of what you know is undoubtedly true. Physically, we Nords are an impressive, often imposing sight - tall of stature, strong of bone, and thick of muscle. Our hair is often fair, and worn braided, as has been the custom for generations. Often we are swathed in the hides of beasts, for such creatures are abundant in Skyrim, and we would be foolish not to take advantage of such an available resource.  


  Having read this far, you may be shocked at the strength of my words, and the literacy of a northern "savage." Aye, many Nords can both read and write. My father began my instruction in the way of letters when I was but a bairn, as did his father, and his father before him.  


  But the accomplishments of the children of Skyrim are multitude, and go beyond mere wordcraft. For we are artisans as well, and through the ages have learned to manipulate steel the way a sculptor would clay.  


  Indeed, I have seen with mine own eyes, visitors from High Rock and Cyrodiil weep in disbelief as they beheld the blades wrought in the fires of the Skyforge, and honed to beautiful deadliness by the gods-touched hands of Clan Gray-Mane.  


  But how can this be true, you ask? How are such achievements possible from a people who have yet to emerge from the muck and snow? Again, provincial bias clouds the truth.  


  The cities of Skyrim are a testament to Nord ingenuity and craftsmanship. Chief among them are Solitude, seat of the High King and capital of the province; Windhelm, ancient and honored, a jewel in the snow; Markarth, carved into the living rock itself, in ages long since past; Riften, nestled in the golden shadows of the Fall Forest, whence comes delicious fish and mead; and Whiterun, built around the hall of Jorrvaskr, home of the most noble Companions and revered Skyforge.  


  And now, respected reader, you have the full measure of it. We Nords are everything you imagined - and so much more.  


  But let not this work be your only gateway to the truth. Book passage on carriage or vessel, and make the journey north. See Skyrim with thine own eyes. See Skyrim as have the Nords, since the gods first shaped the world.  


  




Northern Heartlands Journal


   Anonymous  


   Entry 55


  

  Tomorrow looks to be a perfect day to climb the cliff behind the house, bask in the sun, and read a good book.   


  




Northglen Farm Opportunities


   Anonymous  


   SITUATIONS VACANT


  

  Miller's Assistant: Duties to include mill operation grinding grain into meal and flour, both wheat and corn; meticulous maintenance of mechanism and facility, including lubrication with beetle-oil; and daily offerings to Saint Vitache, Patron of Millers, Scissor-Grinders, and Bathhouse Attendants. The qualified applicant will demonstrate a working knowledge of millwork and possession of all ten fingers.  


  Crow and Raven Suppressor: Duties to include frightening, chasing, killing, and in any other way ridding Northglen of these persistent pests. Pay to be in bounties, on a per-beak basis. The qualified applicant will come to the interview with tangible examples of his or her experience in corvid extermination.  


  Farm Carpenter: Duties consist of construction and repair of wooden items, including but not limited to furniture, fences, houses, agricultural structures, simple vehicles, and farm implements. The qualified applicant will bring his or her own tools and demonstrate knowledge of their use. Applicants with good references will receive the preference.  


  Lettuce-Hand: Duties to include planting, tending, picking, and cleaning lettuce. The qualified applicant will demonstrate the ability to bend over, pluck, and stand again without falling over. No references necessary.  


  Pumpkin-Monger: Duties to include selection of ripe melons, cart-loading, cart-driving, cart-unloading, and staffing of Northglen Farm Produce Stall in Evermore on market day. The qualified applicant will demonstrate a passing familiarity with pumpkin cultivation, and superior spherical stacking skills.  


  Apply in person to Marge Gaercroft at Northglen Farm.   


  




Northpoint, An Assessment


   Chancellor Regina Troivois  


   This report on the city of Northpoint and its primary noble house, Dorell, was ordered directly by His Majesty High King Emeric and has been painstakingly researched. I, Chancellor Regina Troivois of the Department of Interior Affairs, personally oversaw this effort and verify the accuracy of the information contained herein.


  

  First, some history for context. Captain Yric Flowdys, an enterprising Breton trader operating the summer route of shipping from Daggerfall to Solitude, established Northpoint during the 9th century of the First Era. Though the shores here do not form an ideal harbor, Yric knew the deep waters approaching them could easily accommodate large vessels, and that the location along the trade route made for a perfect way station where traders could resupply, make repairs, or shelter through storms. He constructed the first docks at Northpoint, the best anchorage, and named the port after it.  


  Soon after building the docks, Captain Flowdys oversaw the addition of a small walled keep and warehouse in the heights of Dore Elard, to the east of the growing port-of-call. Before long, the town bustled with activity, and Flowdys, realizing the success of his venture, took the name of the mountain as his new family name. He and his relatives continued to grow their maritime endeavors, as well as develop and invest in the port and surrounding lands, eventually leasing plots to farmers and establishing new sources of income.  


  For most of the First Era, the family exemplified the type of active, entrepreneurial merchant princes that brought great prosperity to High Rock. In 1E 1029, the Dorells were granted a barony when the Empress Hestra joined High Rock to the First Empire. The fortunes of House Dorell, and of Northpoint, have waxed and waned with the flow of the northwest coastal trade ever since.  


  In the 24th century the Dorells, having continued their rise in wealth and power, held the monarchy of Shornhelm for several generations. This distinction has colored the family's image of itself through subsequent centuries, and the Dorells regard themselves among Rivenspire's true elite even today. It also gave them a taste for political intrigue which, combined with their already-ambitious spirit, has made the house impossible to ignore. The current Baron of the House, Alard, wields significant power as one of the triumvirate of nobles who have ruled Rivenspire since the fall of Ranser. Along with the leaders of House Montclair and House Tamrith, Alard Dorell has pledged himself to the High King and hopes to one day earn the right to rule as the sole King of Shornhelm.  


  In recent times, House Dorell excels as a maritime and mercantile power. They maintain a mansion in Shornhelm for the Baron and Baroness, keeping the house closely involved in the happenings of the court. The estate in Northpoint is left to other relatives, though oversight of its lands remains integral to the family's operations. At present the young but very capable Lord Ellic, son of Baron Alard, manages the family's holdings around Northpoint when his father is at court and serving on the triumverate.  


  The Dorells are militaristic and politically savvy, and their mercantile traditions have forged a level of wealth rarely seen in Rivenspire circles. House Dorell has generated extensive ties with merchants in Solitude. This, they are quick to point out, has nothing to do with the sword rattling of politics. To Dorell, this is simply good business.  


  From my study of the three noble houses of Rivenspire that form the ruling triumvirate, I recommend that you place little trust in House Montclair, and to be cautious in any interaction with them—their true loyalties are only to their own aspirations. House Dorell, on the other hand, while also ambitious, seems to possess a degree of honor and a love of country rarely exhibited by the Montclairs (who seem to be overly proud of their heritage to Ranser). House Tamrith, meanwhile, has always been loyal and a friend to Wayrest. However, the Countess is relatively new to her role as house leader and may not be ready to assume any greater responsibilities   


  




Nostrum's Notes


   Nostrum Breva 


   The first of the afflicted began arriving almost immediately after the quarantine was set up. I don't know how we spread the word so quickly, but people seem to be coming from all over the region for the promised cure.


  

  I now have the opportunity to observe the afflicted through all stages of the Llodos plague. It begins with a mild fever and random bodily aches and pains. Oddly, afflicted suffering this stage of the plague have a terrible hunger that cannot seem to be satisfied. This stage of the plague lasts anywhere from three to seven days.  


  The second stage of the plague is marked by a high fever, overall weakness, and the appearance of open sores upon the body. Pain grips the afflicted, making most normal activities impossible to perform. During this stage of the plague, the afflicted's appetite disappears, and it is a struggle to make them eat and drink sufficient amounts of food and water to maintain their body weight. This stage of the plague can range from seven to fourteen days. If the afflicted doesn't throw off the plague during this period, chances of survival drop to almost zero.  


  The third stage of the plague marks the beginning of the end for the afflicted. The open sores now cover most of the afflicted's body, which burns with such heat that the afflicted becomes delirious and subject to hallucinations. The afflicted refuses to eat or drink, and any kind of movement results in agony. This stage of the plague is relatively short, lasting from one day in extreme cases to as long as five days for those unfortunate enough to hang on.  


  The final stage of the Llodos plague is perhaps the most fascinating. Of course, many of the afflicted simply die when the plague has run its course. And the death is extremely painful and heartbreaking to watch. But an increasing number of afflicted don't find a natural end. These unfortunates transform into seemingly undead creatures that the common folk call "plague husks." These creatures appear to be mindless engines of violence, intent on destroying all life they encounter.  


  Can you imagine an army of such creatures? Priceless!  


  Ah, the crates of accelerant have arrived! Now we can increase the pace of the affliction. Time to treat my patients.  


  —Nostrum Breva   


  




Not Long Now


   Anonymous  


   "It is simple... they are not gods at all."


  

  It was surprisingly easy to infiltrate and replace some of the Pact's key leadership. Soon the Argonians will be in shambles. Our reinforcements will push through and set this swamp aflame.   


  




Not That Bad


   Anonymous  


   My neighbors disagree with me, but what difference does it make if the town is occupied? What protection has anyone else afforded us? Just over the hills to the northeast, war rages over who gets to sit on a fancy chair, and the rest of us get to suffer.


  

  Why do we put up with it? Because we're helpless, that's why. Because we never learned more than that most basic of citizenship requirements, wielding the swords we own but don't know now to use.  


  Dominion, Covenant, Pact—they're all useless. I just want to live in peace.   


  




Notable Transactions


   Rinfir-Jo  


   Krin,


  

  I've outlined a few of the most notable transactions from the last few weeks. Anything I haven't noted here is pretty much moving along as we'd hope.  


  And as a reminder, make sure to tell your cousin about her kid. Why she thought he could make it running with you, I'll never know. I sent what was left of him to Thizzrini. Trolls are always hungry, you know.  


  — Payments from businesses in Dune and Rawl'kha continue to trickle in. Our new push in Dune has earned lots of coin. I've pulled everyone out of Arenthia. Not sure what to make of the situation there.  


  — Hadran sent along two loaves of nectar bread and a bottle of plum brandy. He's late on his payment, but word from our agent is that he's good for it. Suggest letting it go for another week or two.  


  — Ishalga is well and truly hooked. Never thought it would be so useful having someone like her on retainer, but she's proven surprisingly informative. Arena's a good place to drink, I guess.  


  — Damned eagles shut down one of our operations in Skywatch. Malion's not in a cell yet. But we need to rethink our relationship with that city.  


  — We've lost contact with our agent in the Red Sun bandits. I honestly don't know what's happened, but Malabal Tor has some kind of crazy situation developing over there. Suggest we hold tight and see if he reaches out.  


  Bright moons, boss.  


  — Rinfir-jo   


  




Note About Wood Elf Etiquette


   Iirond  


   Glardel,


  

  My contact in Haven confirmed it. Fifty copies of the long discredited "Wood Elf Etiquette: An Imperial Perspective" arrived today. Their destination? The Altmer Embassy. They is what they think of us—flatulent bumpkins who fly into a rage if we see anyone trod upon a flower.  


  —Iirond   


  




Note From A Bottle


   Anonymous  


   Drawn to the eagle on my bottle, were you?


  

  Perhaps you appreciate the Eagle, and would help it soar. Perhaps you will meet me and help the Queen's eyes see true. The eagle's eyes watch the main road into this den of iniquity.  


  Perhaps I've had too much Gossamer Tawny Port and should stop making obscure metaphors.  


  Anyway, find me if you can decipher this.   


  




Note From Akash


   Akash gra-Mal 


   Our employer wants nine bones from nine different beasts in each altar.


  

  Do not mix them up. Do not cut corners.  


  She will know if you do, and she will not be happy. And if Oraneth isn't happy, I won't be happy.  


  — Akash gra-Mal   


  




Note From Alasan


   Alasan  


   Magistrate Sulma,


  

  We appreciate your offer of gold, but the Withered Hand trades in the currency of corpses. Provide one corpse for every ten gold in your offer, and we will spare the city of Bergama.  


  Acquire the corpses by whatever means you prefer, stow them in your basement, and we will periodically pick them up.  


  If this arrangement does not suit you, we will simply harvest corpses in Bergama ourselves.  


  — Alasan   


  




Note From Captain Accalia


   Captain Accalia 


   Engannas,


  

  Here is your share of the loot. You killed more of those filthy priests than any of the others so I am awarding you the Dagger of Mara as your prize. Once the Stonefire Cult has paid me for the Chalice you will receive an additional measure of coin.  


  — Captain Accalia   


  




Note From Captain Dunveril


   Captain Dunveril 


   The grandmaster's son is named "Sen." Find him and take him by force if necessary. Put him in the old Daedric tomb just outside of town. The locals won't enter—they'll be afraid of angering their ancestors.


  

  — Captain Dunveril   


  




Note From Ciridor


   Ciridor  


   The written word strengthens our communication. Hircine's will gives us the power to do what we must! See the Huntsman's note at my camp. His will is our will.


  

  —Ciridor   


  




Note From Commander Derre


   Commander Derre 


   I'm asleep. If you wake me, the camp better be on fire!


  

  — Commander Derre   


  




Note From Danni


   Danni  


   I heard some interesting news recently, from a contact in Sentinel. I'd like to discuss it with you.


  

  I think it better if we meet outside of the guild's safehouse for now, as I don't want people speculating on rumors. Besides, I felt like having a relaxing drink in the tavern would be good. Walks keeps telling me I need to learn to relax.  


  Come and have a drink with me and we can talk.  


  Danni   


  




Note From Firuin


   Anonymous  


   You wasted my genius on such trivial things. Chilling drinks. Tricking insects into euphoria so their ichor would not curdle your precious brew!


  

  I created a colossus for you! Tall as a mammoth and twice as strong. Cold as the empty voids of Oblivion! What use did you put it to? The preserving of meat!  


  I have taken the reserves. I will stir in them a flame so bright the very stars will cast shadows, and from that darkness shall I rise like the sun!  


  My only regret is not seeing your face as your world falls out from under you, as mine did that night on Balding Hill!  


  — Firuin  


  




Note From Gullveig


   Anonymous  


   I trust this note finds your dealings in Fullhelm near fruition. My business in Riften is nearly concluded. Anchorite Garmar has no talent for our peculiar arts, but he's capable enough in his own fashion.


  

  Once I've settled matters, I'll move to Lost Prospect to complete my ascension. I may call on you afterwards for ... hospitality.  


  Yours & c.,  


  Gullveig  


  




Note From Jahla


   Anonymous  


   Overseer Basri,


  

  Courage to you and full-hearted greetings. The preparations are laid for glorious victory. The coast south of Velyn Harbor is nigh unoccupied, fertile ground to set the roots of our raiding parties. It should be no difficulty to conceal our ships among the rocks, or inland among the trees, and take them to the sea for plunder.  


  We have scouted one particular cave, called Barrow Trench, which looks ideal for our purposes.  


  Humbly, your loyal servant,  


  Jahla at-Basri   


  




Note From Jeegren


   Anonymous  


   The cave, my friend, lies north of Kragenmoor. As I have said many times, the fungus there grows to amazing size.


  

  I know you don't believe me. I know you have called me a "lying shellback." But I tell you, it is true. May the Hist dry my scales if I speak false!  


  — Jeegren   


  




Note From Kamu


   Anonymous  


   To any members of the Fighters Guild who find this,


  

  We are being pursued by shadow creatures of some sort. They look like mer—possibly Bosmer—but this one can't tell for certain. Something in the forest called to us, requested our aid. It was a voice, apparently coming from the tower behind the walls.  


  We have to find a way in there. Something important is in there.  


  If you find this, meet us in the dark woods. We'll leave clues as to where we are going as we can. We need to get inside that tower. Please, find us!  


  — Sergeant Kamu   


  




Note From Khezuli's Contact


   Quartermaster Oblan 


   My employer's new arrangement makes it harder to meet in public. Get me the base mixture and I'll get you the payment. I hope you haven't forgotten how to combine the ingredients in the mixing mechanism. All you have to remember is keep things orderly.


  

  Just add each ingredient carefully. The sweet, sticky moon sugar cane, the bitter mangrove juice, and the viscous Hist Sap all combine to produce our product. Once you're finished, meet me on the beach at the location I've marked on the map inside this journal.  


  Hope that's clear enough. If it's not, you may have to do it over and over again!  


  — O  


  




Note From Magister Osanne


   Magister Osanne 


   Lord Fildgor —


  

  We've settled into Lost Knife, as directed. We just need to push these lazy miners to start producing a bit more ore. Probably have to set a few more examples to motivate them. The rotating hostage tactic is effective for keeping them in line with minimum bloodshed, but it doesn't necessarily make them more productive.  


  You may want to send someone here to examine an unusual ore that we found. It has some odd properties, possibly magical in nature. It could prove useful. Or valuable. This is not my field of study, though. Send someone with more of a background in alchemy or metallurgy.  


  — Magister Osanne   


  




Note From Maryn


   Maryn  


   Sorry about this, but my arrangement with Adreso is too valuable for you to ruin.


  

  I'm only sorry I didn't kill that fool before he finished his Black Sacrament.  


  Nothing personal, just die. If it makes you feel better, it will look like an accident.   


  




Note From Morantor


   Morantor  


   Pollonaro,


  

  I've arranged for your transportation and secured a team to aid you, including the Khajiit who claimed to know the location of Bthzark. The agreement will ensure your safety and that they will follow your commands. Leave the menial tasks to them. Do not share any information they do not need to possess.  


  Uncover and translate any information that will be of use to us, but your primary task is to retrieve the schematics. If the others have not already found their fate by this time, kill them.  


  Once finished, use the spell I taught you to return to Skyrim. I will await you in the laboratory.  


  We are close. Do not fail.  


  — Morantor   


  




Note From No-Fingers


   No-Fingers  


   Dear Uta-Tei,


  

  Thank you so much for the herbs. Comes-When-Called is doing much better. His fever is gone and he is as sprightly as ever.  


  Not a day goes by that I don't think about how much our lives changed since we moved here. I know I was once your protector, but I hope that someday you can see me as more than that. I would love the chance to walk in the forest with you—please, call on me anytime.  


  —No-Fingers   


  




Note From Orlugash


   Orlugash  


   Once you've located the missing volume titled The Fall of Trinimac, burn it. It is lies and blasphemy, and such false words cannot be allowed to spread.


  

  — Orlugash   


  




Note From Razum-Dar


   Razum-dar  


   Hello, impatient friend!


  

  You left before we could finish our business, but do not be worried. You are fitting right in, yes? In this, we are alike.  


  But alas, I am a busy Khajiit. I have no time to uncover why the dead rise in Tanzelwil. Nor why the Sea Vipers pick through smashed Dominion ships at South Beacon.  


  Perhaps you will know, one day soon. On that day, seek out the fine-looking Khajiiit [sic] by the bridge to Mathiisel and I'll trade curiosity for coin.  


  Your new friend,  


  —Razum-dar   


  




Note From Sagabar


   Sagabar  


   Leonce,


  

  That was a brilliant stroke, getting yourself appointed constable with me as your bailiff. That will give the boys back at camp quite a laugh.  


  I'm keeping my room at the inn, but Bulzog is guarding the hostages at the place you suggested. No one will find them there.  


  I can't believe how well the plan is coming together.  


  —Sagabar   


  




Note From Scout Justal


   Justal  


   Because some hunting parties can't seem to get their acts together, I'm taking my falcon out, east of the camp, to hunt for some real food. If anyone wants to find me: Don't.


  

  — Justal   


  




Note From Slim-Jah


   Slim-Jah  


   Back-Wash,


  

  Tonight I want you to observe the Dominion's movements on the east side of town. Tar-Ei will shadow you, while Neetzara watches the west. We need to know movements, schedules, and any other openings we can find. If we're going to do this, we'll need precision. Mistakes mean more than our own deaths. We cannot let that happen.  


  —Slim-Jah   


  




Note From Theomund


   Theomund  


   Lady Laurent,


  

  We found the inner sanctum where Malofar keeps the Emerald Chalice, secured by a magical ice barrier. However, we also found ancient Nord runestones of a whale, an eagle, and a snake at altars throughout the caverns. These matched altars before the barrier and we guessed they were the keys to open it.  


  We placed all three runes and the barrier dropped. I created a distraction so that Amberic could get inside. It worked, but my wounds are too great. I hope Amberic finds me before the end, but I am fading fast.  


  — Theomund   


  




Note From Thulvald's Logging Camp


   Logging Chief Jafelma 


   Thulvald,


  

  The strange occurrences continue. Items have moved around mysteriously or even disappeared completely in some cases. And now the forest itself seems to have turned against us. Maybe the stories we heard are true. Maybe this part of the forest really is haunted. If you can send someone to help us, preferably someone with experience in fighting strange creatures and investigating unusual events, I'd really appreciate it.  


  Or, if you're feeling adventurous, why don't you come and check on the camp yourself? You might find the experience to be illuminating.  


  — Logging Chief Jafelma   


  




Note From Zidal


   Zidal  


   Take your team and head to the Black Vine Ruins by tomorrow, or I'll bring this before the treethane. You don't want to risk that, considering you jilted her son after she'd spent all that gold on things for the feast, do you?


  

  I didn't think so.  


  Get going.  


  — Zidal  


  




Note In A Dead Man's Hand


   Anonymous  


   Slick Thomic,


  

  You're my man with the lightest foot. Tonight, steal as many dreugh eggs as you can from their nests at the pools, and bring them back to the barracks house in Dreughside.   


  




Note In Bag Of Vvardenfell Silk


   Chanda  


   [Player Race], forgive me for departing before your arrival. Please give Enthis and Turil my best. I've made off with the rest of their silk. Feel free to give these remainders to one or the other with my best.


  

  Yours,  


  Chanda  


  




Note On Broken Crate


   Anonymous  


   The plan begins! The amount of the concoction contained within isn't viable when diluted in water. To achieve our goals, more of the elixir will be needed. To this end, more crates are on their way.


  

  Stay alert and watch for the next shipment.  


  — M   


  




Note On Torn Parchment


   Anonymous  


   It's hard for the living to understand just how slowly time passes caged in the dark, starving. I had forgotten the glorious taste of warm blood taken from a scared, writhing body.


  

  The Withered Hand did not unearth me on purpose. They simply stumbled upon my earthen tomb. That is of no concern of mine now, this cave is again my home. It will not be long till I am returned to my former glory.   


  




Note To Arida


   Anonymous  


   Arida,


  

  It looks like we're going to evacuate. Whatever that thing is in the sky, it's not something we can fight with swords and arrows. Best to retreat and take as many citizens out with us as we can.  


  Guildmaster Kahlosh insists we ward the guildhall. He's a stickler for rules and regulations, that one. We'll set the wards and leave through the secret passage. I just hope he remembers the key or we'll never get back in.  


  He's always hiding it in his house behind the hall.  


  I'll see you on the other side of the passage.  


  — Vandris   


  




Note To Barkeep


   Sorion  


   Barkeep,


  

  I did my part. This place was full last night. They drank, you made your bit, so I expect full payment. I'll be staying with a girl I met. She has a cottage just north of someplace called "the Gray Mire." At first I thought she was talking about your ale.  


  Deliver my money to Sweetbreeze Cottage or I'll never play your establishment again.  


  — Sorion the Talented   


  




Note To Cardia


   Anonymous  


   Dearest Cardia,


  

  The wealth I've gained from this last job should allow me to finally leave these bandits. I want to get out of here as soon as we get paid off by the Stonefire Cult. We'll run away together and finally buy that little farm we've always wanted. I'm sorry about losing your mother's ring and I promise to buy you a new one as soon as we get away from here.  


  All my love,  


  Darius   


  




Note To Darius


   Anonymous  


   Darius,


  

  Here is your share of the loot. You performed with bravery and intelligence during our raid on the Temple of Mara, and I want to make certain that all of my lieutenants are amply rewarded.  


  The Phylactery is yours to do with as you please—keep it or sell it.  


  — Captain Accalia   


  




Note To Emabeth


   Tailas  


   Emabeth,


  

  I understand you and your brother's concerns, but my decision is final. Our families have kept vigil here for six generations. They were forgotten but they still did their duty, as we must do ours. Not only that, but we're finally profiting from it!  


  Don't worry though. I don't intend to return Emeric's gold, or even to release his messenger. I've just spent the gold to secure us a new hideout. I know the perfect place. We'll be long gone when the Lion Guard shows up.  


  Tailas   


  




Note To Gilbard


   Anonymous  


   Gilbard,


  

  Delivered ten more black-robed freaks to Betony, Orcs none the wiser. While your coin is good, these folk aren't.  


  It's plain as the nose on your face they're necromancers. Raising the dead disgusts decent folk, but it excites these buggers. I even heard one boasting about digging up a whole family lost to pox and trotting them around.  


  I'm as open-minded as the next smuggler, but I do have standards. I'm done after this next batch. I don't care how good the gold is. These crazies would as soon stick a dagger in your belly as look at you.  


  Get in touch with Peloquin out of Aldcroft if you want more of them run in. He takes any sort, even these.  


  Stay safe, my friend.  


  — Ferrand   


  




Note To King Jorunn


   Jarl Ivannar 


   My Dear Friend and King, Jorunn,


  

  The room is ready, as you requested. In case there is trouble, you and the ambassadors will be safe inside. I must explain the workings of the door, however. A special key is required to open it. There's a reason it's my safe room, after all.  


  A key hidden within the manor permits access to the room. The text below—a passage from our favorite childhood story, The King's Stand—provides all the clues you need to find the key.  


  You should understand the meaning of the text. Now don't laugh at my precautions! You're the one who demanded security and secrecy for your war council, my old friend.  


  — Jarl Ivannar  


  "And as the great king stood tall, his dark raven upon his shoulder, he raised the war horn to his lips and blew. The sound echoed throughout the valley. His troops cheered and let loose a rally cry. He watched them surge forward, but it was the last sight he ever saw. He dropped to his knees, a dagger jutting from his back."   


  




Note To Lt. Stenric


   Anonymous  


   Chin up, Lieutenant Stenric. I know it's been a long and hard few months, but your vigilance will pay off. Once the invasion begins, we will be able to charge down the mountains and take the enemy completely by surprise. You will be a part of history. And all you need do is hold out a bit longer. Glory is within your reach. 





Note To Lucien


   Demitrii  


   Lucien,


  

  I once heard that an abandoned tower used to stand outside Daggerfall, but I never imagined that it still existed. The Red Rooks have been seen searching the area, which leads me to believe that something is there. If it is a fort, think of the treasures that might still be hidden inside!  


  If you decide to check it out, though, be very careful. The Red Rooks always send their most dangerous members on those sorts of exploration missions.  


  — Demitrii   


  




Note To Marianas


   Anonymous  


   Dearest Marianas,


  

  I plan to return to you soon. The operation in Claw's Strike is running well after the initial few hiccups.  


  There are prettier Khajiit than Fishbreath, with nicer attitudes, I guess. And he does have an awful angry streak, always threatening to feed the others to his senche-lions.  


  But he's fair and he pays well. In a few months I think I will have made enough to get out of this work and set us up for life.  


  [The rest of the note is colored with flecks of dried blood and looks as if it's been chewed. It seems it was never sent.]   


  




Note To Menthery


   Landlin  


   Menthery,


  

  I don't think there's much time. People are fleeing the city, and you should, too. I spoke with one of the mages and she said that thing in the sky is of Daedric origin. The earth tremors it's causing are only the beginning. I don't plan on sticking around to learn more about it and I doubt help will make it here in time. Assuming anyone else even knows what's happening here.  


  Andris told me that the Fighters Guild has secret ways in and out of the city. They've been getting people out, waiving their usual fee. He says they'll be barricading their hall soon, some warding magic they use. Wouldn't tell me more, only urged me to either get out of the city or join him.  


  I hope he'll be safe within, but frankly, I'll feel safer far away from this place. I have a cousin in Skingrad. Look for me there. I wouldn't linger long. The skies grow darker with every passing moment.  


  — Landlin   


  




Note To Nurese


   Anonymous  


   I know how to save us, my love. Meet me at the ruins we spoke of a fortnight ago. Open the door using the method I taught you. Bring Visanne. Once inside, we will be safe.


  

  — R   


  




Note To Parsifal


   Master Davynu 


   Dearest Parsifal,


  

  Given that Iryan has gone missing, I've left you in charge of safeguarding the house. As you know, I hate the idea of strangers tramping around my home, muddying the floors and soiling my instruments. Please take the proper precautions to keep out the riff raff. I'm trusting you. Don't let me down.  


  Master Davynu   


  




Note To Pellus


   Captain Accalia 


   Pellus,


  

  Don't forget to lock the gate. Last time you left it unlocked a number of items went missing. My share of the loot from the Temple of Mara is here. I killed a lot of men to gain this loot and if it goes missing I'm holding you personally responsible.  


  — Captain Accalia   


  




Note To Rufinus


   Anonymous  


   Rufinus,


  

  I'm meeting with our new employer in a fortnight to hear his deal. If it's better than the Khajiit's, we'll dissolve our relations there. No loss.  


  Look for my next letter soon.   


  




Note To Selias


   Tervur  


   Selias,


  

  We did it! The old man is dead and I have it! Meet me near the Netch Tree and I will pay you what I owe. Make sure you aren't followed, I hear Nervyna has been sniffing around.  


  — Tervur   


  




Note To Sir Quatrius


   D. at-Nimr 


   Sir Quatrius,


  

  I've received your requests, and will put them in as fast as I am able. We will spare no expense, I assure you. As for your concerns about the rebels, I've alerted your men to several people of import. I hope this assuages your worries.  


  — D. at-Nimr   


  




Note To Throne Keeper Farvad


   Anonymous  


   Farvad,


  

  Yesterday I happened to pass by the mausoleum of King Ra Boshek and decided to stop by, as I've always admired the Statues of Ward and Warning that guard its entrance. I was shocked to find the crypt in a state of abject negligence. Sand choked the doorway, prayer wheels were faded or missing, and someone had scrawled "Yazhmeena is Indecorous!" on the lintel.  


  This is entirely unacceptable. Ra Boshek's crypt is in your quadrant of the necropolis, and I must hold you responsible for this malfeasance. I am well aware that, since that incident with the drunken scholar (may Satakal smite him), the remains of Ra Boshek are no longer in residence in his mausoleum. This is no excuse: the re-consecration of His Majesty's remains—what the Ash'abah left of him, anyway—is nearly complete, and his Rite of Re-Interment is to take place at Mid Year. I expect to see his mausoleum restored to pristine condition by Loredas at the latest, or you won't be spending any Fredas nights in Bergama for the foreseeable future.  


  — Priestess Yazhmeena, High Throne Keeper   


  




Note To Ulgana


   The Architect 


   Ulguna Soul-Reaver,


  

  Drain Gasteau, harvest his essence but leave him alive. I want his torment to be as endless as Oblivion itself. I want him to know the true fruits of his labors.  


  — The Architect   


  




Note Written In Blood


   Anonymous  


   More of those fools from the Withered Hand approached me today.They entreat me for assistance despite the number of their emissaries I have feasted upon. The easy prey is nice, but I begin to miss the rush of the hunt.


  

  I feel that enough of my power has returned to me that soon I may stray from this cave in search of an unsuspecting meal.   


  




Note


   Anonymous  


   It's the basins! Once per basin, in this exact order: Burn, then bury, then drown. 





Notes On Bewan


   Anonymous  


   Just southwest of Dawnbreak, I've found the perfect place. An old Elven ruin open to the sea. We can run small boats right into the place, and smuggle the arcana off the island.


  

  Don't even talk about this near the Archmage. He'll take the coin right out of our fingers.   


  




Notes On Elven Architecture


   Gastinus Florus  


   Soaring and graceful, or static and repetitive: High Elf architecture divides Imperial critics much like a painted cow at a Reachmen feast. Their curved gables and strong, pointed steeples emphasize height, with ceilings a giant would have trouble scraping his head on and rooftops stretching proudly up toward the firmament. Their structures provide a visual echo to the "High Elves'" appearance, as they try to contrast their structures with the abodes of other races.


  

  The more perceptive of historians (such as Cantaber Congonius of Skingrad) have discerned clear similarities when comparing settlements of the Altmeri and Ayleid, unmistakably because they share the same ancestors. Where the Ayleids departed Summerset Isle, the Altmer remained; yet their structures share many common elements. One only need walk the ruins near Bravil, then compare paintings of Skywatch for corroboration. Subtle changes are less obvious: while the Altmer are snobbish, they never sank to Ayleid levels of perniciousness, and the more refined buildings of Auridon reflect this.  


  Such structural designs stem from ancient roots, using methods tried and tested, but not to the point of becoming obsolete. The Altmer seek refinement rather than innovation, and they are conceitedly resistant to large-scale changes but are content to tinker. The results reveal highly sophisticated precision, harmony, and the selection and repetition of orthodox compositions.   


  




Notes On Klathzgar's Schematics


   Pelorrah  


   Translating everything in this ancient Dwemer workbook would take a lifetime, but after scrutinizing each page, I have discovered some tantalizing clues. It seems Klathzgar was building a very special centurion as a gift, or something similar. Of greatest interest is the name "Uurthehnchenthyalft," which would roughly translate to "Urenenya." This means I have definitely come to the right place!


  

  Distressingly, however, the brazen automatons of Klathzgar's workshop, which were initially quiescent, have begun to twitch and quiver. Some of their crystalline studs are glowing as well, and their armatures occasionally emit puffs of steam. If I were not an Altmer of proud and impeccable lineage, I would admit to some anxiety.   


  




Notes On Orichalcum


   Anonymous  


   Orichalcum is, to my mind, the most fascinating mineral in all of Tamriel. I think the Orc's fondness for it makes a great deal of sense—after all, they both have a lot in common. Orichalcum is green, exceptionally rigid, stronger than steel, and extremely temperamental. Just like most Orcs!


  

  Most miners, when they discover Orichalcum veins, see them as a welcome sight. Excavations tend to be less onerous given that Orichalcum is often found in brittle shale. The deposits also tend to be free of gangue, making ore dressing unnecessary. The real challenges with the mineral can be found in the smelting process.  


  Orichalcum is notoriously difficult to smelt. A consistent low heat must be maintained to prevent the metal from becoming brittle and cracking. Iron is often introduced to act as a binding, but most of the Orcish smiths I spoke to dismissed the idea as evidence of laziness or lack of skill. According to the famed smith Gurzbog gra-Gulog, pure Orichalcum is far lighter and stronger than its iron-alloyed alternative. After inspecting both metals, I'm inclined to agree. Both were remarkably heavy, but the disparity in weight was not insignificant. The Orcs' reliance on massive plate armor makes any difference in weight important.  


  Orichalcum weapons retain their sharpness far longer than most weapons made with conventional metals, and they are remarkably resistant to rust and chipping. The unique color is also noteworthy—not as gaudy as High Elven glass and not as drab as iron or steel.  


  I am eager to speak with more smiths here in Orsinium. I know that I have much more to learn!   


  




Notes On Racial Phylogeny And Biology


   Council of Healers 


   Seventh Edition


  

  by the Council of Healers, Imperial University  


  After much analysis of living specimens, the Council long ago determined that all "races" of elves and humans may mate with each other and bear fertile offspring. Generally the offspring bear the racial traits of the mother, though some traces of the father's race may also be present. It is less clear whether the Argonians and Khajiit are interfertile with both humans and elves. Though there have been many reports throughout the Eras of children from these unions, as well as stories of unions with daedra, there have been no well documented offspring. Khajiit differ from humans and elves not only their skeletal and dermal physiology -- the "fur" that covers their bodies -- but their metabolism and digestion as well. Argonians, like the dreugh, appear to be a semi-aquatic troglophile form of humans, though it is by no means clear whether the Argonians should be classified with dreugh, men, mer, or (in this author's opinion), certain tree-dwelling lizards in Black Marsh.  


  The reproductive biology of orcs is at present not well understood, and the same is true of goblins, trolls, harpies, dreugh, tsaesci, imga, various daedra and many others. Certainly, there have been cases of intercourse between these "races," generally in the nature of rape or magickal seduction, but there have been no documented cases of pregnancy. Still the interfertility of these creatures and the civilized hominids has yet to be empirically established or refuted, likely due to the deep cultural differences. Surely any normal Bosmer or Breton impregnated by an orc would keep that shame to herself, and there's no reason to suppose that an orc maiden impregnated by a human would not be likewise ostracized by her society. Regrettably, our oaths as healers keep us from forcing a coupling to satisfy our scientific knowledge. We do know, however, that the sload of Thras are hermaphrodites in their youth and later reabsorb their reproductive organs once they are old enough to move about on land. It can be safely assumed that they are not interfertile with men or mer.  


  One might further wonder whether the proper classification of these same "races," to use the imprecise but useful term, should be made from the assumption of a common heritage and the differences between them have arisen from magickal experimentation, the manipulations of the so-called "Earth Bones," or from gradual changes from one generation to the next.    


  




Notes On Razak


   Anonymous  


   Razak was beyond brilliant. If the historians back in Cyrodiil are to be believed, Razak was on the verge of his greatest creation before his death: a truly autonomous construct, able to operate without a control rod and outside the bounds of Dwemer cities. If we could harness, find, and replicate this device, the Imperial war machine would be unstoppable.


  

  That is, if we could get in his damned vault. It's locked shut, and resists every effort to open it, conventional or magical. The door has three keyholes, each with an alchemical symbol—or something like it—above it. I've ordered my men to search for the keys, but they're soldiers, not archaeologists. We've found nothing.  


  Still, we're close! One door stands between us and an army that never sleeps. Never stops.   


  




Notes On Shornhelm's Cisterns


   Anonymous  


   Shornhelm's substructure includes many interconnected cisterns, a honeycomb of pocketed caches which is connected to every potable well within the city.


  

  Many of them leak into each other as a consequence of age and shoddy craftsmanship, but only one distributes water on a grander scale! This cistern is referred to as the master source, as it allows flow from an underground river directly into every smaller cistern in the city.  


  - To open the distribution channels you must first open both sluice gates, then turn the winch to start the external water flow.  


  - To clear the cistern before distribution of any residual water, close both sluice gates and then turn the winch. This will flush all water from the system in a matter of days!   


  




Notes On The Dreugh


   Anonymous  


   Sorry if these notes are a little disorganized, professor. I didn't want to trim anything out that you might find useful.


  

  — Two distinct species: land dreugh and water dreugh.  


  — Both were once common throughout Vvardenfell, Ebonheart, and the surrounding waters. They've been driven out over the last few centuries and only exist now in isolated pockets.  


  — Some accounts assert there are two varieties of land dreugh, while others maintain these are but the male and female versions of one kind of creature.  


  — Legends tell of "civilized" land dreugh colonies which supposedly raised herds of mudcrabs as food stock.  


  — These colonies were also purported to have built stone cairn houses and structures.  


  — No evidence of such advanced dreugh behavior exists today.  


  — Dreugh are omnivores and have been witnessed consuming mer flesh.  


  — Dreugh are capable of channeling some form of shock energy through their bodies. Most scholars agree this is a natural adaptation and not magical in nature.  


  — The land dreugh carapace is naturally sturdy and can deflect most attacks from common weapons.  


  — No known language or communication abilities.  


  — Nesting habits are not well-documented, but we do know the land dreugh encase their egg broods in mud. Nothing is known about water dreugh nesting or egg-laying behavior.  


  — Some fisherfolk are known to gather land dreugh eggs from the creatures' mud-nests, though it is obviously a rather dangerous occupation.  


  If this is enough information, I'll begin the netch research tomorrow.   


  




Notes On The Mortuum Vivicus


   Anonymous  


   Those unworthy servants stood on the verge of greatness! To their great loss and eternal shame, the fools were unable to accomplish the simple tasks our Master set before them, and he withdrew the Vivicus from Tamriel. It was lost to the Faithful.


  

  If the Master's plan comes to fruition—if enough souls can be gathered to his side—the servants of the Lord of Lies would be more powerful than any mere king or queen. Truly, Tamriel would burn in the Master's fire!  


  




Notes On The Order Skeevera


   Anonymous  


   A Student's Journal


  

  14 First Seed  


  As I approach the end of my studies at the University, I am setting out to research the native wildlife in the surrounding lands. I have decided to focus mainly on the taxonomic order Skeevera, a much neglected area of study. It is also a far safer endeavor than more popular subjects such as giant insects or trolls. By avoiding such risks, I will be able to travel farther at less expense, eliminating the need for hired mercenaries.  


  16 First Seed  


  My journey officially began today. As I made my way to the city walls, I took the opportunity to observe many of the rats that infest the sewers and trash heaps. Often overlooked in daily life, they really are quite a presence in the city. Living amongst and feeding on our waste, the common rat is quite at home in even the most inhospitable climates. Disease often follows it closely, making the rat one of the scourges of any major settlement.  


  21 First Seed  


  Immediately outside the city limits I began to see a wider variety of wildlife. The most common specimen of Skeevera found outside of a town is the rabbit. The rabbit commonly inhabits meadows and forests. It hides from its many predators in underground warrens. One may occasionally see a rabbit as a pet, but it is far more common to find one in a pie or a stew.  


  Today is Hogithum, a fact I had forgotten until I almost stumbled upon two Dunmeri priests performing their annual ritual in the forest. I felt it wiser to avoid them, and quietly slipped away before I was noticed.  


  7 Rain's Hand  


  It has been raining for two weeks now. Impossible to stay dry. I have been able to keep a fire burning only because of my rudimentary magic lessons at the University. The downpour has been too heavy to observe any wildlife. Even the wolves are hiding.  


  As interesting as the smaller creatures are, I long for something more ... exciting. When the rain finally lets up I may choose to continue my studies elsewhere.  


  12 Rain's Hand  


  Finally, a break in the clouds!  


  14 Rain's Hand  


  I have located a wild skeever nest and have begun my observations. Like their rat cousins, skeevers often carry disease. However, the skeever is a major food source for many larger predators. Giant spiders will always have a few hanging in their webs. It is not uncommon to even find a skeever cooking over a camp fire.  


  Tomorrow I will attempt to capture a skeever for closer observation and dissection. One skeever should give me no trouble.  


  15 Rain's Hand  


  Today I attempted to catch one of the skeevers. The nest of creatures caught my scent before I got close enough to grab one. I got away but these bite wounds look like they might be getting infected. Perhaps traveling alone was not the wisest of decisions.   


  




Notes On The Vault Door


   Anonymous  


   The door to Razak's vault is one of the most impressive feats of Dwemer engineering I've seen. It resists every unlock spell I know, and shrugs off even the strongest Destruction spells.


  

  Perhaps the most fascinating part of the door is the series of pictograms etched into the door itself. They seem to form a narrative. And if my admittedly limited knowledge of the language serves me, it's the classic Elven cosmogony:  


  First there was Aurbis, the formless chaos from which the universe was formed. Then Lorkhan convinced the Aedra to sacrifice themselves to create the world, Mundus. Then finally, at the birth of the world, Magnus opened a hole to Aetherius, creating the sun and letting magic flow into Nirn.  


  This trinary comes up frequently in Razak texts. Chaos, earth, and magic. Perhaps it's central to his understanding of creation, not just of the world, but of constructs as well?  


  I will have to ruminate on this later. For now I'll try my hand at picking the lock. Perhaps I'll have success with the mundane where magic failed.   


  




Notice: Hall Of The Dead


   Anonymous  


   The priest of Orkey is here as part of his sacred duty to the Divines. He is not here to comfort, console, or brighten your day. Should the undead rise from their places of resting, you accept all risk and responsibility to your own safety while inside the hall. The priest is not required to save you from your own idiocy.


  

  - Hjurring   


  




Notice: New Working Conditions


   Anonymous  


   Reminder to all workers! Break time has been reduced, effective immediately, to ten minutes instead of the prior fifteen minute break periods. This will remain in effect until productivity returns to the levels I specified in last month's directive.


  

  You have only yourselves to blame for this change. With the current challenges we face here in Reaper's March it is up to each and every one of us to pull together and work harder to survive. I trust your cooperation with my instructions will be complete and cheerful!  


  Thank you,  


  Kuna   


  




Notice Of Honorable Discharge


   Anonymous  


   The actions of Captain Usnagikh in opposing a raid by Abecean Pirates should be held in the highest of honors. Standing on the front line he emboldened his men to make a tactically decisive stand. Due to these efforts many civilians were withdrawn to safety and the enemy repelled. This defense was not without cost: Captain Usnagikh lost many of his troops, including two brothers.


  

  These efforts traditionally call for a meritorious field promotion; however, Captain Usnagikh has requested to be discharged from service. Taking into consideration Captain Usnagikh years of service and recent displays of valor, the commanding officers have granted Captain Usnagikh his request.  


  Captain Usnagikh is hereby discharged with highest honors.   


  




Notice To Authorities


   Anonymous  


   TO THE AUTHORITIES FROM ANY GOVERNING BODY:


  

  The residents and visitors of Hadran's Caravan reject your stifling societal rules as FREE PEOPLE.  


  Those who attempt to remove the citizens of this Caravan face DIRE CONSEQUENCES for their illegal and immoral actions.  


  Reaper's March is a free land for all races and species. We spit upon the cronies of the Mane, the mind-slaves of the so-called gods. We reject the oppressive boot of ANY AND ALL Kings, Queens, Emperors, Empresses, alliances, and authoritarians!  


  This land belongs not to the few, but the many!   


  




Noxiphilic Sanguivoria


   Cinna Scholasticus 


   The disease vampirism is not one disease, but many. Throughout the centuries, and for unknown reasons, the afflictions collectively known as vampirism have been transmitted in different ways and taken on different qualities. Herein, I shall try to delineate, to the best of my ability, the qualities of the form of vampirism common to our era, known as Noxiphilic Sanguivoria, so as to better equip the reader to identify this type of vampire.


  

  First, however, I believe a word of warning is in order. This work is in no way intended as a guide to hunting or otherwise confronting a vampire. In all cases, it is advised that you avoid anyone you suspect of vampirism and certainly that you do not try to fight them. Vampires of all varieties possess supernatural strength and will quickly overpower all but the most experienced hunter.  


  The most important thing to remember about sufferers of Noxiphilic Sanguivoria is that, as the name implies, they are not weakened by daylight as in other strains of vampirism, but are, instead, strengthened during the nighttime hours.  


  Why this is the case is poorly understood. One of the more wild theories is that it is the result of some sort of Daedric backroom deal between Hircine and Molag Bal that has given sufferers of Noxiphilic Sanguivoria a werewolf-like love of moonlight.  


  By night, these hunters are possessed of extreme fortitude and a powerful ability to recover from wounds.  


  Sufferers of Noxiphilic Sanguivoria, interviewed under heavy sedation, of course, have described a dreamlike passage from when they were first bitten and afflicted with the disease. Some of them have described entering a ritual chamber where they were bathed in a pool of black blood. Whether the transformation actually involves such a terrifying ritual, or whether it was merely a hallucination is impossible to discern without firsthand experience.  


  If you are bitten, or believe to have been bitten, by a carrier of Noxiphilic Sanguivoria, do not panic. If you are able to get away from your attacker, see a priest of Arkay immediately. You will not contract full Noxiphilic Sanguivoria without first being exsanguinated by a vampire and then receiving the gift of his or her blood in return   


  




O Blessed Spinners


   Anonymous  


   O Blessed Spinners,


  

  My name is Ulthorn, and I am in need of your wisdom. My love has left me. Life is nothing without her. She did not want to go, but it was fate, they said.  


  I do not believe in fate. How can it exist when a single word can change the path of a story? I have prayed for countless days. For anything—for forgetfulness, for release, for a miracle.  


  Now I pray to you. Are Gwaering and I doomed to be parted? I would do anything, pay any cost, to be with her again. I would give up a thousand lifetimes to hold her one last time. Please, you must help.   


  




Oath Of A Dishonored Clan


   Lyranth  


   Resting never again until our purpose be achieved.


  

  Ever watchful for an opportunity to repay the wrong.  


  Valkynaz Seris: We shall extract the fee for betrayal.  


  Even our duty to the Overkyn is transcended by this.  


  Never again to hear the name Foolkillers Clan: agony.  


  Generous will we be to those who aid our purpose:  


  Ending the false ascendance of the Deathbringer Clan.   


  




Oath Of The Shadows Watch


   Anonymous  


   You are defenders of the Green.


  

  You are enemies of the Wilderking.  


  You are soldiers.  


  You serve your commanders and none other.  


  You will unite the Wood Elves.  


  You will give your life.  


  You will destroy the Hollow.  


  Your name will be remembered forever.   


  




Oathbreaker's Rest


   Anonymous  


   Being divided into two parts, the Bosmer who accepted the Green Pact were blessed by Y'frre and dwelt in the forests—but those who rejected the Pact were cursed. Their ever-changing forms were stripped of life and tossed into the great tar-pits of Ouze, where they sank into eternal slumber.


  

  The spirits of Ouze are restless, however, and the Oathbreakers may return one day. They may return to seek vengeance on their brethren, but our eternal hope is that they will eventually accept the Green Pact, returning to Y'frre's favor and the arms of their people.   


  




Oathbreakers Of Ouze


   Anonymous  


   The secret of Ouze is now clear. The Bosmer, it appears, did not all accede to the Green Pact. Something happened ... civil war? A disagreement between their gods? It does not matter. One contingent of the Wood Elves lost to the other.


  

  As punishment for their refusal to give up their powerful shapeshifting abilities, these Bosmer, called "Oathbreakers" by the rest, were subdued and buried in Ouze. We can only hope they were buried alive; the corpses are more likely to be fresh and intact that way. Digging in the tar-pits should render us one of the greatest finds in recent history, putting us ahead of even the great discovery of Stillrise Village in Shadowfen.   


  




Oblan's Letter


   K  


   My dear, lucky friend Oblan,


  

  Your captain's patriotic foolishness has drawn you the best possible assignment! Imagine, "scouting" for the navy around Khenarthi's Roost! You'll hit the sands long before any of those officious marine thugs have time to look around.  


  I'm sure you know, most of my supplies come from KR. Since you don't have to pay "shipping fees", you old sea-cat, I expect you to cut me a deal next time you're in H. I'll have a new batch waiting for you, so be sure to get me my raw materials.  


  Better keep this short — I hear you're sailing with the tides. Best of luck and a safe voyage to you!  


  — K   


  




Ode To A Torchbug


   Anonymous  


   It was a chill, moonless Tirdas night,


  

  When on my window did alight,  


  A humble torchbug all aglow,  


  Who, passing by, thought to say hello.  


  How do you fare?" I did ask.  


  As in his light, my face did bask.  


  "Well and better still," said he,  


  "Though I had to leave my humble tree."  


  I thought that was sad and so I said,  


  "Where will you now rest your sleepy head?"  


  Imagined I, that it was shelter he did seek,  


  But as a bug, he was asking meek.  


  "I leave tonight for southern shores,  


  Where I will winter in due course."  


  Then before I could stammer a reply,  


  He was aloft, flying away into the sky.  


  So I pondered to myself alone:  


  Here I thought he lost his home,  


  And upon my abode, he looked with envy,  


  But in the end, the jealous one was me.   


  




Ode To Auridon


   Anonymous  


   Of all the lands in the Summerset Isles,


  

  Auridon, she outshines them all.  


  With her marble halls and towering spires,  


  Her beauty surpass'd them all.  


  From Vulkhel Guard to the First among Holds,  


  Her strength outstrips them all.  


  In shadowed glade and quiet ruin,  


  Her calm surprises all.  


  In steel and ship and flopping fish,  


  Her coin out-trades them all.  


  With beauty and wit and subtle grin,  


  Her Queen is best of all.   


  




Ode To My Jade Princess


   Borasad  


   An Orc Love Poem by Borasad


  

  My sweet, my blade, my lady love.  


  Your pommel fits my hand like an armored glove!  


  I promise to never let our attraction dull,  


  Even when we've crushed his skull!  


  Our blade of love need never sharpen,  


  While we cuddle behind the curtain darken!  


  With your keen love ever near,  


  My heart never knows the touch of fear!   


  




Ode To Oinkers


   Littrek  


   Pink Piggy Friends!


  

  Grunt and squeal and dig.  


  Do your best today.  


  For tomorrow you will be in my tummy.  


  Why do you taste so good, Piggy Friends?  


  How does Mother's cookpot transform you?  


  One day you stink of dirt.  


  The next, you smell like the fields of Sovngarde.  


  Never change, Piggy Friends.  


  As sisters change and grow bossy.  


  As mothers nag and push.  


  As fathers moan and grumble.  


  Remain like you are.  


  Delicious.   


  




Ode To The Elden Tree


   Anonymous  


   Saplings sprout from spring soil,


  

  Shapers shape them with great toil,  


  But none dared touch the bark of thee,  


  The Acorn destined for Elden Tree.  


  Wise the owl sitting on your limb,  


  Silent the snake winding long and slim,  


  Around your trunk the fates do dance,  


  Both fey and mild take revered stance.  


  You shelter us e'er from the storm,  


  You defend us from the angry swarm,  


  War can't tear your mighty root,  


  Strength is in your every fruit.  


  Saplings still sprout 'round your base,  


  The shapers work at mighty pace,  


  All revere your o'er-arching boughs,  


  In Elden Tree, our worries drowse.   


  




Ode To The Tundrastriders


   Anonymous  


   Oh mighty tundrastrider!


  

  How you and your mighty tusked beast silhouette against the great orange expanse.  


  Thundering footsteps herald your herd. Man and beast blazing trail together.  


  One in nature, each relying upon the other, more than just man and beast, but equals who need one another to survive.  


  How I long to run across the tundra in their mighty wake.  


  That would truly be my greatest honor.  


  The morning would be spent gathering dyes to paint our mammoths and then carve the fiercest images into their tusks.  


  Then it would be time for the skeever hunt. Our clubs would rain down upon the rat pests smashing the life out of them.  


  In the evening could sit around the campfire and I would regale those nearby with songs of their majesty and grace.  


  They would let me sample of the mammoth's cheese. A food so foul yet with healing properties so great.  


  We'd snack on the roasted skeever we'd freshly caught that day before laying under the stars to sleep.  


  I'd slowly fade to dream nested in the radiating heat of mammoth fur. It's cold resisting properties keeping me snug.  


  What a grand time we would have.  


  




Ode To Warm Waters


   Anonymous  


   O fair Abecean sea, how do I long for the days in which I swam in thy azure embrace?


  

  But now I sail the north coast of High Rock, where none but a horker should show his face.  


  Where once my eyes beheld beaches of warm white sand, they now only spy cold white ice.  


  The frozen gale on deck forces most men below, where we huddle with each other and the mice.  


  Only weeks ago, diving from the deck into the salty bath was a practice to be observed each morn.  


  But in this place, a man who did such a thing would wish he had never been born.  


  Indeed! So cold are these dark currents that the bowels of our boat can keep meat fresh-froze...  


  But too numb to cook do our fingers be, and the chill of our shoes does murder our sweet, little toes.   


  




Of Men And Mer


   Hennabear  


   Sit, dear reader, have a care,


  

  And listen to wise Hennabear.  


  I'll tell you things of Men and Mer,  


  And all of them, you'll find, are fair.  


  First I will of Dunmer speak,  


  A culture old and quite unique.  


  Dark-skinned Elves of slight physique,  


  Their living gods' divine mystique.  


  Next of Altmer you shall hear,  


  Noble kin of highest tier.  


  Their icy words do not endear,  


  But speak no ill or you'll disappear.  


  The Redguard is the noble nomad,  


  In silks you'll often find them clad.  


  They carry sharp blades just in case,  


  Fast and skilled, you'll lose this race.  


  In forests Bosmer like to hide,  


  From leaf to leaf like birds they glide.  


  You'll know at once when one has lied,  


  His lips will move when he's replied.  


  The burly Orc, slandered and green,  


  Prone to anger, not very serene.  


  Below the roughness one can glean  


  A definite fondness for meaty cuisine.  


  Khajiit: a large, smart, noble cat,  


  Skilled in wordplay and mortal combat.  


  Thieves and pirates to be sure,  


  But the furred ones are so much more.  


  But now I see you're growing bored,  


  Perhaps you'd like to hear of Nords?  


  A people not to be ignored,  


  Forged in winter by axe and sword.  


  Argonians are lizard men,  


  Whose swamps contain their den.  


  Ask a question, then ask again.  


  What thoughts they have are beyond our ken.  


  I'll finish with fine Breton tales,  


  This narrator's racial details.  


  A people formed from harsh travails,  


  But hearty still, we yet prevail.  


  Now, dear reader, you must swear,  


  When you take these rhymes and share,  


  To ever credit Hennabear,  


  For if you don't—he'll come! Beware!   


  




Of The Dragonfires (Fragment)


   Anonymous  


   ...And Al-Esh said, "Though we have overthrown the Wicked Elves, we fear they will afflict us with Oblivion, for ever did they traffic with the Daedra Lords, to our sorrow and misery. Mighty are we in arms, but the Greater Demons are beyond our strength."


  

  But the Divine Voice spake further, saying, "This will I do for the mortals of Nirn. As thou art Dragonborn, so must be thy heirs. So long as they keep the Dragonfires ever lit, so long must the Demon Lords keep to their places."  


  Al-Esh was grateful, yet still troubled. "How, then, if my line should fail? How will we defend ourselves?"  


  And there was a trembling in the world, but the Divine Voice was mild, saying, "Thy people will find a way. For unlike the Daedra, ye mortals have the creative spark, and may make new things that were not before. Where there is one defense, there may also be...."   


  




Official Missive From Holgunn


   Holgunn One-Eye 


   Captain Jardirr,


  

  Be wary of strange folk skulking about your post. We've received reports of individuals, sometimes Pact members in military uniforms, acting in suspicious fashion. Small, subtle acts seem to be their focus: a bottle moved, a torch lit, a door left unlocked. Be vigilant for even the smallest abnormalities.  


  Please note, this missive is not finding its way to every command. Keep this warning close to your heart. Do not mention these suspicions to officers you do not trust with the weight of your blade.  


  Keep your eye out in particular for Argonian assassins operating without adequate supervision. We have reason to believe some members of the Shadowscales have been co-opted.  


  The name going around is "Blackbriar." Be vigilant.   


  




Ofglog's Journal


   Anonymous  


   Entry 357


  

  Shakul denies me yet again. She laughed when I told her I will be the most powerful mage in Grahtwood one day. Well, I'll show her just how powerful I've become in my short time at the college. Tomorrow, I will reveal my new leaping spell and sweep her off her feet! They will talk of my feat for years to come and I will win Shakul's heart in a single cast.  


  Entry 358  


  The day has come! I will cast my spell in front of the entire stronghold. Shakul has promised that I may help her in the forge if my spell impresses her. A little theatrics, a few words, then up to the top of the longhouse! It won't be long now.  


  Entry 359  


  That didn't quite go as planned. I'm currently moving at a high rate of speed through the air ... well above the highest mountains I can see from this height. I don't recognize any of the terrain. Wait ... I think I'm descending. I hope I can remember that easy-landing spell the master taught me.   


  




Ogres: A Summary


   Cirantille  


   The backwoods of Cyrodiil, and indeed any stretch of rarely traversed common land across Tamriel, may be home to one of Tamriel's basest aberrations, the ogre. Peek into a den of sticks or the shallow cave of a rocky hillock, and you may not meet a troll or a wolf but a small community of these primitive creatures. Often it is best to leave their hunting land fallow, as they tend to shy away from our thresholds and keep other marauders in check. If an ogre is presenting you with some difficulty, you are obliged to contact the nearest town guard. For a nominal fee, a raiding party can easily dispatch such a foe.


  

  Ogres have not the intelligence to argue a point and take a primal enjoyment when mashing den intruders into malformed corpses. They hunt for food and gather necessities, and enjoy life on Nirn no more than that, with the exception of when employing their considerable strength to wrench apart foes or lob large rocks at them. Fortunately, the ogres' ponderous nature enables nimble opponents to avoid such attacks. As for their coloration, Phrastus of Elinhir's speculation that their gray-blue skin camouflages their silhouetted forms against the sky has been convincingly debunked by Lady Cinnabar of Taneth, so we are no closer to solving that riddle: one cannot simply walk up to an ogre and ask.   


  




Oirah's Journal


   Anonymous  


   I've been posted to Aldcroft. It's nice to have a proper camp, near a proper town. Berouche still makes us drill every damned day, but what can you do?


  

  I've been speaking to the mages that are sharing our camp. They can be extremely interesting. They know a lot about the history of the area and all kinds of other things.  


  Fahurr says there's an old mine around here. Khuras, the place is called. It's somewhere west of the swampy fens. He says the place is overrun with creatures or cultists or something—he isn't quite sure. Fahurr's information tends to be incomplete at best. Wish I could check it out. It would be nice to discover something, see a little action, maybe earn a commendation instead of just patrolling Aldcroft again.  


  Ah well, I can dream about adventure, even if I can't go chasing after cultists and treasure whenever the urge strikes me.   


  




Old Drublog Journal


   Anonymous  


   The hunt of the great boar ended in a strange place today, before an abandoned shrine. Our chief senses Mauloch's presence. As we erected our banners, Wood Elves crossed the valley, weapons held out in signs of peace.


  

  They welcomed us, and explained that they lived on the opposite hill, but made no claim on this hill. We exchanged some boar ribs for a great deer haunch. Tonight we feast and dedicate this site in honor of Mauloch!   


  




Old Handbill


   Anonymous  


   A Gladiatorial Spectacle!


  

  Watch the Undefeated Champions of Hammerdeath as they take on all comers! See the action before the arena closes for the war effort!  


  Spidera—her poison and webs made her victorious in over thirty contests. A wise man places his bets on her before she drags another victim into her lair.  


  Wild Khran—fresh from the legions of an Orc army, he is merciless, cutting down Man and Elf alike. Only a fool would bet against this seasoned pit fighter.  


  Introducing Fatima the Lovely—a rare Redguard witch, and deadly as a desert asp. Is there a bravo who thinks he can best her?   


  




Old Orc Sayings About Shields


   Roald Kenway  


   Being a compilation of the oral wisdom of the Orcs, collected and here recorded by Roald Kenway, who did live among the Orcs for six-and-thirty years at the start of the second era.


  

  1. When you smash your enemy's shield, watch out for splinters.  


  2. Better a smashed shield than smashed ribs.  


  3. Nothing beats a shield for beating mages except a cudgel.  


  4. A shield full of arrows is better than a face full of arrows.  


  5. As immovable as a stone fortress, a wall of shields.  


  6. An axe is for cutting. A shield is for blocking.  


  7. A warrior's sword takes many lives, but his shield saves one.  


  8. A broken shield provides poor protection.  


  9. Paint your shield with the blood of your enemies.  


  10. A strong shield makes an attacker's heart despair.  


  11. A shield makes a bad plate and a plate makes a bad shield.  


  12. One shield is priceless, but two shields makes you look stupid.  


  13. They will fear us when they see our shields.  


  14. The shield that is fresh in springtime is broken by summer's end.  


  15. An Orc warrior has two loves: his sword and his shield.  


  16. You are the only shield your clan has.  


  17. Many are the cairn stones of those that went into battle without shields.  


  18. A wooden shield is better than no shield at all.  


  19. If an enemy ducks behind his shield, cut off his leg. If he lowers his shield, cut off his head.  


  20. Keep your shield by you and Malacath will keep you.   


  




On Activation


   Norion  


   Placement of the corruption stones is less important than activation. Our priestess has ensured that the corruption stones are imbued with the ancestral energy of the holy site.


  

  One stone should cover the entire site; the other five stones are insurance. It may seem excessive, but we can't be too careful. The traitor-queen's political machinations must be ended!  


  




On Argonians


   Cirantille  


   In studying the various races of Tamriel, I have found a few strange aberrations. Among the human-shaped, the Argonians may be the most fascinating. They are cold-blooded, in both the physiological and psychological sense, and yet they somehow manage to operate in all climes with the same resilience as mammals. Their preference for sub-tropical and tropical climates notwithstanding, to see an Argonian moving through sub-arctic or arctic regions with the same facility as their mammalian rivals is simply astounding.


  

  While most other Altmeri scholars simply choose to ignore this oddity, I chose to delve into it, and I believe I've discovered its cause. The Argonians maintain their they are connected to a mystical force known as "the Hist." As religious beliefs go, it is not terribly complicated, but I believe it has a physical manifestation as well.  


  The Hist supposedly emanates from all nature in Tamriel but is particularly strong in "Hist trees"—large, usually ancient, growths found at the center of every sizeable Argonian settlement. These Hist trees contain, the Argonians believe, the collective memories and knowledge of all Argonians.  


  Whether this is true or not, the sap that flows from a Hist tree contains concentrated magicka. I believe that it is this Hist Sap that gives the Argonians the ability to defy the logical limits of their own physiology and also empowers their shamans or "tree-minders." If we can tap the energy contained within a Hist tree, who knows what we, a race used to manipulating magic, may achieve?   


  




On Calling The Drowned Dead


   Uwafa  


   My father first used this spell to call the dead from the sea twenty years ago. Today, we perform this again in his honor. There are shipwrecks along the beach just west of the docks. Conduct the ritual there and our glorious rise begins. 





On Immortality


   Anonymous  


   There are many supposed paths to immortality, though few have been tested, and those that have been tried have just as often proved to be mere flights of fancy, fashionable cure-alls with no real effect besides the status they grant those able to acquire them.


  

  It is rumored that several pools and springs throughout Tamriel can grant immortality. These places are often hidden in the most inaccessible and hard to reach places. Such places are rumored to exist deep in the swamps of Shadowfen, on the highest peaks of Rivenspire, and in an ancient glade of Malabal Tor. Explorers have sought out these places for centuries, and while many have returned with stories of their success, not one has yet thought to mark the locations on a map.  


  Among nobles of the First Era, drinking the honey of the Isgareth Bee of Auridon was said to grant limited immortality, though one needed to continue to eat the honey in order to maintain the effect. Some say this led directly to Isgareth Bee's extinction, as indiscriminate men destroyed whole hives in order to more quickly harvest the precious golden substance and sell it at a high price to the foolish and fashionable. Though it is also said that Altmeri kings and queens maintain a private hive.  


  Another means of achieving immortality is said to exist, but it has only been attempted by the most volatile and unstable. It's also forbidden, both by governments across Tamriel and by the Mages Guild. It's said to involve the binding of a Daedra through blood sacrifice.  


  For so long as the Daedra can be held captive, life may be prolonged. It is unknown whether any who have attempted this method have been able to see it through to its end. It's more likely that the Daedra breaks loose and kills the attempter, or that the attempter destroys himself through his own madness.   


  




On Necromancy


   V  


   Reanimation should not be taken lightly. Costs, both mundane and spiritual, can be very high. Intent is everything. Too much emotion may create a creature so consumed with anger and hate its every action is perverted by its pain. Too little creates a mindless husk with little more than the ability to follow the simplest of commands. A calm mind, its thoughts well-organized and its plans well-considered, is the most necessary ingredient for animating the dead.


  

  The soul is necessary, of course, as are many other ingredients listed at the end of this chapter. But as to the body ... take caution. Any corpse may be reanimated, regardless of age or state of decay, but the most useful are those that are mostly intact (or can be made intact with little effort). A whole skeleton is better than a fresh, but mutilated, body.  


  As to freshness, be careful in this consideration as well. Have you ever wondered why there are so many skeletons among the reanimated undead, fewer zombies, and only a scant few revenants? The longer a body remains inanimate, the less hold its original owner has on the corpse. A spirit can stay tied to its remains for days, weeks, or even years—the shorter the time, the more likely the spiritual umbilicus exists.  


  A wise necromancer does not wish to fight for control of his creation with an angry spirit seeking a way back into the world. Best to be certain all of a creature's soul has departed before reanimation begins. Even should the necromancer win the battle, it is a cruel victory, tormenting a spirit on its way to rest.  


  Raising the dead so recent that the soul has not yet fled is ill-advised, as true resurrection is not the purview of the necromancer, but something best left to gods and priests.   


  




On Oblivion


   Morian Zenas 


   It is improper, however customary, to refer to the denizens of the dimension of Oblivion as "demons." This practice probably dates to the Alessian Doctrines of the First Era prophet Marukh -- which, rather amusingly, forbade "trafficke with daimons" and then neglected to explain what daimons were.


  

  It is most probable that "daimon" is a misspelling or etymological rendition of "Daedra," the old Elven word for those strange, powerful creatures of uncertain motivation who hail from the dimension of Oblivion. ("Daedra" is actually the plural form; the singular is "Daedroth.") In a later tract by King Hale the Pious of Skyrim, almost a thousand years after the publication of the original Doctrines, the evil machinations of his political enemies are compared to "the wickedness of the demons of Oblivion... their depravity equals that of Sanguine itself, they are cruel as Boethiah, calculating as Molag Bal, and mad as Sheogorath." Hale the Pious thus long-windedly introduced four of the Daedra lords to written record.  


  But the written record is not, after all, the best way to research Oblivion and the Daedra who inhabit it. Those who "trafficke with daimons" seldom wish it to be a matter of public account. Nevertheless, scattered throughout the literature of the First Era are diaries, journals, notices for witch burnings, and guides for Daedra-slayers. These I have used as my primary source material. They are at least as trustworthy as the Daedra lords I have actually summoned and spoken with at length.  


  Apparently, Oblivion is a place composed of many lands -- thus the many names for which Oblivion is synonymous: Coldharbour, Quagmire, Moonshadow, etc. It may be correctly supposed that each land of Oblivion is ruled over by one prince. The Daedra princes whose names appear over and over in ancient records (though this is not an infallible test of their authenticity or explicit existence, to be sure) are the afore-mentioned Sanguine, Boethiah, Molag Bal, and Sheogorath, and in addition, Azura, Mephala, Clavicus Vile, Vaernima, Malacath, Hoermius (or Hermaeus or Hormaius or Herma -- there seems to be no one accepted spelling) Mora, Namira, Jyggalag, Nocturnal, Mehrunes Dagon, and Peryite.  


  From my experience, Daedra are a very mixed lot. It is almost impossible to categorize them as a whole except for their immense power and penchant for extremism. Be that as it may, I have here attempted to do so in a few cases, purely for the sake of scholastic expediency.  


  Mehrunes Dagon, Molag Bal, Peryite, Boethiah, and Vaernima are among the most consistently "demonic" of the Daedra, in the sense that their spheres seem to be destructive in nature. The other Daedra can, of course, be equally dangerous, but seldom purely for the sake of destruction as these five can. Nor are these previous five identical in their destructiveness. Mehrunes Dagon seems to prefer natural disasters -- earthquakes and volcanoes -- for venting his anger. Molag Bal elects the employment of other daedra, and Boethiah inspires the arms of mortal warriors. Peryite's sphere seems to be pestilence, and Vaernima's torture.  


  In preparation for the next instalment in this series, I will be investigating two matters that have intrigued me since I began my career as a Daedra researcher. The first is on one particular Daedroth, perhaps yet another Daedra prince, referred to in multiple articles of incunabula as Hircine. Hircine has been called "the Huntsman of the Princes" and "the Father of Man-beasts," but I have yet to find anyone who can summon him. The other, and perhaps more doubtful, goal I have is to find a practical means for mortal men to pass through to Oblivion. It has always been my philosophy that we need only fear that which we do not understand -- and with that thought in mind, I ever pursue my objective.  


  




On Orcs And The Afterlife


   Erisa Moorcroft 


   By Erisa Moorcroft, Scholar, Comparative Religious Studies


  

  I have never found it difficult to get an Orc to talk about his or her beliefs when it comes to religion and the afterlife. As each Orc clan and stronghold has a rich and vibrant oral tradition, this should come as no surprise. What did surprise me was how hard it was to form a coherent picture, as no two oral traditions agreed on even the most basic of concepts.  


  In this time of conflicting faiths vying for the Orcish soul, I found many of the tales I heard to be both extremely moving and extremely disturbing at the same time. Furthermore, I have been unable to locate a single tome related to the topic, or find a reference in any other books on related subjects. The only way to learn about the Orcish concept of life after death or a place of reward or punishment in a world beyond was by asking the right questions and listening to the various oral traditions. For after much research and countless interviews, I finally uncovered the Orc equivalent to the tales of the Far Shores and Sovngarde. Indeed, it was the only thing that the various oral traditions seemed to agree upon. And through them, I have discovered the Ashen Forge.  


  For the Orcs that revere Malacath, the afterlife promises rewards of immortality, abundant food and drink, and constant battle deep within the Ashen Forge. The Ashen Forge represents the culmination of the three constant truths of life among the Orc clans: the stronghold, the grudge, and the Code of Malacath. Let me explain each of these concepts and discuss how they relate to the Orc afterlife so that the meaning becomes clear (or at least as clear as each different stronghold attempts to make it). What follows is my best attempt to merge the divergent and sometimes conflicting tales into a single narrative.  


  The Ashen Forge sits at the center of Malacath's own stronghold in the Ashpit. According to some scholars, Malacath's plane of Oblivion consists of nothing but dust and smoke and ash. But his followers believe that the eternal emptiness contains all the things they hold dear and deem necessary to enhance their immortal existence. As the ultimate expression of the Orc stronghold, Malacath's Ashpit bastion stretches endlessly across the planes, extending even behind the stars to Aetherius, granting access to every worthy Orc who crosses from this life into the next. In Malacath's stronghold, every Orc is a chief, every chief has a thousand wives, and every wife has a thousand slaves to cater to their every need. The stronghold's walls rise one hundred feet into the smoky sky, constructed of polished steel and worked iron. Inside the walls, stone keeps, iron towers, and massive longhouses surround the central square that houses the Ashen Forge.  


  The Ashen Forge fills the endless space within Malacath's smithy, a massive hearth that burns with a fire said to be hotter than the sun. The thing that keeps this fire alive is the adherence by the Orcs of Tamriel to the Code of Malacath, but more on that later. Within this fire, every Orc must undergo the ritual of tempering when first they cross from this life to the next. They are thrust into the coals so that every grudge that he or she carried into the afterlife can be heated, melted, and eventually forged into the next generation of mortal Orcs. With the grudges of Tamriel tempered and returned to the mortal world, the immortal Orcs are now free to begin collecting a new set of grudges related to their new existence. Some particularly memorable grudges can also be hammered and worked into weapons or armor of legendary stature upon the Ashen Anvil, the gigantic work bench that stands beside the Ashen Forge.  


  The heat that fires the Ashen Forge comes from the burning, white-hot coals that are, according to the Orc lore-masters who would talk to me, the literal manifestation of the bloody Code of Malacath. They believe that the code fuels the fires of emptiness, betrayal, and broken promises, imbuing every newly forged Orc with a foundation of grievances and resentments that will take them far in the mortal world. The hope is that every generation will be better than the next thanks to the efforts of the generation before it and its ability to adhere to and follow the Code of Malacath.\  


  \  


  Still, Malacath's faithful believe that they will be rewarded with immortality, nourishment, and constant battle deep within the Ashen Forge. A life-everlasting filled with endless days of warfare, endless nights of fine food and drink, and ongoing opportunities to prove their toughness and demonstrate the quality of their steel.  


  Fascinating, really, especially when contrasted against the beliefs of Trinimac's followers. Unlike the oral traditions of Malacath that twist and grow with each telling at every different stronghold, the traditions of Trinimac's faithful was surprisingly consistent and they were happy to share them with me. High-Priestess Solgra, especially, was extremely helpful in the preparation of this report. When a follower of Trinimac dies, she explained, he or she ascends to Aetherius to join with their ancestors. It seems that the afterlife for Trinimac's faithful also consists of endless war and celebrations, but with a greater emphasis on once again spending time with family members who came before you. In the end, I guess I found the Trinimac version to be somewhat tame when compared to the more savage and visceral beliefs of Malacath's faithful.   


  




On Our Enemies


   Anonymous  


   The peoples of the Daggerfall Covenant are a strong and diverse group. It is our differences that help us be strong. We complement each other. This is not true of the other races of Tamriel.


  

  The Elves  


  The High Elves who rule over the "lesser" races in the Aldmeri Dominion are without a doubt the most arrogant of the Elf races, which is saying quite a bit. High Elves believe that they are the direct descendants of the Aedra! They rule over the Wood Elves and Khajiit while giving them token positions within the ruling hierarchy to keep them content. Rumors of harsh punishments for disobedience cannot be confirmed as any dissidents quickly disappear.  


  The Wood Elves are a barbaric people who are willing to submit to High Elf rule as long as their practices of cannibalism are allowed to continue. They eat their enemies and even one another. They worship the trees of Valenwood, refusing to cut them down or harm the animals that live there. Who does things like that?  


  The Dark Elves of Morrowind are almost as bad as the High Elves. The Tribunal rulers of the Dark Elves have convinced their people that they are "Living Gods" possessing great powers and immortality. These old wizards openly imitate what was called the "Good Daedra" as part of their Dark Elf ancestral worship.  


  The Beast Races  


  The Khajiit are the "cat-people" of Elsweyr. Many rumors exist about the Khajiit, and they are certainly all true. The Khajiit are a society of thieves and addicts. Most spend their time consuming vast quantities of the addictive substance distilled from moon sugar. Thievery is second nature to these cats, as stealing often supports their addictions.  


  Argonians are the "lizard folk" of the Black Marsh. Little is known about their culture save for a few rumors and lots of hearsay. It is known that they believe they originate from the trees that grow in Black Marsh. The environment of the marsh has given the Argonians a resistance to the toxic substances found there. The society of Black Marsh is primitive by the standards of the other races.  


  Humans  


  The Nords are the hardened folk of the north. Hailing from Skyrim, these brutes live for war and conquest. When not fighting others, the Nords fight among themselves. The Nords are not a very bright people. It seems that the thin air in Skyrim has led to a stunting of the mental capacity of the Nords.  


  The Cyrodiils are a cunning and ruthless people. The central location of Cyrodiil has given them contact with all the races of Tamriel and made them fine traders and diplomats. It has also made them very shrewd with silver tongues and cheating ways. They have a sense of entitlement to rule. Of all the enemies of the Daggerfall Covenant, it is the people of Cyrodiil that are the most dangerous.   


  




On Pircalmos' Emergency Reversal


   Telenger the Artificer 


   Dear Pircalmo,


  

  Your enthusiasm and willingness to persevere in the face of stark adversity has never failed to impress me. The arrogant pitfalls of the prodigal will never plague you, a boon that will see you through your future endeavours.  


  While I will miss you providing me the opportunity to teach others, and am saddened to know that I will not be able to complete your training, I would feel remiss in my duties as a mentor if I did not provide you some parting lesson. To that end, I have devised a ritual for you, the most important a mage of your caliber can learn. It will provide you a means for determining the cause of any calamities you face. When you again find yourself in a position of sudden catastrophe, this spell should start you down the path to correction in my absence.  


  You will need:  


  - The chitin of a hoarvor, for resilience against adversity.  


  - Five torchbug thoraxes, that auspicious number.  


  - A heartwood fragment, as an anchor.  


  Incorporate those into Cylladora's Spell of Finding* by way of my own Wonderful Linking Cantrip and the spell should basically cast itself. I haven't yet come up with a name for it. Feel free to come up with your own. "Pircalmo's Emergency Reversal," perhaps? I am sure you can imagine something creative with your newfound free time.  


  Your (former) teacher,  


  Telenger  


  * I know you are familiar with this particular spell, as I have seen you cast it many times prior to my lectures. Intentionally leaving behind one's notes in order to practice a spell was always a surprising way to practice casting under pressure, but to each their own.   


  




On Playing The Frogs


   Toralf  


   Helga, you'll never believe what I saw the other day. I was walking through Tadulpa and came upon a small group of Argonian musicians. Most were playing clay flutes and lizard-hide drums, but one was playing the craziest instrument I've ever seen. He called it a "vossa-satl." Apparently, there are all kinds of vossa-satls—some as small as a jaw harp and some as big as a pipe organ! My new friend's vossa-satl was about the size of a game hen. Sounded a bit like a game hen, too.


  

  The instrument looks kind of like a polished wooden clam shell with a series of valves along the top. Each segment of the shell is actually a small, hollow compartment with a mouth like a bugle (the one I saw had five). According to the musician, each chamber is a different size and produces a different tone.  


  Now here's the craziest part. They put live frogs inside! My friend was kind enough to open his vossa-satl to show me the five small frogs within, one in each chamber! He gushed over them like a new mother showing off her babies. He told me their names, what they did for fun, and what they liked to eat. The only thing he didn't tell me is where he found them. Apparently, the location of their spawning pond is a tightly guarded secret.  


  Before every performance, he squirts a few drops of frog-musk into each compartment. This drives the frogs wild and sets them chirping and croaking like mad. By pushing the valves, he's able to muffle certain chambers while leaving others open. This allows for some bizarre but harmonious notes! I could scarcely believe it! I offered to buy his instrument on the spot, but he refused. Just as well, I suppose. I doubt those frogs would survive a winter in Windhelm. I ended up buying you a flute instead. Not the most exciting instrument, but I'm sure it'll sound better than that old goat-horn bugle you love to play!  


  Best,  


  Toralf   


  




On Soul Shriven


   Mannimarco  


   It is by the grace of my lord and master, Molag Bal, that I, Mannimarco, was gifted this meager knowledge regarding the process of creating the Soul Shriven. Those debased and pitiful entities that serve as fodder for the bestial Daedra and objects of torture for the dremora are more than just remnants — they are critical to Molag Bal's scheme to absorb Nirn into his own demesne.


  

  I pored over the scriptures given unto me by the Master to determine the nature of the Soul Shriven, for their very existence seemed in defiance of the accepted theory that all stolen souls travel not to Coldharbour, but to Soul Cairn. Nevertheless, in the confluence of events that followed foolish Varen's bid for Divine investiture, it seemed that all souls taken from that moment forward went not to Soul Cairn, but to Molag Bal's own clutches.  


  And thus, the first of the Soul Shriven were formed in Coldharbour — wretched creatures bereft of soul, an accretion of Oblivion-matter in the form of an echo of what the creature was in life. Interrogation and vivisection followed the arrival of this first Soul Shriven. Between wild spasms of hysteria, followed by deep states of ennui, the Soul Shriven expressed feelings of emptiness, hunger, and desire that no sustenance provided to them could fill.  


  Of course, this means little given the state of sustenance supplied within Coldharbour, but the diagnosis was hardly difficult to determine. The lack of a soul caused these feelings, just as the trauma of their sacrifice and soul entrapment caused the fluctuating emotions.  


  Further, and to my surprise, the Soul Shriven showed extreme endurance. They could sustain injuries of all sorts to a far greater degree than a living creature might, and they could be set to work for long periods past the point where a living slave would collapse from exhaustion. However, the Soul Shriven were not invulnerable; the eventual death of the Soul Shriven subject resulted in its complete annihilation, so utterly final that not even a trace of its essence could escape to Aetherius.  


  I would later learn that this complete destruction had another, unforeseen effect — a soul destroyed in such a manner empowered Molag Bal himself.  


  The soul gems that contain the remnant essences of the Soul Shriven are like any other. Their power can be used to create or reinforce enchantments on mundane objects, or fuel particularly potent spells. The machines of the Daedra are similar in this regard, using the raw, unfettered energy of a stolen soul to fuel their operation.  


  Possessing a soul gem on one's person renders the holder wholly immune to the aggressive actions of the respective Soul Shriven, and with sufficient training, one can even command the Soul Shriven to do the holder's bidding. Naturally, it is impossible to carry every single soul gem made since the Planemeld began, but particularly troublesome individuals can be brought to heel if their will is too strong to break through conventional torment and toil.  


  With the Daedric machines working constantly to empower the portals and drive the cogs that control the anchors, it is no small surprise that Molag Bal requires so many thousands of soul gems. Each one passes through my castle sooner or later for inspection, some bearing unusual qualities depending on the individual trapped within. Indeed, those whose souls were condemned to Coldharbour through the sacrificial ritual tend to display these gem qualities more commonly than others, and it should be little surprise that they contain more latent power than "simple" black soul gems.  


  The differing qualities of these gems are mostly academic, consisting of odd protuberances or scintillating color patterns within the crystalline structure of the gem. However, one came across my table recently that was actively changing as I watched it over the course of several days. My measurements were as perfectly meticulous as they ever are, and I was able to confirm what my eyes and spells were telling me — the gem was actually growing larger, smooth and sharp in some places while being jagged and rough in others. Its color patterns would shift from dark purple to red and blue and green, in all colors of light visible to mer and men.  


  And indeed, the power within the gem itself was growing stronger. The mind shivers with delight at the enchantments or rituals such a gem could fuel should it continue to grow.  


  What could it mean? What caused this particular gem to be so malleable?  


  Theories abound on how this gem came to be, but I suspect its owner was involved in the uprising that took place in the slave pits near the Wailing Prison. Within Coldharbour, all things are muted; colors, emotions, willpower, even basic senses. But if a Soul Shriven were to escape...  


  It seems that even Daedric princes are not without their foibles. Molag Bal clearly did not prepare for this contingency, of a Soul Shriven escaping captivity. Now, sundered from their soul and set wandering in the waking world, they "live" without life and cannot long be grasped by death's clutches. As they grow in power, their soul responds in kind, trapped within its tiny, cold prison.  


  I wonder at this vestige's motives. Who were they? Could they have been a useful ally? Could they still be one? It is doubtful — stealing one's soul tends to create resentment, after all. Nevertheless, I shall keep all of my options open in regards to this Soul Shriven and its gem.   


  




On Stepping Lightly


   Sigilis Justus 


   On Stepping Lightly:


  

  The Nordic Ruins of Skyrim  


  by  


  Sigilis Justus  


  Dotting the landscape of Skyrim, the ancient Nordic Ruins are a testament to the ingenuity of the Nordic people of the past. When constructing the final resting places of their noble class, these supposedly "barbaric" people proved quite the opposite; developing some of the most sophisticated and clever defenses ever encountered. Coupled with the presence of the fearsome draugr, these tombs have become quite a challenge for the would-be treasure hunter.  


  The most often-overlooked obstacles are the abundance of traps spread throughout the tombs. Ranging from simple tripwire-activated rock falls to complex pressure plate-triggered dart traps, the Nords utilize these devices abundantly. Most of the traps can be avoided by simply looking for the trigger mechanism and avoiding them. Since they are most often placed in areas where distractions abound, remember to keep your eyes to the floor.  


  One of the keys to survival in a Nordic Ruin is through the clever use of these traps to gain an upper hand against its denizens. In many cases, it's trivial to lure them across the triggering mechanism in hopes that they'll fall victim to the trap's effect. This advantage can come heavily into play when encountering an oil trap. Using a ranged attack, lure your victim onto the oil and then loose an arrow at the fire pot hanging above. The moment the fire pot shatters, the entire pool of oil will ignite and engulf the enemy. Just be certain that you're standing clear of the oil yourself, or else this trick could end your expedition in an untimely manner.  


  Perhaps one of the most amazing engineering marvels of all to be found in the ruins has little to do with the traps designed to kill. Utilizing all manner of pull chains, levers, switches and pressure plates, some of the most frustrating obstacles can occur in the form of puzzles that could threaten to block your progress. Watch for the telltale signs of these barriers: groups of levers in a single place, rotating pillars with carvings on all faces and even large arrays of pressure plates covering the floor of a room. In most cases, the puzzle might take experimentation, in others the solution could actually be present elsewhere in the complex. It's recommended to keep a writing implement and a journal handy in the latter case.  


  Although Nordic Ruins are commonly infested with vermin such as skeever and spiders, these creatures pale in comparison to the mighty draugr. These horrific, animated dead beings are commonly found as guardians in most of the tombs and will defend them mercilessly. Since the draugr tends to lay dormant until someone happens upon their resting place, it's advisable to keep an eye on any niches or sarcophaguses that you encounter. These undead beings animate rather rapidly and silently, so always watch your back - any remains you may have passed could suddenly animate and set upon you without warning.  


  The perils of the Nordic Ruin are not without reward. The burial chambers in some of the larger complexes have been known to contain all manners of riches, from gold coins to even the occasional enchanted weapon or armor. Never dismiss the small ceremonial urns that dot the ruins, they are commonly filled with ancient offerings of great value. There are rumors that most, if not all of these ruins contain large walls with magical inscriptions upon them, but these have yet to be confirmed.  


  While this might seem like comprehensive guide to the ruins, there are certain to be dangers lurking within that remain undiscovered. Just be sure to always enter these tombs with plenty of equipment and a good, solid weapon by your side. With a bit of patience, a keen eye and a light step, the Nordic Ruin can bring you great wealth - do without these simple safety measures and you risk becoming a permanent resident like many before you.   


  




On Summoning Skeletons


   Anonymous  


   Many options present themselves for the industrious necromancer who wishes to raise undead minions to serve or protect. Vengeful ghosts, of course, and other types of incorporeal spirits abound, but they have little substance and can often be difficult to control. Corporeal dead provide more muscle, which comes in handy when you need manual labor or an instant fighting force. Plus, if you use minor Daedric spirits to animate them, corporeal undead have no sense of self or memory of past lives. They are more malleable, easier to command, and capable of following simple orders. In short, they make perfect servants for most of a necromancer's minion requirements.


  

  While some necromancers prefer to animate zombies to perform tasks, other practitioners of dark magic prefer to deal with skeletons. First, skeletons, by definition, consist primarily of bone, with few or no organs or fleshy bits remaining. In other words, skeletons don't have the habit of dropping bits and pieces of themselves all over your ritual circle or lair, unlike their zombie counterparts. Second, skeletons tend to be more sturdy and dextrous than zombies, making them noticeably faster and, in many ways, more dangerous.  


  You have two sources when it comes to obtaining skeletons to raise and command. One is to pull the bones directly from a fresh corpse (or even from a living victim, if you have the appropriately powerful spell at the ready). The newly dead provide strong, sturdy bones that can deal and withstand punishment with equal facility, depending on the demands of your service. Newly dead skeletons also tend to exhibit more agility and speed, albeit with the clumsiness common to all new-born creations.  


  The second source to draw upon when seeking to raise skeletal minions remains the tried and true market favored by most practicing necromancers—the graveyard. Of course, any depository of the dead will do, from an ancient necropolis to a long-forgotten battleground ripe with the corpses of fallen soldiers. Older bones often house great power, and the magic you employ will gather the scattered fragments and knit them together with necrotic bindings. Older bones may crumble and shatter before the bones of the newly dead, but they often compensate for that liability with the extra power trapped within these relics and awaiting your command.   


  




On The Beauty Of Ogres


   Anonymous  


   Many will tell of the loveliness of Elves


  

  And still more will sing of the fine human form  


  but where is song or sign that augurs  


  all that is beautiful about Ogres?  


  Ugh. Maybe mother is right. Poetry is silly. It's for High Elves in their mansions who have nothing better to do, who couldn't hunt their dinner if you put a roast chicken on the floor and told them to stab it with a spear.  


  Beautiful ogres? What was I thinking? I suppose they do move in a kind of slow, majestic, stately way. But they smell awful, and they're a nuisance.  


  It's like mother says, "If you want to impress me, try killing an ogre, not immortalizing it in verse."  


  Well, she can have it her way, then. I'm off to kill an ogre.  


  And then when I'm done, maybe I'll write a poem about it:  


  Bravely the Elf stood strong  


  Against the club and thong  


  Landing strikes on stinking flesh  


  Duelling the giant to giant death.  


  No, still not right   


  




On The Brewing Of Dark Meat Beer


   Anonymous  


   First of all, it takes years for all the meat and bugs to fall in. And they have to fall naturally. Crosswings have a fierce bitterness when they die afraid.


  

  Then, you must stretch seventeen strings of the thinnest Alfiq-gut over each barrel. Press aged meat onto the strings, being careful not to let any fall before it has properly rotted. Then dust the meat with the finely chopped skins of the red-striped frog to make sure the crosswings are drunk and happy when they hit the drink.  


  You do this every month for three or more years, until you have enough meat and bugs to fill the barrel. And that's not even counting the enchantments. You must have spells to attract the crosswings and mimics. And spells to keep out the flipbacks, tree-hoppers, and hoarvor larvae.  


  There are spells to encourage the green mold and prevent the brown and white molds. Then you have to seal the barrel for nine or more years until the last of the green mold turns. Good thing we have long lives, eh?   


  




On The Chamber Of Passage


   Magus-General Septima  Tharn 


   Attention: All Members of the 7th Legion


  

  Since we breached the seals on the Chamber of Passage, many of you have speculated on what I am doing within. Lest you entertain the idea of taking a peek, let me explain what will happen.  


  The magical forces in the space will permit me to exercise a unique form of punishment. When I subject you to these forces, you will experience the rapid liquification of your skin and your internal organs, your bones will then wither and crumble within minutes, and finally, your soul will be subjected to re-experiencing this phenomenon for all eternity. Please consider this before interrupting my work.  


  — Magus-General Septima Tharn   


  




On The Detachment Of The Sheath From The Integument


   Arch-Prelate Fervidius Tharn 


   Though all given Concavities, or sheathes within the integument of the Aurbis, are necessarily contained by the Aurbis, Right Reaching dictates that a defined sheath may be detached from the integument by invocation of Mnemoli. Upon intercourse with the star-orphan, the Beseeching Alesstic performs eversion of the organ of thought, an employment of the Hurling Disk that recapitulates the truth that a circle turned sidewise is a Tower. BY the same-truth, twisting the enveloping sheath into the middle dawn (to the number of seventeen) brings it to untime and unplace.


  

  Eventualism, of course, predicts reabsorption upon depletion of the Wheeling Force, but the absence of duration may render even eventuality moot.   


  




On The Ghost People


   Anonymous  


   "It is simple... they are not gods at all."


  

  Our new Argonian guide, Olik-Jaa, is just as frustrating as the last one who led us hither and yon through this dank swamp. Everyday it's some new haunted cave, or sacred mud-flat, or hallowed grove of trees. It's a wonder we can go anywhere in this Eight-forsaken place.  


  The most recent forbidden region we were told about and not allowed to visit is the "Veeskhleel-Tzel." I think I've spelled that correctly. Black Marsh is chock-full of unpronounceable locations.  


  According to Olik-Jaa, it's a haunted bog peopled entirely by his ugly frog-faced cousins, the "Ghost People." Apparently, they eat poison toad-hearts so that they can raise the dead or some such nonsense. Oh, and they can also turn invisible and talk to tree roots. I honestly wish I was a storyteller sometimes. The things these lizards come up with really are beyond belief.   


  




On The Holy Symbol


   Norion  


   Priestess Lanwe, one of the queen-pretender's lackeys, has in her possession a holy symbol that could be disruptive to our plans. Find her, kill her, and take the symbol.


  

  It is the only relic at the site powerful enough to destroy the corruption stones. They'll be able to cleanse the site eventually, but something will have to be brought in from Torinaan or the Isle itself that will be powerful enough to undo this.   


  




On The Immortality Of Dust


   Weltan of Sentinel 


   A sacred flame rises above the fire,


  

  The ghosts of great men and women without names,  


  Cities long dead rise and fall in the flame,  


  The Dioscori Song of Revelation,  


  Bursting walls and deathless rock,  


  Fiery sand that heals and destroys.  


  Above the sea Sentinel shines,  


  Her domes agleam in the Iliac dawn.  


  Her people throng the bazaars, and find  


  Their way between man's walls of stone.  


  But even in the towered town,  


  Sandals tread tracks in Alik'r sand.  


  For all those born of Redguard blood  


  Bring the wastes with them where e'er they go.  


  The desert grips our hearts and souls,  


  Its flame within our eyes and ears.  


  Dust cannot die, and we are dust,  


  Windblown, ephemeral, eternal, all.   


  




On The Interrogation Of Witches


   Anonymous  


   As the Witchhunters of Direfrost have learned through centuries of practice, torture is the only effective method of interrogating a person suspected of practicing witchcraft.


  

  Some have asked whether it is acceptable for the Witchhunter to lead witches to believe their lives will be spared when, even if they confess to their crimes, they will almost certainly be put to death.  


  It must be answered that opinions vary. Some hold that a witch of very ill repute may be spared, and condemned instead to perpetual imprisonment, in return for sure and convincing testimony against other witches. Others hold that the promise of imprisonment should be kept for a time, and the witch be burned later. A third view is that the Witchhunter may safely promise to spare the witch's life, and later excuse himself from pronouncing the sentence, allowing another to do this in his place.  


  If these threats and promises do not induce the witch to speak the truth, the Witchhunters must carry out the sentence, and torture the prisoner according to the accepted methods. During this torture, the witch must be questioned on the articles of accusation, beginning with the lighter charges, for the witch will more readily confess the lighter than the heavier.  


  If a witch confesses under torture, they must afterward be conducted to another place to confirm the confession and certify that it was not due alone to the coercion of the torture. The Witchhunter shall see to it, moreover, that during this interval, guards are constantly with the witches, so the witches will not be visited by Daedric influences that might aid them or tempt them into suicide.   


  




On The Knahaten Flu


   Archivist Neleminduure 


   Background:


  

  How this disease began and spread is a mystery. By gathering information, I hope to resolve the issue.  


  Argonians appear immune to the flu. This has caused conjecture that they actually introduced the flu to retaliate for years of slavery at the hands of the Dark Elves. These claims have never been proven or disproven, and they require more research.  


  Mitigation:  


  Methods that slowed the rapid spread of the flu included burning the belongings of infected people (which, unfortunately, sometimes including burning remaining family members); segregating the sick into ghettos (or walling them up); or putting the diseased onto ships and setting them adrift. Normal curative spells and elixirs were inconsistent in their ability to cure the flu.  


  Symptoms and Course:  


  General malaise, loss of appetite, and fatigue begins several hours before an afflicted victim develops other symptoms. The afflicted person's eyes water constantly. Skin develops a bright red granular rash that does not itch.  


  Within twenty-four to thirty-six hours, victims suffer nosebleeds, their tears contain blood, and a granular rash spreads over their bodies. At this point, victims develop a deep, raspy cough. Within thirty-six to forty-eight hours, the victims' coughs produce bloody phlegm.  


  In most cases, death takes place in as little as seventy-two hours after the initial onset, but some victims have lingered for five to seven days.  


  Treatment:  


  When the Knahaten Flu first spread, it seemed unstoppable. No reliable treatment against it has ever been proven.  


  Ten years ago, a young Redguard named Perizada claimed she'd had a vision from the Divines. She replicated the cure from this dream, testing it on a village scheduled to be razed (together with its inhabitants). Her cure worked, and the village was saved.  


  The cure required clannfear claws boiled in salt water. The patient would then drink the liquid. The increased trade of actual and purported clannfear claws on the black market caused prices to soar wildly. So many false cures had proven fatal that Perizada's cure was never officially sanctioned. As Perizada later died of the flu herself, its efficacy was eventually considered dubious at best.  


  The "Clannfear Cure" has given rise to many other supposed cures, all of which involve boiling something in a liquid and then drinking the result. For the poorest of the population, chicken broth proved not only cheap, but easily obtained. It typically soothed their coughs, which in turn allowed patients to breathe more easily.  


  Chicken broth is definitely not a guaranteed cure, but it is certainly the most accessible. It is recommended, should this dread disease ever return.  


  As the granular skin rash was non-irritating, many left it untreated. Those whose rash remained covered—whether in bandages, poultices, or simply clothing—seemed less likely to infect those who attended them. This also accounts for the much slower spread of the disease in colder climates and during winter months.  


  Have you heard of other cures? If so, please submit your reports directly to me for further investigation.   


  




On The Lineage Of The Aswala Thoroughbred


   Meilaban al-Aswala 


   It is known, or at the very least generally accepted, that Divad the Singer rode into the ancient battles of Hammerfell upon "a stallion dappled with the colors of sand and sun". This legendary steed is said to have traversed the entirety of the Alik'r desert in the span of day. Before now, there has been no accounting of the fate that befell this brave horse. In point of fact, over the years, historians and horsemen alike have cried out, "how sad to have lost such a horse".


  

  For generations, however, my family has held tight to a secret—our forefather, Adyat the Far-Seer, inherited the only offspring of Divad's glorious mount, and over the last ten generations, we have labored hard to develop and expand the horse's lineage. Today, Aswala Stables can boast about having the finest stock of horses in all Tamriel.  


  Though there has proven to be a high demand for our mounts, we have bred dozens, enough to assure that the lineage of Divad's brave stallion will never perish, as long as Aswala stables remains standing.  


  So come down, and bring the whole family to Aswala Stables. Take a ride on one of our horses and you will feel the difference.  


  You will not find a finer steed than you purchase from Aswala. I give you my personal promise.  


  Meilaban al-Aswala   


  




On The Matter Of The Prisoners


   Anonymous  


   Judge Xiven,


  

  On the matter of the new prisoners: We have determined that they are indeed mortals from Nirn, Members of the Mages Guild, in fact. It was our excellent good fortune to capture these invaders.  


  It is clear that they have entered Coldharbour illegally and for purposes that are in direct conflict with the will of Molag Bal. We haven't had a trial in such a long time, and it should be a good show that helps bolster the morale of your servants. Of course, the verdict is a foregone conclusion.  


  As always, your justice is swift and cruel, my master!   


  




On The Nature Of Coldharbour


   Phrastus of Elinhir 


   This is Lecture Eight: On the Nature of Coldharbour. It looks to me like there are more of you here than there should be, so please check your ledger—if it says Transliminal Bridges, you're in the wrong room.


  

  Coldharbour is the Oblivion realm ruled by Molag Bal, the Daedric Prince of brutality, slavery, vampirism, and other assorted abominations. It is not, therefore, a pleasant place. Descriptions of the plane vary widely, as usual in any study of Oblivion, but all accounts agree that Coldharbour is a dismal, cold, and largely lifeless realm pervaded by a miasma of fear, where lost souls are tormented for eternity.  


  This emphasizes the point made in my previous lectures, that a plane of Oblivion, being made of the very stuff of chaos, takes on form and character that reflects the nature of its ruler. Coldharbour, therefore, has been molded to embody the purposes of mighty Molag Bal.  


  And what are those purposes? As it happens, I can speak to this subject with some authority, for I recently acquired the library and papers of the late Cardinal Belforte of the Order of Stendarr. The Cardinal devoted his life to ridding Tamriel of Daedric cultists of all persuasions. He was particularly rigorous in his persecution of the worshipers of Molag Bal, and in his time acquired a number of their repulsive tracts and treatises.  


  Study of these sources reveals that Molag Bal desires, above all things, the enslavement of mortals' souls. Various loathsome means are employed to this end, the ultimate goal being the diversion of a soul from its journey to the afterlife to imprisonment and slavery on the plane of Coldharbour. Upon arrival in Molag Bal's realm, the soul attracts to itself some of the loose creatia of Oblivion, forming a corporeal body with the semblance of the shape it wore in life. These sad slaves, called the soul-shriven, then toil in torment for the glory and amusement of their master, Molag the Slave-Lord.  


  I share these secrets of the cult, heretofore unrevealed, so that you may .... What is that confounded commotion out in the hall? How am I supposed to lecture over those bloodcurdling screams? I can't work under these conditions.   


  




On The Nature Of Reachmen


   Arthenice Belloq 


   When I wrote the story of my enslavement at the hands of the Crow-Wives, "A Life Barbaric and Brutal," I didn't expect anyone would read or care. It caught me quite off guard when I started receiving letters—and even visits—from scholars, historians, mages, and others of that sort. It seems that the tome I left with the Master of Incunabula at the Mages Guild in Wayrest had been requested frequently, and that several copies were created.


  

  Apparently there is a shortage of information about the Reachmen and their practices. As you can imagine, most people they enslave aren't as resourceful (or lucky) as I was, and the clans aren't exactly keen on letting outsiders visit for a sip of tea and a little chat about their wicked magics or Daedra-worship. While I'm happy to help preserve knowledge and the like, I have to admit that I'm getting a little tired of all the intrusions, so let me clear the air on some of the silly speculations I've heard (as if my first book wasn't clear enough).  


  If you want to know about Reachmen, know that they most certainly are not a misunderstood and secretly noble people. They don't even want to be left alone—they want to attack, enslave, and conquer. Has everyone already forgotten the slaughter committed by Durcorach as he cut his way through High Rock, murdering and defiling as he went? Sometimes the history books do not lie, and I can assure you they don't exaggerate the cruelty of the Reachmen.  


  Many mages I've spoken to ask me about the magic of the Reachmen. I can't say I know much about it, but I can say with authority that it is not the "mostly benign form of nature magic" suggested by a few of these individuals. I tried to avoid the tribe's shamans as much as possible. They were constantly covered in spiders and other filthy creatures, muttering to themselves as they squatted over foul alchemical brews. And it's an obvious fact that the gravesingers are necromancers!  


  I don't know how typical the Crow-Wives were of Reachmen clans. I do know that they were deeply involved in Daedra-worship of the foulest kind. I was forced to witness horrible rituals, from live burnings and literal blood baths to raucous dismemberments, all in the presence of that horrible Ever-Oozing Altar. I'll never be able to forget the writhing masses of centipedes, roaches, and squirming horrors that formed a thick carpet on the ritual hut's floor when the tribe called out to Namira. The clan often ate these, still alive, right off the ground during worship.  


  Besides the evil magic and abominable Daedric rituals, the Crow-Wives engaged in plenty of run-of-the-mill barbarism. Kloavdra, the hagraven, seemed to think pranks (especially those that ended in someone getting hurt) were hilarious, and encouraged all sorts of bullying. She rewarded the clever and nasty and punished the meek. Children deemed too weak were sacrificed to Namira in addition to regular random sacrifices. And, of course, there were the raids. Whether they were on other tribes or small villages, they were always brutally violent affairs, sneak attacks designed to catch the targets off-guard and completely dominate them.  


  So, there, my second book, with as much as I can remember about their horrid practices. Now I'd appreciate it if you'd all let me continue with my life!   


  




On The Spirits Of The Hel Shira


   Magus Pampinto Scivio 


   To the most revered Magus-General Septima Tharn,


  

  I know the 7th Legion's first forays into the Hall of Heroes ended rather unfortunately, but I am pleased to report that your generous time spent in teaching me the ways of the occult has proven valuable for us both and the Empire as a whole. After spending weeks poring over Mannimarco's old notes, I have found the key to controlling the spirits of Hel Shira. Not only will this incantation force the spirits to leave your soldiers alone, it will even render the spirits subject to your command.  


  As ever in awe of your bravery and your brilliance,  


  Magus Pampinto Scivio   


  




On The Tel Var Stones


   Herminius Sophus 


   On the Tel Var Stones: Volume 1


  

  To the Imperial Academy of Alchemists:  


  First, a warning to fellow alchemists: this recipe was developed under my careful scrutiny—the product of countless hours of study and experimentation. While the credit is unquestionably mine, I would be remiss if I didn't acknowledge my unschooled but gentle servant, Azei at-Owynok. While a capable student, Azei suffers from some foolish notions about Tel Var stones. He repeatedly warned me against destroying these objects, citing some ridiculous connection to the Divines, or to Creation itself. Such speculation is rubbish, clearly unfounded, and should not color anyone's experimentation on these stones.  


  As to the recipe itself, it is imperative that all steps are heeded without deviation. I am certain of their outcome only when performed by one of my immaculate brilliance. If incompetent hands attempt this, the outcome may be unstable. Such are the risks in our estimable profession!  


  On the Tel Var Stones: Volume 2  


  To the Imperial Academy of Alchemists:  


  The preparation of the Tel Var Stones shall be performed thusly:  


  Grind a Tel Var Stone in any mortar and pestle in whatever quantity you please. Add filtered water and distill it in an alembic of expert and scholarly make, separating the vapor for separate study. Pour the powdery soup into a calcinator of inferior quality, and only such, as the natural vugginess of the ramekin made from simple materials will prevent the entire mixture from turning to ash. Stir and clear it with an iron ladle, gathering together the whitish curds that swim at the top like rendered fat. When the color of the water is clear no longer (and, in fact, emits a rather odd glow) strew upon it auripigmentum powder equivalent to the initial quantity of the Tel Var Stone powder, plus about as much realgar as will lie upon a half Dwemer coin piece of eighteen or twenty pebble weight. After the auripigmentum and realgar have wed, stir in a capsule of crimson nirnroot powder as well. The powder will flash and glow. When the glow subsides, take out the now iridescent curds with a ladle having a lip or notch in the brim for regimented measurement, and release precisely half of the mixture into a master alchemist retort. Extract a few small drops of the remaining liquid and allow it to trickle out of the dropper into a separate phial of purified water. Please note: if these driblets are round and without tails, then there is not enough Tel Var within—likely due to insufficient heat. If this indeed the case, the recipe is lost, and the magicka held in stasis has been released without study.  


  (Note that if your assistant is of simple and superstitious mind, this failure may evoke a gentle weeping, as they may believe that some of the essence of Creation has been lost. This is, of course, not the case. You should give your assistant a stern rebuke, as any tolerance of this belief will only foster further ignorance.)  


  On the Tel Var Stones: Volume 3  


  An Observation of Tel Var Stones and the Schools of Magic:  


  I am certain that all true alchemists will agree that the quality of the prepared Tel Var paste yielded from the rendering process outlined in Volume II of this treatise is of the highest caliber ever studied. Even the most benighted novice must conclude that the Ayleidoon conglomerate rendered by this experiment contains a unique and powerful form of raw magicka. With this assertion firmly established as fact, we shall proceed to the specific properties of the Tel Var slurry.  


  The most apparent (and seemingly unsettling to the less educated) property is the enduring warmth of the paste and the steady blush of brilliantly pure light from each granular crystal. This, of course, suggests strong connections to both illusion and restoration. When the now sullied water has been filtered from the thick suspension, the nature of its power can also be made manifest by placing a piece of Orichalcum upon its surface. The mineral will appear to levitate—a clear indication of alteration potential. If examined closely, one should take note that the water has become a solution of a great number of minute white crystals. These particulates often clump together in clots that vibrate in the same manner as conjuring stones. If the slurry itself is combined with any other alchemical property, it may cause localized slowness and weakness to all manner of elemental impairments; an undeniable display of destructive power. Finally, if the Tel Var vapor removed from the alembic in the preceding recipe is examined separately with a single, taut blast of any Destruction spell, the vapor itself seems to reflect this simple affront; a clear property of mysticism. This leads us to the undeniable conclusion that all elements of Magical practice reside within these stones."  


  On the Tel Var Stones: Volume 4  


  The Conclusive Nature of Tel Var Stones:  


  The first thing to be gleaned from this weighty work, is a keen grasp of the connection between the Tel Var Stones themselves and the many unique applications of Magic. Physically, they appear to be unblemished stones of undeniable magical radiance—but when examined by an an educated mind, it is clear that they are somehow imbued with more magical power than any other such objects that have yet been studied. One could speculate that the Ayleids could not produce such power themselves, so perhaps they mined these stones without substantial modification from a long emptied quarry of magical concentrate. Or perhaps they tapped into a nexus of interwoven magical threads from beyond Nirn. Or perhaps they created this material from the works, or even corpuses, of long deceased scholars. All of these hypotheses are just that, and should not be considered fact without further evidence. The methods described within Volume 2 are but one way of discovering the effluvia of Magic mixt with the Stone. There may still be others. Dwemer contraptions designed to investigate such magical phenomena are known to have once existed. An instrument of such technological sophistication might yield more data concerning the origin of these Tel Var Stones, and ultimately how these Stones may be useful for further academic experimentation.   


  




On The Utility Of Shock Magic


   Vanus Galerion 


   As Tamriel's leading wizard, I have often been called upon, usually by individuals of royal birth, to impress them with some demonstration of my magical skills. When I ask what they'd like to see, they nearly always reply, "Throw a fireball! A really big one. I'd love that."


  

  This just shows how poorly educated Tamriel's aristocrats are about the magical arts. The Flame spells have their uses, of course, but the true magical scholar gives pride of place in his grimoire to the Shock spells. For whatever reason, manipulating arcane lightning is easier than forcing magical flame, and it can be employed for a greater variety of effects. Here are just a few:  


  —The mage can cloak himself in an aura of lightning that will turn aside certain physical and magical attacks, as well as shocking nearby enemies.  


  —Lightning can be cast on a surface in the form of a rune that will explode if touched or after a certain delay.  


  —A wizard can cast a bolt to a nearby target and then instantly "ride the lightning" to that destination.  


  —And, of course, lightning bolts can be cast directly at enemies in a number of variations.  


  It is possible, I suppose, that ways to manipulate Frost and Flame will be discovered that make those elemental magics as flexible as Shock—but if I haven't discovered how to do it, who else could?   


  




On The Xivkyn


   Pelagius Habor 


   By Pelagius Habor, Council Daedrologist-in-Residence


  

  Daedrology is a science born of catastrophe. Our greatest discoveries are always written down on charred parchment by an unsteady hand—and so it is with me. The Planemeld has dramatically enhanced our understanding of the Daedra, but at great cost. I can only hope that my work will survive this latest disaster.  


  I believe that I am the first to write about Molag Bal's elite vanguard, the Xivkyn. The term "Xivkyn" is, of course, heavily Cyrodilicized—a crude portmanteau referencing their resemblance to both Xivilai and Dremora. And in fact, they are a hybrid race "bred" by Molag Bal to be his personal guard. They refer to themselves by many names; Stolavryk, Khimrykif, or Vyrsago depending on the hour. While they detest all mortal races, they reserve a particular hatred for their confederates, the Dremora. Xivkyn appear to place great emphasis on loyalty, making the Dremora's defection from Mehrunes Dagon an unforgivable sin.  


  Of all the Daedra, Xivkyn are the most like Molag Bal. They share his unquenchable thirst for mortal souls and his obsession with the acquisition of soul gems. This drive to "collect" strikes me as a kind of madness, akin to those suffering from advanced vampirism. While I've never witnessed a physical confrontation between Xivkyn, they routinely scheme against one another in an attempt to gain more soul gems. These plots are commonplace and rarely result in censure from higher ranking Daedra.  


  Despite the intrigues, the Xivkyn maintain a rigid code of military efficiency. Their fierce loyalty to Molag Bal combined with their physical and arcane might make them the most terrifying arrival since the Daedric Titan. While I'm sure there's much more to learn, I'm ready for this particular study to end.   


  




On Valerianus Lentinus


   High Priestess Simplicia Nivianus  


   Father Isauricus,


  

  Normally, I wouldn't meddle in security matters at the temple, but I feel I must call your attention to a problem that has developed over the last few years. I know Valerianus has served honorably at his post for more than a decade, but I suspect I am not the only one here who is feeling frustrated about the current situation.  


  Over the years, Valerianus has become extremely zealous about his faith. Indeed, one cannot even indulge in conversation with our dutiful guard without him expressing some sickeningly optimistic sentiment about how divine intervention might improve our lives. Last week, I was further shocked to overhear Valerianus preaching to some visitors about "Arkay's holy might" and "Mara's sweet grace." When one of these innocent young ladies revealed that she wasn't in the habit of praying daily, Valerianus even went so far as to rebuke her for her "derelictions." I would not want to hear any priest or priestess at the temple speaking to a visitor this way, let alone one of the temple guards.  


  I fear the time has come for Valerianus to retire, and it needs to happen soon. Please give this matter your immediate and complete attention. If I have to hear "Divines bless you, sister" one more time, my ears might fall off.  


  High Priestess Simplicia Nivianus   


  




Once


   Beredalmo the Signifier 


   Once, we were great.


  

  Once, our battlereeves were masters of warfare, and our sapiarchs were wise and learned. Once, we ruled all High Rock from the Eltheric Ocean to the mountains of Wrothgar, and the Nedes were our thralls and concubines.  


  Once, Direnni Cygnus, the Swan of Tyrigel, discovered Balfiera and its Tower and claimed it for her own, decreeing that all of her clan who came after would bear her name.  


  Once, the art of Alchemy was all but undefined, until Asliel Direnni compiled his "Compendious Almanac of Reagents," and was invited to join the first Psijics on Artaeum.  


  Once, before Raven Direnni and her "Rules of Eldritch Binding," all Enchanting was unique, and enchantments failed nineteen times out of twenty.  


  Once, during the Alessian Reforms, Ryan Direnni stood up to the entire Empire. His Breton Legions, armed and commanded by Direnni Elves, controlled all the land as far east as Markarth and Elinhir. The Orc-hold of Orsinium has been sacked many times, but we Direnni sacked it first.  


  Once, at the Battle of Glenumbria Moors, Aiden Direnni's vastly outnumbered troops routed the entire Alessian Horde, then chased them back to Cyrodiil.  


  Once, before Corvus Direnni codified the rules of Conjuration, every summoning of even a minor Daedra was an act to be feared and avoided.  


  Once, Peregrine Direnni drove an entire Ra Gada flotilla back to Sentinel by merging her very will with the waves of the Iliac Bay.  


  Once, in a single day, Pelladil Direnni built Blackrose Prison from the scattered rubble of Lilmothiit ruins by summoning an army of Stone Atronachs.  


  Yes, we were great once. But no matter what our individual achievements, every Direnni since Cygnus has been eaten from within by failure.  


  Because we cannot solve the mystery of the Zero Stone, and use it to open the Argent Aperture which it wards.  


  At maturity, every Direnni of high blood is brought into the Tower, conducted to the Foundation Vault, and shown the Zero Stone. We are allowed to touch it—once—so as to feel the transcendent mystical power that courses through it, a power we have never been able to tap. And we are shown the Argent Aperture in the adjacent metallic wall, that door with its lock of thirteen slowly counter-rotating rings, a portal we have never been able to open.  


  And we console ourselves that if we Direnni have never been able to siphon the Stone or unlock the Aperture, well then certainly, neither could anyone else. We return to the world above, and we do something spectacular—so we will not have to face our failure.  


  But once, as our lives near their ends, each of us gathers together all our knowledge, the fruits of all our achievements, and once more makes that descent to the Foundation Vault. To try it. Just once.  


  Most are found within a day or two, dead and horribly distorted. Some, like my darling Heron, live on though terribly disfigured, too brain-blasted to understand what has happened to them.  


  Me? I keep to our chambers in the Tourmaline Steeple, caring for Heron by day, and translating Ayleid tomes in the library by night. And it's a good enough life, too.  


  Though sometimes, when working on an ancient grimoire or librus magus I question whether the arcane writings of our long-lost cousins are not better left a mystery.  


  But then I think, is not all knowledge useful for something? And I think, what might this knowledge be useful for?  


  And I think I might take that long walk downstairs.  


  Just once.   


  




One Bosmer's Response To The Dominion


   Calahawn  


   The formation of the Dominion can end in only one way: with Bosmer necks under High Elf boots! Those arrogant bastards will subjugate all of Tamriel if they could. I won't stand for that, and none of you should, either.


  

  It's time the Bosmer reclaimed Valenwood. Blacksap or Camoran loyalist, Green Pact stalwart or oathless salad-eaters—it matters not. We'll simply need time, strength, and powerful magic.  


  Appealing to Hircine may provide us with what we need. Risky, yes, but with great risk comes greater reward. For Valenwood!  


  -Calahawn   


  




One Staff, Many Staves


   Hoary Durotzel 


   All right, younglings, stop playing dodge-toe with your belt knives and gather 'round. I'm going to tell you a bit about how to make staves. Yes, you too, little Defessus!


  

  The first thing I want to make clear is that a staff is a staff is a staff, whether you're going to use it to knock sense into some lunkhead's skull, or charge it up and shoot shock spells at cliff racers. It don't matter if you're making a quarterstaff or a spell staff, either way it has to be strong enough to withstand the force you're putting through it, and flexible enough not to crack or warp when that force is uneven. This even applies to restoration staves, 'cause healing magic is just as powerful as hurting, and not to be taken lightly.  


  You're going to want to make your staves out of something like maple, oak, ash, or elm wood, or whatever other dense wood you can find, because it has to stand up to being struck hard hundreds, or even thousands of times. But tough as the grain has to be on the inside, a staff has to be smooth as Dibella's bum on the outside, as the staff wielder may have to grip it on almost any part of its length. You don't want to have to face an angry wizard coming to you with oak splinters in his fireball hand.   


  




One Wilding Night


   Anonymous  


   Sit my small fellows, as I spin you a tale of the beast cloaked in shadow, as a midsummer gale!


  

  With a face all athunder with fangs pearly white, he could fell a whole forest with one terrible bite!  


  When he came, one fine eve, upon Wilding Run with a mind full of murder, oh such wonderful fun!  


  To dizzy its people that treacherous night 'neath a star-spattered sky in the palest moonlight!  


  The Spinners came first, in this dreadful grim story, and the Treethane, his fate? Most assuredly gory!  


  All the guards in their bunks, tucked away in their beer! Torn apart in the night where no one could hear!  


  As for me? I escaped from that hideous fate, though the beast, he gave chase all the way to the gate!  


  How he yelled, how he stamped 'til I barely could see! All his rage, all his bluster 'neath the twisted old tree.  


  After that? Who can guess! I know none who could tell of the others, all slain in that terrible quell.  


  But I tell you, my friend, 'fore I leave you this day—if you ever do journey up that wilding way...  


  Keep your eyes to the road, do not waver! Don't hedge! Do not go in the wood! Do not stray near its edge!  


  Lest he catch you up quick in his terrible gaze and you find yourself faced with the end of your days!   


  




Oozrul The Headstrong


   Anonymous  


   Here lies a hero as stubborn and possessive in death as he was in life. Let no one disturb Oozrul's remains, nor steal his precious helm, lest they suffer his eternal curse. Whosoever would possess the helm shall be reviled by the Orsimer and shall be driven from their lands, never to return. 





Opening Performance Notes


   Anonymous  


   "One day, in full view of the n'wah, the mehra of Koal Canton ... and so he crushed some muckspunge pulp into a netch's tentacles." 





Ophelia's Journal


   Anonymous  


   We lost Sergeant Marceau today. Poor Henri! The traps in the barrow finally caught him. I feel quite bad about it, even though I barely knew the man. I was about to step onto a hidden pressure plate when he noticed and pulled me out of the way, but he lost his balance and set it off himself. It was awful. And just this morning, I was having a conversation with him about how he arranges his kit. How depressing.


  

  Valcent's eagerness and pride when we first got this assignment has turned into something else entirely. When he learned of this crypt, he was adamant we explore it. Henri's death didn't even phase him. He demanded we leave the poor man's body where it fell and continue our mission.  


  I don't understand how Valcent hopes to turn the barrow's dead into an army. We were sent here to build local opposition to King Jorunn, but Valcent feels this will advance our cause in some way I can't begin to understand. I don't know what Valcent is up to.  


  For the moment, we're just waiting. The door to the next chamber is locked, and Owen is crafting a key to open it. I convinced Owen to make a copy of the key for me. I don't trust Valcent, and I believe in making sure there's always a contingency. That's the Covenant way.  


  That's why I'm hiding the key inside this journal.   


  




Opusculus Lamae Bal Ta Mezzamortie


   Mabei  Aywenil 


   Translation by University of Gwylim Press; 3E 105


  

  As brighter grows light, darker becomes shadow. So it passed that the Daedra Molag Bal looked on Arkay and thought the Aedra prideful of his dominion o'er the death of man and mer, and it was sooth.  


  Bal, whose sphere is the wanton oppression and entrapment of mortal souls, sought to thwart Arkay, who knew that not man, nor mer, nor beastfolk of all Nirn could escape eventual death. The Aedra was doubtless of his sphere, and so Molag Bal set upon Nirn to best death.  


  Tamriel was still young, and filled with danger and wondrous magick when Bal walked in the aspect of a man and took a virgin, Lamae Beolfag, from the Nedic Peoples. Savage and loveless, Bal profaned her body, and her screams became the Shrieking Winds, which still haunt certain winding fjords of Skyrim. Shedding a lone droplet of blood on her brow, Bal left Nirn, having sown his wrath.  


  Violated and comatose, Lamae was found by nomads, and cared for. A fortnight hence, the nomad wyrd-woman enshrouded Lamae in pall for she had passed into death. In their way, the nomads built a bonfire to immolate the husk. That night, Lamae rose from her funeral pyre, and set upon the coven, still aflame. She ripped the throats of the women, ate the eyes of the children, and raped their men as cruelly as Bal had ravished her.  


  And so; Lamae, (who is known to us as blood-matron) imprecated her foul aspect upon the folk of Tamriel, and begat a brood of countless abominations, from which came the vampires, most cunning of the night-horrors. And so was the scourge of undeath wrought upon Tamriel, cruelly mocking Arkay's rhythm of life and death through all the coming eras of the et'Ada, and for all his sadness, Arkay knew this could not be undone.  


  




Or Else


   Gullveig  


   We're too close to risk exposure. The girl is a problem. Interrogate her, find out what she knows. Then end her.


  

  And find that shard of Wuuthrad, or I'll have you sent to Lost Prospect as ritual fodder.  


  — Gullveig   


  




Orc Clans And Symbology


   Kraltha the Rememberer 


   An Excerpt


  

  During the time of the Orsinium that was, the city that existed when the temple now known as Ire was originally constructed, six Orc clans rose to prominence in the region. Today, these particular clans have disappeared, either absorbed into more powerful clans or simply faded away, but at their height they had remarkable influence on Orc culture and the raising of Orsinium. Let's look at these clans and the symbols that identified them.  


  Clan Bragosh, the Hammer Clan  


  Known for their smithing skills, this clan created specialized armor and weapons and was known as a trader of goods and supplies. Evidence suggests the clan was eventually absorbed by the Morkul clan.  


  Clan Pandrum, the Fire Clan  


  A clan rumored to be filled with primitive healers and shamans, they supposedly controlled fire, using it as both a weapon and a tool to take care of a variety of tasks. They seem to have disappeared from history after the second siege of Orsinium.  


  Clan Enclave, the Star Clan  


  Not much is known about this mysterious clan, other than they provided aid to other clans for their own purposes. Rumors persist that the clan still exists somewhere deep in the Wrothgar wilderness.  


  Clan Luccin, the Wolf Clan  


  This clan was known for conducting effective and terrorizing raids during the night. They were adept at moving through darkness and often took their enemies completely by surprise. Some believe that the clan was eventually absorbed by the Shatul clan.  


  Clan Murtag, the Rock Clan  


  One of the oldest clans still in existence to the current day, this clan makes its home in the mountains of Wrothgar, carving dwellings deep within the very rock itself.  


  Clan Ruskahr, the Owl Clan  


  A clan of highly skilled archers, they were known for their impressive tracking and hunting skills. They revered owls of all types, but especially the snow owl.   


  




Orchelor's Diary


   Orchelor  


   Thirteen Days until the Handfast:


  

  They say there was some trouble in Velyn Harbor, but the first supplies for the celebration have finally arrived. I've been helping Borwaeneth and Helondanbor sorting and storing. Everyone's very excited.  


  Eleven Days until the Handfast:  


  Word of some trouble with the Dru'blog. The treethane announced that all Wood Orc visitors must talk to her before they can take up residence in the city.  


  Eight Days until the Handfast:  


  The minstrels are here! There'll be a small celebration at the inn tonight as we welcome the best musicians in Malabal Tor to Silvenar!  


  Back from the celebration. The band didn't sound quite right. I don't think they've ever played together.  


  The Altmeri singer kept stopping the rest of the band, then she and Laen argued. Finally, one of the Khajiit hit the other over the head with her flute and things got out of hand.  


  Six Days until the Handfast:  


  A huge entourage arrived. We thought it might be the Silvenar and the Green Lady, but it was someone called Ulthorn the Hound. His "Houndsmen" look pretty tough.  


  ...By Y'ffre, they are tough—and that's not all! The band got together to play a "welcome" for the Hound and some of his men went crazy and turned into werewolves! The mer are all over the town!  


  Three Days until the Handfast:  


  I haven't been outside since the Houndsmen took over. There are rumors they captured our spinners, holding them in their houses. Did the spinners tell this story? How will it end?  


  The Hound keeps to himself in the throne room. Where is the Green Lady? Where is the Silvenar?  


  Two Days until the Handfast:  


  The Green Lady arrived! She challenged the Hound and he came ... but he didn't come alone. At first, she looked angry, but then the Houndsmen witches started doing something. She seemed to get sleepy, but she didn't fall. The Hound caught her and they went up into the Throne Room!  


  Where is the Silvenar?   


  




Orcs And Their Tusks


   Folms Selet 


   An Informal Study


  

  What is the fascination the typical Orc has with his (or her) own tusks? I swear, if they aren't constantly polishing or sharpening the damn things, they're studying them in whatever reflective surface is at hand or looking longingly at the tusks of their neighbors. And when they're not doing these things, they're talking about their tusks like they were royal heirlooms or ancient relics that were almost magical in nature. Let me tell you, it's enough to drive this Dark Elf a bit mad!  


  While I supposed it would be rude to just come right out and ask an Orc about this obsession with all things tusk related, I decided that making a study of how the word and concept of the tusk was used in everyday Orc speech could help me reach some level of understanding. The first Orc I approached about the subject, a young female who I'll call "Orcah", made an angry face - at least, I think it was angry; I find it difficult to tell the difference when it comes to the countenance of the average Orc - and told me in an angry voice to "tusk off!"  


  What an odd expression, I thought. "Tusk off." Simple, declarative. It means almost nothing, but as it emerged from Orcah's mouth, I knew exactly what she wanted me to do. I departed quickly, making my apologies in great haste even as she was reaching for the axe hanging at her side.  


  This got me to thinking about other Orcish expressions that contained the ubiquitous word. For example, "By Malacath's tusk!" This seems to be an all-purpose exclamation that substitutes the proper noun with any of a multitude of famous or infamous Orcs. I've heard Orcs swear by the tusks of Malacath, Trinimac, Kurog, Bazrag, Forge-Mother Alga, Urtho the Flatulent, and even hearth-mothers and ancient ancestors that no one but the Orc making the exclamation even remembers. And for variety, the forsworn tusks might be chipped, cracked, broken, missing, pierced, or any of a myriad of shades and colors.  


  Another expression I hear over and over in the Orsinium taverns,"Better than a kick in the tusks," seems to imply that one unpleasant experience is somewhat less agreeable than another unpleasant experience. When one Orc says to another, "I heard you fell into a pond full of leeches", her companion exclaims, "Yeah", but it was better than a kick in the tusks," I can only conclude that no matter how horrible an ordeal an Orc suffers, there could always be something worse. I suppose that an Orc's tusks are extremely sensitive and a kick must instill in them unbearable pain. Or, it's just something to say and you can't really infer anything deeper from the conversation. Orcs can be so confusing.  


  But this is just the tip of the tusk, as it were. Spend a few hours in an Orc tavern and you'll hear all kinds of expressions involving tusks. "Tusk you!" "Who gives a tusk?" "You tusking idiot!" "What the tusk?" "Stop tusking around!" "Tusk me!" And perhaps my favorite, "Go tusk yourself," which at first glance seems to be an impossible request, but I've seen what an Orc tusk can do to flesh and blood. An Orc must really dislike the person he or she offers this fierce suggestion to.  


  I decided to make one more attempt to get an Orc to discuss the topic of tusks with me. This time I chose a striking young female who was seated by herself in a dark corner, making her way to the bottom of a bottle of Orsinium pink zinfandel. I asked if she'd be willing to talk about the many uses for the word "tusk" in the Orcish vocabulary.  


  "Tusk no!" she told me in no uncertain terms. Nevertheless, I pressed the issue.  


  "Are you tusking kidding me?" she asked. When I assured her I wasn't "tusking kidding her," she balled up her fist and knocked me on my arse.  


  "Tusk!" I exclaimed. And I finally understood the true meaning of the word.   


  




Orcs? Could Be Worse


   Anonymous  


   I'll say this about the Orcs: I'm sure glad they're on our side now.


  

  It wasn't always like that. Forty years ago, my grandfather fought in a raid on Orsinium. Those Orcs are relentless, he said. When an Orc's bleeding, and you've broken one of his bones, and he's getting back on his feet after you've knocked him down in the mud, that's the worst, because that's when he's even more dangerous.  


  That's why we worked with the Redguards to raze Orsinium to the ground. That's why we burned down every Orc stronghold we could find and stamped on the ashes—because we knew the Orcs would get back up again. We knew the best we could do was just delay them.  


  Nowadays Orsinium is stronger than ever—but we all know that we've got worse problems than Orcs.  


  I would expect the Orcs to hold a grudge about us keeping them down, but that's one of the strange things about dealing with an Orc. I've actually seen one punch another in the face. The guy who got a broken nose just stood there and grinned. They might fight, or one of them might die, but Orcs make sure that whatever's going on, it's going to get settled real quick. And then it's over.  


  When we burned down Orsinium, it was a bit more than a punch in the face, but the Orcs made sure a treaty settled all that real quick.  


  I've never met an Orc who wasn't good in a fight, but I get the feeling some of them really want more to their lives than fighting. I guess when you live or die by the swords and armor you've made, you learn to make them right the first time. I'm still stunned by how good their craftsmanship is. Everything's built to last.  


  I think both of us—the Bretons and the Orcs—realized we could make a lot more money trading with each other than fighting with each other. And if there's one thing Bretons know how to do, it's make money. Well, it's not the only thing we do, but you get the idea.  


  I know where I stand with an Orc. I also know where I stand with the Nords: and if they think they can still send raiding parties into High Rock, well, now we've got an army of Orcs on our side ready to kick their arses all the way back to Skyrim.  


  And that's why I always say: I'm sure glad those Orcs are on our side.   


  




Orcs: Monsters Or Misunderstood?


   Taleon Mythmaker 


   Think Orcs are simple beastfolk, one of the Goblin races? Think again!


  

  Trinimac, strongest of the Altmeri ancestor spirits, gave birth to the powerful and proud Orcs. When he was changed by the Daedric Prince Boethiah, his people changed as well, becoming the Orcs we know today.  


  These noble creatures display unshakeable courage in battle. They demonstrate uncompromising endurance in hardships that would overwhelm anyone of another race. Widely feared and hated, the Orcs have nevertheless slowly won acceptance in the Empire.  


  Orc society is imagined to be rough and cruel, but there is a fierce loyalty that runs deeply through their culture. Their armorers produce some of the finest armor in all the land, demonstrating conclusively that Orcs aren't the monsters our campfire stories make them out to be.  


  That said, make no mistake: Orcs are fierce and strong, and their ability to wage war should not be underestimated. An Orc is more likely to strike first than start up a conversation, and that strike is always meant to maim or kill. Their physical size and prowess make them gravitate toward two-handed weapons, which they wield with wild abandon.  


  Do not mistake their frightening visage and towering size for stupidity or lack of culture. They might be despised and feared (the latter with good reason), but anyone who dismisses them as mindless monsters does so at great peril.   


  




Orcs Of Skyrim


   Thora Far-Wanderer 


   No pest has proven more resilient to the Nords of Skyrim than the common Orc. The tusked people claim occupancy of our fair realm, stretching back before the time Ysgramor crossed the Sea of Ghosts. Though few written accounts still exist of that time, there is mention in the histories of the Companions uprooting Orc strongholds even as they burned the Snow Elves from the land.


  

  Orc strongholds are well defended outposts often situated around deposits of mineral wealth. Each contains the infrastructure to support a dozen or more families, surrounded by walls designed to repel anything but the strongest martial force. Many jarls are remembered in song for dying vainly while attempting to root a stronghold from their lands. Worse, destroyed strongholds often return within a generation of their destruction if not countered by a Nord fort that needs a constant supply of troops and provisions.  


  Few jarls can afford to defend piles of rock for more than a few years, and thus the Orc strongholds remain a pox upon our land. Some strongholds have persisted in this way for hundreds, if not thousands, of years. It's said that the ancient Orc stronghold of Cradlecrush in Eastmarch has never been taken by force or abandoned, despite the complete exhaustion of the mineral vein it sits upon.  


  The height of Orcish power in Skyrim came with the establishment of Yashnag's Chiefdom in the early Second Era. With the destruction of Orsinium by the combined Breton and Redguard forces, the Orcs were scattered across the North in a great exodus. Yashnag and his people, exiled from High Rock, fled east to reclaim lands in Skyrim they felt were theirs by ancient right. The King of West Skyrim, Svartr, was ineffective in holding back the Orcs and the Reachmen that plagued the West Kingdom during his rule. The chiefdom was a bane upon Western Falkreath for more than thirty years, until it was burned out by Hakkvilld Yashnag-Slayer in the year 467 of the Second Era.  


  Hakkvild became Jarl of Falkreath when Yashnag killed his father on the field of battle. The young jarl inherited little more than a crumbling hold largely occupied by Orcish invaders from the west. It is said that Hakkvild challenged Yashnag and a host of Yashnag's Orc champions to a ritual trial by combat. He defeated each in turn. How Hakkvild learned of this obscure Orcish ritual is not known, but with their leader's defeat, Yashnag's followers abandoned the chiefdom.  


  With the destruction of the chiefdom, the Orcs scattered further into Skyrim or back into the mountains of Wrothgar. Orc clans descended from Yashnag's people have an intense hatred of the Kings of Skyrim. It's ironic that this enmity for the Nords has grown, even as the Orcs themselves have re-established ties with the peoples of western Tamriel that burned their first home hundreds of years ago.   


  




Orcs Of Tamriel, Volume 3


   Grassius Vilco 


   We come now to the "Iron Orcs" of Craglorn. I was shocked to find that almost no scholarly work on the subject exists. It did not take me long to find out why.


  

  Studying the Iron Orcs proved to be a difficult endeavor given that they are uniformly hostile toward anyone perceived to be an outsider. "Hostile" is an understatement in this case: during my time in Craglorn I routinely found bodies hacked and cleaved, then pinned to trees with crude iron nails. This was unsettling, but informative. What could drive such brutality, I wondered. As with most things, the answer lay in the past.  


  Study of ancient Orcish cave paintings and Nedic ruins revealed a surprising number of stylistic similarities. These shared motifs clearly indicate a rich cultural exchange between primitive Orcs and Nedes. Abandonment of this shared symbology appears to have been gradual, indicating a prolonged period of estrangement. Conflicts became more common and intense during periods of rapid Nedic advancement in metal and stonecraft. Numerous Nedic frescos depict armored warriors in conflict with unarmored Orcs. We can only assume that these paintings depicted actual military victories against their less developed neighbors.  


  At some point in the late Merethic Era, a fundamental rearrangement of Iron Orc civilization occurred. What had been a largely peaceful, shamanistic society rapidly transformed into a community of miners, smiths, and warriors—much more in keeping with the conventional Orsimeric narrative. There were some notable differences, however. The Iron Orcs adopted a warfare methodology that was almost bestial in nature. My associates and I discovered a series of mass graves filled with corpses in every state of disrepair—broken spines, shattered skulls, cracked ribcages. Most of these injuries were sustained after the killing blow, and many of the corpses bore no weapons or armor of any kind.  


  I believe the evidence we uncovered in Craglorn paints a compelling narrative. The Iron Orcs (whose reverence for stone persists to this day) were driven to mining and war by a desperate need to defend themselves and the pristine stones they worshipped. In taking up the pick and spade, they were committing a dreadful blasphemy. Anger eventually gave way to hatred—specifically for the Nedes who drove them to this sacrilege. If this interpretation is accurate, we can conclude that Iron Orc anger is anger of the most dangerous kind: anger driven by self-loathing. In order to protect their culture and the stone they worship, they had to twist both into something dark and horrifying. I fear that it is an anger and quiet sadness too dark and deep to ever truly recover from. We can only hope for a cultural shift from within their own ranks. I suspect we will be waiting a long time.   


  




Orcs: The Vermin Among Us


   Absolon Sorick 


   They lair in holes. They breed in huge numbers, and smell of rotted meat. I speak not of skeevers, gentle reader, but of Orcs. The threat on the horizon, the unrelenting horde. "But Sorick," I hear you saying, "are they not our allies now?" It's good that you want to believe in the leadership of King Emeric. It's good that you want to believe in this Covenant that now binds us to the beastmen of Orsinium.


  

  But in truth, your belief is foolish. Your trust in the king is misplaced. For these subhumans have a cruel and vicious cunning. Like a hunting wolf pack, the Orcs lie still in the tall grass. They wait for us to let down our guard. Even great men like His Majesty can be misled by this simple tactic.  


  They now walk among us. They serve in the honored Lion Guard. They take work as sellswords, protecting our wealthiest merchants. They infiltrate our temples as bodyguards for holy men. Gentle reader, do you not see? Can't you see how every luxury we give these animals only encourages them? Every opportunity is just another opening in our armor for their rough-hewn blades to pierce!  


  With their unnatural strength, they take up work that should be borne by Breton shoulders. The thickness of their stinking hides gives them a defense that no Redguard man can stand against. In cities across Covenant lands, stories grow of Orcs defiling our women and siring unnatural half-breeds!  


  How long will you let this stand, reader? How long will you bend a knee to these filthy animals? I say, no more! Join with like-minded people in your village today, and rise up against these beasts. These scum. These ... Orcs.   


  




Orcthane's Orders


   In Fildgor's Name  


   Hail Stormfists! Take the courtyard and hold it. Don't attack the keep until I give the command.


  

  Send in the duplicates when they arrive. With any luck, we won't even have to raise a weapon to finish off the false king.   


  




Order Of Battle (Partial)


   Anonymous  


   —frigates, four brigandines, and twelve sloops.


  

  In addition, the fleet will be comprised of sixteen vessels of the Queen's Own Navy: privateers and merchant marine serving primarily as naval support. These ships are under the command of Commodore Elpion, officer in charge of logistics, with the following exceptions:  


  —Phynaster's Promise is designated as a courier vessel under direct control of the Admiral of the Fleet. Its primary duty is to relay dispatches between the other ships until our initial landing. At need, she can also be used as a fast transport for the ambassadorial contingent. She is not to be separated from the fleet needlessly, as the Promise is an emergency contact vessel with the continent should other communication methods prove ineffective.  


  —The privateer sloop the Prowler is to be considered a vessel of independent command. While it is carrying cargo for Khenarthi's Roost, its primary purpose is to serve as an independent scout vessel. The Prowler's crew does not know of this arrangement, considering themselves to be signed on in service to the Queen's Own like any other vessel. However, Captain Jimila has separate orders which she will reveal should the need—   


  




Orders Are Orders


   Anonymous  


   The soft-skins can't do their dirty work alone, but who are we to refuse their gold? They want to break up some stupid wedding, then help them ... but be smart.


  

  These Elves have different magic than we do. Maybe they can help with the crown. I don't trust that Speaker-in-Empty-Air or her promises. I want assurances if we do what she asks, we'll get what we want.  


  Turn the Silvenar over to the Houndsmen for their ritual, but keep any other captives separate. I'll question them later. And don't let the tribes fight! We get our way, and the Dominion will be sorry for excluding us.   


  




Orders: Bearclaw Mine


   Anonymous  


   To expand our influence in Gavaudon, we must find more strategic locations to set up our bases. Aristide, our brother from Bangkorai, has discovered a mine near the Weeping Giant. It provides a defensive base while allowing us to establish mining operations of our own. Follow Aristide and claim this mine for the Dreamers! 





Orders: Farangel's Mine


   Anonymous  


   Your instructions are simple. Follow Dimitri into Farangel's Mine and locate the abandoned fort therein. There should be ample amounts of supplies to take, which we can turn around and sell in Wayrest. We should turn a tidy profit. Do this for the Supernal Dreamers, and further our cause! 





Orders For Athal


   Hegris  


   Athal,


  

  You get the hardest job. Head toward Cheydinhal. Don't go anywhere near the town for now. Find a cave or ruins and make a strong base. Stay hidden. After Claudette and Zandur have completed their tasks, we'll move against Cheydinhal.  


  That's all you do for now. Wait for my signal.   


  




Orders For Attius


   Septima Tharn 


   Commander Attius:


  

  I expect you to hold the garrison at all costs. You can and should leverage the captives as hostages if it comes to that. Should the unthinkable occur, instruct your men to fall back across the bridge to the crypts. I have given Battlemage Papus instructions on how to summon the "gifts" left buried in the pass so long ago. The garrison will not fall, our lord will see to that.  


  Glory to Molag Bal,  


  — Septima Tharn  


  Magus-General, Imperial Seventh Legion   


  




Orders For Falinir


   Huntmaster Cretia 


   Brother Falinir,


  

  Your bravery is commendable, but I must deny your request to fight alongside the vanguard. You have performed admirably these last two years, but for our plan to succeed I need the strongest warriors holding the line. I am sorry.  


  As I have said countless times in the past, we all contribute to the hunt in different ways. Volas brings a sharp eye, Borsgrag brings a strong sword-arm, and you bring your inelegant swiftness.  


  Coursing is a vital part of any successful wolf-hunt, Falinir. Without you acting as bait, ambushes would be impossible. Is it a glorious task? No. But this is not a glorious business. I hope you understand.  


  Please report to Eidre at dusk to be fitted with your meat-garment.  


  Ebonarm protect you.  


  Huntmaster Cretia   


  




Orders From A Knightly Order


   Anonymous  


   Dame Doisne,


  

  Through King Eamond, High King Emeric has requested the order's assistance in doing a favor for King Fahara'jad. Centuries ago, a group of Redguard exiles sought refuge in Evermore. Not trusting the exiles, the king held them in an underground prison. Unfortunately, their status was never resolved, and the prison became their crypt—the Crypt of the Exiles.  


  Among the exiles was a warrior named Ulbazar who had stolen a Redguard artifact, the Memory Stone of Makela Leki. King Fahara'jad has asked to have it be returned. Retrieve the stone from Ulbazar's sepulcher and bring it to Madaima, a Redguard scholar at Martyr's Crossing. She will return it to King Fahara'jad's Impervious Vault in Sentinel.  


  Saint Pelin watch over you,  


  Knight-Commander Varaine   


  




Orders From Commander Pyline


   Anonymous  


   Our efforts within Northpoint proceed as planned. Lady Lleraya assures us that success will soon be ours and the march toward Shornhelm will begin shortly.


  

  Keep to your posts and remain vigilant. If the Shornhelm Guard shows up, dispatch them immediately. And continue to watch for any of the missing Northpoint Guard who escaped or went into hiding when we took the city and locked the gates.  


  If you have questions, please see me or Captain Khala at the command post that overlooks the eastern shore. One of us will always be stationed there.  


  All hail House Montclair!  


  — Commander Pyline   


  




Orders From Duke Renchant


   Duke Renchant 


   It is imperative that we move forward and transition the city to Imperial control immediately. I regret to inform you that your hero from the lighthouse, [Player Name], has been asking questions and regrettably, does not seem to share our convictions. Though I would prefer to avoid shedding any blood in the transfer of power, I would urge you to act quickly and decisively should your friend try to intervene. Remember that we do this to save the city.


  

  Gods be with you,  


  Duke Renchant  


  




Orders From Fildgor


   Anonymous  


   Leimaer,


  

  The Stormfist Brigade continues to make me proud! I knew you'd be able to make it to the final contest. You'll be close enough to touch my weakling brother! Just as we planned. Deliver my message to Jorunn. Look into his eyes as you perform the deed.  


  My brother will be protected, but you are stronger than the cowards guarding him. Kill them all and return to me.  


  —Fildgor Orcthane   


  




Orders From General Endare


   Anonymous  


   To: All Jade Dragoons


  

  Regarding: Excavation of the Falinesti Winter Site  


  Our elite company has taken on the task of locating powerful items of magic and arcane relics in the areas of Grahtwood most likely to conceal such devices. The Jade Dragoons can play their part in the Aldmeri Dominion's war by preemptively securing these objects for our queen.  


  Do not think that you, an elite company of dragoons, the heroes of Cormount, are above such efforts. One can turn the tide with shovels as surely as with swords.  


  We will not allow ourselves to be hindered by any obstacles! Naturally, these items of renown will be protected—by living or undead guardians, or traps and locks we'll have to bypass. We'll need our wits to win this war for the Dominion.  


  Do not waver, dragoons! The Falinesti Faithful say we "profane a holy site" with our efforts. They will understand the importance of our efforts when we press them into service. Persevere and you will be rewarded, my Jade soldiers.  


  —Gen. Endare   


  




Orders From Hegris


   Anonymous  


   Zandur,


  

  Bruma is ripe for the taking. When the time comes, it will be ours. The peasants and Dremora will never see us coming. Find a hidden base and wait for my signal.  


  Do not attempt to contact Claudette. I'll have both of you skinned and served for dinner if you ruin my plans.  


  — Hegris   


  




Orders From Regent Elska


   Elska  


   Scaled Court members working in the cave system known as Serpent's Nest: Double your efforts! We need the new infrastructure complete before we can begin the next phase of the operation.


  

  Finish building the scaffolds. Get the food and weapon stores in place. And remove the bear carcasses from the cave! They look disgusting and they are starting to smell terrible.  


  Just remember to avoid the lamias. They have trouble distinguishing friends from foes. And unless you have specific business there, stay away from the spawning pools in the back.  


  -Elska,  


  Regent of Fanged Fury   


  




Orders From The Chief


   Anonymous  


   Assist the Redguards in their attack on Velyn Harbor. Their plans for invasion do not affect us, and we are being well paid.


  

  Once the harbor is secure, send any you can spare to Jathsogur. The tribes are gathering; they've caught wind of a valuable prize, and our warriors should be there to claim a portion of any spoils.  


  As for Velyn Harbor, the more damage you can cause, the better! The Aldmeri Dominion think themselves superior to us. We shall show them their folly in not making us their allies when they had the chance!   


  




Orders From Vicereeve Pelidil


   Anonymous  


   Our deception already bears fruit. Go with haste and strike during the meeting. I have sent these loyal soldiers to aid you, but they have orders to keep out of sight unless something goes wrong. If you can, end it quickly with the spell I taught you. I am trusting you to handle this. It is what your sister died for. Make it worthwhile. Do not disappoint me. — Vicereeve Pelidil 





Orders: Norvulk Ruins


   Anonymous  


   We've heard rumors that Ayleid ruins sit unplundered in the hills near Wind Keep. Follow Gargak the Knight. He will lead you to them. We must claim these ruins and discover the ancient secrets within—for the Dreamers! 





Orders: Steelheart Moorings


   Anonymous  


   Another opportunity to seize territory in the Daggerfall Covenant has presented itself. There's a cave not far off the shore of Alcaire that sees little traffic and features no one to oppose us. If we can take this cave, we will have a staging ground within striking distance of Koeglin Village. Seize the site at once! 





Orders: Suleck Ruins


   Anonymous  


   We've heard rumors that Ayleid ruins sit unplundered in the hills near Wind Keep. Follow Gargak the Knight. He will lead you to them. We must claim these ruins and discover the ancient secrets within—for the Dreamers! 





Orders To Halskar


   Anonymous  


   Halskar,


  

  Use the tunnel in the royal crypt to capture Fort Morvunskar. Remember that our purpose here is not to hold the fort, however. Just to get the soldiers out of the way long enough to accomplish our true goal. Get that through your thick skull, for everything else depends on that.  


  The pretender Jorunn's soldiers will come in force, and when they do we must fade away. Our prize is buried beneath the fort. Taking Morvunskar was always just a means to an end. Hold it for as long as you can and then retreat to the burial vaults beneath. My traitorous brother will never suspect our true goals here, and his soldiers will never find the tunnel in time to stop us.  


  Make sure you keep any important relics you find locked up tight. Never trust anyone where treasure is involved. But our primary goal must be to secure the remains and transport them out of there as quickly as possible.  


  — Fildgor Orcthane   


  




Origin Of The Mages Guild


   The Archmage Salarth 


   The idea of a collection of Mages, Sorcerers, and assorted Mystics pooling their resources and talents for the purpose of research and public charity was a revolutionary concept in the early years of the Second Era. The only organization then closest in aim and structure to what we know today as the Mages Guild was the Psijic Order of the Isle of Artaeum. At the time, magic was something to be learned by individuals, or at most within intimate covens. Mages were, if not actually hermits, usually quite solitary.


  

  The Psijic Order served the rulers of Summurset Isle as counsellors, and chose its members through a complex, ritualized method not understood by outsiders. Its purposes and goals likewise went unpublished, and detractors attributed the worst evils as the source of the Order's power. Actually, the religion of the old Order could be described as ancestor worship, an increasingly unfashionable philosophy in the Second Era.  


  When Vanus Galerion, a Psijic of Artaeum and student of the famed Iachesis, began collecting magic-users from around Summurset Isle, he attracted the animosity of all. He was operating out of the urban center of Firsthold, and there was a common (and not entirely unfounded) attitude that magical experiments should be conducted only in unpopulated areas. Even more shocking, Galerion proposed to make magical items, potions, and even spells available to any member of the general public who could afford to pay. No longer was magic to be limited either to the aristocracy or intelligentsia.  


  Galerion was brought before Iachesis and the King of Firsthold, Rilis XII, and made to state the intentions of the fraternity he was forming. The fact that Galerion's speech to Rilis and Iachesis was not recorded for posterity is doubtless a tragedy, though it does afford opportunity for historians to amuse one another with speculation about the lies and persuasions Galerion might have used to found the ubiquitous organization. The charter, at any rate, was approved.  


  Almost immediately after the Guild was formed, the question of security had to be addressed. The Isle of Artaeum did not require force of arms to shield it from invaders -- when the Psijic Order does not wish someone to land on the Isle, it and all its inhabitants simply become insubstantial. The new Mages Guild, by contrast, had to hire guards. Galerion soon discovered what the Tamrielan nobility has known for thousands of years: Money alone does not buy loyalty. The knightly Order of the Lamp was formed the following year.  


  Like a tree from an acorn, the Mages Guild grew branches all over Summurset Isle and gradually the mainland of Tamriel. There are numerous records of superstitious or sensibly fearful rulers forbidding the Guild in their domains, but their heirs or heirs' heirs eventually recognized the wisdom of allowing the Guild free rein. The Mages Guild has become a powerful force in Tamriel, a dangerous foe if a somewhat disinterested ally. There have been only a few rare incidents of the Mages Guild actually becoming involved in local political struggles. On these occasions, the Guild's participation has been the ultimate decider in the conflict.  


  As begun by Vanus Galerion, the Mages Guild as an institution is presided over by a supreme council of six Archmagisters. Each Guildhall is run by a Guildmagister, assisted by a twofold counsel, the Master of Incunabula and the Master at Arms. The Master of Incunabula presides over an additional counsel of two mages, the Master of Academia and the Master of the Scrye. The Master at Arms also has a counsel of two, the Master of Initiates and the Palatinus, the leader of the local chapter of the Order of the Lamp.  


  One need not be a member of the Mages Guild to know that this carefully contrived hierarchy is often nothing more than a chimera. As Vanus Galerion himself said bitterly, leaving Tamriel to travel to other lands, "The Guild has become nothing more than an intricate morass of political infighting."   


  




Origin Of The Scaled Court


   Valinka Stoneheaver 


   In my capacity as a collector of objects, a delver of dungeons, and an explorer of (soon-to-be) renown, I often take on commissions to obtain specific items or information. The Star-Gazers of Craglorn hired me to find out everything I could pertaining to the recently formed group known as the Scaled Court.


  

  The Scaled Court seemed to appear out of nowhere, popping up all across Craglorn in the wake of the mysterious disappearances of the Celestial Guardians from the night sky. With a little digging and the judicial application of free drinks and similar bribes, I was able to ascertain that prior to arriving in Craglorn, the group had been a loose association of mercenaries on their way to battle in Cyrodiil.  


  Originally led by the Nord warlord, Milvern One-Sword, the mercenaries entered the region with the intent of offering their services to whichever army was willing to pay a hefty price in gold and spoils. But they were rebuked and turned away by the Cyrodiil generals, who refused to leave their fighting to hired thugs. The unemployed mercenaries roamed the Craglorn wilderness for a time as One-Sword struggled to come up with another plan to keep his band together. While camped in the wasteland southeast of Dragonstar, a lone figure wandered into view of the disheartened group.  


  She had the regal bearing of an Imperial and a confidence that allowed for no opposition. "I bring a message from He Who Has No Season," she proclaimed in a loud, commanding voice. "You are aimless wanderers in who the Serpent sees kindred spirits. Join me and the Serpent will reward you a thousandfold!"  


  Of course, Milvern One-Sword took umbrage with this stranger trying to turn his band against him. As he drew his blade and approached her, she smiled calmly and whispered, "Serpent, protect your servant." Suddenly, the ghostly visage of a great snake surrounded the woman. She pointed, and the ghostly snake uncoiled and struck like lightning, piercing Milvern's armor with two sharp, venom-dripping fangs. He was dead before his body hit the ground. "  


  The Celestial Serpent has sent me to gather you," the woman proclaimed, "to give you purpose and glory and power beyond your imagining! I am the Regent of Serpentine Stratagems, and together we are the Scaled Court!"  


  And that, as far as I can determine, is how the Scaled Court came to Craglorn.   


  




Oshgur's Destruction Journal


   Anonymous  


   4th Sun's Height


  

  All the other students are already casting fireballs, and I can't even manage a damn spark! Mother was right, Orcs aren't made for magic. If I wasn't so afraid of the shame, I'd pack up and go home right now. I deserve to work in the mines for the rest of my life. The other apprentices are constantly laughing at me. This was the worst idea I've ever had. Orcs just can't be sorcerers!  


  8th Sun's Height  


  Master Dantaine convinced me to stay. He recommended books for me to read, said that knowledge is inspiration or something like that. I don't see how reading is going to help, but he said to trust him. These books look really hard—they're about things like "theory of emotional-magicka response" and "volitional interference factors." One's a biography of "Guzgikh." Never heard of him, but I guess he was some Orc sorcerer. How about "How to Teach a Dumb Orc Magic"? I'd read that.  


  15th Last Seed  


  Ha! I caught that snooty Breton girl's hair on fire today, and managed a little lightning bolt. Even hit the target! I can't believe it; those books were just what I needed. They seemed really hard, but it was all about clearing out my head and not letting nerves stop me. And Guzgikh? Turns out he started the same way—he didn't cast a spell for years, but before long could destroy a whole village! This is great!   


  




Ostarand's Diary


   Ostarand  


   - - - - - - - -


  

  The hunters hound our every step. They smell it on me, I know it. They know I was there. They can smell the blood of that dark family on my armor. I can hear them in the night. I pray to the Sunburst that we will soon find shelter.  


  - - - - - - - -  


  This ruin seems as good a place as any. If we can find a safe place to hide the crystal, perhaps the constructs will allow us to escape the dead.  


  - - - - - - - -  


  Valasha told me she plans to sacrifice herself for some ludicrous plan, some fantasy that Curano has filled her head with. The crystal is lost, its power gone. I've argued with Curano for hours. Now Valasha won't even speak to me.  


  - - - - - - - -  


  Valasha finally broke the silence. She's adamant that this must happen. I understand her duties as a priestess of Meridia, but I never believed they'd lead her to self-sacrifice. Her beliefs come first. I cannot fault her for that.  


  I just wish our story wasn't going to end this way.  


  




Other Worlds Than These


   Anonymous  


   A golden figure appeared to me in the twilight. It spoke with tongues of fire, but its will was clear. "There are other worlds than these," it said. "The future of other Rivenspires depends on what you do." It directed me to build a keep above the ancient ruins on my uncle's land. To link its towers to the rising hills and its lower halls to the ancient chambers beneath.


  

  As construction begins, I think long and hard about what the golden figure said. What are these other worlds, these other Rivenspires? How does anything I do affect such distant, impossible places. My head was swimming as I tried to make sense of it all. So I stopped and went back to supervising the work on the keep.  


  The golden figure appeared again, directing me to deepen the innermost halls, making them larger and more grand than any that have come before. The Hall of Heros, specifically, was called out to be spectacular.  


  I found a strange runestone when we unearthed another of the ancient chambers beneath the hills. It's some kind of tool, of that I have no doubt. But while its purpose eludes me, I know I was meant to have it. The golden figure wants me to protect it and keep it safe. I just know it.  


  I push my work crews to dig faster, this can't be an isolated ruin. There must be more ancient and powerful stones and relics buried in the land. Why else would the golden figure want me to have it. They complain about the work, the pace I am forcing them to keep. I may need to motivate them to accomplish the will of the glorious golden figure.  


  My work crews are lying to me. They claim they have found nothing but dirt and more dirt. They must be hiding the ruins for themselves to try to win the golden figure's favor. I can't allow this. I've sent the work crew leaders to the newly constructed torture chambers. They will suffer until they tell me where they've hidden my ruins.  


  It's mine! The relic is mine! It fell from the freshly hewned wall of dirt like a glorious gift from the golden figure. It glistens much like the figure. The runestone reacts to it. I feel my magic enhanced just by being in the vicinty of this relic. This, this is exactly why the golden figure wanted me to build this place. It will be my throne and temple! And perhaps, my pathway into other worlds.   


  




Our Budding Alliance


   Mannimarco  


   Your Veiled Majesty,


  

  Civility at last. I am pleased with our new agreement. Your serice to Molag Bal, despite your tawdry oath to Lord Dagon, will ensure you victory in your conflict. Across the face of Tamriel, there can be only one victor in this war.  


  My minions will carry orders to you when the time is right. Do not fail me. Loyal service is rewarded, but betrayal—well. The punishment would be unimaginable.  


  Do as I command, in the name of Molag Bal.  


  (And under your breath you can quietly pray to any Prince you choose.)  


  The King of Worms,  


  Mannimarco   


  




Our Calling, Our Pledge


   Abbot Durak 


   Those new to our order often ask me, "What does it mean to be a Spirit Warden?" This confusion is understandable. Azura offers guidance, but not always in the ways we expect. She has spoken to me but twice in my lifetime, and then only in silken whispers, barely audible in the night.


  

  The Dream Shard is Azura's gift, as is the Dreamless Potion we drink every night. Azura foresees a time when Vaermina, Mistress of Nightmares, will unleash a plague on our province: a plague of madness. Countless innocents will die unless we stop it.  


  The Dreamless Potion protects us from Vaermina's madness only so we may protect others: those afflicted souls driven mad by their dreams, and their victims. When the time of plague comes, we must stand against it. This is our calling from Azura ... and our pledge.   


  




Our Continued Labor


   Anonymous  


   I haven't received orders from our hallowed leaders in some time. But our work is important. Our work must continue. The Dark Lord demands that we maintain the standing stones and nothing has changed. As you are all aware, we failed him in that.


  

  Our clan, dedicated to the Black Worm, must rectify that problem. We must make amends. We don't have the numbers to sack Orsinium in retaliation for stealing our ancient power stones. They used our stones to build their city, raising their buildings before the anchors even began to fall. We will have to start over and build our dolmens anew.  


  * * *  


  I've finally made contact with the other side. The Titan Zanadunoz has promised his personal protection when we find a place of power to rebuild. And we will rebuild. Let this be my legacy. And let the Black Worm Clan carry on this work, if and when I perish.  


  So I have said, so let it be.   


  




Our Curse And Our Glory


   Querbolus Primus 


   When first I was taken by the Change I was terrified, and furious, and most of all terrified of my fury. I hid my transformed self in a woodshed where I tore the bark from the lumber, bewailed my fate, and cursed the rest of the world.


  

  For a season thereafter I sought a means to control my affliction, purchasing ill-smelling nostrums from alchemists, mystic talismans from arcanists, and blessings from priests of gods, demigods, even daemons. To no avail. Despite all my would-be benefactors' assurances, the Change still came upon me when it would—and seemed, indeed, stronger every time.  


  Finally it was too strong: I killed, and killed again. Unworthy to abide among decent people, I fled, putting civilization behind me. I plunged into the forests, forded rivers and climbed mountains, until I was far from any innocents I might injure. There, with naught but brute beasts for companions, I gave in to the urge to hunt, and to slay, and to feed.  


  But I found to my sorrow that, though the beasts had neither minds nor souls, still they had hearts. They felt fear, pain, loss, sadness, and to slaughter them out of hand was no less a sin than to slaughter Man or Mer.  


  Thereafter I lived upon nuts, fruits, buds, roots, and animals freshly dead. And this I could easily do for, when the Change was upon me, my senses were so acute that I could always detect food of all sorts.  


  More than that: with my hunger assuaged, I found that when in beast-form I could see things, hear things, smell things I was never aware of when in my "natural" body. I could sense every living creature in the mountain hollow where I'd made my home, hear every sound they made blend with the songs of the flowing streams and the music of the wind in the trees, until all combined into a glorious and never-ending choral symphony. I would stand in a glade, enraptured, intoxicated, sometimes for days at a time.  


  When I returned to my ordinary mortal form, I would try to write of what I had experienced as a Beast of Mundus, but human words could never capture it. It could only be shared by others who could sense what I sensed, who might learn how to tame the lusts of the Change as I had. And I knew then that I had a sacred mission to share what I had found, to find others who had been stricken by this curse and bring them to my hollow, where I could teach them the truth, that their curse was, in fact, their glory. This change we fear so much at first is not an affliction, but a gift.  


  This sacred mission has been my purpose ever since, a purpose I hope someday to see passed on to future generations. Here, right here, in my little vale of Querbol's Hollow.   


  




Our Dupes, The Sea Elves


   The Veiled Queen 


   My loyal subjects,


  

  Our negotiation with the Sea Elves is complete. They foolishly believe themselves our equals. That the rightful rulers of Tamriel would share power with mere fisher-folk. Fools.  


  It is vital that you continue the pretense in their presence. We have them set on foolish attacks into Auridon. They can't possibly hold the Beacons, but their attacks will result in death, destruction, and disruption. Chaos we can use against the False Queen.  


  Our plans are in motion.  


  The Veiled Queen   


  




Our Ironclad Oath


   Anonymous  


   Remember our vow, brothers and sisters of the Oathbound! Take the heads of the wicked Elves to satisfy the agreement made by our glorious chieftain! 





Outdated Dominion Broadsheet


   Anonymous  


   You've doubtless noted the presence of THALMOR REPRESENTATIVES on your fair island. These ALDMERI DOMINION deputies herald your bright future!


  

  Rejoice, for the majestic GOLD FLEET - pride of the Dominion navy! - shall soon arrive at the FREE PORT OF MISTRAL for protracted revictualing!  


  Innkeepers, empty your beds! Merchants, triple-stock your stalls! NUMEROUS DOMINION SOLDIERS will have gold to spend on their EXTENDED SHORE LEAVE!  


  Prosperity! Security! Unity!  


  




Overdreamer Chartrand's Orders


   Overdreamer Chartrand 


   Fellow Dreamers,


  

  I want to remind you all of the importance of exercising caution and good judgment in maintaining security at our encampments in Gavaudon. Because of sloppy behaviors among our colleagues in Menevia and Alcaire, we now have a sect of Azura's followers actively working against us, aided by a representative of King Emeric, whom we hoped would not learn of our presence for some time yet.  


  Due to this situation, our timeline must be accelerated. We must work quickly and efficiently, but also intelligently. Perform the tasks you have been assigned and take precautions to ensure these newly emerged enemies do not get the opportunity to intervene.  


  On the positive side, we have succeeded in destroying Azura's shrine at the Weeping Giant, and I have now come here to Aphren's Hold where we will find more relics to aid in our cause. Follow my example. We conducted careful research and reconnaissance before coming here to ensure that our encampment will be secure and our objectives will be achieved. You should do the same.  


  Now, more than ever, our Mistress looks to us to stay strong, be ever-vigilant, and to assert her will. I hope you prove to be up to the challenge and I hope to see you all soon in Wayrest.  


  Supernally Yours,  


  Overdreamer Chartrand   


  




Pact Recruitment


   Grand Warlord Zimmeron 


   General Braning,


  

  Where are the troops I need? Recruitment has fallen off badly in the last month. Covenant and Dominion soldiers are pouring onto the battlefields and we need warriors to counter them.  


  Step up your recruitment efforts or I'll find someone who can. Your precedessor made the mistake of failing me; I sent him to the front lines and I can do the same to you.  


  - Grand Warlord Zimmeron   


  




Page (1)


   Anonymous  


   ...She just knew the farmboy was watching her. She tossed her hair and walked in that way that drove the boys crazy... 





Page (2)


   Anonymous  


   ...He looked at her with deep blue eyes. Eyes you could drown in. She was completely sucked in. She had to meet him... 





Page (3)


   Anonymous  


   ...Their passion knew no bounds. Like a runaway horse it bounded through hills and fields screaming their love at the top of it's lungs... 





Pages From Thiirril's Diary


   Thiirril  


   ... says Pell's Gate is in danger, that we should all flee. Some have taken her advice. Eneriell and I have decided to stay. Imperial troops still pass through town on patrols. They keep bandits away.


  

  *****  


  ... took her own advice and left. I don't know what we'll do now, with Brittia gone. Troops pass through only once every few days; bandits are getting bolder. Some seem to be camping in the Homestead ruins to the north. Dehanar swears he saw ....  


  *****  


  ... hasn't been seen for days. Bandits raided town last night. All our livestock is gone. Haven't seen troops for a week. Eneriell says we have to leave, tonight. We're going to follow Brittia to Vlasta ....   


  




Palith Note


   Anonymous  


   — Palith is in the ruins along the coast. South side.


  

  — Ruins accessible through the old mine.  


  — Something about allies. Didn't make any sense. Scales?   


  




Partially Legible Letter


   Anonymous  


   It's over between us. I never want to see your shadow cross mine. If I could ....


  

  ... your title—I don't care! And you can tell that pretty mistress of yours that I'm in the Fighters Guild, so she better watch her back!   


  




Party Theme


   Nerazakan  


   To all my beloved minions and peons:


  

  The current theme for our never-ending party is Dance of Death. Make sure the minstrels continue to sing and dance without pause. I especially enjoy Idria's voice— it is so sweet and melodic! And her dancing is most hypnotic! I want her music to fill these halls. And the way her body moves ... it's poetry in motion! Do not let her stop on pain of death. Yours!  


  Know that I am holding her prized musical instrument in my upstairs chamber. This will guarantee her compliance. Besides, I might reward her with the honor of playing a private performance for me later in the event.  


  Now, have fun and make those Soul Shriven suffer!  


  — Nerazakan   


  




Path Of The Faithful


   Anonymous  


   The Furious One, the Keeper of the Bloody Curse, the Defender of the Betrayed. These are just a few of the great Malacath's many titles, known to his faithful, known to the children of the Sworn Oath.


  

  Listen, initiate! Hear, o faithful one! The path you must walk is never easy, but if traversed in the correct and devout manner, it will lead you into the Author of the Code's embrace.  


  The shrine in Fharun Keep hides the path to the sanctuary. Only a gift of life's most precious liquid, freely given by the holy curators, will reveal the way.  


  In the prayer rooms, those who refuse to follow Malacath's light will forever walk in darkness and never find the Hall of Faith.  


  In the Hall of Faith, trust that Malacath will catch you, no matter how far you must fall.  


  Finally, in the Sanctuary of Sacred Words, only a sacrifice will call forth the teachings of the Furious One.   


  




Path Of The Pilgrim


   Bikkus-Ze Oblate 


   While many of the purportedly civilized nations refer to our homeland as Black Marsh, the pilgrims and priests of Hissmir know better. The lands of Argonia are far from a garbage heap. The soil is rich and full of life. Plant and animal life flourishes. The Hist speaks to those who listen.


  

  Our Argonian brothers and sisters who venture outside miss a piece of themselves if they are unable to commune with the Hist. It is for this reason pilgrims from across the land travel to Hissmir and offer up themselves to the trials and communing.   


  




Pay Up, Enak


   Rakhad  


   Enak-do,


  

  This is the fifth time I've been by your house. I saw the other notes stuffed in that crate. You need to pay up and you need to pay up now. You and your nephew are in some serious trouble.  


  If it were up to me, I'd let you slide some. We've been friendly for years, you know? But my investors in Pa'alat, my suppliers in Dune, they require a firm hand. They have to know their investment is being looked after.  


  Pay up by the end of the week, or your family will be grieving another tragic loss.  


  — Rakhad   


  




Pending Orders


   Anonymous  


   — The Cold Moon Inn, Windhelm, 20 casks (special blend).


  

  — Palace of Ysgramor, Windhelm, 80 casks (for king's celebration).  


  — Keeper's House, Kynesgrove, 2 casks (extra sweet).  


  — Fishing Camp, Lower Yorgrim, 10 casks (spiced mead).  


  — Thuvald's Logging Camp, 5 casks (mixed).   


  




People I Hate


   Anonymous  


   Everyone on this list is gonna get exactly what they deserve as soon as I find them alone.


  

  Jararr  


  Goes around telling people I dilute my potions with sewer runoff. So what if I do?  


  Rellicus Sibassius  


  Saw him holding his nose and laughing with his idiot friends when I walked by. Still getting friends' names.  


  An-Medul  


  Inconsiderate mud-hugger! Ate the last bit of skeever stew before I got my bowl.  


  Beording Bearfriend  


  Gave me that LOOK across the bar at the Fussy Guarherd. He'll know which one I'm talking about. Thinks he's better than me. We'll see!   


  




Perfumed Letter


   Borali  


   Dearest Atunn,


  

  You've only been away for a few days, but I already miss you terribly! I hate the thought of you alone in some strange forest without someone to prepare your favorite meals or keep you company after a hard day's work. I wish you could find a job here in Windhelm so we didn't have to be apart so often.  


  Things here are starting to get really busy as the competitors arrive for the celebratory games. King Jorunn seems very excited. As the anniversary celebration draws closer, we're even seeing an influx of Dark Elves and Argonians. I can't believe you're out in the woods, missing all this!  


  So tell me, dearest one, is the haunted wood as scary as the Sisters Glumm make them out to be? Have you met a forest spirit or seen a spriggan? You always hated those stories. You can be a big baby sometimes. Well, I need to rush off. Henrik War-Wolf promised to get me close to the wrestling competition!  


  Love you!  


  —Borali   


  




Persistence Of Daedric Veneration


   Lady Cinnabar of Taneth    


   If you believed what that old goat Phrastus of Elinhir writes in what he's pleased to call his "Histories," you'd think that modern society's bias against reverence for the Daedric Princes was rooted in some kind of instinctive revulsion against the Lords of Oblivion, an abhorrence based on events of unspeakable cruelty that took place thousands of years ago.


  

  This is absurd on the face of it. Ask the peasant in his field, the cobbler in his shop, or the solicitor in his office if he fears the Daedra Lords because of the ancient practices of the Wild Elves, and all you'll get will be a blank look. The peasant, cobbler, and solicitor only fear Daedra and Daedra-worship because they've been told to by established religion and academia, and because their neighbors believe the same thing.  


  So, Phrastus, Daedra worship survives in Tamriel only at the level of forbidden cults? On the contrary, it's easy to show that veneration for Daedra is widespread and widely accepted among the folk of Tamriel, despite the desires and opinions of priests and professors. Ask the hunter why he mutters a prayer to Hircine as he draws his bow. Ask the gardener why she asks Mephala to spare her vines from slugs and worms. Ask the guardsman why he invokes the valor of Boethiah as he draws his sword. And one doesn't have to look hard to find worshipers of Sanguine during Carnaval, or Hermaeus Mora among scholars at any time.  


  What of the Ashlanders of Morrowind, who still venerate the so-called Good Daedra? What of the Spirit Wardens of Menevia, who follow Azura? What of the Jovial Lambasters of Rimmen, who celebrate Clavicus Vile?  


  What, indeed, of the Khajiit of the southern realms? Rather than abjure the Oblivion Lords, the Cat-folk of Elsweyr venerate them openly, scarcely drawing a distinction between Aedra and Daedra. The Khajiit recognize the benevolent aspects of the Princes, offering them respect at a minimum, and often admiration. Azurah is a popular object of worship for Khajiiti magicians, Sheggorath appeals to the feline taste for wild mischief, and the souls of the dead are placed in the charge of Namiira.  


  Yet Phrastus would have you believe every mortal in Tamriel cringes in horror at the mention of Daedra, and mocks my own work when I show him up for the charlatan he is. Or can we explain his petty hostility in another way? Wasn't it Phrastus himself who approached me at the Dragonstar Conclave of Antiquarian Scholars, Phrastus who pointed out it was the 16th of Sun's Dawn, Phrastus who suggested we meet later that evening to "appropriately celebrate Sanguine's summoning day"? I believe he took it rather personally when I refused his smarmy advances, for it was shortly thereafter that his unwarranted criticism of my work began to appear in the journals. Hmm. Yes, perhaps therein lies the explanation.   


  




Pest Mudcrab


   Anonymous  


   Someone clean up that mudcrab! It's starting to stink up the place. Check with the Shaman first though, he may have use of it; however, last time he saw a mudcrab he freaked out and squeeled like a little girl.


  

  Why does the captain keep him around? Such a suspicous man.   


  




Petition For Mining Rights


   Edwin Asquith 


   One Edwin Asquith hereby requests, on behalf of his organization, composed primarily of mercenaries under allegiance to the Daggerfall Covenant, to secure mining rights to the recently-discovered silver lode in the Wrothgarian Mountains.


  

  It is proposed that the silver will be extracted in service to the Covenant and to fund ongoing operations in Cyrodiil, with a twentieth portion of everything extracted to go to King Kurog himself.  


  [At the end of the request, a different hand has made several notes.]  


  3 Last Seed: Recommendation: Reject. Why take a twentieth of the silver when entire lode could fund re-building?  


  15 Last Seed: I thought this was rejected? Reports indicate the mine is currently occupied. It's recommended that soldiers be sent to secure the mine at once.   


  




Phillip's Note To Yasmine


   Phillip  


   Dearest Yasmine,


  

  I can't tell you how hard it is for me to write this. I can't go on living this lie. What I mean to say is, I know about you and Ademar. I saw you, three months ago, kiss and exchange a look that meant much more than a kiss. That was the moment suspicion and faith gave way to truth and betrayal.  


  I won't ask you how you could do it. But I won't remain in a marriage that's not worthy of the name.  


  Still, I've not given up on you or on us. I still hope that we may be reconciled.  


  If that hope is not in vain, I pray you'll respond to this letter by meeting me at the entrance to the Buried Sands at the very hour when we first met, all those many years ago.  


  I think you remember. It had rained most of the day, and then the clouds broke and the sun came out, lighting up your golden hair. I took it as a sign and finally worked up the courage to speak to you.  


  And now we find ourselves in this untenable situation.  


  I hope my faith in you is not misplaced,  


  Phillip   


  




Picnic At Pelin ( A Horror Story)


   DeWitte Bourbois 


   "Come on, Falinne," I said. "It'll be fun."


  

  "I don't know, Jacques," Falinne replied, her gamine's face betraying embarrassment, unusual for her. "I just don't think—it doesn't sound like a good idea to me."  


  "What, going for a picnic? It's Sovereignty Day, celebrating High Rock's independence from the First Empire. Everybody goes for a picnic on Sovereignty Day!"  


  "Yes, but not to Pelin Graveyard. And the weather isn't looking very good for a picnic—it's so gloomy." She shivered.  


  "Not to worry," I said, leading the way past through the wrought-iron fences and into the great cemetery. "We'll have a roof over our heads. We're going to eat inside this old mausoleum here."  


  "Wh-what?" Falinne said. "But this is the crypt of ...."  


  "Of your namesake, Baroness Falinne Guimard, who commanded the troops of Bangkorai on Sovereignty Day? The very same." I smiled, bowed, and waved her in to the dark mausoleum.  


  Falinne looked inside and gulped, then said, "All right, Jacques. You can't scare me." And, hunching her head a bit into her shoulders, she ducked into the Baroness' last resting place.  


  I followed, unfolding the picnic blanket with a flourish. "Here we are! No need to sit directly on the clammy, strangely-stained flagstones of the dark and dismal charnel vault. Comfort and elegance are my watchwords!"  


  "Very funny, Jacques." She smiled gamely and folded her legs beneath her as I put the picnic basket in the center of the blanket. "So what did you bring?"  


  "Chef Artoine's deluxe picnic collation from the Anchor's Point inn! A brace of rock pigeons, grilled and deboned, with combwort chutney, ballom pudding, and a jug of syllabub. Unless for pigeon...."  


  "...Less ... egion..." a voice whispered from the back of the vault.  


  "Er... an echo, by Mara! Did—did you hear that, Falinne?"  


  "...Falinne ... Aless ... Legion ...!" came the whisper, louder this time.  


  "I certainly heard that!" Falinne said, leaping up. "Jacques, what kind of trick are you playing here?"  


  "Alessian Legion! Where?" said the voice, quite distinctly. And before our widening eyes, a blue phantasm came drifting up from a steep and narrow stairwell.  


  With a shriek, Falinne backed flat against the far wall and froze, seemingly paralyzed. I felt cold stones at my own back and realized I'd done the same.  


  The translucent blue phantasm, clad in armor of antique design, drifted between us, halted at the entrance, and turned. "This is the day, isn't it?" she demanded in hollow tones. "The day of the attack!"  


  "Y-yes, Countess," I said, surprised at my ability to speak. "Right d-day, but wrong century."  


  "What?" She flew at me, spectral hands raised like claws. Somehow, I shrank even further into the wall. "What? Not ... again."  


  "That's right!" Falinne piped up. "Wrong century, wrong year! Go back to sleep, Grandmother."  


  "Wrong ... year," the spectre said slowly. "Back ... to sleep."  


  And to our immense relief, the Countess' ghost began drifting back down the stairs, fading as it went.  


  "Gales of Kynareth!" Falinne said, sinking to the floor. "I need a drink. You?"  


  "Oh, yes. At least one," I said, as she poured the syllabub. "What's taking so long?"  


  "My hands are shaking. Here."  


  I drained the milk-and-cider to the dregs and passed the mug back for more. Then I took a deep breath and began, "Falinne, I'm really, really sorry. I never thought...."  


  "Don't worry about it," she said. "Here, have some more. Think what a great story it'll make back at the Anchor's Point."  


  "You're not angry? Really?"  


  "No, Jacques. Not angry."  


  "Well then, let me carve the ... huh, that's funny." As I reached for the plate of pigeons, I felt a wave of cold pass over my body, and my hand fell short. "By Arkay, what ...?" I tried to stand, got as far as my knees and then fell over onto the blanket. "Falinne, something's ... something's wrong."  


  "It's nothing, dearest," she said, smiling sweetly. "I just drugged your syllabub with a paralyzing potion."  


  "D-drugged?" I mumbled. "Why?"  


  "Because there's this really exclusive club I want to join. Namira's Forgotten? But to be admitted, you have to consume human flesh. It's quite thrilling, Jacques!" She drew a slender, razor-sharp blade from her bodice.  


  "Now, let's see—where shall I begin?"  


  




Picnic Note


   M  


   Dearest,


  

  Meet me in our usual spot. I have a bottle of your favorite wine and a very special question to ask you.  


  Yours truly,  


  M   


  




Pillagers Of The Hist


   Anonymous  


   My Dearest Deyapa,


  

  It is with great sadness I report the deaths of so many of our brethren throughout Shadowfen. They fall like dead leaves in a burning forest as the invaders sear root and branch in their sacrilege.  


  I do not know what the Dominion intends to do with the Hist sap it collects from our sacred trees, but I must warn you: your secluded hamlet may be next. The blood-trail of tapped Hist trees winds through Shadowfen and shows no sign of stopping. Red ants on a blood trail, they are. Make certain they do not consume you.   


  




Pirates Of The Abecean


   Anonymous  


   The storm threw an unexpected twist in Captain Saraja's plan. She eyed the pirate sloop's torn sails and broken mast. Not only had their most recent haul washed overboard, but now they'd be becalmed until they could afford repairs.


  

  "We're as good as grounded," First Mate Huruz said grimly.  


  "If we see another ship, I'm sure we can talk them out of it," the captain replied with a throaty chuckle. "We're disabled, but still afloat. You're always thinking about disasters."  


  "Better safe than ... is that another ship?"  


  Saraja turned and grinned. "Our future ship, you mean."  


  Huruz eyed the distance and said thoughtfully, "It's not that far. Let's lower the dinghy."  


  Within moments, the Khajiiti crew prepared themselves to row to the other vessel. It was anchored near a sandbar and appeared undamaged. As they approached, Saraja scanned the line between the ship and sky, looking for movement. All quiet. Ripe for the plunder.  


  Huruz climbed up, slowly digging into the ship's dark hull. He had to overpower any guard on this side, enabling the rest of the crew to secure lines and board. Landing softly on the deck, Huruz glanced quickly fore and aft. No guards. He leaned over the rail and signaled the crew.  


  One by one, the pirates boarded, padding along the deck silently with weapons drawn until they were all aboard the silent ship.  


  "Too big a ship to be on a pleasure cruise," Huruz murmured to the captain. "And too quiet to be well-armed."  


  Saraja nodded, gesturing toward the cabin's door. "They're hiding in there," she whispered. "Time for them to get off my ship."  


  With a loud battle cry, Huruz kicked open the cabin door. The pirates, claws unsheathed and weapons high, pushed in after him before coming to a stop not ten paces into the quiet, dark space.  


  "What's amiss?"  


  "Quick! Get me a light!"  


  One of the pirates slammed tinder and flint together. He raised the torch slowly, its warm glow reflecting across dozens of mirrors strewn throughout the cabin.  


  "By Jone and Jode, Kothringi!"  


  "Dead Kothringi!"  


  Saraja ordered everyone back to their crippled ship, though it was already too late. No one who'd seen the Crimson Ship ever lived to tell the tale, and her crew had done more than see it.   


  




Pircalmos' Shopping List


   Anonymous  


   On the next trip to Summerset, obtain:


  

  — 10 Quills  


  — Paper, of quality, ten books' worth  


  — Paper, disposable, thirty books' worth  


  — Small GLASS vials, not metal this time  


  — Burn ointment  


  — Silk in strips (for Alanya)  


  — Wood varnish, to repair the damage from the metal vials  


  — Metal fasteners (???—for Alanya)  


  — Wood splints (why does Alanya need these?)   


  




Placeholder Wine-Label


   Anonymous  


   1001 Wine Labels


  

  for the Connoisseur  


  (Actual wine-label collecting  


  to be implemented soon!)   


  




Plea For Open Eyes


   Unveiled Azadiyeh 


   By The Unveiled Azadiyeh


  

  Tall Papa, whose fingers brush the scattered stars, whose shadow stretches beyond horizons seen and unseen, whose authority commands the spirits of the last world and the next, have mercy on your children. It pains my soul to see my brothers and sisters clutched in the coils of the snake. They flee your blessed teachings, spitting on the face of the shame they should feel and driving their rusted blades into the heart of our traditions. They have been fooled and tempted by the fat life of emperors, and here I lay bare the transgressions upon the Old Ways. O Ruptga, I pray they should realize the hideous visage of these sins and repent, eyes open and seeing.  


  We know the truth, for it has been told. "Honor your ancestors. He who permits their words and deeds to languish breaks his own blade and casts it to the burning wind." Yet in Sentinel, musical words in Yoku do not echo through palace halls. The tales are of foreign heroes, spoken in harsh tongues. The words of our fathers' fathers cry out for sweet water, but the legends they once carried crumble to dust. If we do not tend to them, we know that a new Ending Time, worse again than those before, draws near.  


  We know the truth, for it has been told. "No pity or mercy shall be afforded the wretch who stands against the Warrior Wave." Yet our brothers and sisters meekly accept the Pariah Folk as equals and allies, polluting our honor with their mud-covered feet and staining our annals for all time. If it hurts one loyal songbird such as I to see this arrangement permitted, then how it must bring stinging tears to Tava's eyes and inflame Diagna's very sword-arm with the Crimson Rash of Betrayal!  


  We know the truth, for it has been told. "Give your obedience to none save the gods of Yokuda. The Far Shores recede from he who leans upon thin-blooded shoulders, scornful of his feeble grasp." Yet a mild king of green lands commands our children. He sends them to die in his quest to claim White-Gold. He will step upon their strong backs to ascend. His gods' fingers reach into our heart, and Morwha shakes her head.  


  Read this, O brothers and sisters. You have turned your left side to duty and closed your eyes to the searing sun. Your honor blackens as the memory of Yokuda-now-sunken fades. All is not yet lost. Take up the sword strengthened by our ancestors' ways, forged in the fires of righteousness and keen with true honor. Renounce these misguided New Movements and return to your family, who will accept you despite your misdeeds. Return while you still may.   


  




Plea To Maximinus


   Foreman Albanus 


   Honored Maximinus,


  

  Again I beg you to send guards. Danger surrounds us in these wilds. The workers are frightened of their own shadows out here. They claim the ground is cursed, that the trees move about under cover of darkness and bleed when cut. Whenever a worker runs away at night, the others wake up in the morning convinced that he's been killed, by monsters or the trees.  


  Send us guards from the City. A few soldiers will reassure the loggers and greatly increase our productivity. I cannot fulfill my quotas with terrified workers who jump at every sound.  


  Foreman Albanus   


  




Poetic Verse Contest!


   Anonymous  


   —The Residents of Skald's Retreat—


  

  Challenge All and Sundry to a Poetic Verse Contest  


  Grand Prize: 200 Gold  


  First Prize: 100 Gold  


  Second Prize: 50 Gold  


  Entry Fee: 10 Gold  


  Spectator Fee: 1 Gold   


  




Portal Memorandum


   Overseer Sadrys 


   To all Engineers:


  

  I have received reports—disturbing reports—about the lack of defenses surrounding our portals. As you well know, allowing entry to Coldharbour could impede our Lord Molag Bal's plans. Should any of these disgusting provincials gain entry to all three, they might disrupt our pinions—thus loosening our hold on the city. This cannot be allowed. I hereby order you to construct suitable defenses at all portal locations. Failure to do so will result in severe punishment.  


  -Overseer Sadrys   


  




Posting Of The Hunt


   Anonymous  


   The writing in the book appears to be a hasty transcription, perhaps from dictation, or copied from a longer work.


  

  Let no man say before a witness that the Hunt has not been called, nor the Rites declared, or the Ancient Offices observed.  


  The Ritual of the Innocent Quarry, also called the Wild Hunt, is an ancient rite drawing magical energy from the powerful magicka stream that engulfs this realm. The creators and times of the rituals are long forgotten. But followed properly, the rite brings great power and prestige to the Huntsman.  


  The ritual pits the all-powerful Huntsmen and their Greater and Lesser Dogs against the pitiful and doomed Innocent Quarry, called by tradition the Hare, after the mortal creature of human hunts. At once, the Huntsman is transported by the exquisite thrill and glory of his might and dominion over his helpless prey, and at the same time touched by the tragic, noble, and ultimately futile plight of the Innocent Quarry. In the highest aesthetic realization of the ritual, the ecstatic rapture of the kill is balanced by the Huntsman's identification with the sadness and despair of the Innocent Quarry. As in pieces the body of the innocent Hare is torn, the Huntsman reflects on the tragic imbalances of power and the cruel injustices of the world.  


  As the Hunt begins, the Lesser Dogs assemble before the green crystal reflections of the Chapel of the Innocent Quarry. Inside the Chapel, the Huntsmen, the Greater Dogs, and the Master of the Hunt perform the rites that initiate and sanctify the Huntsmen, the Hunt, and the Innocent Quarry. Then the Huntsman emerges from the Chapel, displays the Spear of Bitter Mercy, and recites the Offices of the Hunt. The Offices describe explains the laws and conditions of the four stages of the Hunt: the Drag, the Chase, the Call, and the View to the Kill.  


  Stage One -- The Drag, in which the Lesser Dogs drag the ground to flush out the Hare.  


  Stage Two -- The Chase, in which the Greater Hounds drive the Hare before them.  


  Stage Three -- The Call, in which the Greater Hounds trap the Hare and summon the Huntsmen for the kill.  


  Stage Four -- The View, in which the Huntsman makes the kill with the ritual Spear of Bitter Mercy, and calls upon the Master of the Hunt to view the kill by ringing the town bell. The Master of the Hunt then bestows the Bounty upon the Huntsman Bold who has wielded the Spear of Bitter Mercy in the kill. The Master of the Hunt also calls upon the Huntsman Bold to name the next Hare for the next Hunt (though the Huntsman Bold himself may not participate in the next Hunt).  


  The Offices of the Hunt, which the Huntsmen, Master, and Hounds are solemnly sworn to honor, detail the practices and conditions of the Hunt. These practices and conditions, also known as the Law, strictly define all details of the Hunt, such as how many Hounds of each sort may participate, how the Spear of Bitter Mercy may be wielded, and so forth. In addition, the Law states that the Hare must have a genuine chance to escape the Hunt, no matter how slim. In practice, this condition has been defined as the availability of six keys, which, if gathered together in the Temple of Daedric Rites, permit the Hare to teleport away from the Hunt, and so elude the Huntsman and his Spear. It is inconceivable, of course, that the Hare might actually discover the keys and escape, but the forms must be observed, and tampering with the keys or cheating the Hare of a genuine chance of finding or using the keys is a shameful and unforgivable betrayal of the Law of the Hunt.  


  The Ritual of the Hunt grants the Huntsmen protection from all forms of attack, including mortal and immortal weapons, and sorceries of all schools. Huntsmen are cautioned, however, that the ritual does not protect the Huntsman from the potent energies of his own Spear, and cautions against reckless wielding of the Spear in close melee, darkness, or other dangerous circumstances, for a single touch of the Spear of Bitter Mercy means instant and certain death for innocent Hare or fellow Huntsman alike.  


  The right to name a Wild Hunt is a grand and grave right indeed, as all but the High Daedra Lords are vulnerable to the potent sorceries of the Spear of Bitter Mercy. The Spear itself is therefore a terrible weapon, and it is forbidden to remove it from the Grounds of the Ritual Hunt.   


  




Powering The Dark Anchors


   Anonymous  


   Our great Prince Molag Bal has found a way to conquer the wretched realm of Nirn. Using Dark Anchors crafted in the Black Forge to weaken the barrier between worlds, the metaphysical chains will allow us to merge Nirn and Coldharbour into a singular domain ruled by the Lord of Schemes himself.


  

  It takes considerable power to form the connection across the chaos of Oblivion. Unfortunately, this energy isn't as easy to acquire as the raw materials used to create the planar hooks and chains. Powerful mortals, especially powerful magic-users, provide the cleanest, most effective source of energy. On the other end of the spectrum, the Soul Shriven are practically worthless for this purpose, as the amount of energy we can draw from them is barely enough to start the melding process let alone carry it to fruition. Unless an unlimited source of powerful mortal mages suddenly makes itself available to us, we will have to explore other alternatives.  


  ***  


  Our various experiments have finally paid off. We have discovered (through much trial and error) that atronachs can be used to supply enough energy to power the Dark Anchors and may even be capable of powering the ultimate Dark Anchor—the Great Shackle. Flame and frost atronachs work well, but the most power by far is provided by the violatile storm atronachs. These creatures of wind and lightning will need to be acquired in great numbers to provide the energy we need to launch the Dark Anchors and the Great Shackle into Nirn.  


  This appears to be our best solution—at least until we can acquire a steady source of powerful mortal mages to draw from. We will continue to work on that avenue, as well. For the glory of Molag Bal!   


  




Practical Necromancy


   Anonymous  


   ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~


  

  Previously we've discussed the reanimation of crude matter for labor (Chapter XVI). It is time to delve into deeper, more rewarding subjects.  


  Aside from the traditional ritual components (Chapter III), you will need:  


  * The HIDE of a slaughtered animal, cleaned and dried in the approved manner.  


  * A measure of dried NIGHTSHADE, crushed with a pestle of pure ebony.  


  * An ANIMUS GEODE containing the tortured spirit of a man or mer.  


  Prepare a circular ritual space no less than three paces across. Isolate the space with a circle of one part chalk, one part salt, and one part ash. In the center of the space, prepare your ritual tools. Jam a pike or spear into the earth, point up. Write the name of the spirit you wish to summon on the piece of animal hide.  


  Be sure you have no injuries that might spill blood in the circle. Trapping one's own soul in a summoning circle is rarely fatal (see Chapter XXV for exceptions), but is sure to provoke the mockery of your peers.  


  After desecrating the circle (refer to Chapter X), light the candles in the following order: EAST, WEST, NORTH, SOUTH. Burn a pinch of nightshade in the RITUAL BOWL. Impale the animal hide onto the PIKE. Finally, take up the ANIMUS GEODE and release its power while holding in your mind an image of the deceased.  


  Once summoned, the spirit is tethered to the animus geode; the geode will act as a beacon, allowing you to call the bound shade to your side whenever you wish.   


  




Prayer Of The Resolute


   Anonymous  


   Blessed be the name of Stendarr, the God of Mercy.


  

  He strengthens and unifies his Resolutes through his wisdom and blessings.  


  He calls us by day to train with sword and shield to strengthen our might; and by night to pray in his name to strengthen our souls.  


  He takes pity upon us, his humble servants, and grants unto us mercy.  


  His holy light of truth will cast out the forces of darkness and rain justice upon Daedric abominations.  


  Glory shall be his, forever.   


  




Prayer To Hircine


   Anonymous  


   I lift my weapons to you!


  

  Bless them, and guide them true—  


  A bow!  


  A sword!  


  A dagger!  


  A claw!  


  Let the sport begin!  


  Let the blood spill!  


  Hunter and hunted,  


  In a chase to the death!   


  




Prayer To My Prince


   Anonymous  


   These gifts are meager,


  

  But I beseech you!  


  Guide my actions,  


  Hear my thoughts  


  Across the ages, and  


  Through the realms  


  I approach the altar,  


  My heart full of  


  Devotion and love  


  For my Prince!   


  




Precepts Of Stendarr


   Ptolus the Bright  


   All are welcome within Stendarr's gracious embrace. His temple doors are never closed, for all in Tamriel deserve comfort and shelter. He welcomes the afflicted, the hopeless, the forgotten, and yes, even the heretical. Through his priests, he offers them counsel and assistance.


  

  His hallowed radiance heals those who open their hearts and seek his benevolence. His mercy is boundless, and by the clarion call of his horn, he can mend any wound, stay any disease, and soothe any broken soul.  


  Stendarr's faithful are blessed by great revelations in the healing arts. If you seek his wisdom, wield the gift of restoration magic in his name. Follow his precepts, and make yourself vulnerable to his will.  


  • Never refuse aid you are capable of providing.  


  • Go among the infirm and the wounded wherever you find them.  


  • Offer prayer to Stendarr every day.  


  • Do not hoard wealth or indulge physically.  


  Above all, never forget Stendarr's command: Be kind and generous to the people of Tamriel. Protect the weak, heal the sick, and give to the needy.   


  




Prince Aiden's Report


   Aiden Direnni 


   Battlereeve Laelwe,


  

  I have just received grievous tidings from an outrider belonging to one of our foraging patrols. While making a routine pass near the border of Glenumbra, the patrol discovered a rogue group of Daedra worshipers who have apparently taken up secret residence in the area. Not surprisingly, this cult is populated from the lesser races. However, they have revealed themselves as a serious threat to our authority by consorting with Daedric creatures of surpassing power. The cultists were able to summon foul Daedra and ambush the unsuspecting patrol, heedlessly slaughtering all but one of our people.  


  Swift and decisive action must be taken against such a dangerous element within our lands. You are to immediately take the full strength of your fighting force into Kingsguard, and travel northwest through the mountains bordering that region. From there you must locate the den of these despicable traitors, root them out, and destroy them to the very last.  


  I send this message in the hands of the outrider who escaped the murderous Daedric attack, that he may guide you and your forces to the exact location where these murderous fiends were first encountered.  


  Auri-El guide you,  


  Prince Aiden Direnni   


  




Princess Urenenya's Letter


   Princess Urenenya 


   Translated by Pelorrah, Assistant Sapiarch of Altmeri Heritage, Cloudrest Annex


  

  "My Beloved Klathzgar,  


  "Of my affections, be confident they are in no degree diminished. My father's demands for my bethrothal I have refused and thereby suffered greatly, kept apart as I was from my truest love. But alas, the illness of which I had written before grows ever worse, and I feel my life ebbing away. I have determined that I shall visit you for our farewells to be spoken, but in honor I must return to Silaseli thereafter. Sweet intentions though you have, I beseech you to abandon your designs to perpetuate my existence through mechanical embodiment. It is you I love, my ardent engineer, not your automata.  


  "Urenenya"   


  




Principles Of Conjuration


   Corvus Direnni 


   —Introduction—


  

  Conjuration is the arcane art of summoning creatures and items from other planes for the usage and benefit of the conjurer. Its study has long languished due to its inherent perils, for summoned entities, particularly the more intelligent Daedra, resent being brought to Nirn to do another's bidding, and often seek to do the conjurer a mischief.  


  The notable success I have had in formulating safe and reliable conjuration spells comes from my system of defining such magics as always having two essential and interlocking components: a summoning incantation and a binding rune. It is the latter part, of course, that protects the conjurer from the entity or item summoned by enthralling it to the summoner.  


  Heretofore conjuration has been quite a dangerous pursuit due to the fact that a conjuring wizard had to cast summoning and binding as two separate spells, and if the binding was miscast or cast too slowly, the conjurer might pay for the error with his life. My innovation has been to interweave the magics of summoning and binding so that they become one spell that manifests both effects simultaneously, thus ensuring that what is summoned is also necessarily bound.  


  The apprentice is urged to apply himself diligently to study of the spells in the accompanying grimoire: though my methods have rendered conjuration less perilous, it is by no means an art to be attempted lightly and carelessly. The apprentice who does so will only briefly be a burden to his or her master.   


  




Prisoner: Clarisse Laurent


   Anonymous  


   Prisoner: Lady Clarisse Laurent, Breton, Female.


  

  Notes: Noble, explorer. Held in room with Cross of Meridia banner and blue crystals. May be resistant to illusory spells. Observe closely.   


  




Prisoner: Raynor Vanos


   Anonymous  


   Prisoner: Raynor Vanos, Dunmer, Male.


  

  Notes: Dwemer artifice expert. Held in room with yellow crystals and Eye of Hermaeus Mora banner. Appears heavily susceptible to illusions, but may possess Dwemer-inspired devices. Search carefully.   


  




Prisoner: Telenger


   Anonymous  


   Prisoner: Telenger, Altmer, Male.


  

  Notes: Capable mage. Held in cell with Star of Azura banner and blue crystals.   


  




Prisoner's Journal


   Anonymous  


   They made no demands, gave no hints of their goals. I tried to get a look at their leader. He's a tall man, well-muscled, and carries an axe. He keeps his face covered. 





Private Dispatch (Secret!)


   Anonymous  


   When you're able to slip away unnoticed, find the others in the ruins by the river. I ordered the soldiers to avoid the area, so you should have no trouble. Destroy this note after you read it, Durel Gilveni, or I will burn you to cinders. 





Problem Solver For Hire!


   Rayan Diel 


   Got a problem that needs solving? The name's Rayan Diel. I'm a clean-up man. If you got bodies, bloodstains, or incriminating evidence you need to dispose of, I'm your guy.


  

  Need to get out of town quick? Need an untraceable curse? Fast-acting poison? Talk to me. No matter what you need, I've got a Diel for you.  


  "Fast, thorough, and clean," that's my motto. So just sit back, relax, and let a professional take over.   


  




Progress Inquiry: Cyrodiil


   Queen Ayrenn 


   Grand Warlord Sorcalin,


  

  How goes the war in Cyrodiil? The Thalmor is eager for news of our army's progress. Great trust has been given to you, and great resources have been placed at your command.  


  We are impatient for results, Grand Warlord.  


  - Queen Ayrenn,  


  for the Aldmeri Dominion   


  




Promissory Note


   Anonymous  


   This note promises that <<1>>, of Kozanset will pay his debt in full along with the standard amount of interest for the time the debt went uncollected. 





Prompt Rescue Is Imperative


   Stibbons  


   I let Drasilla know, in the clearest possible manner, that my heart belongs to another. She refused to accept this and made it clear that she will have me. I fear she may soon wear me down.


  

  Dear Lady Laurent's hair must be a tangled mess by now. The climate is harsh and I haven't attended to it in days!  


  — Stibbons   


  




Proper Torture Techniques, Vol. 8


   The Duchess of Anguish  


   Love, the Mortal Weakness


  

  One of the more confusing phenomena of the mortal condition is that peculiar emotional state known as love, in which one mortal feigns an irrational and unconditional affection for another mortal. This state, unknown to the denizens of His Majesty's realm, is the most puzzling for a torturer to understand, foreign as the concept is, but lurking within this emotional quality are many avenues for simulating this state and therefore manipulating the torture subject into submitting to our will.  


  Love, as it is, is a very powerful force, and it is through love that most mortals perform their greatest and most heroic deeds. Though love can be directed at any number of abstract concepts—love for the Empire, love for one's personal deity, love for one's home—these are more tenuous forms of the emotion and thus less effective for our torture methods. Manipulating love for abstract concepts is best served for souring a mortal's disposition in peaceful times, not for extracting information while in the torture chamber.  


  Rather, if one wishes to use love as an effective torture method, the love of one mortal for another mortal is by far the strongest, and thus the most efficient and powerful, source for manipulation. Whereas love for an abstraction exists solely within a mortal's mind, the love for another person exists in the physical realm, and its tangibility amplifies its effect on a mortal's soul. A mortal may love, say, his career as a baker, but there is not one single thing which defines that love, and thus the affection is a complex thread of interwoven objects inside his mental faculties. But when a child loves his mother, he has only one mother, and if that is taken away from him, there would be only a void with which to fulfill that love. Thus, a proper torturer must focus on the love for another mortal in order to effectively torture a mortal soul.  


  Now the question remains: How does one use the love for another mortal as a method of torture? The answer is entirely dependent on the relationship of the tortured soul and the object of their affection. Familial love, the love between members of the same family, is most effectively pursued by reinforcing the concept of loss. If a mother loves her child, she would be unable to bear losing that child. Thus, presenting a vision of the child to the mother and then taking it away—either through death or kidnapping—would be an effective means of torture. Love between friends, though, is best portrayed as constant and inevitable betrayal or overt treachery on behalf of the assumed friend.  


  If a torturer happens upon a mortal who holds secret desires for another mortal, particularly in the nature of nuptial love or carnal love, but for which this love is not fulfilled—mortals call this "unrequited love"—then that torturer has the most enticing and powerful version of love with which to use.  


  A mortal's petty sense of identity and its futile need to fulfill its desires is one of the defining characteristics of mortal existence, and the sometimes lifelong ambition to achieve one's goals is the driving force for many mortal beings throughout their short and ultimately meaningless lives. Offering a mortal even the slightest indulgence of their unrequited desires, empty and false as it may be, is to entice the very essence of their ambitions and to stoke their basest emotional needs. If a torturer can invoke these instincts from the victim, then the success of the torture is practically guaranteed.   


  




Proper Torture Techniques, Vol. 13


   The Duchess of Anguish  


   Focus on Failure


  

  Pain can be an effective tool in the torture of mortals, but it has an inherent failing—it is temporary. Failure, on the other hand, lasts for an eternity.  


  Throughout their brief existence, every mortal invariably attempts activities that are beyond their physical capabilities, in the hopes of achieving greatness. Mortals refer to this quality as "ambition." Inevitably, complications brought about by overreach, overexertion, miscalculation, or simply by bad luck will result in a catastrophic failure in one or more of these activities. The resulting shame and self-reproach will often imprint itself within a mortal's mind and forever remain, haunting them for the remainder or their days.  


  Failure—the natural byproduct of a mortal's ambition—can therefore be one of the most potent weapons in a torturer's arsenal.  


  Mortals, through their liberal exercise of free will, do not wish to be reminded of their failures or their unrequited ambitions. Recounting these failures can have a devasting effect upon their "pride," a pitiable quality which espouses the individual person as a unique and exalted personality in a vast, meaningless universe. When a mortal's pride is affected, any other favorable qualities they might possess are devalued in their own self-perception. To wit, they begin to mentally torture themselves.  


  One of the most elegant and efficient means of breaking a mortal's spirit, then, is the constant and repetitive re-creation of the events they consider to be their most devastating failures and inadequacies. By highlighting, exaggerating, and to some degree even distorting these events, we can create a situation where their own self-doubts and frustrations turn inward, devouring their own mind, body, and soul.  


  Though it may take more time and effort than pure physical torture, a daily regimen of repetitive forced-failure scenarios will eventually break the subject's will without the need to resort to violence or bloodshed, the expense of which have been extensively documented as the direct result of elevated cleaning costs and desiccated corpse disposal.   


  




Proper-Life: Three Chants


   Anonymous  


   (Marching songs of the Alessian Order)


  

  The Archimonk's Dream  


  To sleep, to dream, of Tamriel  


  Unsullied by Anui-El.  


  Man-ape, tell us.  


  Maruhk, guide us.  


  What child of Man could fail to be  


  In bliss if Nirn were Elven-free?  


  Man-ape, tell us.  


  Maruhk, guide us.  


  We willing march to heed your call,  


  Devoted, pious, one and all.  


  Man-ape, tell us.  


  Maruhk, guide us.  


  Your mandates we embrace.  


  The Song-Never-Sung-at-Twilight  


  That is not cruel which cures,  


  O faith, charity, rigor.  


  By faith true heart endures,  


  O hope, clarity, vigor.  


  Seventy-Seven shall guide us,  


  O praise, honor, and duty.  


  Alessia lives inside us,  


  And truth is one with beauty.  


  The Forty-Third Praise-Song of Alessia  


  My very inner organs swell  


  When I am called upon to tell  


  Of glory in expunging Taint  


  In honor of our blessed Saint  


  Alessia, all praise to her  


  Who freed Men from the hated Mer.  


  Thrice-bless'd are those who emulate  


  Her sanctified, uplifting hate.  


  This, this, never that.  


  This, this, never that.   


  




Protocols Of Propriety, Order Seven


   Legate Calevarnel 


   Aldmeri Dominion Expeditionary Forces, General Order Seven


  

  All those who march under the Eagle Banner represent the glorious heritage of the Aldmeri Race—yes, even those of the Valued Ally Races—and in occupied areas all troops, regardless of pedigree, are required to abide by the Military Protocols of Propriety.  


  At the most fundamental level these protocols number only five. They are presented here in terms comprehensible even by those of lesser intellectual attainment.  


  ONE: Foraging is Mandatory, but Looting is Forbidden  


  While it is true that regions brought under the protection of the Aldmeri Dominion are required to pay indemnity-in-kind to support Dominion forces, this indemnity is to be collected with a strict adherence to the Rule of Fifths: one-fifth of all tangible goods and currency in a Dominion-protected region belong to the Dominion. Personal looting is forbidden.  


  TWO: Pay for What You Take  


  Personal goods acquired by troops in an occupied region are to be paid for at the appropriate market rate. For this purpose all troops are supplied with a liberal quantity of Dominion Scrip, paper currency which the locals in an occupied region will be able to redeem after hostilities cease.  


  NOTE: Troops are not to accept Dominion Scrip as payment for goods or services.  


  THREE: Do Not Fraternize with the Locals  


  The locals in occupied regions often display vulgar behavior, subscribe to improper belief systems, and foment inappropriate ideas. Sometimes they even suffer a false sense of grievance against the Dominion which may manifest itself in dangerous misbehavior. Be a "Safe Soldier," and fraternize only with those certified entertainers who have been admitted into the Recreation Compound.  


  FOUR: Maintain Uniform Standards of Appearance  


  Do not fall prey to the temptation to adopt local attire, no matter how comfortable or festive. Maintain that superior reserve that reflects true Aldmeri Propriety.  


  FIVE: Tolerate No Disrespect  


  The forces of the Dominion Military are the physical incarnation of the Glory of the Aldmeri Peoples, and as such must be respected by members of the tertiary races. Failure to show proper deference to Dominion personnel or the Eagle Banner is to be immediately punished at the appropriate level of severity (as delineated in Article 317, Deference and Decorum).  


  If you have questions about any of the above, consult your superior officer, or apply to your unit ceremoniarch for the course in Advanced Aldmeri Propriety.  


  In the Queen's Name,  


  Legate Calevarnel   


  




Protocols Of The Court Of Contempt


   Judge Xiven 


   All proceedings shall be strictly on the record, unless said proceedings are ordered stricken from the record.


  

  The Guilty shall address this court with all due respect, or receive condign punishment as appropriate from Magistrate Bogtro.  


  The Guilty shall be entitled to counsel in the form of scamps duly outfitted in periwigs. However, scamps, due to their inveterate vulgarity, are forbidden to speak in the Court of Contempt.  


  The Guilty are invited to express their indignation at these proceedings at length and in the most heated terms, for the entertainment of the Judge and Magistrate.  


  The reputation for the fairness of the Court of Contempt is proven by its one-hundred-percent conviction rate of the Guilty.  


  Take them away!   


  




Provision Requests


   Anonymous  


   7 sacks dried boar sticks


  

  10 jugs butter  


  4 kegs bloodmead  


  8 casks squirrel preserves  


  1 small keg of sugared herring  


  5 bushels dried fish  


  2 bushels moon sugar  


  10 kegs treacle   


  




Prudence In Practice


   Elleraame of Sunhold 


   Any accomplished wizard knows that safety when experimenting with new spells is of the utmost importance—especially when utilizing destruction magic. Too many times, I have had to treat a student with horrific burns or frostbite, or helped clean up the aftermath of a spell misfired in a location inappropriate for training, such as personal quarters.


  

  You must take care when casting new spells, and there is no excuse for reckless behavior or slack adherence to the rules. These simple guidelines will protect you from your most dangerous enemy: carelessness.  


  1. Never practice spells with elemental output indoors. No exceptions!  


  2. When training with a staff, find a large, open space and check the weapon for impurities and damage before every use.  


  3. Closing your eyes while casting will not make your spells more potent—trust me!  


  4. Never attempt to use an untested destruction spell as a prank on another student (or any other spell, to be honest; try to be professional).  


  Remember: even the masters—especially the masters—know to take the proper precautions at all times. Magical destruction is exciting and alluring, but any wizard with lazy, sloppy habits and irresponsible behavior won't survive to explore it!   


  




Public Notice Of Promotion


   General Gavryn Redoran 


   My personal aide from Mournhold shall be appointed as retainer and stationed in the mess tent. He shall be accorded respect and asked no questions. Failure to adhere to this order shall result in harsh disciplinary action.


  

  — General Gavryn Redoran   


  




Quaronaldil's Letter


   Quaronaldil  


   Dear Mother,


  

  Essanyon is insane. I first thought he sought a path in life. Now he talks only of the end of days. He speaks of the crow he sees in his dreams. He can't distinguish between the real and the unreal.  


  He now believes the end of the world is at hand, as I'm sure he's written you. He has told me that sacrificing a Skywatch noble will somehow thwart this End. I can't allow him to murder another for the sake of his delusory faith.  


  I must report him to the Skywatch Guard. And come what may, I must stop him. I'm sorry. I love you as always, but I must stop him.  


  — Quaronaldil   


  




Quarry Work Order


   King Kurog 


   By the will of Kurog, King in Orsinium, Warlord of All Wrothgar:


  

  -- 50 lots of Greystone from Clan Tumnosh, to be delivered by end of year.  


  -- With 100 more lots to be delivered six months after that.  


  Advance payment in Bills of Promise delivered at issuance of the request, to be fulfilled with an amount in gold equal to 120% of the promised value.   


  




Quartermaster's Log


   Anonymous  


   Today, our new master appointed Atarus as a "chef" for the inner Haven crew. Damned animal spends his time boiling nothing but rot and filth.


  

  He says it's to remind us that we no longer need to eat. That we can't.  


  What I wouldn't give for a captor who could be stabbed, slashed, or killed.   


  




Quartermaster's Note


   Anonymous  


   Tell the Master—construction of the weapon is complete, built as he commanded. All the Nirncrux in this cavern made it possible.


  

  The weapon will ignite the magicka that flows in the bodies of our opponents—flay them from the inside out with the Master's aura. The magicka wielders who face us will have to deplete their stores or face burning alive.  


  But we all have a little magicka in us. Those without the means to expel it—the brutes who deign to wield magic, or those who simply fail to bring a spell into battle—will perish with great prejudice.  


  All that's left is to free the Master.    


  




Quartermaster's Report


   Anonymous  


   To: Surii Dreth


  

  Regarding: Mine Costs, Workers  


  Against my better judgment, I've followed your orders and compiled the following report on mining operations costs, specifically regarding worker costs.  


  Trained Miner: 15 gold/day, plus 10 gold/day rations  


  Argonian Miner: 10 gold/day, plus 8 gold/day rations  


  General Worker: 8 gold/day, 8 gold/day rations  


  Indentured Servant: 0 gold/day, 4 gold/day rations. Oversight: 1/10 gold day  


  Goblin: 0 gold/day, 1 gold/day rations. Oversight: unknown  


  Trained miners and Argonians produce about the same amount of quality work per day, which is at least double that of a general worker's output. Indentured servants' output varies wildly, but on a long-term basis, they seldom produce more on average than a general worker and almost never remain with the mine after their period of indenture ends.  


  Goblins are a wild card. So far, they dig like maniacs and have absolutely no interest in anything they pull out of the mine (see my other notes on Employee Theft), and they work for scraps. But I have heard rumblings, particularly from their shamans. They are unpredictable, and I suggest we use them sparingly and only for short periods of service.   


  




Quit Asking


   Anonymous  


   You're not getting a discount! I don't want to hear any reasons why, especially if you:


  

  —Grew up in the same village I did. What a coincidence!  


  —Know a "very reputable" supplier you'll introduce me to.  


  —Are just a few gold short but are "totally good for it."  


  —Saw the exact same item for far less elsewhere but like me better.  


  —Claim to be a member of the Morag Tong.  


  In fact, if you claim you're a member of the Morag Tong, I'll just let them know you're running around and telling people that. Go ahead, try me.   


  




Quotes From The Greats


   Scaporius Pulex 


   Ah, the arena. The clanging of armor, the thrill of victory, the mud and sweat and sting of defeat. And, of course, the beautiful clink of gold coins. Nothing in the whole of Tamriel competes. I do fancy myself something of a connoisseur when it comes to this most noble sport, and I've developed favorites over the years. Favorite champions, yes, and favorite fighting styles, too. No warrior impresses me more than the one who charges into the battle with a weapon in each hand—sure in their skills, coordinated beyond belief, and unafraid of the enemy's attacks. None better represent the true spirit of the arena.


  

  As a frequent attendee and bettor of large sums, I've had the privilege of meeting many of my favored champions, and I've collected their quotes on this most illustrious fighting style. I wish to share them with the world that others might be inspired to take up two weapons and charge to their destinies, and hopefully into my local arena!  


  "Most people only train with a weapon in one hand or use two-handers. To train yourself to fight with two weapons, you have to focus on your off-hand. Force yourself to practice and spar with it alone for a while so you can catch it up. It takes a long time to learn, and it's easy to give up because that arm will start out so weak, but if you keep it up, you'll be whirling around the pit in no time!" — The Maelstrom  


  "Milira was a juggler before she came to the arena. Already knew how to handle many daggers. Better money here, so Khajiit stays." — Milira  


  "It's all about speed. Two light weapons and quick feet. You need more than just fast attacks; you need to be able to predict your opponent's movw, show up where he least expects you, run circles around him, and call him names. If you can frustrate your challenger, you gain an even better advantage." — "Heartstriker" Goranion  


  "Growing up, I had twin sisters. Little brats! They were constantly pestering me, trying to 'pretty up' my hair or drag me off to play tea party! I had to learn how to keep both at bay early on, and, you know, I guess that's where it all started. When I got into training, it just felt normal to have a weapon in each hand. So, uh, start early, I guess." — Myl "Mutilator" Drothro  


  "Well, you don't have a shield, but you can learn to parry and even sort of block with two weapons. It's the best style for disarming the other guy, that's for sure. That's why I like it. Send his weapon flying and then what, right?" — The Decimator  


  "Well, it's something I certainly have a lot to say about—so much so that I've written a book! You can find a copy at most of the local booksellers; ask for 'Fighting to Survive and Surviving to Fight: the Definitive Guide to Two-Weapon Combat'! Tell 'em I sent ya for a discount!" — Todir the Tower   


  




Racial Motifs


   Doctor Alfidia Lupus  


   Racial Motifs 1: The High Elves


  

  This series will provide a survey-level overview of the symbolic and stylistic hallmarks that distinguish the major cultures of Tamriel in their arts and crafts. Our focus will be on the portable durable goods of the various races, that is, their clothing, ornamentation, arms, and armor, as these reliably reflect personal cultural expressions. When completed, this series will support the curricula of the introductory ethnographic courses at the Arcane University.  


  We begin with the High Elves, the reclusive Altmer of the Summerset Isles, because the argument can be made (and often is, by Elves) that civilization in Tamriel was brought here by the Aldmeri of Old Ehlnofey. Insofar as the Elves of Summerset consciously strive to maintain the heritage of their Merethic ancestors, their traditions are certainly closer to those of pre-First Era society than any other.  


  This is not to say that, in the thousands of years since the arrival of the first Aldmeri, the culture of the High Elves has not deviated and ramified in many ways, because it has. It is simply that, by viewing modern Altmeri culture with the eye of a historian, we can perceive the outlines of its origins.  


  In this initial effort I have benefited from the advice of the celebrated Morian Zenas, Professor of Transliminal Studies here at Arcane University. Professor Zenas is the only member of our faculty who has visited the Summerset Isles, specifically Artaeum, with a brief stop in transit at Dusk.  


  I was a bit intimidated when I first visited Professor Zenas in his house in the Cathedral District, but I found him a charming old gentleman, undeserving of his reputation for peevishness. Morian (for so he asked me to address him) bade me stay for dinner, which was served by his laconic Argonian apprentice, Seif-ij Hidja.  


  As Morian explained, the High Elves strive for a simple elegance in their designs, in which flowing lines reflect graceful forms from the natural world. More-or-less abstract birds, flowers, and sea shells are common motifs, rendered in rich but muted colors. Armor will be tooled or embossed to represent scales or feathers, and even heavy cuirasses and helmets may sport stylized wings or beaks.  


  Metallic items are often accented with a translucent greenish material called "glass." This is a sort of jade-like obsidian that Elven smiths have learned to work by secretive processes known only to the Altmer. Though rigid enough to take a superb edge when cool, glass can be made malleable enough to assume almost any form, and the High Elves use it extensively on ornamental arms and armor.  


  After dinner, over snifters of Cyrodilic Brandy, Morian asked me all sorts of questions about my motifs project, and about myself. It was really very flattering. I must find an excuse to talk with him again.  


  Racial Motifs 2:The Dark Elves  


  From the High Elves it is natural to next consider the Dark Elves, as they originated in the Summerset Isles before their migration to Morrowind. Their culture can thus be considered an offshoot of the Altmeri, though in many ways that of the Dunmer is a reaction to that of Summerset rather than an extension.  


  Also, Morian introduced me to a Dark Elven associate of his, Divayth Fyr, who is helping him on his "transliminal sojourn" project. I don't know what that's all about, but Divayth offered to help me with references on Dunmeri culture, and I accepted.  


  Elegance is as much a goal for the Dark Elves as it is for the High Elves, but beyond that their styles could not be more different. Morrowind is a far harsher environment than fair Summerset, and that rigor is reflected in Dunmeri designs. The Dark Elves also draw on nature for their inspiration, but in place of avian and floral motifs, Dunmeri artifice draws on the curved and spiky forms of the carapaces of the giant insects that inhabit Morrowind. Elegant these are, but also fearsome, a constant reminder that the Dunmer daily fight for their very existence.  


  Ebony is the favored metal for Dark Elven heavy armor, but even in their lighter armors and shields, steel and steel alloys are often lacquered in dark tones to appear ebony-like. Clothing, armor included, is often accented by flaring extensions at shoulder, crest, or hip, with overlapping geometric designs that may have been borrowed from Dwarven culture, though Divayth bristled at the idea of any Dwemeri influence on the Dunmer.  


  In truth, I find the dark sorcerer from Vvardenfell exerts a strangely compelling attraction. He doesn't seem old, but he referred to Morian, who is at least sixty, as a "young man." I wonder how old he really is. In fact, I wonder many things about him. He has those crimson eyes that seem to look right through you. It's a little bit thrilling.  


  He's offered to take me with him to visit a Bosmeri tavern down on the waterfront. I may do it.  


  Racial Motifs 3: The Wood Elves  


  Next we complete our study of the Elves with the Bosmer of Valenwood. Though less influential in the world at large than their cousins the High Elves and the Dark Elves, the Wood Elves outnumber all other Mer in Tamriel, being relatively fecund (for Elves) and more, shall we say, amorously-inclined.  


  It's a commonplace to point out that the Wood Elves favor natural motifs, but as I learned, there's more to it than that. Their reverence for Y'ffre and the story of the Earth Bones is reflected in the stylized fashion in which these natural motifs are represented. The Bosmer believe that all nature was in chaos before Y'ffre gave all plants, animals, and people their names, which defined the permanent form each species would take. Thus each species is depicted by a particular, idealized motif which represents the ur-form it was given by Y'ffre.  


  This is reflected in the designs that appear everywhere on Wood Elven arts, crafts, and clothing. These designs are drawn from a large repertoire, as there is a design for each species of plant and animal in the Bosmer's world, but the use and depiction of these designs is culturally prescribes, and there is very little room for variation. Unorthodox usage of these stylized pictograms is considered improper, just plain "wrong."  


  This may seem paradoxical in a race whose members otherwise seem so carefree and easygoing, but it is so, as I had an opportunity to see for myself. There are quite a few Wood Elves in the Imperial City, enough that there is a small Bosmeri neighborhood down on the waterfront, served by a tavern called the Tipsy Torchbug. Divayth Fyr, the fascinating Dark Elf wizard assisting Morian Zenas in his experiments, had offered to take me there, and I agreed.  


  When I arrived at Morian's house on the date of our jaunt to the docks the old professor himself answered the door, and I was surprised when he asked me to step into my study for a moment. Also surprising was the way Morian was turned out: in a new silk robe sporting star-sign symbols, hair trimmed and combed, and smelling faintly of lavender. Quite a transformation from the disreputable, singed and stained robes I'd seen him in previously.  


  It turned out he wanted to caution me about going down to the waterfront with Divayth Fyr. I'm afraid I laughed, at which he reddened, and I then told him I was a grown woman who could take care of herself. He was somewhat abashed and muttered some excuses, from which I gathered that he was more concerned about my spending time with Divayth than going to the docks. I didn't want his feelings hurt, so I complimented his new robe, at which he beamed, and then I went to the parlor to meet Divayth.  


  I shouldn't ramble on, but we had a wonderful evening. The Tipsy Torchbug was a lively place, and Divayth introduced me to Lady Biniele, the proprietor, who insisted that we share our table. The entertainment was Biniele's Bosmeri Burlesque, which was hilarious, and though I couldn't drink any of the Wood Elves' revolting beverages, I did consent to share a pipeful of bugsmoke with Divayth, which made me feel strangely exhilarated.  


  It also led to my seeing a prime example of Bosmeri disdain for "improper design" when a Leyawiin sailor, who'd seen me sharing Divayth's pipe, offered to sell me a carved-bone pipe of "genuine Valenwood make." Lady Biniele told me it was a counterfeit and not to waste my money. The sailor protested, but the diminutive Wood Elf woman told him any fool could see the tail was wrong on the Imga carved on the bowl, and he should shove off. Which he did.  


  Divayth and I shoved off shortly thereafter, and on our way back up to the city gates he pointed to the stars in the brilliant night sky and told me the ancient Chimeri names for the constellations. I must confess, I remember nothing but the warm tones of his resonant voice—and the warm touch of his hand on my arm.  


  Racial Motifs 4: The Nords  


  We come now to the Nords, the first human culture on Tamriel to successfully resist, and even displace, Elven hegemony on the continent.  


  Not unlike the Bosmer, the Nords rely heavily on stylized, often interlocking natural motifs in their architecture, crafts, and clothing. However, where the Wood Elves' designs are mainly floral, the Nords emphasize animals, in particular the eight "totem" animals of the old Atmoran religion: wolf, hawk, whale, snake, moth, fox, and so forth. They also allow for much more variation of design, to the point where some of the animal motifs are so abstract they are difficult to recognize. Indeed, areas of trim are often filled with interlocking geometric designs that evoke nothing natural at all.  


  Nord design varies in other ways from that of the Elves as well, in general relying on simple, heavy yet dynamic forms where Elven work would be slender, elegant, and understated. Nothing the Nords make is understated, ever.  


  This was clear even from outside the Imperial City's Skyrim Embassy, where Morian, Divayth and I had gone to a reception for King Logrolf. The lintel above the embassy doors was crowned with a great iron hawk's-head, its mouth open as if screaming defiance, while the doors were flanked by bas-reliefs of hawks so stylized they looked as much like axes as they did birds. The door itself was dark oak, banded with iron and studded with iron rivets, as if they expected to have to repel an attack.  


  The inside of the embassy was less martial in appearance, at least once one got past the armed and armored guards inside the door. I wondered if they really needed to wear full helms sporting ram's-horns in order to check the invitations of party guests, but the look in the Nords' eyes didn't exactly invite questions.  


  The party, as I said, was a reception for King Logrolf, visiting the Imperial City to pay his respects to the Potentate. Morian was there representing the Arcane University; he'd asked me to accompany him and I'd accepted, eager to see our fierce northern cousins in their own environment. When Divayth learned where we were going he'd attached himself to our party, in spite of Morian's baleful glare, but once we were inside the embassy and he was surrounded by loud, boisterous Nords, the Dark Elf wizard seemed to be regretting his decision to join us.  


  Not so Morian! After he'd downed a flagon of mead, I was suddenly seeing a new Professor Zenas. Attired in his new robe, he positively bloomed, holding forth on the history of magic to an admiring crowd of diplomats, whom he enthralled with tales of the feats of wizardry of the Nord Arch-Mage Shalidor. He seemed twenty years younger, and I suddenly saw him as he must have been in his prime, when he first came to the Imperial City to help found the Arcane University.  


  Morian even introduced me to King Logrolf, though how he came to know the monarch of Skyrim I have no idea. When I looked around for Divayth, he was nowhere to be seen. Morian and I stayed late at the embassy, quaffing mead and laughing at the Nords' hearty jokes. When we finally left and he walked me home, I thought I could see a new gleam in Morian's eye.  


  He may have seen the same gleam in mine.  


  Racial Motifs 5: The Bretons  


  The Arch-Magister at the University, Lady Opel Dantaine, is a Breton, so I consulted with her on Breton motifs. She was friendly, and very helpful.  


  The Bretons were the last major group of humans on Tamriel to free themselves from their Elven overlords, and in many ways their long vassalage to the Direnni defines their culture. They are fiercely autonomous, each kingdom in High Rock jealous of its individual sovereignty, but Breton society retains a feudal structure that hearkens back to the rank-obsessed Direnni Hegemony. The Bretons are nearly as fractious as their cousins the Nords, but their long tutelage under the Elves makes them open to the magical arts, rather than suspicious of them.  


  How is this reflected in their arts and crafts? Let's look at Breton armor, for example. The gleaming heavy armor of a Breton knight is as tough and practical as that of a Nord housecarl, but its pleasing form exhibits a subtle sophistication that is reminiscent of Elven elegance. One sees the same influence in Breton weaponry, which is beautiful yet undeniably deadly.  


  It made me think of the differences between Divayth's Elven urbanity and Morian's breadth of knowledge and all-too-human inconsistencies, even peevishness. Apparently the transliminal experiments have not been going well. When I stopped by the townhouse last night, neither Morian nor Divayth were in—Seif-ij, Morian's apprentice, told me they'd quarreled over the appropriate price to pay a transporting entity to ensure safe return from a jaunt to Oblivion, the remarks became personal, and then my name was apparently brought up. There was shouting, and they both huffed their way out of the laboratory and marched off down Divines Street in opposite directions.  


  This is terrible. Fighting? Over me? I must confess I was so disturbed I blurted out the whole thing to Lady Opel, who was incredibly kind and solicitous. She asked me if I had feelings for either of the two wizards, and I admitted I did, but they were conflicting and confusing. Opel opened a bottle of two of Bangkorai spiced wine, and we got quite confidential with each other as the evening waned. I'm not sure how I got home, and today my head hurts, but it was worth it, as my heart is no longer so heavy.  


  Racial Motifs 6: The Redguards  


  When I arrived at Morian's townhouse this morning all was sunshine and rainbows—Divayth and the professor were chatting over mugs of chal like best friends, comparing Ralliballah's Eleven Ritual Forms to the Book of Most Arcane Covenants. I reminded Divayth that he'd promised to escort me to the Yokudan Chapel in the Market District, at which Morian's brow clouded over slightly, but then he smiled and said that was fine, as he wanted to test some new hyperagonal media in his laboratory.  


  (And maybe it was the light, but to me both men looked ... younger, somehow. I must keep in mind that they're both highly capable wizards, which I suppose might include knowledge of illusion magic. Or perhaps I flatter myself.)  


  I met a number of knowledgeable Redguards at the chapel, all exhibiting that dignity and polite reserve I associate with the better-educated members of that people. The Most-Revered Zirumir, a Priest of Tu'whacca (I hope I spelled that right), was particularly helpful.  


  As Zirumir pointed out, both the Redguards' ancient home of Yokuda and their current province of Hammerfell are (or were, in the case of Yokuda) deserts. To stay cool, and for protection from the elements, Redguard clothing tends to be light, long and flowing, and these flowing curves are carried into their artisanal designs. Their robes and armor are often accented by flared curves at joints and on headgear. Even their swords tend to be curved.  


  In contrast their architecture appears rather heavy, though on close inspection this is mainly for the purpose of insulation from the desert's extremes of temperature. Zirumir showed me the chapel's clever system of louvered ventilation ducts in the clerestory, designed to catch the slightest breeze and funnel it down into the nave.  


  After Zirumir was called away to tend to one of his congregation, Divayth and I strolled into the apse to view the eight shrines to the Yokudan Divines. Divayth was explaining that whereas the Forebears of Hammerfell often worship the Cyrodilic Divines brought to them by the Reman Empire, these were the traditional gods worshiped by the more conservative Crown Redguards. Suddenly, behind the beehive shrine to Morwha, he turned to me with those blazing eyes, took my hands between his, and told me he thought me the most brilliant and desirable woman in the Imperial City. My breath caught in my throat, and my heart was hammering. But when he moved as if to embrace me I was suddenly frightened—I backed away, shaking my head, then fled out into the nave. I fear I quite startled a young family of Redguards placing candles on Morwha's altar.  


  Now what? I'm afraid I must have insulted Divayth terribly. How can I make it up to him? And dare I mention it to Morian? Julianos' little teapot, what a dilemma!  


  Racial Motifs 7: The Khajiit  


  When I went to the professor's townhouse this morning, my first priority was to apologize to Divayth, but Seif-ij told me he was out—he'd gone somewhere from the portal chamber, using an incantation and leaving nothing behind but a burnt smell. Onward, I told myself: work will take your mind off it. So I went looking for Morian.  


  I found the old dear at breakfast, just finishing his sweet roll and chal. When I entered the kitchen, he nearly knocked over his mug in his haste to stand up and bow! I told him I wanted to make some notes on the Khajiit and asked him if he knew any of the Cat-Folk, as I did not. He said he knew exactly the person I needed and would be delighted to help me, since "that irascible Telvanni" had taken the day off.  


  I had often passed the seasonal camp of the Baandari Pedlars outside the Market Gate but had never gone in—residual caution from my father's warnings keeping me out, I suppose, as well as the pungent scent. Besides, I've always been a dog person. But Morian plunged right in without hesitation and led me to a pavilion adorned with colorful prayer-flags. I followed Morian into the tent, where he introduced me to Madame Shizahi-jo, whom he said was a Khajiiti sorceress devoted to Azurah and Magrus. Though sitting in lotus position, she bowed politely—the Cat-Folk are lissome—gestured to a pair of seat cushions, and asked how "this one" could be of service.  


  We had a long and lovely chat. There are superficial similarities between the motifs and designs of the Khajiit and the Redguards, perhaps because they both inhabit hot, arid environments, but where the Redguards favor long, flowing curves, the Cat-Folk are devoted to circular and crescentiform moon-shapes. The shapes of Masser and Secunda in all their phases appear everywhere on Khajiiti clothing and ornaments. The falcate sliver of the crescent moon also brings to mind the Khajiiti claws that spring from pads in their hands and feet, a subtle but ever-present threat to softer folk.  


  Shizahi-jo made us some tea—sticky sweet, like all Khajiiti food and drink—then asked to see the leaves in the bottom of my cup. She stirred them with her pinky-claw, and said now she saw the object of my concern: I'd let my fear cloud my longing and darken my heart. I blurted something about how Divayth had tried to kiss me, and Morian dropped his cup, splattering poor Shizahi.  


  I thought he was going to explode in rage, but instead this sad look came over him, and then he began pouring out his heart about his feelings for me. It was so sweet of him. I was really quite moved. The Khajiiti mage made a discreet exit, and we stayed on her cushions, talking, for what seemed like hours.  


  Racial Motifs 8: The Orcs  


  I saw Divayth last night, briefly, at the Torchbug. I told him I truly cared for him, but that Morian had won my heart. He clouded over like a storm in the Jeralls, but then took a deep breath and managed a dignified exit. Oh, I do hope he'll be all right.  


  Though I confess, I'm more worried about Morian. His experiments with Divayth are reaching their climax, when Morian will open a gate and personally make a visit to Oblivion. He says he's going to try for Azura's realm of Moonshadow, as he says that ought to be relatively safe. Safe! I'm as anxious as a scrib on a griddle. I dearly want to see Morian before he goes, but he says he must concentrate on mastering the ritual and can't be interrupted.  


  He did send a note by Seif-ij saying I should take his place representing the University at the Potentate's state dinner for the new envoy from Orsinium. He must really be busy to skip that event, as I know he was keen to go. Well, all the better for my Racial Motifs project, I suppose—work, work, work will take my mind off my worries!  


  The new province of Orsinium doesn't have an embassy yet, so for the dinner the Potentate's snake-staff set up a row of pavilions on the grounds of the White-Gold Tower. To honor Envoy Thuggikh they were all decorated with authentic Orcish paraphernalia imported from Wrothgar, so I got out my journal and took notes during the interminable speeches.  


  Strange to think that a folk as brutish as the Orcs seem to be could design and create objects of such sophistication! Of course they're known across Tamriel as fine armorers, but I'd always assumed that was due to their great strength rather than skill. A glance at their arms and armor was enough to show me how wrong my assumption had been. Though never ornate or over-embellished, their metalwork, though even simpler and more utilitarian than the Nords', displays a deep understanding of the laws of proportion, symmetry, and harmonic congruity. An Orcish sword may be a weapon of violence, but to contemplate the dynamic sweep of its blade, visually balanced by its heavy but shapely hilt, obviously molded to flow into the hand of its wielder—why, it's almost restful and reassuring.  


  Afterwards at the reception I was happy to see somebody I recognized in Lady Opel the Arch-Magister. She greeted me warmly and, over some West Weald wine and Eidar cheese, asked me how things were going with me and my pair of wizards. I told her I thought I'd made a terrible muddle of things, but she assured me everything would work out in the end. She said she's known Morian for ever so long, and he's really quite sensible beneath his fussy old-man ways. She was glad he'd found someone as clever as I to keep him from completely vanishing into his laboratory.  


  But as far as I'm concerned, that's exactly what he's done. I think I'll go talk to Seif-ij again—maybe he can help me get through to Morian before he leaves.  


  Racial Motifs 9: The Argonians  


  This morning my maid Dariella came to me all a-twitter with the news that there was a lizard-woman at the door, asking for me and insisting it was urgent. There aren't many Argonians in the City, and it occurred to me this might be a relative of Seif-ij, sent with some dreadful news about Morian, so I donned my University robe and hurried down.  


  There was indeed a young lizard-woman waiting in the street, clad in a fetching spidersilk jumper adorned with intricate spiral designs. She said her name was Lifts-Her-Tail (which I thought must be a joke, but who can tell, given these reptilians' impassive features), and she'd been sent to bring me to her master, Desh-Wulm the Perspicuous. She said she didn't know what it was about, but it was a matter of some urgency, and she was to lead me to her master immediately. I nodded, nervously, and followed.  


  The Argonian lass led me out the Temple gate and down to the Docks, far out on the end of which we found a curious old house I'd never before noticed, with a dark sign by the door that read "The Xanmeer"—a word unfamiliar to me. We went inside to find a large house entirely occupied by Argonians, a dozen or so who seemingly lived there using all the rooms in common. Everywhere I looked I saw Argonian hangings, sculptures, and fetishes, all made from natural materials such as shells, bone, and feathers, glowing with bright spiral and geometric designs. If these objects were representative of what the Argonians used in their home regions, then snakeskin, tortoise shell, jagged teeth, turquoise and jade, all of which we would consider exotic materials, must be commonplace in Black Marsh,.  


  Lifts-Her-Tail led me up a ramp that had apparently replaced the house's staircase. On the upper level she introduced me to a humid room that, to me at least, smelled of decay and mold. Coughing, I entered, discovering a room almost entirely full of potted jungle plants—some of them seemingly long-dead and rotting. I stepped on something that squished beneath my sandal and stepped involuntarily back, but the lizard-lass gently took my hand, drew me past a wall of ferns and into the center of the room.  


  There, incongruously, I discovered a large porcelain Nibenese bathtub, like the one in my own vanity chamber, though this one was filled almost to the rim with a noisome, greenish mud. And lying in this mud, nose barely above the surface, was the oldest Argonian I'd ever seen.  


  In fact, the withered and wizened lizard-man looked so much like a mummy I was startled when it opened its mouth and spoke. In a voice like creaking leather, the reptilian slowly said, "I am Desh-Wulm. You are Al-Phid, Brightest Star of the City. You are welcome in my uxith—my nest."  


  He seemed to be looking someplace over my shoulder, and I saw that the old lizard's eyes were clouded over with an opalescent film—he was blind. This infirmity was somehow reassuring, enabling me to regain my self-possession and fall gratefully into the routines of etiquette. I bowed—though he couldn't see it—and said, "I am honored to be received into your home, venerable Desh-Wulm. How can one such as I be of service to an Elder of Wisdom?"  


  "You can beware!" he croaked, scaled hands emerging from the mud and levering him up on the rim of the bathtub. "Your dryskin mages—the weft unravels about them," he said, more calmly, making an unfamiliar spiral gesture above the tub. "It is wrong. The Aurbic skeins should not be disjoined with intent of malice."  


  I had been around wizards long enough to guess at what he meant. "Morian?" I gasped. "And Divayth? They're in danger? What can I do?"  


  Desh-Wulm clacked his jaws twice, and then said, "You are capable. You must stop them. You will prevail. If not," three sharp spines rose up from his brow, "there will be ill dreams and serration for all who swim the river. Kaoc!" The old Argonian suddenly began thrashing about in the tub, spilling muck over the sides. "Theilul!"  


  Lifts-Her-Tail deftly picked up a jug that seemed to be made from a single insect's carapace, uncorked it, and poured some brown liquor down the old lizard-man's throat. "Go!" she hissed, pointing toward the door. "Do as he says! Now!"  


  I turned, ran out of the room, down the ramp, out the door, and back to the Imperial City.  


  Racial Motifs 10: Imperial Cyrods  


  The Imperial City. I used to love it here. When I was young my native town of Skingrad seemed hopelessly provincial to me, and I looked forward all year long to going along with mother on her annual trip to the Heartland. For me, the capital was the epitome of learning, of culture, of everything I held dear.  


  I walk the avenues now, from district to district. And I look. Skingrad seemed provincial, yes, but it was Colovian: direct, forthright, with clean lines and a certain spare, ascetic look to it. And its people are much the same way.  


  The Imperial City, except for the walls and the Tower, which are Ayleid, is ... Nibenese. Refined. Decorative. Subtle. Nuanced.  


  Decadent. Corrupt.  


  Like its people. And the people it attracts.  


  I was too late.  


  Morian is gone. With the help of Divayth, cursed Divayth, he fulfilled his dream and traveled to Oblivion. According to Seif-ij, he went to Moonshadow as planned, but he didn't stay there. He went on, to Ashpit, to Coldharbour, to Quagmire. To Apocrypha.  


  And there, in Apocrypha, he stayed.  


  Seif-ij told me, emotion quivering even in his flat reptilian voice, of how once he entered Oblivion Morian seemed to become more reckless, more enraptured, with each portal to a new plane. How he ignored his assistant's pleas to return. How Apocrypha ... entranced him.  


  Seif-ij Hidja was beside himself, holding his head with its drooping spines, clearly at his wit's-end. It was up to me. I ran to Divayth's room, though Seif-ij said he was gone, hoping he'd left some way to get in touch with him, hoping he would respond to my appeals for help.  


  I found only a book, open on his desk, a book titled "Fragmentae Abyssum Hermaeus Morus." It was open to what seemed to be a summoning ritual for the Daedric Prince Hermaeus Mora, specifying that "whatever price is named shall be met."  


  A ritual to Hermaeus Mora. The Lord of Apocrypha.  


  I ran to Morian's laboratory. It was looted, ransacked. The only thing of interest was a crumpled note. It read, "When thou enterest into Oblivion, Oblivion entereth into thee."  


  Morian is gone. Gone to Apocrypha. Where he stays.  


  And so I walk, from district to district. Wondering. What price had the Lord of Apocrypha named to Divayth Fyr? What price for the entrancement, the captivity of Morian Zenas?  


  I walk the streets, the avenues and alleys. Wondering.  


  Wondering when I, too, will be ready to pay the price.  


  Racial Motifs 11: Ancient Elves  


  The master—I mean the Professor, Morian Zenas—is gone. So is Lady Alfidia, though I always addressed her as Doctor Lupus. So, for that matter, is the Telvanni, but he, at least, will not be missed—nasty mer, always making caustic comments about "the scaleskin help" whenever the Professor wasn't around.  


  No, I am glad the Telvanni is gone. But the others ... well.  


  I will stay on here as long as I may, keeping the Professor's town house in order, organizing his notes and his reagents, dusting his beloved books. I still hope for his return. For now, the University has him listed as "On Sabbatical," and sends his stipend to me so I can maintain his residence and arcane workshop.  


  It was while in the study, straightening the Professor's desk, that I came across a stack of notes in Lady Alfidia's elegant handwriting, unfinished studies of clothing, arms, and armor in several cultural styles. The river flows slowly these days, so I have decided to organize these style notes in a fashion that (I hope) approximates how the lady doctor would have done so herself.  


  Though notes about the styles of the leading Elven societies of current-day Tamriel have already been compiled, there is more to say, as the mer, who revere their ancestors and ancestry, have a special regard for the history of Aldmeri culture. The Merethic Era, when Elves first conquered and colonized Tamriel, they regard as a golden age to be emulated. As a result the clothing and armor of that period never really goes out of style, and many Elves still affect the styles and manners of the ancient Aldmeri. It is not at all unusual, even on continental Tamriel, to encounter a High Elf or Dark Elf dressed like an ancient Ayleid or Chimer. The Elves call this practice "draping Ehlnofic," but the rest of us just call it "Ancient Elven" and leave it at that.  


  (I will add here to the absent lady's notes that I myself, though having lived in the Imperial capital for many long years, have never seen a Wood Elf sporting this Ancient Elven style. But the Bosmer, like we Argonians, seem to prefer to live in the Aurbic Now, showing relatively little regard for the ways of former ages.)  


  Ancient Elven is different from Elven styles favored by modern artisans of Summerset and Morrowind in that it is somewhat more organic, and yet at the same time more abstract. Flowing floral motifs are common, usually tapering to a sharp point or end, as in the sharp-peaked arches so familiar to the inhabitants of Cyrodiil from our ubiquitous Ayleid ruins. Circles, semi-circles, and arcs abound, often containing the organic tapering tendrils, much as the Aedra (whom the Elves claim as ancestors) were constrained by the creation of the Mundus.  


  (What? What's that? ...It is as if I heard my lady whisper in my ear, "How pretentious, Seif-ij!")  


  Racial Motifs 12: The Barbaric  


  Continuing my compilation of Doctor Alfidia Lupus' notes for studies of clothing, arms, and armor in diverse cultural styles....  


  Despite the civilizing influence of our noble Second Empire, Tamriel still has its backwaters and hinterlands inhabited by barbarous tribes. Probably the most familiar to us Cyrodilics are the savage clans of the Reachmen, who dwell in the wild mountains between Skyrim and High Rock, and whose raiders have been seen on the outskirts of Bruma within living memory. But there are also the Ashlanders of Morrowind, the fierce Kothringi of Black Marsh, the Ket Keptu of central Hammerfell, and many others.  


  It is a strange but undeniable fact that these tribes, farflung across the continent though they are, have strikingly similar tastes in apparel. Why this should be is fodder for another ethnographic study more speculative than this one, which is merely descriptive. (Therefore, on to the description.)  


  This clannish or tribal style, though commonly known as "Barbaric," is really no less sophisticated than that of other cultures. The so-called barbaric tribes simply disdain all ideas of tasteful restraint, preferring the lurid and bizarre. Bright colors are favored, and materials may be lacquered to almost any hue. Typical accouterments include skulls, antlers, feathers, strings of teeth, accents of beaten copper, and weapons ostentatious in size and number.  


  (I feel the need to interject here that much of this description could also apply to the styles of my native Black Marsh, a region that could scarcely be described as "barbaric"! Pfui. I shall return to this cultural style another day.)  


  Racial Motifs 13: The Primal  


  Continuing my compilation of Doctor Alfidia Lupus' notes for studies of clothing, arms, and armor in diverse cultural styles....  


  You might look at the gear sported by a fully-equipped Goblin warchief and think, "What a mismatched conglomeration of primitive paraphernalia." But you would be wrong. Each item that warchief is wearing was carefully selected for its proven utility, and represents a decision backed by millennia of tradition. This is a style of arms and armor we ethnographers call the "Primal," and it is as distinctive and recognizable as any other culture set.  


  Goblins and other folk who have adopted the Primal style are typically superb scavengers and looters. They seem to have a special sense for where to find the sort of cast-off yet serviceable, even exceptional equipment that will fit the Primal esthetic. And they are as proud of their turn-out as any Imperial centurion.  


  Recent scholarship by Doctor Intricatus of Gwylim University confirms this, and adds some new information that shows that "primal" is, indeed, the optimal label for this style. His study of the fifty-seven Primal ensembles worn by the massacred Knife-Biter Goblin tribe showed that many of the items found on the corpses were hundreds, if not thousands of years old. Some of the greaves and cuirasses appeared to date from the early First Era, and represented ancient forging techniques that have since been lost to history. Did the Goblins loot these from ancient Cyrodilic ruins, as they've been known to do? Or did they actually pass them down, generation by generation, since time immemorial?  


  Yes, Professor Zenas, that IS how you spell "immemorial." Wait ... what? Professor? Is that your voice?  


  Racial Motifs 14: The Daedric  


  Continuing my compilation of Doctor Alfidia Lupus' notes for studies of clothing, arms, and armor in diverse cultural styles....  


  It is entirely appropriate that this last entry in Doctor Lupus' "Racial Motifs" series should be about Daedric arms and armor, as it is my belief that the absent Lady Alfidia has somehow journeyed to the Daedric planes of Oblivion in pursuit of my lost Professor Morian Zenas. And as I can now hear the Professor's voice whispering in my ear almost constantly, it is time to conclude these notes and move on to telling the story of his travels through the doors of Oblivion.  


  The Daedra, as the Professor has so often remarked, are creatures of chaos, entities of great energy and force but entirely lacking in originality. They can imitate, they can exaggerate, and they can corrupt, but they cannot create anything new. That is a capability inherent only in the Aedra, and in we mortals of Nirn, to whom they gave it as a gift. (In Black Marsh we see such things differently, of course, but these are the beliefs of the Professor and Lady Alfidia.)  


  Thus the armor and weapons of such Daedra as the Dremora, Xivilai, and Golden Saints—what Doctor Lupus calls the "humanoid" Daedra—consist of familiar Tamriel-style cuisses, breastplates, and pauldrons, swords, spears, and bows. They may to our eyes be ornamented with outlandish spikes and melodramatic flourishes, but look inside a suit of Daedric armor and you'll find the familiar padding and straps that enable it to be worn by anyone of conventional shape. Pick up a Daedric sword, and despite its bizarre shape you will find the grip comfortable, the heft well-balanced. Indeed, it is said that the famous Artifacts of the Daedric Princes, such as the Mace of Molag Bal, were mostly made by mortal artisans who were enticed or forced to create them.  


  Yes, Professor, I believe that is enough—for now, at least. I have done my duty to the good doctor. I am sitting in your study, and I am listening. Tell me again of Moonshadow.  


  Racial Motifs 15: Dwemer  


  Kireth says I should write down what I've learned about Dwemer artisans and the styles and motifs of their lost civilization. She also says that organizing this study into an alphabetical listing of classes of relics is weird and detail-obsessive, but that's just evidence of her muddled and haphazard way of thinking.  


  Dwemeri axe designs reflect the wheels, gears, and cogs that are central to so many devices of the Deep Elves. The haft is surmounted by a round disk resembling the hub of a wheel, from which spokes radiate to the blade or blades, which are like portions of a wheel's outer ring. The blades maintain an edge remarkably well, considering their great age.  


  Dwarven belts are typically made of overlapping metal links of a repeated geometric shape, such as squares or circles. Their length is easily adjusted by the addition or subtraction of a few links. The tensile strength of such a belt is without peer, many times that of an equivalent length of steel chain.  


  Dwarven boots are sturdy, but not as heavy as they look. Though they have accents of Dwarven metal, they are mainly constructed of a flexible material that resembles leather, but either it is some sort of manufactured imitation, or the Dwemer had beasts with incredibly smooth and homogenous hide. Knee-high Dwarven boots often incorporate built-in greaves over the shins.  


  Dwarven recurved bows are powerful and can drive an arrow through an oaken board. Though they appear to made of metal, they are not; the strong yet flexible material they are made from is otherwise unknown, and cannot be duplicated by modern bowyers.  


  All Dwarven chest armor consists of metal plates of various sizes affixed to a leather cuirass—thin, flexible leather with a few small plates in the case of light armor, the leather becoming thicker and the plates larger and more numerous as the armor gets heavier. The plates are typically geometric in shape and ornamentation.  


  A Dwarven dagger typically has a broad and heavy triangular blade, as suitable for chopping as for stabbing. In fact, they resemble tools as much as they do weapons.  


  Dwarven gloves were always made of fine and flexible leather or pseudo-leather, reflecting their wearers' need for fine manipulation of their devices. Only the heaviest gauntlets sported metal ribs, typically tessellated splints protecting the back of the hands.  


  Dwarven helmets of all kinds famously cover the entire face with a face-shaped visor, curiously bisected down the center by a sort of metal keel. This keel reappears atop the helmet as a crest, which may be modest or bizarrely exaggerated. A line of Dwemer troops, all wearing helmets with identical, impassive visages, must have struck terror into the Deep Elves' enemies.  


  The leg protection of the Dwemer typically consisted of geometric plates or cylinders of metal, mounted on the same thick yet flexible material used for their boots. The armor was particularly thick over the knee.  


  Dwarven maces have heavy and blunt geometrcal heads, without flanges, spikes, or pointed finials. The two-handed maces are outweighed only by Orcish skull-crushers, and can bend and batter plate armor as if it was foil.  


  Dwarven shields come in many shapes, but all echo the geometric forms seen on Dwemer armor, albeit writ large. They are formed from relatively thin plates of Dwarven metal, and are much lighter and wieldier than they appear.  


  Dwarven shoulder pauldrons were usually made of thick and inflexible metal, mounted on cops of heavy "leather." The pauldrons of heavier armor sometimes sported metal keels echoing the crests seen atop their helmets.  


  Even the most elaborate Dwarven staff has a utilitarian look about it, as if it was going to be used with a paddle to draw a loaf of bread from an oven. The haft is made of some close-grained substance that looks like wood but is not, circled with rings of Dwarven metal. The finials are circular or fan-shaped, and usually modest in size.  


  Dwarven swords look like mere extensions of their daggers, featuring the same broad, triangular blades with both point and edge. Their cross-guards are slender to almost nonexistent, which argues that Dwemer swordplay did not rely much on thrusting.  


  Racial Motifs 16: Glass  


  By Vandalion Brightsteel, Armorsmith Peerless of Vulkhel Guard  


  During the recent strife in Firsthold, certain reference works were lost from the great library, so His Excellency Kinlord Rilis has asked the leading experts of Auridon to replace them with new accounts. For the definitive description of the Glass crafting style, naturally our wise sovereign turned to me.  


  The avian motif typically of the Glass style is particularly prominent in the axe designs, where the glass-edged blades are crafted to resemble the wings of a bird of prey. The blades' feathered appearance is strictly cosmetic; the scoring that produces the feathered look is too shallow to weaken the blade, but is deep enough to create blood gutters.  


  The belt on a suit of glass armor is usually a single cincture of some exotic leather, adorned with glass bosses in rhomboid or pentagonal shapes. Geometrical tassets depend from either hip, and there may be a chevron-shaped fauld in front to protect the groin.  


  Elegant footwear indeed! These vary from sturdy leather moccasins with glass toe-guards with light armor, up to steel-and-glass sabatons with heavy armor. Flexibility is paramount, as Elven soldiers favor agility over thickness of plate.  


  Glass-style bows are compound and recurved, with a wooden grip and limbs of horn. The front of the curve and back of the recurve are faced with glass for maximum power. Non-glass parts of the bow are often painted with a metallic lacquer, so that a flash of reflected sunlight ripples along the line as a troop of archers raises their bows for a volley.  


  The downward-pointing chevrons on Glass cuirasses evoke the deep-muscled chests of great flying creatures, and indeed the chest plates are often adorned with images of eagles, dragons, or cliff racers. They are constructed of leather, steel, and glass, with as much additional glass trim as the buyer can afford.  


  A Summerset glass dagger is the finest fighting knife there is. The glass on a Glass-style dagger is usually confined to the point and edge, with accents on the pommel; the tang, guard, and core of the blade are of steel. They are capable weapons, equally useful for slashing, stabbing, or parrying.  


  Glass-style gauntlets typically feature thin, flexible leather gloves, with glass strips protecting the back of the hand and the forearms. The elbows are covered by triangular glass-faced cowters that echo the shape of the pauldrons above.  


  Glass-style headpieces extend the winged motif of the cuirasses and pauldrons upward; they often have armored crests, cheek-wings, and winged cranium caps. Glass, polished to a glossy sheen, trims every edge. A fine glass helmet is a sight to behold.  


  Whether light, medium, or heavy, all greaves in this magnificent style are constructed of sturdy but flexible leather faced with glass. The main difference is the amount and thickness of the glass banding, and the size of the shield-shaped glass poleyns that protect the knees.  


  Glass-style maces and hammers feature elegant but heavy steel heads with glass-tipped studs and spikes. The hafts are made of a dense but flexible wood such as ash, faced with steel languets and ending in a steel roundel heavy enough to partially offset the weight of the head. That enables these long-hafted weapons to be whirled almost like quarterstaves.  


  For a shield that is nearly all metal, glass shields are remarkably light, precisely because they're mostly glass plates held in a slender matrix of steel. Two broad glass wings, usually avian-themed, flare out from central steel ribs to broad "feathered" edges.  


  The Glass-style pauldrons are integrated with the shapes of the chest pieces, extending the winged motif onto the shoulders and down into the upper-arm rerebraces. The marine version of this style resembles breaking waves rather than wings.  


  A staff in the Glass style is many a wizard's proudest possession. The long wooden shaft, sheathed in steel languets to protect it while parrying, is simple enough; it's the elaborate winged finial that is the glory of a glass staff. The steel head, often set with large turquoises, unfolds on either side into a pair of exquisite glass wings, evoking birds, bats, or Dragons. The entire finial seems to glow with inner fire.  


  A Glass sword is a cunning combination of steel core and tang with a glass point and edges. The blade may be quite broad near the tip, and even "feathered" with shallow blood gutters. Despite their size, the blades are light, favored by sword-fighters for their ease of use and battlefield durability—for a glass sword will hold its edge long after a steel or alloy sword has gone dull.  


  Racial Motifs 19: Mercenary  


  By Gaspard Esmery, Captain of Gaspard's Stalkers  


  Mercenary companies got a bad reputation during Potentate Versidue-Shaie's War of Subjugation, when paid troops of Imperial vassals went rogue, pillaging their way across the provinces until the Legions brought them down. But with the rise of the Three Alliances and the return of general warfare across Tamriel, our services are once again in high demand. The mercenaries are back!  


  Mercenary axes are heavy, and made with only one purpose in mind: smashing or slashing through armor. The haft below the head is sheathed in a cylindrical steel languet, to protect it from being severed and to enable parrying. The lower portion of the haft is often bone, ending in a pointed steel ferrule.  


  A mercenary's waist cincture is wide, often sporting two or three parallel straps of thick leather, each with its own buckles. The boss at the front may display the sigil of the mercenary's company.  


  A mercenary's boots are simple and utilitarian, both durable and comfortable, as a mercenary must be able to march for leagues and then charge right into battle.  


  Mercenary bows are powerful engines, able to drive steel-tipped arrows through all but the heaviest armor. Their limbs are of recurved horn, with small metal shield-plates bolted onto the backs, so the bow can serve as an expedient buckler in the left hand, while the archer draws her short sword with the right.  


  A mercenary's chest armor is constructed of thick leather, often faced with steel scales or plates. This cuirass is crisscrossed by leather bandoliers for carrying gear or secondary weapons.  


  The mercenary's broad-bladed dagger is nearly as long as a short sword, made for punching or hacking through the weak spots in a downed opponent's armor. They are not balanced for throwing, but are heavy enough to deliver a solid blow if hurled.  


  Most mercenary weapons lack crossguards, as mercenaries prefer an active, thrusting parry. Hand and forearm protection are provided by thick gauntlets, overlapped by articulated plates extending down from the vambraces on the forearms.  


  Mercenary helmets are typically crafted to resemble stylized death's-heads, with fangs and a central \\"horn\\"—though some insist that the forehead spike represents the single-digit salute mercenaries give their opponents just before coming to grips.  


  Overlapping plates protect the front of a mercenary's legs, with flexible leather at the back. The poleyn that protects the knee often features a vertical spike that echoes the "horn" on the helmet.  


  Mercenary maces have heavy cylindrical heads studded with angular spikes for punching through armor. Like the axes, the maces' upper hafts are sheathed in steel languets, while the lower hafts end in spiked metal ferrules.  


  Mercenary's shields are shaped like Nords' kite shields, and are almost as large. They are faced with steel and bronze, which few mercenaries bother to lacquer or paint—these aren't ornamental objects, they're working armor pieces, designed to take blows. Why waste paint on them?  


  A mercenary's pauldrons and rerebraces are thicker on the soldier's main arm, where the most protection is needed. Bandoliers and baldrics are usually belted beneath the pauldrons.  


  For a spellcasting mercenary, the staff serves as both weapon and shield, and both ends of the haft are often sheathed in cylindrical steel to enable parrying. More than just an ornament, the staff's finial ends in one or more sharp spikes, enabling the staff to be used as a half-pike in a pinch.  


  A mercenary's sword is broad and heavy, like a falchion, designed as much for battering as for slashing. Only the forward edge is sharpened; the back edge is designed to take blows, or to deliver a thrusting parry.  


  Racial Motifs 21: Ancient Orc  


  By Curator Umutha of the House of Orsimer Glories  


  Here in Orsinium's museum of Orcish history, we are proud to display arms and armor created in the style of our ancient ancestors! Feel free to handle the items labeled "reproduction," but please admire the original relics in the display cases with your eyes only.  


  An Ancient Orc axe is a thing of simple beauty, its broad curved blade worked with traditional geometric patterns, utilitarian but deadly. The two-handed axe has two blades mounted on its longer haft. Can you not imagine this lovely weapon taking the head right off a skulking Diagna assassin?  


  The Ancient Orc's waist cincture is constructed of square or rectangular links, with a large belly buckle inscribed with an abstract clan sigil. Like all Orcish gear from the period, it is even stronger than it looks.  


  As you would expect from seeing other items made in the Ancient Orc style, even the boots are tough, practical, and unexpectedly beautiful. After our lovely tusks, what defines an Orsimer more than our shapely calves? And what could protect and yet display them better than Ancient Orc boots?  


  Simple and elegant, the appearance of the Ancient Orc longbow conveys one quality above all others: strength! This is the bow of a people whose muscles were thickened and hardened working in the forge, who can draw a bow powerful enough to drive a steel-tipped arrow through even the best non-Orcish armor!  


  Whether it's leather, brigantine, or plate steel, the Ancient Orc cuirass is formed of interlocking and overlapping elements that provide multiple layers of protection without compromising flexibility. And, of course, their intricate geometry is a joy to the eye!  


  When it came to weapons, the Ancient Orcs knew that size matters! Their daggers were almost the size of short swords, with a single edge and a slight curve just below the point. Lethal and lovely!  


  As you might expect, the war-gloves of the Ancient Orcs are clearly descendants of the blacksmith's protective gauntlets, providing coverage nearly to the elbow, and crafted of thick material that nonetheless does not compromise the warrior's all-important flexibility. In other words: nice gloves!  


  With Ancient Orc helmets, we see the broad variety that is a hallmark of Orsimer inventiveness: we go from simple hoods that are little more than arming caps, all the way to heavy horned helms faced with a fierce full-visage tusked mask!  


  An Ancient Orc's greaves are a natural extension of the Old Orsimer's lovely boots -- in fact, it's hard to tell where one ends and the other begins! They exemplify the perfect marriage of form with function! You can't get more Orcish than that.  


  The Ancient Orcs knew how to make armor -- and they also knew how to make weapons to get through it! Their maces featured a spike on one side for perforating leather and chain mail, and a heavy flanged head on the other for bashing plate armor. And all of it as beautiful as it is deadly!  


  An Ancient Orc's shield is kite-shaped, of dense hardwood bolstered by overlapping and interlocking strips of metal -- but not too much, because a shield that's too heavy to move rapidly is no use in a melee!  


  Ancient Orc pauldrons extend the design of the helmet cheek-pieces into layers that protect the shoulders, while simultaneously echoing the shape and ornamentation of the warrior's shield. These are pauldrons I could look at all day long.  


  A wonder of the magical sculptor's craft, the Ancient Orc mage's staff is tipped with a metallic finial that resembles a fierce Orsimer sorcerer, tusked and horned, mouth half open as if in the midst of uttering a Destruction spell. So intimidating!  


  An Ancient Orc's sword looks like a slim single-edged axe-blade attached at two points to a long tang, with a slight curve just below the point. The entire weapon is ornamented with interwoven geometric patterns to create an object of breathtaking beauty.  


  Crafting Motifs 22: Trinimac Cult  


  By the Venerable Uugus, Priest of Trinimac  


  The Elves have forgotten the warrior ideals of Trinimac, but we Orsimer keep them alive! As the Children of Trinimac, we embody his stoic courage and bold audacity. The arms we bear and the armor we wear shine with gold, in remembrance of Trinimac's golden skin. And they are accented with polished ebony, in token of Lorkhan's blood when Trinimac tore out his heart.  


  The axes of the Trinimac Cult are notched to evoke the hero Avalian's axe, that was damaged when it cracked the heart of the fire mountain. The blades are embossed with Vaia's Golden Ash, symbol of strength and unity of the Orcs.  


  For the worshiper of Trinimac, the belt symbolizes the faith in the Golden Champion that binds the Orsimer together. Its buckle evokes the Champion's golden helmet, surrounding a quartz crystal that represents the clarity of Trinimac's vision.  


  The Children of Trinimac are warriors, so our shoes are sabatons, armored boots with metal-shod toes, gleaming with the light of the Golden Champion.  


  Our bows are crafted to emulate that of Elsarel, the Orsimer hero who slew the colossal Daedroth Zetthax with a single arrow through the eye. It is said Elsarel did honor to the Golden Champion by practicing with the bow for 20 hours out of every 24.  


  The cuirasses of the Cult of Trinimac are the highest expression of the cult's devotion to the perfection of artistic labor: intricate, ornate, rife with symbolism, and yet supremely crafted to perform their function of protecting the warrior in battle. In garb the warrior of Trinimac is ever resplendent!  


  Our daggers are forged of the finest steel, bifurcated into twin thrusting blades to represent the dual nature of Trinimac, the Golden Champion who is both slayer and protector.  


  The followers of Trinimac wear gloves of softest leather to enable fine manipulation, but cover their backs with articulated gauntlets of gilded splints.  


  The warriors of Trinimac wear gilded helms in emulation of the Champion's helmet, often with golden full-face visors to evoke Trinimac's stern features.  


  Full greaves, gilded and with knee poleyns, protect the legs of the warriors who fight for Trinimac, seamlessly overlapping the sabatons on the feet.  


  Those who follow the way of Trinimac call their rounded maces the "fists of Usunok," after the Orsimer hero who could down a full-sized mammoth with a single punch. The cylindrical head encloses a lead ball that rolls outward as the weapon is swung, adding force to the blow.  


  The shield of a Trinimac warrior is embossed with Vaia's Golden Ash, the tree from which she carved out the shield that repelled the blow of Rhogar the Destroyer, and which symbolizes the strength, heritage, and unity of the Orsimer people.  


  The pauldrons of a warrior of Trinimac soar like the wings of Zylvara, the great eagle that bore the Golden Champion to his reckoning with the man-demon Quarvish.  


  Ebony is said to be the solidified blood of Lorkhan, spilled across Tamriel when Trinimac ripped out his heart with more than hands. Therefore, in the Cult of Trinimac, we adorn our spellcasters' staves with knobs and insets of polished ebony.  


  The sword of a warrior of Trinimac gleams like lightning forged into steel. The one-handed swords are bifurcated like the daggers, but the greatswords are long, single blades, straight and without a taper until just short of the point.  


  Crafting Motifs 23: Malacath Cult  


  By Forge-Wife Gurzbog gra-Gulog  


  Listen up, smiths! We don't pound hot metal around here just because it's fun. We forge for the glory of Malacath! Shoddy work will not be tolerated. You don't want to craft anything you'll have to apologize to the Orc-Father for when you get to the Ashpit. You want to make items in the Malacath Cult style? Well, there's only one right way to do it, and that's to use the Tilted Square, the symbol of instability. So pay attention!  


  A Malacath axe blade is large, of course, because with blades, bigger is better. And it's covered with chevrons and tilted squares, because that's the Malacath Way. Axes are all about chopping things down and making them fall over, so naturally we cover them with symbols of instability. Any questions? Didn't think so.  


  We like to keep our belts simple and not too broad, because most of us have enough trouble bending over as it is. Ha! But we make them of the finest possible materials, such as top-grade mammoth leather, and we craft them to the highest standards. Because Malacath demands it!  


  Whether you encounter snow or ice, rock or ash, Malacath expects you to keep going. Our boots are crafted from the finest hide and soled with small cleats for traction. And because we must trust our boots to keep us stable on any surface, we decorate them, not with the tilted square, but with the chevron: upright for stability, or inverted for grip.  


  Melee, hand to hand and chest to chest, honors Malacath. Sticking an arrow in someone from a distance does not. For Malacath, a bow is a hunter's tool, not a warrior's weapon. So bows in the Malacath Cult style are lighter and simpler than the other weapons in our armory.  


  In battle, the Orc-Father calls for a layered defense, with Orcs supporting their fellow warriors left and right and before and behind. Everyone has an equal chance to bring honor to Malacath. Likewise, the warriors of Malacath wear cuirasses layered of fur and stiffened armor, usually with a great cowl-gorget extending across the chest and upper back.  


  The daggers of Malacath are versatile weapons, strongly made, slightly curvedâ€"and with an edge on both sides of the blade, because sometimes we must reverse to stab those who attack us from behind. Treachery is everywhere.  


  The gauntlets of the Cult of Malacath reach all the way to the elbow and are adorned with chevrons, the symbol of deflection, for we are taught to parry, at need, with the forearm. We also know that when attacked from behind by so-called friends, the best defense is a half-turn and a savage backhanded blow.  


  Our helms and hoods are layered, like our cuirasses, and likewise ornamented with Malacath's tilted square. They are sturdy but not too heavy: since betrayal is inevitable, Orcs must be constantly looking askance.  


  Malacath teaches us that, just as our enemies speak fair before they act foul, it is the way of our enemies to feint high and then attack low. Therefore we take special care with our greaves.  


  Malacath! Forge-Founder! Smith-Father! We honor you in battle by wielding the hammer, pounding your foes the same way we hammer out hot steel! Heavy are our hammers, ever ready to smite with the power of the Tilted Square!  


  The kite-shaped shields of the Cult of Malacath sport the sacred chevron and the Tilted Square. What is not obvious to the eye is that they are many-layered, of folded steel over laminates of hardwood. Our shields are light, but nigh-impenetrable.  


  In battle Malacath decrees a layered defense, and so it is with our armor, our pauldrons, faulds, cowters, and poleyns adding layers to our base armor, all adorned with the holy geometries. The pauldron that covers the off-shoulder often sports a knob or boss, to protect the arm of defense.  


  As spellcasters of the Cult of Malacath devote their energies to the downfall of our duplicitous enemies, so their spell-staves are tipped with the sacred Tilted Square, that their Destruction spells may bring collapse and confusion to their targets. Hail Malacath, He Who Speaks Sideways!  


  Malacath teaches us that, when the Orcs are surrounded by enemies, that is when it is best to turn to slashing our way out. The swords of our cult are the tools to that end, long, curved, and wickedly edged on both sides. Those who think they have trapped us will be surprised... when the prey becomes the hunter!  


  Crafting Motifs 28: Ra Gada Style  


  The Ra Gada or "Warrior Wave" of settlers from Yokuda actually occurred in four successive waves in the First Era's ninth century. This catalogue focuses on the second, or "Tavan" wave, so-called because it was spearheaded by the Hattu Metropoles brigade, which revered holy Tava, Lady of the Air. Thus the Tavans' arms and armor are replete with bird imagery. This second wave primarily settled on the southern coast of Hammerfell, and almost three millennia later their structures can still be found jutting from the coastal dunes. And one doesn't have to look far to see the influence of these ancient settlers on modern Redguard society.  


  Axe-wielders among the Tavans were taught with an emphasis on the "Singular Cleave" attack, intended to cleave a target in twain with a single blow. That's why these Ra Gada axes feature one large, heavy blade.  


  The belt is the central cincture of a much broader girdle, which provided an extra layer of protection to the Ra Gada's abdomen and lower back. The large, round buckle is embossed with air-current symbols.  


  Ra Gadan boots are cobbled from heavy leather, usually camel hide, with thick soles as insulation against hot sand and stones. The traditional turned-up toes conceal metal caps to protect the soldier's vulnerable feet.  


  Aggressively avian in design, the bow of the Ra Gada is faced with two brazen ibis-heads that can be employed as parrying edges in the heat of melee. It's a compound bow, and the entire front is faced with horn, often painted a metallic color.  


  The Ra Gada were sword-fighters, and their cuirasses were solid and sturdy to enable their wearers to withstand blows in close melee. They are covered with swirling air-current symbols, and most feature the distinctive Tavan bird-wing back banners.  


  The daggers of the Tavan Ra Gada echo the scimitar-like curve of the second-wave sword blades. The Tavans didn't use daggers for parrying, preferring to use shields on their off-arms, so their daggers lack crossguards. They are, however, weighted for throwing.  


  Ra Gada warriors, particularly those wielding two-handed weapons, were trained to parry with their heavily-armored forearms rather than with their weapons' crossguards. Their gloves, therefore, are basically reinforced upper gauntlets that leave the fingers free for deft weapon manipulation.  


  The Tavan Redguards' headgear was typically a turban wound around a sturdy steel cap, usually embossed with the near-universal wind-current symbols. Most of the face was concealed by mouth and cheek guards, as much to intimidate foes as to keep out blowing dust and sand.  


  Stiff and sturdy armor to protect the front of the lower legs was standard gear for the second-wave Ra Gada, echoing the form and function of the reinforced gauntlets on the forearms. Layers of heavy hide covered the back of the calves.  


  Ra Gada maces were made to deal with well-armored opponents, their heads heavy and spiked for crushing and puncturing their targets. The weight of these bludgeons necessitated development of the "Terminal Blow" style, similar to the "Singular Cleave" used by Tavan axe-wielders.  


  Ra Gada shields were wide and heavy to provide maximum coverage, not just to the bearer but also, at need, to his nearest ally. Besides the usual embossed wind-current symbols, the bottom of the shield was wrought to resemble a hawk's broad tail.  


  The so-called "pagoda pauldrons" of the Ra Gada are quite distinctive, but the three layers of cops are not as rigid as they appear: they are articulated underneath, allowing the cops to swivel to follow the warrior's arm movements.  


  Ra Gada spellcasters often tipped their staves will finials in the shape of Tu'whacca's sacred ibis, as the Tricky God was (and is) the patron of mages. Nowadays being suspicious of magic is regarded as a hallmark of Redguard culture, but this was not always so pronounced.  


  The Tavans came from the Yokudan sword tradition that called for edging only one side of the blade, so the backing can be thicker and stronger. This gives the curved Ra Gada swords, both one- and two-handed, the weight to hack through a target in one slash - and single-move attacks have always been celebrated by Redguards as the epitome of fencing elegance.  


  Crafting Motifs 24: Outlaw Style  


  By the Red Asp, Hallin's Stand Thieves Guild  


  We Outlaws may not be very organized, but we have our ways of recognizing each other, no matter where we come from - our symbols, like the three-bladed dagger, or code phrases such as - actually, I don't think I'll write those down in a book. However, since we're all involved in the same illicit business, you'll see there's a common style to our arms and armor.  


  Where possible, we Outlaws like our weapons to have a secondary function as tools - because frankly, if we have to use them as weapons, the job's already gone wrong. All of our axes have hooked lower blades, which enables them to serve at need as climbing axes or grappling hooks. Up and over!  


  When you're on a job, trying to stay stealthy, there's nothing worse than having your gear suddenly swing loose and clang into something. For this reason, an Outlaw usually wears a sturdy double belt, just to be extra-sure everything's trussed up good and proper.  


  Even when going armored, an Outlaw likes to tread lightly, so our boots and shoes are flexible and soft-soled. Oh, and well-oiled into the bargain: no creaky shoes for us!  


  As much as we Outlaws prefer simple, utilitarian weapons, we are quite fond of our bows, and lavish them with extra care and ornamentation. After all, any weapon that enables us to take down an enemy without getting into a stand-up fight is a good thing, right?  


  When stealth is paramount, and clanking is out of the question, you craft your armor from many layers of tough but flexible material. Metal splints or plates are embedded in leather housings, and all the joints are muffled so your armor stays quiet even when you're moving fast.  


  Blades: keep them simple, keep them straight, put an edge on both sides, and that's all you need. When it comes to putting a hand's-length of steel into someone's back, trust me, a straight dagger is just the ticket. I call mine "Kidney Tickler."  


  When your fingers are your fortune, you house them in fine kid leather so your skills at fine manipulation aren't compromised - and then you protect their backs with stiffened material that can turn the blade of a trap or a guard.  


  Feature-concealing hoods are the Outlaws' signature headgear, often stiffened with leather or hide. The eyes are left uncovered, so we can keep a sharp lookout when on the job. Can't be too careful.  


  Once again, the key words for Outlaws' armor are speed and flexibility, which is why our greaves are mostly just straps and flaps. However, we often wear substantial poleyns over our knees, as much to ease crawling through tight spaces as to protect those joints in a fight.  


  The typical bludgeoning weapon of the Outlaw is a hammer, because it's probably going to see more use as a tool than as a melee weapon. Whether you're breaking and entering, or spiking a door shut behind you to foil pursuit, a hammer is an Outlaw's best friend.  


  For an Outlaw, having to don your shield means your job has taken a nasty turn for the worse - but that's when you're glad you crafted a sturdy one, with a riveted steel edge to turn a guard or constable's weapon. We usually display the Outlaws' three-bladed dagger on the boss, because if you have to show your shield, the cat, as they say, is already out of the bag.  


  An Outlaw's pauldrons are layered and durable but don't project far from the shoulders - you don't want to get caught in a tight place because you're wearing fancy winged shoulder cops, after all.  


  When the social fabric is frayed by war and catastrophe, even spellcasters turn to the Outlaw life, adorning the finials of their magic staves with the three-bladed symbol of our defiance. Plus, having a pointed end on your staff is handy when keeping guard dogs at bay.  


  Like their daggers, Outlaws' swords tends to be straight, simple, and edged on both sides of the blade. If it comes to swords, then Daedra take it: get the job done, get out, and live to heist another day. At least you'll have a good story to tell in the Refuge.    


  




Ragged Letter


   Anonymous  


   Dear Miraso,


  

  I finally found the ruin! It took me years of research, but this has got to be the place where my grandfather vanished all those years ago. He mentioned odd lights and sounds, but that was almost a century ago. Whatever (or whoever) used to live here must surely be dead by now. I cannot wait to bring an end to this mystery. I'll see you and your father soon.  


  All my love,  


  Mother   


  




Rajhin And The Stone Maiden, Pt. 1


   Anonymous  


   Many years ago, as Rajhin passed by a river, he heard weeping from the far shore. There, a woman filled her pockets with stones. When she finished, the woman walked into the river.


  

  Rajhin could not let her drown, so he ran across the river's surface and pulled the woman from her would-be grave.  


  "Why did you save me, my lord?" she asked. "Does Rajhin, the Trickster God, not know my intent?"  


  "I know the what, my lady, but not the why."  


  The woman frowned and turned her back. "You could not possibly understand my plight. Please, let me gather my stones and continue on my way."  


  But Rajhin would not let her continue until she shared her story.  


  The woman, Munilli, had a fiancee named Mazaram, and the two were much beloved. But Munilli's step-father Azelit-ra, was a greedy man. Before he would give them permission to marry, he insisted on a bride-price beyond Mazaram's considerable means, and well beyond all reason.  


  Azelit-ra was headman of the village in which they lived and none dared speak against him for his injustice. But Mazaram was not cowed by Azelit-ra, which made the step-father hate him all the more. Still, Mazaram would not dishonor Munilli by eloping. Rather than see her fiancee ruined by her step-father's demands, Munilli chose the river.  


  "You say your step-father rules your village?"  


  "With an iron paw, my lord," Munilli replied sadly. "Those he does not bribe owe him money. Only a few, such as Mazaram, remain free of his grasp ... and he does what he can to ruin them."  


  "Do you think your step-father is satisfied ruling a tiny village?" Rajhin asked.  


  "Satisfied?" Munilli scoffed, wiping her tears away. "He does not know the meaning of the word."  


  "Then perhaps I can help. Come, let us find Mazaram."  


  As they went to the village, Rajhin explained his plan to the young woman.  


  That afternoon, Mazaram and Munilli approached Azelit-ra upon the porch of his great moon-sugar plantation house. Seeing the hand-in-hand angered Azelit-ra, even though they were properly affianced. "So, my little pauper," the step-father greeted Mazaram, "have you agreed to my bride-price, or shall we finally see the last of you?"  


  Mazaram refused to take offense and instead bowed briefly. "While it is true I cannot meet your bride-price, my lord, I can offer you something better."  


  Azelit-ra's ears twitched, but he sneered with skepticism. "Better? Better than the sum I demand for my only daughter? Fine, tell me of this offer. If it is generous, then so be it. But if not, I would see your tail as you leave forever!"   


  




Rajhin And The Stone Maiden, Pt. 2


   Anonymous  


   "Very well," Mazaram sighed. He explained that one of his agents—for Mazaram made his money in shipping—told him of a nearby land without a ruler. "It is far greater than this village, yet shines like a pearl in the darkness. A place to which you can lay claim, but that you'll never reach without my agent's aid."


  

  Azelit-ra laughed scornfully, "No such land exists! Is this some crude ploy to get me out of the way while you marry my daughter? Fah! I'll not fall for your tricks!"  


  "It is no trick, step-father," Munilli asserted. "On my mother's honor, I have seen this land—as have you! It is renowned for its beauty in story and song!"  


  At this, Azelit-ra was taken aback. As much as he knew Munilli wished to marry Mazaram, he also knew her as a truthful girl ... and she valued her late mother's honor as much as her own life. But still he doubted, for an untrustworthy man does not trust easily.  


  "Very well. What is this great land of which you speak, that I have seen yet do not know?"  


  Mazaram waggled one finger, "No, no ... if I tell you freely, how do I know you won't try to conquer it without me? I insist you'll need my agent's help, but you might try something foolish on your own."  


  "Very well," Azelit-ra harrumphed. "If you won't tell me, then how will I know you speak the truth?"  


  "My agent," Mazaram replied, "will take you there tonight. If he does so, will you agree I've met the bride-price?"  


  'A ruse,' thought the greedy step-father. 'They hope to escape while I prepare for my "journey" to this land of theirs. Well, I can fix them!'  


  "Agreed!" Azelit-ra exclaimed, much to the surprise of the servants around him. "But I insist if we're to go on a journey, we must have your engagement feast beforehand! You, Mazaram, shall sit upon my right and Munilli shall sit upon my left!"  


  'Ha,' he thought, 'try to escape while you're in arm's reach!'  


  But the two agreed. Azelit-ra had no choice but to open his larder and wine cellar to the entire village. They feasted all afternoon. As was his habit, the plantation owner ate greedily, making sure no one else got more than he. The couple ate sparingly and never moved from his side. Soon, Azelit-ra grew sleepy, and then annoyed.  


  "The moons are rising, Mazaram! Where is this agent of yours?" he asked.  


  "I am right behind you, my lord," a voice purred in Azelit-ra's ear.  


  The old man jumped, but quickly recovered. When he turned, he saw what looked like a vagabond in a wide-brimmed hat. The traveler's tail twitched, but whether it was with nervousness or amusement, Azelit-ra could not tell.  


  "Well, then, where is this land of yours!" Azelit-ra bellowed at the man. "I'm ready to go ... or to see the back of you and Mazaram both!"  


  "You are ready?" the vagabond asked. "Then let us go now!" With a flash, the vagabond discarded his wide-brimmed hat. There stood Rajhin the Trickster God in all his glory. Without another word, Rajhin seized the fat man by his stained tunic and the two flew upward like shooting stars. Soon, their glow disappeared into the pearl-wide aura of Jode, the largest moon.  


  "Truly," Munilli mused aloud, "it is a land we can see from our village."  


  "And one that shines as beautiful as a pearl."  


  When the villagers recovered from their shock, the engagement feast turned into a wedding feast. By the time both moons had set, Mazaram and Munilli were married.  


  But as they lay in their bower, a chill overcame both of them. The candles guttered. The darkness grew. Munilli cried out, and Mazaram groped in the dark for his sword.  


  Suddenly, there was a flash of light. Rajhin stood before them, brushing moon-dust off his garments. "Now, then, where are you?" he mused as the two lovers gaped. "Ah, there you are!"  


  With a movement too quick for the eye to follow, Rajhin reached out and grabbed at the air. Then he shoved his hand into one of the many small pouches on his person. The room grew light once more.  


  "What was that, my lord? What did you sieze?" Munilli asked.  


  "The fat man's shadow! I took him to his new land so quickly, he jumped right out of it!"  


  Their laughter echoed across the riverbank.   


  




Rakamud's Letter


   Rakamud  


   Imagine my surprise at leading the herd to the shore and finding riches of the sea spilled upon our doorstep. What a bounty!


  

  Sister, bring your wagon to Shattered Shoals with all haste. If we move swiftly, we'll have enough money to start our own plantation!  


  — Rakamud  


  




Ralion's Journal


   Ralion  


   Ralion's Journal: Day 132


  

  ... wolf near the ruins. It watched us a while before retreating into the woods. Thinking about it gives me the chills. I've never felt so vulnerable in my life!  


  Were that not enough, Lowindor died today in a bad spot of luck. Fell into a ditch and landed on his pick. A damned pity. He was our expert from the Mages Guild. He will be missed.  


  Marafi found a pendant today. Some kind of bone carving. Only a few years old, if I guess right. The reverse is inscribed, but we can't make out any of the symbols. I set it aside it for further study. Maybe they'll have better luck deciphering it in Elden Root.  


  Have to remember to requisition more candles. Someone keeps forgetting to extinguish ...  


  Ralion's Journal: Day 147  


  ... came back today, staring at Marafi like a slab of ripe mammoth. When it left, he followed it. Madness!  


  He's been on edge since he returned. Can't say I blame him. Those eyes bore right into you. Sometimes I dream about them, watching the camp, watching me. If what they say about this place is true ....  


  Someone dug up Lowindor's grave. The body's gone. Maybe that wolf's to blame, but it's the strangest thing. There were finger marks in the dirt. If I believed it were possible, I'd say he dug his way out.  


  Marafi is giving Nilaendril a hard time again. I need to find a way to separate those two.  


  Ralion's Journal: Day 149  


  Marafi picked a fight with one of the workers today. When I broke it up, he stormed off into the forest. He's always been high strung, but lately he's been intolerable.  


  He better come back soon. It's getting dark and the forest is too quiet. The stories people tell about this place are little more than nursery rhymes, but on nights like this, I can see why.  


  One of the workers swears he saw Lowindor stumbling about the edge of camp last night. Lowindor's dead. How is that possible? A drunken nightmare? That's what Nilaendril says. I'm not so sure.  


  I never thought I'd believe in ghosts.  


  Ralion's Journal: Day 151  


  ... and the search party's been missing nearly two days. I can't send another one out. Since Marafi disappeared, the forest seems darker. Menacing, even.  


  I'm not sure how to explain it. The shadows move in the corner of my eye. Nilaendril says I need sleep. He's one to talk, the hours he keeps! Suppose it doesn't make him wrong. But every time I close my eyes, I see Marafi, still out there in the woods.  


  Fists of Thalmor will be here the day after next. Worse comes to worst we'll get them to find our missing people.   


  




Rana's Log


   Rana  


   I've been exiled. I'm commanding a garrison of stinking Nords, and you can't find this place on a map.


  

  If Seyne hadn't come with me, I'd be the only Dark Elf on the island. She gave up so much to be here. I can never repay her loyalty. I'm determined not to let this bleak rock break me.  


  Tillrani still acts as if I just got here. My time with the villagers, when I was in command of the garrison, means nothing to her. I will make her understand. Bleakrock is my home now. No mistakes.  


  The lights in the sky have caused a panic in town. We all know there are powers at work in Nirn. Most of these folk haven't so much as spoken with a mage. How can they understand something like mystical lights in the sky?  


  In the wake of the lights, strange corpses floated ashore. Tillrani instructed some of the men to burn the corpses right there on the beach. I asked her to wait and let me check with Windhelm first.  


  She refused. Damn that woman! I've ordered the garrison to be on guard. Something's in the air.  


  Holsgar found someone alive along the beach. He claimed the castaway wasn't wet. How could someone float ashore without getting wet? Snow-Bourne can get stuffed. I'm writing a letter to headquarters. They need to weigh in on this.  


  Last night, I had a dream about our castaway. If Tillrani heard I was having strange dreams, she'd have Denskar lock me in his barn. In the dream, the newcomer stood in front of me and beckoned me forward. I felt compelled to advance, as if it was important somehow. I don't know what it means, but I need to talk to this newcomer—assuming the poor stranger ever wakes up.  


  Our man on the tower sighted a ship on the horizon. Couldn't make out the flag. Tillrani is furious, says we need to evacuate. That's the kind of thinking that got me here in the first place! I've put Hrantin in charge of the men and sent them out on the boat. Seyne and I will handle the situation here on the island. Whatever happens, we need to proceed carefully. We need a measured response.   


  




Ranger's Correspondence


   Ancus  


   Today's kill count:


  

  Seven bureaucrats, two ogrim, and three legionaries. Beat that, Ancus!  


  —  


  Challenge accepted, Cornelia.  


  Today's kill count:  


  Three bureaucrats, four legionaries, and six ogrim.  


  —  


  Nice try, Ancus.  


  I've logged an official complaint with Captain Caudex. I saw one of your "killed" ogrim wandering around with an arrow sticking out of his foot—still very much alive. Better get those eyes checked.  


  —  


  Guilty as charged. I was going to finish him off, but watching that fat brute try to reach his toes was just too funny.  


  —  


  Spied three more ogrim with arrows in their feet. You're such a child.  


  —  


  It's the end of the world, Cornelia. We've got to get our kicks where we can.  


  Get it? Kicks? Try not to laugh too hard—you'll give up your position.  


  —  


  Believe me, Ancus, I'm quiet as the grave.   


  




Rasaba's Note


   Rasaba  


   How is it that I found an infiltrator among the ranks while you lot stood around like useless clots of clay? Were you lot too busy drinking or coming up with more ridiculous stories of past exploits? Did this hapless spy bribe you with sweet rolls?


  

  Perform better, or you'll get a surprise from me. And my surprises usually involve a sharp dagger, flung from a distance, and piercing your heart. You'll be dead before you can form a last thought.  


  Bah! Why do I bother? I'm not even sure you idiots can read.  


  — Rasaba   


  




Rats In The Crops


   Silat  


   Some of our homes were damaged in the storm and a great many rats have set upon our crops. While we have the rats in hand, we would inquire as to when we might expect help.


  

  None of us at Windcatcher Plantation are skilled architects. While a few of us can make simple repairs, we cannot fix everything without help from Mistral.  


  We will do what we can while we wait for your word.  


  Ever your servant,  


  — Silat  


  




Raven-Hair's Recollections


   Raven-Hair  


   The Reach never leaves you—not really. Even in southern waters, its icy fingers find a way into your veins.


  

  Would Jeer-Tei have been so quick to join if he knew the Haven raid wasn't at all about gold? When will Hlana piece together the larger implications of what we plan to do to that Elven town? How quickly would Yngold move to slit my throat if he realized which master I truly serve?  


  I can't remember the cove where I grew up. Named my damned raiding band after the place, but when I dream of it I don't see the cove. I just see what's north of it. I dream of a broken city and a broken king. Ice and blood. A million screaming voices shouting one word, over and over again.  


  What does it mean? Will I ever see it? Do I even want to?   


  




Ravenwatch Research: Aesar Hatespinner


   Gwendis  


   Verandis and his thirst for knowledge and research is going to be the death of me. Watching a big, dumb spider is just plain boring!


  

  Big spider tended eggs.  


  Big spider spun webs.  


  Big spider bored me, so I'm done here.  


  —Gwendis   


  




Ravenwatch Research: Veawend Ede


   Verandis  


   This may be the earliest of the Ayleid ruins that culminated in the Doomcrag.


  

  Even the place's name—Sea Journey's End—resonates with the history I have pieced together. And the gift of magicka continues to inhabit this ancient structure.  


  —Verandis   


  




Rayno's Scorched Journal


   Rayno  


   ... overgrown, fur-coated Nord! He has offered nothing but insults since we arrived. We will never be treated as equals here, never! No doubt the Bleakers fled here as no civilized folk would put up with their stu ....


  

  ... et again! For the sake of my family, I have withheld my temper and my hand, but no more! I will show that Nord some magic that will make his chest hair curl in fright. If there is a Bleaker left in this hamlet by week's end, may I never cast another spell. I know of a summoni ....  


  ... done. Soon they will be here. Then Ulf and his clan will plead for mercy—but I will show none. Death to all Bleakers! I will have no peace while they yet live. This place will be known as Dalvilu's Way from now ....   


  




Raynor's Bthanual Notes


   Raynor  


   "It is simple... they are not gods at all."


  

  After reviewing Kireth's notes on the prismatic emitter matrix set into the conduit chamber shows some remarkable strides in the understanding of Dwemer construction. Her scribbling may be childish and her language is, at best, imprecise, but her conclusions are no less exceptional despite her best efforts to the contrary.  


  My sister actually managed to generate and execute a working hypothesis that allowed her to not only determine how the Dwemer device was supposed to operate, but resulted in her repairing and utilzing the device to open a door that had been sealed—almost literally—forever.  


  She was able to fashion a replacement for a damaged emitter stone using scavenged parts from damaged Dwemer constructs and her own saliva. I won't touch the new component, and that's certainly not how I would have solved this predicament, but I am proud of my little sister.   


  




Raynor's Journal: Bthanual


   Raynor  


   I think Kireth and I may have discovered what we need to finally prove ourselves to the Arch-Mage at the Academy of Shad Astula. The Dwemer ruins of northern Tamriel hold amazing treasures of the lost Dwarves, but these places are often too dangerous to navigate. I have discovered several references in old texts to a method for controlling Dwemer constructs through the use of a harmonic device that interacts with the constructs' resonators. It'll take some time, and no small effort, but I think I can actually build a prototype of the device to test.


  

  I truly am a genius. But I already knew that.   


  




Raynor's Travel Diary


   Raynor  


   Kireth says I should keep a journal. I'm not good at writing. She always takes better notes than I do.


  

  The Dwemer seem to use soul gems to power their constructs. Where did they get all of the souls for it? Bears further research. Might be able to use them to power more mundane things. Magical housecleaning for everyone? Why not?  


  (Raynor, you're supposed to use this for your personal thoughts, not more research notes. —K)  


  Kireth, those WERE my personal thoughts. Already said I'm bad at this. Have heard there are classes on writing at Shad Astula. Not a high aspiration, but useful. Have to refocus on admission.  


  —7 Evening Star  


  Trying to date these. Apparently helps with organization. Can't remember the previous dates, will just leave blank.  


  Working on invisibility device. Really just a stored spell, like a scroll or enchantment, nothing fancy. Difficult part is casting and uncasting. Is uncasting a word? Dispel maybe? Don't want to confuse my terms.  


  —22 Evening Star  


  Travel is boring. Too bumpy to work on research, too little to do to stay engaged. Writing again to see if it helps. Probably won't. Kireth seems to be writing without a problem. Must be nice.   


  




Razak's Secret Mastery


   Anonymous  


   Razak was beyond brilliant. Gaining control of his devices is proving difficult. I'm convinced the information we need is locked within the vault. The trouble is getting inside.


  

  The inventor held teaching and learning as sacred. His focus on humility, diligence, respite, and the recording of one's experiences is not so different from formalized Imperial schooling today.  


  We've already found three pass phrases etched on ancient relics. The constructs thwart our efforts to find the fourth. They'll need to be recited aloud in the proper order to unlock the vault.  


  We're so close!  


  We have discovered the order to recite the phrases: Pledge, Logic, Boundary, Humility. Only the Boundary phrase remains to be found. Then the secrets of Razak's mastery will be ours!   


  




Re-Forging The Past


   Kireth Vanos 


   I'll never forget the first time I saw the unmistakable hallmarks of Dwemer craftsmanship. Too small to even see the traveling merchant's wares atop his table, my father lifted me up so I could admire the strange angles, geometric engravings, and the unusual luster of a mace and shield on display. I was captivated. Though it's likely those first pieces I laid eyes on were reproductions, they were enough to stoke my curiosity for a lifetime.


  

  I apprenticed under my father, a well-regarded smith, and tried again and again as my skills improved to replicate the Dwemer designs that so fascinated me. One of the major difficulties, of course, was not having much in the way of example or instruction—all I had to go on for ages were my memories. My father forbade me from searching for ruins on my own, though he did humor my passion by bringing me any book he could afford on the topic of the vanished race and their creations.  


  It wasn't until I was old enough to strike out alone that I made any substantial progress. I soon discovered how right it was of my father to keep me away from Dwemer ruins in my youth. They are treacherous places even for experienced adventurers, which I was certainly not the first time I charged headfirst into one. I was a bit too confident, I'll admit, and I never expected the spider construct that burst out of an opening in the wall as I walked by. I had no idea the ruins were still active!  


  I was inexperienced and untried in combat, and without my skill as a smith, I doubt I would be here to tell my story today. My armor protected me from several blows I could not deflect in time with my shield as two more spiders clanked out from the darkness, and my well-balanced mace seemed to swing itself right into them, sending tiny gears and showers of sparks flying. It was over before I knew it, and I realized that I stood among piles of still-hissing metal treasure.  


  Cramming everything that would fit into my pack—part of the carapace, a couple engraved legs, and an assortment of gears and springs—I carefully made my way back to the surface. The Eight smiled on me that day, because it wasn't long before I was blinking in the sunlight, little worse for the wear than a few scratches and minor burns.  


  Back at the forge with my prizes, I worked day and night on a new mace. I fashioned it after one in an ancient text my father had found, using my hard-won scrap to augment the smithing process. It became apparent quickly that this was what I'd been missing the whole time! The product of that sleepless week has never been recognized as a reproduction by any scholar, smith, or relic-dealer.  


  Forging in the Dwemer style, as you can see, is not for the dabbler. Only a committed craftsman will have what it takes to seek out rare, ancient texts and obtain their own materials from the deadly constructs that lurk to this day in the ruins of that lost civilization. If you think you're up to the task, I hope my story has inspired you—and if you're not, then stay well away from those ruins!   


  




Reality And Other Falsehoods


   Anonymous  


   It is easy to confuse Illusion and Alteration. Both schools of magic attempt to create what is not there. The difference is in the rules of nature. Illusion is not bound by them, while Alteration is. This may seem to indicate that Alteration is the weaker of the two, but this is not true. Alteration creates a reality that is recognized by everyone. Illusion's reality is only in the mind of the caster and the target.


  

  To master Alteration, first accept that reality is a falsehood. There is no such thing. Our reality is a perception of greater forces impressed upon us for their amusement. Some say that these forces are the gods, others that they are something beyond the gods. For the wizard, it doesn't really matter. What matters is the appeal couched in a manner that cannot be denied. It must be insistent without being insulting.  


  To cast Alteration spells is to convince a greater power that it will be easier to change reality as requested than to leave it alone. Do not assume that these forces are sentient. Our best guess is that they are like wind and water. Persistent but not thoughtful. Just like directing the wind or water, diversions are easier than outright resistance. Express the spell as a subtle change and it is more likely to be successful.   


  




Receipt For Arcane Tomes


   Lady Cinnabar of Taneth    


   Veroine Gimbert


  

  The Mystic's Mirage  


  Sentinel  


  12th of Morning Star  


  Mistress Gimbert, Felicitous Greetings  


  This letter serves to acknowledge receipt of your shipment of my latest order of books, to wit:  


  - The Five Points of the Star  


  - Sacred Rites of the Stonechewers  


  - Twin Secrets  


  - Relics of St. Veloth  


  - Cheeses of Tamriel  


  The last item on the list came as something of a surprise. Checking my records, I see that the fifth book should have been "Boethiah and Her Avatars." I understand it is easy to make such an oversight, but I would appreciate it if you could rectify the error at your earliest possible convenience.  


  Yours in Arcane Scholarship,  


  Lady Cinnabar  


  Tower of the Fifth Doctrine  


  Taneth   


  




Recipe For Horker Pie


   Anonymous  


   Horker Meat


  

  Red Wheat Flour  


  Yeast  


  Salt  


  Carrots  


  Potato  


  Create a pie crust using the wheat, yeast and a little Salt. reserve about a quarter of the dough for the pie's top.  


  Roughly chop the meat and vegetables together and season with salt and a little water. Pour the mixture into the pie crust and cover with remaining dough. Place in a hot oven for an hour.   


  




Record Of Taxation For Year's End


   Anonymous  


   By dictate of the Potentate, the taxation of the village has been increased to match that of the other Colovian and Nibenese settlements. Naturally, this mandate was not well-received by the commoners, and the mayor's coffers were further tapped by the need to hire mercenaries to quell a violent uprising.


  

  Nevertheless, with the assistance of the newly-founded Fighters Guild—as the clerk notes, created by dictate of the Potentate, may his wisdom forever lead our Empire to prosperity—the taxes appropriated met the requirements imposed by the Imperial administrators. Each citizen's contributions are to be recorded accurately.   


  




Recruiting A Ranger


   Ren-dro  


   I am tired of your excuses! The Vinedusk Rangers are some of the most effective, lethal assassins in Tamriel. I will have one on my payroll before the end of the year. I will have her by my side, guarding me day and night, wearing her armor.


  

  This is not a negotiation. I paid good money for your services. I don't care what's happening at Driladan Pass or Vullain. Get out there into Valenwood and recruit me a Ranger!  


  I can assure you, my current stable of assassins is more than skilled enough to deal with you if you don't.  


  — Ren-dro   


  




Red Rook Orders: Cryptwatch


   Anonymous  


   The feeble Lion Guard has left yet another fort abandoned and ripe for plunder. This one, called Cryptwatch Fort, is located near Crosswych. Your orders are simple: find the fort and turn it into a base of operations for the Red Rooks.


  

  What could be better than a fort we can move right into? It will help us further establish our presence in King's Guard, and it will provide another layer of protection in case the Bloodthorn Cult turns against us.  


  Also, prepare for a meeting with Valenwe and her entourage. It would be good to add their unique skills to our cause.   


  




Red Rook Orders


   Anonymous  


   You have been honored with this momentous task. Gaetane, your leader on this mission, is no ordinary commander. She has been trained in the arts of storm magic. She may be young, but she is powerful and ruthless.


  

  Protect her. Follow her instructions. If you succeed, you will be well rewarded.   


  




Red Rook's Journal


   Anonymous  


   For a while, I thought that my decision to join the Red Rooks was the smartest thing I'd ever done. What farm girl hasn't dreamed of a life of adventure? And we started out with a cause and a purpose. Turmoil throughout the land had left our livelihoods shattered and our families in desperate straits. My family couldn't even afford to feed me, let alone care for my six brothers and sisters. So I left home with nothing but the clothes on my back and a rusty old sword that had belonged to my mother, and I went looking for the Red Rooks.


  

  Oh, I had heard rumors about the Red Rooks. Simple trappers and farmers just like me who had enough of the high-and-mighty nobles making life impossible for the common folk of the land. They had banded together to steal from the rich and give to the poor. At least, that's what the rumors told me. I couldn't wait to join them, to live a life of action and purpose.  


  It wasn't hard to hook up with a band of Red Rooks, and they welcomed me into their fold well enough. They gave me a uniform, and I felt a mix of pride and embarrassment as I put it on. I guess the Red Rook leaders want us to look like an army, but I couldn't help wondering if it was such a good idea to advertise our presence in such a bold and obvious manner. But who was I to second guess those who were older and far more experienced than I?  


  Things were going fine for a while, although it seemed like we were robbing whoever was available and keeping whatever we earned for ourselves. Still, I was a valued member of the group and I had started to develop some strong friendships—especially with Kala and Morin. We were becoming inseparable!  


  Just when things were really looking good, I started to suspect that there was something more ominous at play than a bunch of farmers trying to be noble bandits.  


  My suspicions were confirmed when I saw our leaders meeting with those Bloodthorn maniacs. I hope we aren't really considering an alliance with the cultists. That's not what I signed on for! I want to have a little fun and earn some gold. I certainly don't want to see Glenumbra destroyed and covered in corrupted vegetation!  


  Now I don't know what to do. Maybe I should talk to Kala and Morin. They'll know what we should do.   


  




Redfur Corporal's Log


   Anonymous  


   Caught another thief in the marketplace today. Where does Valirr get these thumb-fingered fools? I understand he wants to "redistribute the wealth," but Jode's Chariot cannot look the other way when a would-be robber drops stolen loot right beneath our noses!


  

  At least she wasn't a ribboner. Honestly, those "escape collars" may let the thieves get away, but they attract even more attention. I swear, Shan-ra is more upset at noticing the thievery than the actual theft.  


  But there is good money in thief-taking. For every thief we bring to the stocks we get ten gold coins. Repeat offenders net us twenty, and recovering stolen goods a solid ten percent. The Chariot can't turn its back on such easy money either, no matter how we might feel.  


  Still, I worry that Shan-ra will do something desperate. He is a proud man, and too much open theft is like a challenge to his authority. It'll take some effort to salve his pride ... either that, or an end to all this stealing.  


  I don't see either happening any time soon.   


  




Redfur Journal


   Redfur  


   Redfur Journal, v. 1


  

  23 Second Seed  


  Passage from Summerset was a sordid affair. Never thought I'd be involved in piracy, but when one's ship pulls up alongside a cog and arrows fly, one does what one can.  


  The captain was quite impressed with my affinity for—what was the phrase he used?—"scudding to broadside?" He offered me some recompense for my services; I declined.  


  27 Second Seed  


  Contracted porters in Southpoint. We set out tomorrow. The lead porter is a bit of a ruffian, but his bluster died when I offered him pay. I doubt even he believes his services are worth so much coin. The politics of discretion.  


  8 Mid Year  


  Waylaid by the most dim-witted assortment of bandits this side of Hammerfell. They attacked despite a most reasonable offer that doubtless contained more gold than any of them could have hoped to see in a lifetime.  


  We lost several Mer to the scuffle and can no longer carry my full complement of accoutrements. I will not miss their prattling ignorance, but my calcinator ... that will be sorely missed.  


  11 Mid Year  


  At last, the Reliquary is in our sights.  


  Redfur Journal, vol. 2  


  13 Mid Year  


  The business of unloading my equipment has been completed, and I have sent the porters on their way. They will return on the first of Sun's Height with supplies, but I am finally alone with my thoughts.  


  14 Mid Year  


  From what I can discern, reports of the ruins' dormancy have not been exaggerated. It has all the aesthetic appeal of an ancestor tomb without the company of necromantic constructs sweeping the halls clean of filth.  


  Really, the state of these ruins is appalling. It's as though my predecessors made no effort to sift through the filth! I will set to work at once.  


  20 Mid Year  


  Happened across several enchanted tomes today. Unfortunately, I have been unable to open them. If I had my calcinator, I might be able to analyze their enchantments more closely by taking a sample and breaking it down. Unfortunately, those twice-cursed bandits have made that impossible.  


  Not to be deterred, I sought to pry up the bindings of one of the books. When I did this, it heated up measurably until it seared my fingertips. Further study will have to await my return to the Crystal Tower.  


  23 Mid Year  


  While sifting through the remains of some remarkably well preserved flesh monstrosity, I felt a breeze issuing from the stacks. It was steady and warm, like the breathing of some great beast.  


  Doubtless it is the ingress to some hidden passage, but its means of access are impeccably obscured.  


  27 Mid Year  


  Success! I was able to effect the opening of the passageway through careful application of alteration spells! Such a clever solution will surely draw the admiration of my peers in Summerset, but for the moment, true discovery awaits! It is time to discover what secrets this Reliquary holds!   


  




Redguards, History And Heroes


   Destri Melarg 


   This is a publishers proof of the initial draft of my book, "REDGUARDS, THEIR HISTORY AND THEIR HEROES".


  

  The following is a collection of the tales, myths and history of the Redguards. Much of their history is shrouded in mystery and in the mists of time. It is hard to distinguish between myths, and real history.  


  Below are the first chapters of the draft by Destri Melarg  


  Author's note as translated into the Modern Tongue of Hammerfell:  


  Frandar Hunding was born in 2356 in the old way of reckoning, in our beloved deserts of the old land. The traditional rule of emperors had been overthrown in 2012, and although each successive emperor remained the figurehead of the empire, his powers were very much reduced. Since that time, our people saw 300 years of almost continuous civil war between the provincial lords, warrior monks and brigands, all fighting each other for land and power. Our people once were artisans, poets, and scholars, but the ever evolving strife made the way the sword inevitable - the song of the blade through the air, through flesh and bone, its ring against armor: an answer to our prayers.  


  In the time of Lord Frandar the first Warrior Prince, lords called Yokeda built huge stone castles to protect themselves and their lands, and castle towns outside the walls begin to grow up. In 2245, however, Mansel Sesnit came to the fore. He became the Elden Yokeda, or military dictator, and for eight years succeeded in gaining control of almost the whole empire. When Sesnit was assassinated in 2253,a commoner took over the government. Randic Torn continued the work of unifying the Empire which Sesnit had begun, ruthlessly putting down any traces of insurrection. He revived the old gulf between the warriors - the sword singers - and the commoners by introducing restrictions on the wearing of swords. "Torn's Sword-hunt", as it was known, meant that only the singers were allowed to wear swords, which distinguished them from the rest of the population.  


  Although Torn did much to settle the empire into its pre-strife ways, by the time of his death in 2373 internal disturbances still had not been completely eliminated. Upon his death, civil war broke out in earnest; war that made the prior 300 year turmoil pale in comparison. It was in this period that Frandar Hunding grew up.  


  Hunding belonged to the sword-singers. This element of empire society grew from the desert artisans and was initially recruited from the young sons and daughters of the high families. They built the first temple to the unknown gods of War and build a training hall "The Hall of the Virtues of War". Within a few generations the way of the sword - the song of the blade - had become their life. The people of the blade kept their poetry and artisanship in building beautiful swords woven with magic and powers from the unknown gods. The greatest among them became known as Ansei or "Saints of the Sword". Each of these began their own training schools teaching their individual way of the sword. Those Ansei of the highest virtue wandered the country side engaging in battle, righting wrongs, and seeking to end the strife.  


  To sum it up. Hunding, was a sword-singer, a master, no, a Master Ansei at a time when the peak of the strife was reborn out of the chaos of Torn's death. Many singers put up their swords and became artists, for the pull of the artisan heritage was strong; but others, like Hunding pursued the ideal of the warrior searching for enlightenment through the perilous paths of the Sword. Duels of revenge and tests of skill were common place, and fencing schools multiplied.  


  Frandar do Hunding Hel Ansei No Shira, or as he is commonly known Frandar Hunding, was born in the far desert marches in the province of High Desert. Hunding is the name of the High Desert region near where he was born. No Shira means noble person or person of noble birth and Hel Ansei is his title of Sword Sainthood.  


  Hunding's ancestors reach back to the beginning of recorded time in the high desert and were artisans and mystics, his grandfather was a retainer of the Elden Yokeda, Mansel Sesnit, and led many of the battles of unification prior to Sesnit's assassination.  


  When he was 14, Hunding's father died in the one of the many insurrections, and he was left to support his mother and four brothers. His prowess with the sword however, made his life both difficult and easy. Easy in that his services came in great demand as a guardian and escort. Hard in that his reputation preceded him, and many awaited their turn to face him in battle and gain instant fame through his defeat.  


  By the time Hunding was 30 he had fought and won more than 90 duels killing all his opponents. He became virtually invincible with the sword, gaining such skill and mastery that he finally stopped using the real swords created through the artisanship of his people and began using the Shehai or "way of the spirit sword".  


  All sword singers learn through their intense training and devotion to the gods of war and way of the sword, the forms of discipline that allow the creation of the spirit sword. This is a simple form of magic or mind mastery where by a image of a sword is formed from pure thought. The sword singer forms the sword by concentrating, and it takes shape in his hand - usually a pale thing of light, misty and insubstantial, a thing of beauty perhaps, a symbol of devotion to the Way and the gods, but no weapon. However, those Ansei of the highest level and sensitivity and those with talent in magic, can at times of stress, form a spirit sword, the Shehai which is far more than light and air - it is an unstoppable weapon of great might, a weapon which can never be taken from the owner without also taking his mind.  


  The Shehai became Hunding's weapon, and with this he slew bands of brigands and wandering monsters than infested the land. Finally upon finishing his 90th duel, defeating the evil Lord Janic and his seven lich followers, he was satisfied that he was indeed invincible. Hunding then turned to formulating his philosophy of"the Way of the Sword". He wrote his Learnings down in the BOOK OF CIRCLES while living as a hermit in a cave in the mountains of high desert in his sixtieth year.  


  In that year Hunding having enlisted in the many battles of the empire, defeating all opponents, had thought himself ready for death and retired to his cave to capture his strategy and mystical visions to share with other Sword Singers. It was after his completion of the scroll of the Circle that the Singers found him composing his death poem and preparing to join the gods of war in final rest.  


  At sixty he was a vigorous man, who thought himself through with life, but his people,the sword-singers needed him. They needed him as never before.  


  Torn's Sword Hunt, had separated the Singers from the common people, and the rise of the Last Emperor began the last great strife of the desert empire. The Emperor and his consort Elisa's final effort to wrest control of the empire from the people by destroying the sword-singers. Hira vowed to search out every Singer with his Brigand army composed of Orcs and castoffs of the wars of the empire, and to scourge them from the face of the planet.  


  The Sword Singers were never a numerous people. The harsh desert kept the births few, and growing up in the unforgiving wastes eliminated all but those of iron spirit and will. Thus the final strife which became knows as the "War of the Singers" found the people of the sword unprepared and unready to join together their individually great skills into an army that could defend their homes and lives.  


  Frandar Hunding was sought out, his death poem interrupted, and unceremoniously command of the singers was thrust upon him. To the unknown gods of war great thanks is owed that Hunding had the time in his cave to write down his years of accumulated wisdom, of strategy, of the way of the Shehai. The singers fled from their camps up into the desert hills and mountains. Fled to the foot of Hattu "the father of Mountains" where Hunding had gone to write in peace and to die, and there these remnants formed into the Army of the Circle - they learned Hunding's Way, his strategies his tactics, and the final great vision for a master stroke.  


  Hunding devised a plan of seven battles leading the Armies of Hira further and further into the wilderness to the foot of Hattu, where the final battle could be fought. Hunding called his plan the "Hammer and the Anvil". With each battle Hunding's Singers would further learn his strategies and tactics, grow strong in the use of the Shehai, and be ready to defeat their opponents in the seventh battle. And thus it was, the six first battles were waged, each neither victory or defeat, each leading to the next. The larger armies of Hira following the small army of Hunding. Outnumbered thirty to one, the singers never faltered from the Way. The stage was set, Hira and his Army maneuvered to the base of Hattu Mountain, where the hammer blow was delivered. The battle was pitched, and many singers fell that day. Hunding knew, that the singers who lived would be few, but Hira and his empire of evil would not live and so it went.  


  At the end Hunding and less that twenty thousand Singers survived the day, but no army of evil was left to pillage and murder, more than three hundred thousand fell that day on Hattu. Of those who were left to run and live, all were scattered to the four winds, and organized force no more.  


  The singers packed their lives, folded their tents, mourned their dead, and followed Hunding to the great port city of Arch, in the province of Seawind. There Hunding had a flotilla of ships waiting. The Singers left their desert for a new land. No longer welcome in the desert empire, they left to be sung about and spoken of in legend. The final great warrior, the singers of Shehai, the Book of Circles, all leaving that land where their virtue was unappreciated. Red, red with blood they were in the eyes of the gentle citizenry, never mind that they had saved them from a great evil.  


  The singers vowed to learn new ways as they traveled across the great ocean to their new land. To adopt a new name, but to honor the past. In honor of their final battle, they named their new land Hammerfell and adopted the name Redguards.  


  In honor to Hunding the great warrior prince, each household in Hammerfell has a place by the hearth an alcove really, just a niche, big enough to hold the scroll - The Book of Circles.   


  




Redoran Cooking Secrets


   Anonymous  


   Crab Meat Stew


  

  2 handfuls of crab meat  


  1 mug of stock  


  3 pinches of garlic  


  1 large onion  


  1 handful of ground oats  


  Grill onion until brown. Mix stock, garlic, and onion in a large bowl. Slowly stir in ground oats to thicken. Add in crab meat. Bake covered in a hot oven for one half hour to one hour.  


  Frog Muffin  


  1 stone of ground frog meat  


  a hand and a half of rice flour  


  cube of baker's yeast  


  pinch of pepper  


  sprig of thyme  


  Create a batter using the rice flour, baker's yeast, and a little water. Cook the meat in a pan over an open flame. When the meat begins to brown, add it to the batter along with with the thyme leaves. Sprinkle with pepper and pour batter into muffin tins. Bake for one quarter hour in a hot oven.   


  




Reezal-Jul's Journal


   Reezal-Jul  


   By the ancient mysteries, my plans develop just as I foresaw!


  

  I carry on the wishes and desires of my one, true master—the great and sorely missed King Ranser of Rivenspire. Some called him mad. I know him as the genius and visonary he was. A man ahead of his time. Did he care that I enjoyed the occasional experiment? That I saw a path to power in the intricacies of the dark arts? No. He encouraged me! I will always be greatful to King Ranser for that.  


  But sometimes other paths must be followed. I knew that I had to find a new direction as the High King's forces closed upon Traitor's Tor. That's why, regretfully, I left my beloved king's side before the end came. Someone had to survive to carry on our work. Someone had to survive to make Emeric pay for his insults and injuries. I just wish it could have been my king instead of me. Ah, well, that's the way the river runs.  


  I offered my services to Baron Montclair at the first opportunity. We had made each other's acquaintance at one of the king's functions, and he seemed the most suitable for my ultimate plans. I knew that Count Tamrith would have nothing to do with me or my special talents, and Baron Dorell was too stubborn to take any suggestions I made seriously. But Montclair, he could be swayed. He could be manipulated. He could be forged into the weapon I needed to enact King Ranser's revenge.  


  It was easy enough to convince Count Verandis to aid my cause. And a simple forget-me draught was enough to wipe the memories from him. Getting his blood vassal to imbibe the potion was child's play. And when Verandis fed, the alchemical concoction passed from the vassal to him. It was just my good fortune that the Baron's wife was as ill as she was. They were all so worried about her and desperate for a miracle that they accepted what I offered them without question.  


  But enough of the past! It is the future I am more interested in right now. My living necromancy experiment worked! I was able to take the living flesh of others and create a totally different living creature. Even now, it grows more powerful in the ruins of Crestshade, awaiting my orders to head out and ravage the countryside. It isn't bogged down by the intelligence or demeanor of those who gave their living flesh to its creation—it is a new and unique entity ready to obey my every command! Imagine what I can do with an army of such creatures!  


  Soon, all of Rivenspire will be under our control. Then I will convince the Baron to send his undead army and my creations south. This time, the outcome will be much different from Ranser's War. This time, the High King will fall. I have foreseen it. The power of the Ayleid relic told me so.   


  




Regarding The Ebonheart Pact


   Aicantar of Shimerene 


   Our cousins the Dark Elves have been duly punished for the betrayal of their ancestry: because they have embraced, and then attempted to emulate, the Daedra, a curse has disfigured their bodies and blasted their land. That lesson was apparently insufficient, for they have now left the boundaries of their cursed domain, and seek to infect the rest of the mainland with their heresies. The trio of wily demonspawn who rule them have duped the simple Nords and the slave-lizard Argonians into joining this mad escapade.


  

  To allow the Ebonheart Pact to rule in Cyrodiil would be just as foolish as to leave the Empire to one or another of the tribes of Men. The Tribunal is ultimately an even greater danger to Nirn than the heedless and impetuous human nations. They must be driven back into their haunted corner of the continent with their power broken ... forever.   


  




Regarding The Fists Of Thalmor


   Canonreeve Falduil 


   Confidential Diplomatic Missive: Thalmor Eyes Only


  

  Deliver Only To: Aicantar, Sapiarch of Indoctrination, Crystal Tower, Alinor  


  Your Sapience,  


  In retrospect, I am of the opinion that titling a para-military unit the "Fists of Thalmor" has been an error of nomenclature. Though accurate as to the function of said unit, in the local vernacular the title has been shortened to simply "Thalmor," which inaccurately conflates our diplomatic corps with the Dominion military. Furthermore, inasmuch as the Fists, in pursuit of their enforcement duties, may occasionally exert more force than some might think necessary, this taints the Thalmor with a perception that our agents are heavy-handed thugs. Needless to say, this doesn't help when negotiating for aid from the local indigenes.  


  In future, I think we would be wise to return to referring to our enforcement units as "Justiciars," even if it does make our Khajiiti citizens disinclined to join because it sounds so stuffy.  


  Yours in Diplomacy,  


  Canonreeve Faldui   


  




Regarding The Hall


   Septima Tharn 


   "It is simple... they are not gods at all."


  

  I'll be leaving in the morning with a contingent of legionnaires and scholars and whatever archeological tools we can find in this gods-forsaken city.  


  Glory to Lord Molag Bal,  


  Magus-General Septima Tharn  


  




Relics Of Saint Veloth


   Anonymous  


   Next to the living gods of the Tribunal, Saint Veloth is among the most revered figures in Dunmer history. Several houses of worship exist in Deshaan dedicated to Veloth's memory and to the veneration of icons left to us by the saint and his original followers. A description of some of these relics and their significance follows.


  

  Saint Veloth wielded this warhammer during the exodus from Summerset. Veloth saw fit to set aside this weapon when he vowed to turn his attention from war to the task of building a new home for the Chimer in Resdayn. Today, the Judgment resides in the Tribunal Temple and is said to have powers related to cleansing corrupted souls.  


  This radiant crystal is believed to be a tear shed by Veloth when he first laid eyes upon the land of Resdayn, the new homeland he had seen in his visions. According to the legend, the tear froze as it slid down Veloth's cheek. Kept by the monks of the monastery of Muth Gnarr, this crystal has great healing and restorative powers—provided the monks maintain a constant vigil and pattern of prayer.  


  Used by Veloth to carry water to quench the thirst of his sick followers during the exodus, and then later to irrigate the young crops of the new homeland, the Holy Vessel now resides in the temple in Selfora.  


  The Reliquary that stands in the Shrine of Saint Veloth in Deshaan is not a relic, per se, but instead contains perhaps the most powerful and holy relics associated with Veloth—his skull and bones. The bones of the saint are said to have many magical properties, and pilgrims travel from across Morrowind to receive the saint's blessing. Legends claim that the most faithful sometimes receive visions of the saint while meditating and praying before the Reliquary.   


  




Reman Ii: The Limits Of Ambition


   High King Emeric 


   Having found himself in command of the Empire after the deposition of the incompetent Kastav, Reman II's first notable endeavor was to negotiate a swift end to the Winterhold Rebellion of 2804. Reader, grant this thought due consideration—a new and largely untested leader was able to make peace with angered Nords without further unnecessary bloodshed. This was no mean achievement, and truly it demonstrated the quality of the man who would bring a golden age to the Second Empire.


  

  How could a leader of such quality, one who not only calmed the rebellious Nords, but who subdued and united nearly all of Tamriel to usher in one of the most peaceful, productive intervals in recorded history, let the Empire come to ruin? I will divulge my ruminations on the matter, but not before recognizing the accomplishments of this remarkable man and the lessons to be learned from them.  


  Reman II was a master tactician, and studying records of the battles he fought shows not only his own acumen, but his respect for his troops—and those of the enemy. When he conquered new territory for the Empire, he established rule with a careful hand, avoiding too much disruption to local customs, traditions, and particularly to established trade. The Imperial culture spread, of course, but not through forced assimilation. Rather, the people came to accept and support the Empire by reaping the benefits of free trade, stability, and the development of better infrastructure. He gathered advisers from each province, and focused on his people more than many Emperors ever had.  


  For long years, peace prevailed across Tamriel. Necromancy and Daedra worship were abolished. Trade flourished, and, through the careful ministrations of Reman II and his councilors, the Second Empire thrived. And yet, the great emperor desired more. He turned his eyes to the provinces of Black Marsh and Morrowind, the unconquered territory weighing heavy on him. In the 2830s, he called forth the legions in an imprudent attempt to conquer Black Marsh. The losses to the swamp itself—its diseases and deadly beasts—nearly matched the number lost in combat with the Argonians, but the Empire managed to establish footholds in the northern and eastern marches by 2837. Reman declared Black Marsh to be officially annexed.  


  In perhaps his most critical folly, Reman II was not satisfied. He turned next to Morrowind and initiated the Four-Score War, a long, bloody conflict devastating to both sides. The battles were ugly, and the tenuous relations with Morrowind, which had shown some promise for diplomacy, were shattered. He perished fighting the Dunmer in 2843, and his heirs continued on as the Empire began to weaken, bled dry by the cost and wracked with dissent.  


  And that is, perhaps, the greatest lesson that Reman II can teach to any leader: to keep ambition in check. His success catapulted him to greater and greater visions for the Empire, but in his desire to unify all of Tamriel, he compromised the beliefs and practices that made the Second Empire's golden age great, engaging in a hopeless war unwanted by his people and unneeded to provide them with security, free trade, and a prosperous Empire.   


  




Remanada


   Anonymous  


   Remanada, Chapter 1: Sancre Tor and the Birth of Reman


  

  And in those days the empire of the Cyrodiils was dead, save in memory only, for through war and slug famine and iniquitous rulers, the west split from the east and Colovia's estrangment lasted some four hundreds of years. And the earth was sick with this sundering. Once-worthy western kings, of Anvil and Sarchal, of Falkreath and Delodiil, became through pride and habit as like thief-barons and forgot covenant. In the heartland things were no better, as arcanists and false moth-princes lay in drugged stupor or the studies of vileness and no one sat on the Throne in dusted generations. Snakes and the warnings of snakes went unheeded and the land bled with ghosts and deepset holes unto cold harbors. It is said that even the Chim-el Adabal, the amulet of the kings of glory, had been lost and its people saw no reason to find it.  


  And it was in this darkness that King Hrol set out from the lands beyond lost Twil with a sortie of questing knights numbered eighteen less one, all of them western sons and daughters. For Hrol had seen in his visions the snakes to come and sought to heal all the borders of his forebears. And to this host appeared at last a spirit who resembled none other than El-Estia, queen of ancienttimes, who bore in her left hand the dragonfire of the aka-tosh and in her right hand the jewels of the covenant and on her breast a wound that spilt void onto her mangled feet. And seeing El-Estia and Chim-el Adabal, Hrol and his knights wailed and set to their knees and prayed for all things to become as right. Unto them the spirit said, I am the healer of all men and the mother of dragons, but as you have run so many times from me so shall I run until you learn my pain, which renders you and all this land dead.  


  And the spirit fled from them, and they split among hills and forests to find her, all grieving that they had become a villainous people. Hrol and his shieldthane were the only ones to find her, and the king spoke to her, saying, I love you sweet Aless, sweet wife of Shor and of Auri-el and the Sacred Bull, and would render this land alive again, not through pain but through a return to the dragon-fires of covenant, to join east and west and throw off all ruin. And the shieldthane bore witness to the spirit opening naked to his king, carving on a nearby rock the words AND HROL DID LOVE UNTO A HILLOCK before dying in the sight of their union.  


  When the fifteen other knights found King Hrol, they saw him dead after his labors against a mound of mud. And they parted each in their way, and some went mad, and the two that returned to their homeland beyond Twil would say nothing of Hrol, and acted ashamed for him.  


  But after nine months that mound of mud became as a small mountain, and there were whispers among the shepherds and bulls. A small community of believers gathered around that growing hill during the days of its first churning, and they were the first to name it the Golden Hill, Sancre Tor. And it was the shepherdess Sed-Yenna who dared climb the hill when she heard his first cry, and at its peak she saw what it had yielded, an infant she named Reman, which is "Light of Man."  


  And in the child's forehead was the Chim-el Adabal, alive with the dragon-fires of yore and divine promise, and none dared obstruct Sed-Yenna when she climbed the steps of White-Gold Tower to place the babe Reman on his Throne, where he spoke as an adult, saying I AM CYRODIIL COME.  


  Remanada, Chapter 2: The Chevalier Renald, Blade of the Pig  


  And in the days of interregnum, the Chim-el Adabal was lost again amid the petty wars of gone-heathen kings. West and east knew no union then and all the lands outside of them saw Cyrodiil as a nest of snakemen and snakes. And for four more hundreds of years did the seat of Reman stay sundered, with only the machinations of a group of loyal knights keeping all its borders from throwing wide.  


  These loyal knights did go by no name then, but were known by their eastern swords and painted eyes, and it was whispered that they were descended from the bodyguard of old Reman. One of their number, called the Chevalier Renald, discovered the prowess of Cuhlecain and then supported him towards the throne. Only later would it be revealed that Renald did this thing to come closer to Talos, anon Stormcrown, the glorious yet-emperor Tiber Septim; only later still, that he was under instruction by a pig.  


  Long glory was wife to the all the knights of the dragon-banner, who knew no other and were brothers before beyond many seas and now were brothers under the law named the blade-surrender of Pale Pass. And having vampire blood these brother-knights lived for ages through and past Reman and then kept guard over his ward, the coiled king, Versidue-Shaie. The snake-captain Vershu became Renald became the protector of the northern west when the black dart was hooked into Savirien-Chorak.  


  [Here torn pages indicate that the rest of this ancient book has been lost.]   


  




Remember Me


   Anonymous  


   When he could no longer move, Scale-Song bowed his head, listening to the moisture dripping from the roots twisted above him. Soon, it would be over. He would return to the Hist. How embarrassing, though, for an Argonian to suffocate in mud.


  

  His eyes opened suddenly. He'd had the same dream every night for weeks. Each night, he felt he was nearly at the cave's exit. Everything would be made clear once he reached it. And each morning, Scale-Song awoke, no closer to understanding the meaning of the imagery.  


  "Clearly, the Hist speaks to you," said his egg-brother Gash-Tail. "Tonight, ask what it wants. Talk to it." "I'll try," said Scale-Song, "but I never remember it's a dream until I'm awake."  


  Gash-Tail reached into an earthenware jar on the shelf beside him. He handed Scale-Song a thick roll of leaves tied with twine. "Burn this," he said. "The incense may clear your mind. If the Hist wants you, you must listen."  


  Scale-Song nodded. Advice like this was precisely why he sought Gash-Tail's help. For the first time in a long while, he couldn't wait for night to fall.  


  The burnt incense filled his hut with thick gray smoke that coiled heavily along the ground like fog. Scale-Song hadn't expected it to smell so horribly. Still, he watched the smoke spread slowly throughout the room, his eyelids growing heavier and heavier.  


  A cave. A tunnel? Smoke drifted along the muddy floor. Scale-Song stopped running and reached out a hand toward the smoke. Talk. Ask. Speak.  


  "Are you trying to tell me something?" he asked aloud.  


  "I am dead."  


  "Dead? Who are you?"  


  The smoke coalesced into a shimmering figure, hooded and cloaked. Its tail twitched. "I am dead," the figure said. "Without it, all that I am will be lost forever. Find it. Remember."  


  "It? What is it?"  


  Scale-Song followed the figure through the dark passage. His feet no longer sank into the mire, as in all the other dreams. They walked in silence. Scale-Song was alert, but untroubled.  


  It seemed like hours before the pair reached the tunnel's exit. The shimmering figure sighed deeply, pointing toward a shriveled tree.  


  "A Hist," said Scale-Song, surprised. "Is this it? Dead ... but how?"  


  "Remember," said the figure, unfurling into the wind, but not before it pressed a Mnemic Egg into Scale-Song's hands.  


  




Reminder: Don't Drink The Water


   Anonymous  


   And remember, if you notice anything strange or spot any unusual activity around Narsis, report to Commander Thandon at the center of our camp by the lake.


  

  




Reminder


   Anonymous  


   Remember, the villagers must truly believe you are the First Auridon Marines for this to work. Don't leave the bodies where they might be found. Lock the real Marines in the cellar of the northernmost house, then burn it down on top of them. 





Remnants Of Cyrod


   Anonymous  


   When Alessia's rebellion sent the Heartland lords fleeing from their manses, they took their knowledge with them.


  

  While some fled to the fens of Black Marsh and others to the northern reaches, most flew to Valenwood. After many years amongst the Bosmer, they amassed a storehouse of information.  


  Realizing a need to preserve our knowledge against the ages, they excavated a cavern east of the mighty Strid. There, in its alabaster depths, they carved great halls and sealed them against the ravages of erosion and time.  


  They summoned our greatest architect to do these things, and a great enchantment was placed upon its walls to stave off putrefaction and decay.  


  The ruins would stand until the White-Gold Tower fell to dust and bone in the ashes of old Cyrod. They would deliver our memory for generations to come, and seal us as the immortal masters of Tamriel, itself.   


  




Rendarion's Apology


   Rendarion  


   I was shocked to receive your note. Me, angry with you? Never! You won Elinwe's hand fairly and I hold no grudges. My best wishes go out to both of you.


  

  As a token of my desire to remain the closest of friends, I wish you to take advantage of the best fishing spot in all of Cyrodiil. This has been my secret for many years and now, as my betrothal gift, I share it with you.  


  Northwest of Castle Black Boot lies a chain of small lakes—the Mist Mirrors. Go there and enjoy the finest fishing you have ever seen. The fish practically leap into the boat! Someone who loves fishing as much as you simply cannot pass this up.  


  I left my boat along the shore for you. Pay no mind to the creatures you think you see patrolling the lakes. These are merely illusions I cast to keep others away from my favorite fishing hole. They will not harm you, just as I would never harm you.  


  Enjoy!  


  — Rendarion  


  




Renrijra Pirates


   Captain Augustus Relippe 


   I will not be in port for long, but I do have enough time to spare for a pot of a tea with these friendly Argonians and to draft a few quick letters. When the tide shifts, I will be at sea once more, pursuing those dastardly Renrijra Pirates.


  

  Perfidious Khajiit! I will pursue those pirates to the world's edge, if need be!  


  You embarrass me with your constant need for declarations of undying love, but rest assured that I echo your sentiments in return.  


  Lately, I have been preoccupied. The Renrijra raid our shores, trying to claim our lands as their own. I always knew cats were territorial, but those Khajiiti raiders pursue this as an obsession. Those pirates are relentless!  


  On the rare occasions when we capture one, it is always the same frustrating dialogue. They are quick to speak of territorial rights and political reform, and so on and so forth. But really, I know the truth. They are little more than smugglers and sea-raiders propping up their criminal activities behind a facade of ideals. They lie! And they shall pay!  


  They scowl, these pirates. They sneer, even when held in bonds. They take pride in their contemptuous nature. In fact, it is reflected in their very name: "Renrijra Krin." I have heard it translated as "the Mercenary's Grin" or "the Smiling Scum." The scum! It suits them well, but I prefer to call a knave a knave. They are smugglers and pirates and thieves to the last filthy cat.  


  The Renrijra are swaggering fools. Do you know what the so-called "code" of their order is called? "The Foolish Concepts." Fools! I have intercepted their logs and records, and I know their ways. They kill without hesitation. They espouse bravery, yet run away when confronted with justice. They curry favor by giving trinkets to the poor. Then they claim to be benefactors when stealing from those of privilege. A thief is still a thief!  


  Such insolence! They remind me of that servant we used to employ, the one who deigned to teach you how to dance. Do you remember him? The swarthy fellow who kept trying to meet with you privately? What cheek! Or the gardener who lurked by your bedroom window while I was away? Or the mason who would linger in our salon pretending to work while surreptitiously staring at you? Knaves! The world is full of knaves.  


  Know that I do this for more than my need to protect you and yours. I do this to protect our kingdom! I do this to secure our High King's domain by sea! Those knavish cats will never prevail.  


  Forgive me for my digression. My need for justice consumes me. I fear I will be at sea pursuing the Renrijra for several more months, along with the crew of the Wrath of Glenumbra, yet I await the day I shall return to you.  


  In answer to your last query: yes, we can afford to hire those workers you requested to build an extension on the house. Make sure they aren't shirking their duties. You'll have to watch them closely!  


  I've nearly drained my teapot and worn out my welcome with these spiritual lizard-folk, so I must be away. Rest assured, those Renrijra Pirates won't escape the relentless efforts of the Breton Navy.  


  I remain, as always, your affectionate and loving,  


  —Captain Augustus Relippe, Commander, The Wrath of Glenumbra  


  




Reply From Reezal-Jul


   Reezal-Jul  


   I'm sorry you couldn't stay to see the end of this, but Shornhelm will soon be ours. I am following your orders to the letter. The upper city is under our control, the Shornhelm Guard is scattered, and soon the portal will be ready. We will be able to ferry more Montclair troops in, under their very noses!


  

  I continue to use our blessed gift, turning more and more people into vampires. But, as you have no doubt observed, the process is often extremely accelerated. For every vampire I create to join our forces, I wind up with a dozen or more mindless bloodfiends. Not that these don't also serve a purpose, but even so.  


  Have you considered my request? I know that my work—my side project, as you call it—will benefit you. Imagine, your glorious army bolstered by unstoppable creatures of necromantic design. I have already had some success, and I know I am on the right path.  


  And after we take control of Rivenspire, we can turn our attention to the south. We can succeed where Ranser failed. I just need more time. And more resources.  


  — General Reezal-Jul  


  




Report: Missing Persons


   Regine Nyte 


   We're still getting reports from the locals of people going missing. We've interviewed a few family members, but we've yet to find any common threads. The whole thing feels wrong, somehow.


  

  I'm aware we don't follow up cases like these without a patron, so I'll leave the matter in your hands. Should one of the nobles in the area vanish, we'll make our investigation a higher priority.  


  Eight keep you,  


  Guard Regine Nyte  


  




Report On Dominion Activities


   Anonymous  


   Until we find a way to detect the skin-stealers, we can't mount a united defense against other Dominion incursions in Shadowfen.


  

  




Report On Training


   Anonymous  


   Nordahl's progress remains unacceptably slow. Never have I tutored such a talentless mage. It's as if he's never even summoned a familiar! How he managed to raise the dead is beyond me.


  

  He insists we continue, and vows my death if I speak of our lessons. It would be such a shame if we had a training accident.   


  




Report: Quality Of Recruits


   Captain Lampronius 


   As you requested, here is my monthly report:


  

  Training for our new recruits progresses well among all squads save one. The cavalry, archers, and footmen have come a long way since last month and are performing advanced maneuvers and mixed squad exercises ahead of schedule. The new band of healers from the Temple of Akatosh that you assigned to me, however, lags behind in training, and I believe we must change our approach dramatically if this unit is to succeed. Still, I think it is very likely that we can achieve your goal to bolster our front lines with battle-ready healers!  


  Most of these recruits, I have learned, have a background in only civil temple service. Per your instructions, I attempted to train them the same as any normal soldier, issuing them standard steel armor and a sword or mace, and ordering them to participate in drills with the other footmen. This has resulted in disruption of our training regimens as they stumble around and attempt to determine which end of the sword should be applied to the enemy.  


  This experience has shown me that we should not hope to turn them into soldiers that just happen to know how to heal a wound or two. Instead, we must capitalize on their unique abilities to conjure wards and invigorate or heal our troops. I am convinced they need specialized equipment and request authorization to have sets of light, padded armor crafted—not robes, which they are used to but would surely cause them trouble on the field, but sturdy cloth with appropriate padding. I believe this will allow them to better focus on and carry out their duties, namely getting to injured comrades quickly and efficiently, prolonging our battlefield presence, and improving our soldiers' fighting capacity.  


  I believe that splitting them into groups of two or three and situating them along the back of the main thrust is critical. This way, at least one can maintain protective wards on a particular squad as the others scan the lines for comrades in danger. If they must get into hand-to-hand combat, they can support each other with these protective magics, but we may also be wise to train them in the use of at least a short sword.  


  You were correct in seeing the great potential these recruits have for our regiment. I believe in this unit, and I do not think we should waste any further time attempting to force them into a typical soldierly mold. With your permission, I feel we can and will forge a true advantage over our enemies.  


  Respectfully Signed,  


  Captain Lampronius, Fifth Legion  


  




Request Denied


   Anonymous  


   Your request for transfer is denied. You'll act with deference and attend to Alchemist Ruuvitar's orders or you'll face proscriptive judgment.


  

  I realize punitive expeditions aren't why you signed up, but a soldier's lot isn't to choose orders. Alchemist Ruuvitar's arguably unconventional methods will lead to a quick and humane submission of the Pact, allowing us to focus our attention elsewhere. Never forget that Cyrodiil is our true prize.  


  And Kazdi, between you and me, your mouth is bigger than the Elden Tree. If he discovers you're the source of the "Brute-vitar" nickname, you might just find out the full extent of his experiments firsthand.  


  




Requisition Order


   Dutheil  


   Nerien'eth. The written word is my preferred method of communication. You will suffer it because I tell you to. I loathe leaving the Vaults to aid you, as torture of souls is a work that never completes.


  

  You are as insignificant a mage as exists on Tamriel, but the Whispering Lady was impressed at your enhancement of her black edge. She marveled at the deaths of those who trusted you—smiled on the death of the one who loved you. In your hands, the Blade has feasted, and that pleases the Whispering Lady. Thus, I will grant you a visit very soon.  


  With me come mercenaries who pledge fealty to no one benefactor—and who pledge none to you. Mistake their aid for allegiance and you will find yourself on a path to my Vaults—or worse places. Frankly, your use of the black edge has embroiled you in affairs beyond your reckoning. No matter what you seek, salvation is beyond you.  


  However, as per the agreement, I will build instruments of torture from the hollowed remains you've made of your academy. I have constructed three phylacteries—one for each piece of your wife—yours when I arrive. Under my designs, your school will become a crypt from whence your wife and your students shall never escape, wishing very much they had died conventional deaths far, far away from you.  


  I hope it was worth it.  


  -Dutheil   


  




Research Assistant Wanted


   Archimbert Dantaine 


   Apply in person at the camp outside Wormroot Depths, north along the main road from Redfur Trading Post.


  

  Combat experience required.  


  — Scholar Archimbert Dantaine II  


  




Resources For Lukiul


   Naril Heleran 


   I've done as you asked. It took some doing, but I've managed to re-direct those supplies from the lizard village to our drop site near Heimlyn Keep.


  

  With the Covenant pressing their attack, military surplus has flooded into Stonefalls. Get your men into place as soon as you can. Enough supplies to hold off a siege were slated for those Argonian savages. Now they'll line our pockets instead.  


  Always good doing business with the military.  


  — Naril Heleran  


  




Respectful Greetings From Am-Shadal


   General Am-Shadal 


   At Grand Warlord Dortene's command, I did not respond in kind to your recent outburst. This is my considered reply.


  

  Honor to you for your commitment to the Covenant and concern for our progress. In your enthusiasm you forget that a scouting mission does not conquer an enemy stronghold. We scout to discover enemy weaknesses. I honor those who lose their lives while scouting, but we strike our foes only where they appear most vulnerable.  


  Attacking impetuously will sacrifice hundreds of lives needlessly and possibly forfeit the war. The reports your scouts acquire are invaluable to our efforts in Cyrodiil; our conquests would not be possible without them. May Onsi favor our cause!  


  - General Am-Shadal  


  




Response To Citizen Inquiries


   Aicantar of Shimerene 


   Esteemed Citizen of the Aldmeri Dominion,


  

  Thank you for expressing your interest in the critical functions performed by the Presidium of Aldmeri Cultural Illumination and Dissemination to further solidify the inter-cultural bonds of our magnificent alliance. We strive to give our ear to any citizen with suggestions, questions, or concerns relating to our tireless efforts to provide the Dominion with education to promote cooperation and understanding between Altmer, Bosmer, and Khajiit.  


  Your two (2) requests and one (1) inquiry have been received and processed, and it is our sincere hope that you find the determinations reached by the Presidium satisfactory. Please note that any additional queries related to your submission, which has been assigned the Citizen Inquiry Identifier 3278B-P, must be accompanied by a completed Additional Inquiry Form approved by your district's Thalmor Representative of Civil Concerns.  


  Request One (1)  


  Regarding the inclusion of a broader survey of Khajiiti heroes in a new edition of "Combined History of the Aldmeri Dominion, Vol. 4, Historical Persons of Note": Your opinion is valued and important. Though we must limit the number of highlighted historical figures described in this already-significant tome by necessity, your feedback will be taken into consideration. We have noted your observation about the preponderance of Altmeri individuals in the book, and will take it under advisement in the event that a new edition is issued.  


  Request Two (2)  


  Regarding celebration of the Khajiiti Festival of Sugar-Singing: Our greatest ambition is to be sensitive to the needs and desires of all citizens. It is, therefore, with the utmost regret that we must inform you that the Sugar-Singing will continue to be prohibited in most major cities due to the disruption of business and domestic peace that has been reported in municipalities where the festival has been provisionally allowed. As with any Thalmor ruling, you may continue to raise specific concerns by visiting your local representative (accompanied, of course, by the proper forms, which may vary depending on the nature of the additional request or complaint).  


  Inquiry One (1)  


  Regarding becoming more involved in your local governing body: The Thalmor is always pleased to accommodate and encourage citizens who wish to become more active in promoting cooperation and understanding throughout the Dominion. All Thalmor positions and offices are confirmed by the Illustrious Queen Ayrenn's own hand, ensuring only individuals with true dedication to the goals of a productive, prosperous, and victorious Dominion reach any office. By undertaking every possible effort to be an outstanding citizen, even you may one day be recognized by Her Majesty!  


  The Presidium of Aldmeri Cultural Illumination and Dissemination thanks you again for your interest. If you find any of our carefully considered responses to be inadequate, do not hesitate to submit an approved Additional Inquiry Form.  


  Glory to the Dominion!  


  These responses endorsed by:  


  Aicantar of Shimmerene, Sapiarch of Indoctrination   


  




Response To Vox, First Draft


   Tidyn Arthalen 


   Know that I and my priesthood stand with you in your grief, but we cannot and will not stand with you in any folly perpetrated against the Tribunal. I am a humble servant dedicated to healing the wounds of the world, not inflicting them.


  

  In truth, I believe that what your son did was wrong, but I stand against killing any living being—no matter what crimes they committed. Remember that Saint Veloth turned away from the path of war at the end of the Exodus. That was his great lesson. It is one we all must strive to emulate.  


  My deepest sympathies and fervent prayers,  


  Tidyn Arthalen  


  




Rest Gently


   Anonymous  


   I will personally tend to this flame, so your souls are never shrouded in darkness.


  

  




Retreat!


   Anonymous  


   The Goblins broke free. I don't know how. If you get this run for your life. Meet you at— 





Return To Orsinium


   Immigration-Wife Uulitag gra-Orsinium 


   Orcs of the mountains of northern Tamriel: you have a capital in Orsinium, and it's calling you home.


  

  Yes! Once more the City of Orcs on the escarpment between upper and lower Wrothgar stands tall and proud! Behind its legendary iron-capped walls, tuskers of every clan work to restore our capital—your capital!—to its former glory. Once again buyers and sellers throng Haggler's Bluff, warriors spar at Fighters' Anvil, and smoke pulses from the chimneys of the Everember Forges. Mauloch-worshipers crowd the Temple of Grudgement, fungus-farmers tend the ordure-spreaders in the Caves of Dark Abundance, and gondolas ply the Jugular.  


  We are rebuilding the Obdurate Gates, and once more Smelter, Hammer, and Temper protect the city from the blows of a hostile world. From his throne in Scarp Keep, King Kurog extends to you the hand of welcome—and the fist of challenge. Are you Orc enough to join your brothers and sisters in a renewed Orsinium, and stand proud against the world? Come! Come to Orsinium, and join us as we raise a flagon of Bog-Iron Ale to King Kurog and the resurgent Orcs of Tamriel!   


  




Reverence For The Dead


   Brother Opilio Congonius 


   The Redguards revere their departed ancestors so fervidly that it rivals the devotion many other races have for their gods. While a Breton may place a casket in ornately arched consecrated ground, or a Nord may place a wind-dried body on a shelf in a burial vault, the Redguards design and erect vast funerary structures for their dead that are as awe-inspiring as they are extensive. The thread of honor that binds the Redguards from before birth to beyond death is strong. These soaring and massive mausoleums are the purest representations of the undiluted Yokudan architecture, built to propel spirits to a meeting with their putative gods.


  

  Perhaps the finest example of this type of burial site is Tu'whacca's Throne, set atop a vast plateau in the Alik'r Desert of Hammerfell. This huge temple is dedicated to the Tricky God, the Shepherd of Souls, and the Caretaker of the Far Shores. After ascending from the desert grazing fields, up the stone stairs carved into the plateau's side, one is first struck by the incredible views from atop this flat expanse of rock and sand. After passing the Throne Keepers, who are ever vigilant and maintain Tu'whacca's Throne, the eyes meet the true majesty of this sacred place.  


  This necropolis is both a sprawling burial ground and a sacred ruin. Aside from Tu'whacca's presence watching from dark corners of this sanctuary, the temple also serves as a monument to the untold number of Yokudans who perished when the continent sank beneath the waves. Pilgrims travel across the stinging sands to pay their respects to these victims and to the historical Redguard kings who are also interred in this labyrinthine necropolis.   


  




Revolting Life Cycle Of The Dreugh


   Fronto Maecilius 


   Contrary to local myths about the origins of this base species, the dreugh migrate from the Abecean Sea into the lakes and inlets that feed into the Iliac Bay. In addition to their mass of clawlike limbs, pincers, and scuttling feet protruding from a human-torso-sized skeletal frame, the dreugh wear armored hides and secrete shell wax that are prized in some quarters. They are aquatic scavengers, spending much of their time in deep ocean water. Local fishermen tell of altercations with this species (such as when the dreugh cut fishermen's nets to steal fish), but dreugh are mostly mild-mannered, except during karvinasim, their period of transformation.


  

  During karvinasim, dreugh walk upon the land, favoring shoreline marshes and rivers close to the open water. Hatchlings are closely guarded, and broodmothers are extremely territorial, reacting to invaders with both speed and hostility. This leads credence to the notion that karvinasim heightens the dreugh's martial instincts: Indeed, after witnessing the evisceration of our lead geographer Pulcherius Pomptinus, our raiding party thought twice before capturing and culling further specimens.  


  After a year of land walking, the dreugh return to the water. As they submerge, they undergo a final transformation known as "meff," where they devour their land skin and air organs—the body parts they no longer need—and then vomit the congealed remains as small fibrous balls that are approximately a foot in diameter. These disgusting and foul-smelling spheres are known as "grom" and are found in clusters around lakes. So far, our apothecaries have discovered no virtues in grom, aside from inducing queasiness in some of the more weak-stomached members of this contingent.   


  




Reward For Dwarven Relics


   Rulorn  


   A reward is hereby offered for all Dwarven relics delivered in good working order.


  

  Monies paid depend on condition, rarity, and usefulness of said relic.  


  Pieces of relics are also accepted, depending on condition.  


  — Rulorn   


  




Reward For Information: Silvenar


   Ulthorn  


   Your lives have been disrupted, your celebrations halted, your ways of life threatened. I, Ulthorn, am aware of my role in these troubles, but we are a people at war!


  

  We must fight for our very way of life. The Aldmeri Dominion seeks to rule us from Elden Root, strip our rulers of their power, and corrupt our sacred rituals. The Dominion "invited" our previous Green Lady and Silvenar to join them on the island of Khenarthi's Roost, and it was an Altmer who was responsible for their deaths. Why? So they could replace them with puppets under their control!  


  Our new Green Lady, Gwaering, was duped by the Dominion. But Indaenir, the current "choice" to be the Silvenar, is working with the Domnion and his presence in the city will be the advent of our doom!  


  The evidence is all around you. Would the true Silvenar abandon the Green Lady along the road, as he did in Velyn Harbor? Would he stop to consort with Wood Orcs in Jathsogur, rather than come straight to the city that bears his name? Would he hesitate to come to the Handfast when the Green Lady has already arrived and awaits him? No!  


  The Dominion's false Silvenar skulks about Malabal Tor. He may look for a way into this city, but he will not find it. And, any of you who help locate any of the traitors who support Indaenir, or the false Silvenar himself, will gain great favor with me and reward from all the Bosmer.  


  — Ulthorn  


  




Reward For Longfang!


   Anonymous  


   Only the bravest of the brave need apply!


  

  A reward is offered for the death of the dread Longfang. This creature abides in Breakneck Cave, along with many of its foul brood.  


  Bring the carapace of Longfang to Mayor Celatus of Hackdirt for a grand reward!   


  




Reynir The Destroyer


   Anonymous  


   Those who would brave the crypts beneath Windhelm, be warned.


  

  Herein dwells the draugr remnants of the great warrior Reynir of Saarthal, who claimed to have survived the Night of Tears, and sailed to Mereth with the Five Hundred Companions on the ship commanded by Ylgar, son of Ysgramor.  


  The draugr retains some semblance of Reynir's intellect, but his humanity has been subsumed by the madness of undying. The creature that remains is no proud Nord. He is an undead abomination who delights in the suffering of others.  


  He knows only hate and vengeance. Do not disturb his slumber.   


  




Rigurt's Journal


   Anonymous  


   We arrived! Great success! We were met at the docks by many important little Dark Elves and taken to a camp they set up just for us. We are so important. They even place guards to protect us. I love this city already. I can't wait to start our Glorious Cultural Exchange!


  

  We tried to go to a local inn for breakfast, but the guards told us we can't leave our camp! I yelled for many hours. Tiny idiot registrar came later and told us we can't leave until our paperwork is sorted out. I may have gotten a little angry. "What paperwork?" I asked as he ran away from me.  


  No word from little idiot Dark Elf. We take turns reading from Bard Fjokki's amazing book. But we are so bored. And our Glorious Cultural Exchange remains unfulfilled. Much sadness today. Except for Fjokki readings.  


  




Rilaso's Guide To Tamriel, Ch. 21


   Rilaso  


   The key to surviving the Rift is to never go there. The Rift is no place for anyone but Nords. If you're not a Nord and you end up in the Rift, you will die in a horrible fashion.


  

  If you don't freeze to death or get lost and fall off a cliff, you're going to be killed by wild animals. Bears and sabre cats are only too happy to eat you. Mammoths go out of their way to step or sit on travelers. Giants will kick you into the highest reaches of the nearest tree.  


  But for my money, the Nords are the most dangerous part of the Rift. They have hair-trigger tempers, an enormous capacity for mead, and very sharp weapons that they swing around constantly.  


  If they don't drink you to death or choke you with their noxious bodily odors, they'll chop off your head. You'll be in a tavern, say the wrong thing to a Nord, and next thing you know, your head will be flying through the air, spraying another layer of blood over the already gore-caked walls.  


  So, don't go to the Rift   


  




Rilding's Clue


   Anonymous  


   Rilding pointed out that the thief only steals from Altmer who don't use the bank 





Rilyn's Journal


   Rilyn Uvani 


   Day 60: She's sleeping beside me, both drunk on wine, couldn't be happier. My life is a storm that calms only when I'm with her. She's safe with me, only with me.


  

  Day 65: I watched her on the farm from afar again today. I had to see her, even if I couldn't touch her. They have a new hand, a pretty-boy Nord named Hramdin. He has eyes for her, but I won't get jealous. She loves only me.  


  Day 68: She didn't show last night. I waited for two hours. Maybe she's with Hramdin. I hate him, boil when I think of him watching her. I need to stop thinking about this.  


  Day 70: I can't take this much longer. She belongs with me, not with them. They don't deserve her, I do. They don't love her, I do. She must be mine!  


  Day 73: This is it! I'm going there right now. I'm taking her away and they'll have to let me. I won't let them stop me. I'm bringing a knife this time. I'll use it, if I need to.  


  Day 74: Let them curse my name now! Let the rats gnaw their faces off! She's free of them now. We're both free!  


  




Ripped And Discarded Page


   Anonymous  


   But this what he said: the Abagarlans have a weapon. A powerful relic that will strip our souls from our bodies, and fuel a nightmare storm of undeath. He called it the Mortuum Vivicus. Apparently our king has already begun plans to deal with the situation, but should the Lord of Brutality be allowed to make use of this ...


  

  




Risa's Journal


   Risa Uvaril 


   I don't have long to live. I feel the coldness of the snake venom slithering through my veins. I am out of potions. I thought to face the trial of the Ghost Snake, to walk the Coiled Path. A Mabrigash wisewoman warned me against it. Curse my restless, reckless nature. I ignored her.


  

  I'm not afraid, but I do have one sorrow. The amulet my mother gave me was lost when the snake delivered the poison that's now killing me. I regret that my last words to my mother were hard ones. Cold, willful. And that I lost the amulet my mother gave to me when I was a young girl.  


  If you're reading this, may you fare better on the Coiled Path than I. If you find a small gold amulet engraved with an R on one of the serpents, take it to my mother. Aneyda Uvaril at Tal'Deic Fortress.  


  Tell her my last thoughts were of her.  


  




Rite Of The Scion


   Anonymous  


   A mortal is presented to the Blood Matron by a Scion. The mortal shall take the name Initiate, the Scion that of Bloodspeaker.


  

  The Bloodspeaker must first prepare the accursed symbols of Arkay and Molag Bal. Thereafter, the Initiate drinks from the basin of suffering and the basin of loss and learns the history of Lamae Bal. Then, the Initiate profanes the symbols. Once this is done, the Initiate submits to the Blood Matron and is exsanguinated completely. Should the Blood Matron deem the Initiate worthy, she will revive them with her own blood.  


  A vampire is a victim. They are poor creatures suffering from a disease. Scions are blessed by the Blood Matron directly. More potent is their blood. More terrible is their wrath. More beautiful is their visage.  


  Vampires are their flock, mortals their fare.  


  The Scion, child of the Blood Matron, bows to no one. The Mother has broken their bonds. To serve is their choice, but the Mother would see Her children unite and turn their opponents into subjects.  


  Arkay the Forsaker, we curse you. You left us to suffer in darkness.  


  But we survived. And in darkness, we grew.  


  Now, we feed upon your followers. We will use their stolen strength to conquer and consume you.  


  Molag Bal, Father of Torment, we curse you. You sought to poison us with your blood.  


  But we survived. And from your poison, we grew.  


  King of Corruption, your children are coming. We will defile and destroy you.  


  We step away from the light. We sacrifice the frailty of breath.  


  From the dead blood of our Mother, we live unburdened. Her curse is our blessing. Her fury, our grace.  


  




Ritual Of Daedric Fortitude


   Anonymous  


   By the breadth and depth of limitless Oblivion, grant me skill beyond imagining.


  

  By the bloody mace of Molag Bal, grant me power beyond estimation.  


  




Ritual Of Resonance


   Anonymous  


   Gather the implements


  

  A steel needle, nightshade, frost salts  


  The crushed bone of a sacrifice  


  Splintered tooth of a daedroth  


  Inscribe the circle:  


  The names and the symbols. Sower of Strife. Lord of Brutality. Corner of the House of Troubles.  


  Create the tool:  


  Purify the needle over a fire of nightshade. Cool it in frost salts. Place upon it an enchantment of sharpness and one of weak shock.  


  Prepare the body:  


  Create a draught of bone and tooth and hold it in the mouth. Inscribe the names and symbols on the flesh of the palms.  


  Open the gate:  


  Place the needle in the left ear's entrance. Insert so slowly as barely to move. Worldly sounds make way for the cries and secret dreams of the slaves in Coldharbour.  


  




Ritual Of Unbinding


   Anonymous  


   Once invoked, the runestone creates a key which can later break its connection to its binding stones. The runestone's key must revoke the energies at each binding stone. Most rituals use one or two binding stones; more powerful entities require three. Legends speak of rare creatures that need four.


  

  Note: One can avoid the bound entity's death by invoking the Rite of Proxy. For this, use the runestone on a willing sacrifice. That person's life will be forfeit, and the bound entity is freed. The key thus created will be energized with the soul of the proxy sacrifice.  


  




Rituals Of Contempt


   Anonymous  


   Nothing would please me more than to put all these rot-pickers to fire and sword, but the Hand must be found! I hear it calling to us, out of the filth and detritus that surrounds this stinking place.


  

  I shall endeavor to summon up some allies. Perhaps the Hand's presence will make it easier for them to remain here and search, or perhaps they will be drawn to the Hand.  


  I cannot stay, however. These damn scale-skins are everywhere, and I do not want to chance revealing what's washed down into their filthy claws.   


  




Rituals Of The Harmonious Masters


   Aritanwe of Lillandril 


   Some Elves disdain to venerate the et'Ada Stendarr on the grounds that he is the Apologist of Men, and thus unworthy of worship by the Children of Aldmeris. But if these narrow folk would open their souls to Stendarr's mercy, they would understand that Stendarr in his love cherishes and protects ALL mortals, even—perhaps particularly—those who are less fortunate in their heritage.


  

  It is for this reason that we of the Sect of Harmonious Masters have dedicated ourselves to adapting the magic of Stendarr's Light into spells of healing that can be employed by all the mortal races, not even excepting the beast peoples. The restorative virtues of our rituals and ceremonies are equally efficacious for every race. They can be cast by individuals of every blood, no matter how degraded, so long as they have the will and the wisdom to learn how to use them.  


  As Stendarr, in his boundless mercy, has given all mortals the potential ability to employ his magical gifts, we of the Harmonious Masters feel honor-bound to provide knowledge of these spells to all the peoples of Nirn freely and without hindrance. We can think of no higher cause than to improve the general welfare of all folk in every culture.   


  




Rivers Of Profit In Riften


   Eyes-With-Intent  


   The town of Riften offers intriguing opportunities for the enterprising rogue, though hidden quicksands lurk as well. The Rift has little fertile ground for our endeavors and Riften is the only locale I can recommend for even a brief visit.


  

  Once in town, a base of operations can be established at the Withered Tree or Shadehome Inn; both cater to the discerning traveler. A casual perusal of the town will yield several prospects, but I erect the spine of warning. All scouting must be circumspect, with purchase of an item from one of the town's many merchants. For the town guard are active and unusually suspicious of strangers, especially those not of the Nord race. A meandering walk, without a local purchase in hand, will quickly land one in a cell.  


  The island that forms the heart of town, surrounded by the invigorating waters of the nearby lake, contains several merchant stalls. A quick purchase there will soothe the guards' suspicions. And it affords a glance at the merchants' goods. These vary greatly in quality and selection, so the stalls of greatest interest I leave to each to determine for himself.  


  To the north are two buildings of note. Two merchant families of long standing sell wares not generally available in the island stalls. The Rothalens sell crafting materials, including a few very specialized and rare items. This Dunmer family is tolerated in Riften for the glamor their wares add to the otherwise mundane town. The Rothalens, like all Dunmer, are grasping and suspicious, employing an unfortunate number of guards and more-esoteric security measures. The claw of greed should be tempered with the hiss of caution here.  


  Next to the Rothalens is the establishment of Guram Ironarm. This retired blacksmith and his family cater to the weaponsmithing and armorer crafts. Virtually all materials needed for these endeavors can be found here, making this shop a destination for crafters from across the Rift. Security here is handled by the Ironarm clan, and a dozen severed hands nailed above the entrance attest to the family zeal.  


  On the Guard Captain's quarters and the Fighters Guild we need not dwell, for only the foolish dive into waters so deep and swift-running with no reward in sight.  


  Ah, but the Mages Guildhall, the most impressive edifice in Riften! My claws quiver in remembrance of the treasures contained therein. Spell components, rare scrolls, and powerful magical items—a trove unique in the Rift. Alas, the safeguards upon them are both subtle and deadly. Venture into this building with all senses alert.  


  Along the water's edge are the town's docks. While the simple-minded fish from them or gaze into the murky waters, for the acquisitive among us they hold greater delights. Merchants who prefer the shadows can be found along the lower level of the docks, conducting business in the delightfully damp warehouses at the waterline. A purchaser for goods of any sort can usually be found here. The town guard avoids the underdocks or patrols only in large, easily avoided groups.  


  A grating at one end of the docks leads into a small sewer system. Now used only as a rat pathway, perhaps as Riften grows this will eventually be extended underneath the entire town, rendering it more useful for clandestine operations.  


  In the hopes that I may contribute to the expansion of our guild's knowledge, I offer this record of my experiences in the town of Riften. Stay moist, comrades.  


  Respectfully submitted,  


  Eyes-With-Intent   


  




Robier's Vegetable Garden


   Anonymous  


   A rich Breton named Robier, often called "Uncle" by his neighbors, owned a great plantation whose crops fed dozens of villages. Day and night his serfs worked the fields, plucking aphids and worms out by their fingernails if they had to in order to make the produce the best and most delicious in all of High Rock.


  

  Then the Creature invaded his fields. Beneath the noses of the workers, it devoured potatoes and cabbages, carrots and lettuce, radishes and beans.  


  It stumped the efforts of the serfs to catch it. Sometimes, people would think they had it, dive forward to grab it, and impale themselves on tools left upon the ground! Other times, the Creature would sneak up behind them in broad daylight and push them over to break their necks!  


  It was believed that Uncle Robier was cursed somehow, and the Creature was some kind of revenge for a person he had wronged in his past. The serfs abandoned the fields, willing to risk a week in the stocks rather than death at the hands of the Creature.  


  Soon Uncle Robier's fields were stripped bare by the ravenous Creature, and even he began to believe the superstition himself. He locked himself in his chateau and pleaded to the Divines, but they were silent. All Robier could hear was the sound of the Creature scratching beneath the floorboards, inside the walls, and in his cupboards as it devoured all he had left to eat.  


  Huddled inside his bedroom in the dark of night, Robier watched as his last candle burned itself to a nub and went out. Then the Creature devoured him as well.   


  




Rogue Elements


   Anonymous  


   I intend to find them, learn the reason behind their decision, and bring them into alignment with the Aldmeri Dominion.


  

  We have enough troubles without rogue elements skulking through the forest.  


  Meet me there.  


  




Roost Smuggler's Ledger


   Anonymous  


   With Dominion stickypaws crawling around Khenarthi's Roost, we must keep production low. No outgoing shipments! Hide everything but unprocessed barrels. If the stickypaws ask, say moon-sugar stores best in cool places. That's all the Wind Tunnels are—a cool place for sugar storage.


  

  Jone and Jode may have sent us a savior. One of our runners met a Dominion sailor who doesn't mind a little gold on the side. If the old sea-cat's vessel makes it off the shoals, we have a way to make the Vulkhel Guard run.  


  




Roots Of Silvenar


   Adavos Dren 


   Keep pressing the Nords, and we can stay ahead of schedule. If they complain, let the mead flow and remind them of the contract.


  

  — Adavos Dren  


  




Rosalind's Orders


   Rosalind  


   I'm sending everyone to you. Hide them and keep them safe. Your inn is the biggest, most defensible building in town. You can post archers at the windows on the second floor and barricade the front door.


  

  Muriel will make healing poultices for my guards until she absolutely can't make anymore. I'm going to try to light the signal fire so Eagle's Brook can see what's happening here. Maybe they can send help.  


  Leon is praying for us. He's hoping for a miracle and I won't get in his way, but the Divines help those who help themselves. We've all got our parts to play.  


  When the guards fall back, Marlene will help you organize a defense here. Good luck.  


  — Rosalind  


  




Rothondothrin's Journal


   Rothondothrin  


   I'm fed up with the monotony of my life. I'm going to compile a list of places I need to visit and plan on seeing at least one per year. I hope it's possible.


  

  1. Skywatch. I need to start small. Achievable. Maybe put in trips to the North and South Beacons. It's sad I haven't even been very far outside of Firsthold.  


  2. Tanzelwil. This is one of the ritual sites that our leaders must pray at. The historical and cultural value will be worth it.  


  3. Torinaan. Another ritual area for the Aldmeri ruler.  


  4. Elden Root. I hope I manage to get there eventually. Valenwood in general is a goal, but seeing the capital of the Bosmer, regardless of how uncivilized they may be, sounds fascinating.  


  5. Dune. Like Elden Root, the Khajiiti city also holds a fascination for me. If I can make it to Elden Root and back, I can surely make it to Dune.  


  6. Falinesti. I've heard rumors that the city has vanished, but the sites where it lived for the four seasons are still large attractions.  


  These are just the beginning. I'll add more as I discover more! And perhaps if the Alliance War ever ends, I may venture out to Cyrodiil and beyond. I'd love to see Morrowind, the land of our dark cousins, and visit Argonia especially. The exotic descriptions of their terrain sound beyond imagination!  


  




Rotten Bread And Spoiled Meat


   Anonymous  


   Well, that did it. My last twenty coins frittered away at market so I could eat bad local food for the next few days. I long for the sweet, sweet flavor of the cuisine brought in by Khajiiti peddlers. The things they do with their food!


  

  Oh, I remember the scent of the delicious cakes, wearing fresh glaze as though it were polished armor. Even the meaty stews had a succulent, honeyed sweetness that caressed the tongue and brought shivers of delight. Just the memory makes me ravenous.  


  I suppose I'd better go boil up this pickled goose foot or whatever horrible thing it is the butcher sold me. Alas.   


  




Royal Decree


   Anonymous  


   By decree of Queen Ayrenn, the Court Mage Sanessalmo is henceforth stripped of all titles, duties, and rights accorded to him by his position.


  

  The outcast Sanessalmo is furthermore banished from the Summerset Isles for his crimes against the citizenry of the Dominion.  


  By the will of the queen, he has one week to remove himself from the heart of the Dominion, or face charges most serious. And consequences most fatal.  


  By the Queen's hand!   


  




Ruined Watchmaster's Journal


   Anonymous  


   (Many of the entries are smudged and illegible.)


  

  24th Sun's Dawn, 2E 442  


  It has been months since the last communique and the knights grow restless. Some have been crowing to abandon the Hold. I have already ordered the scourging of two soldiers for seditious talk. I fear that soon corporal punishment may not be enough.  


  2nd Rain's Hand, 2E 459  


  I was forced to hang three junior officers for an attempted mutiny. The response has been mixed. There is renewed obedience in some sectors, but Captain Retene was popular. I fear that the next plot may be more difficult to disrupt. I have promoted Gisbourne to Quartermaster and instructed him to keep all arms under lock and key until this rebellious element is snuffed out. All this unpleasantness could be dispelled by a single dispatch from Shornhelm. Eight help me. No matter the cost, I will hold to my duty.  


  12th First Seed, 2E 460  


  Gisbourne and I have concocted a plot to save the Hold and the Pale Watch. I do not know why I now commit it to paper. Perhaps a guilty conscience? If this plan bears fruit, the guilt will be worth it.  


  Gisbourne and his second created a sophisticated forgery. The document purportedly comes from King Maxevian's heir, and orders us to maintain our presence here indefinitely. I believe it may just work. Many of the soldiers have been conducting secret marriages and settling into familiar routines. Many of these activities contradict standard military procedure, but I allow them to play out anyway. Marriages, children, comfort, routine ... these are the things that deaden wanderlust and harden the roots. So long as the troops maintain military readiness and hold to the chain of command, I will continue to turn a blind eye.  


  5th Morning Star, 2E 471  


  I write this with an unsteady hand. I fear that death is not far off.  


  Gisbourne, the Watch (and this journal) will soon be yours. For years we have nursed this weakened regiment back to health. I am sure it will thrive under your leadership.  


  Continue the work. Pass on the traditions. Preserve the glory of Shornhelm and suffer not the Orcs to rebuild. This was, is, and ever shall be our oath. See it upheld. Eight protect you and our Pale Watch.   


  




Ruins Of Kemel-Ze


   Rolard Nordssen 


   With the acclamations of the Fellows of the Imperial Society still ringing in my ears, I decided to return to Morrowind immediately. It was not without some regret that I bade farewell to the fleshpots of the Imperial City, but I knew that the wonders I had brought back from Raled-Makai had only scratched the surface of the Dwemer ruins in Morrowind. Even more spectacular treasures were out there, I felt, just waiting to be found, and I was eager to be off. I also had before me the salutary example of poor Bannerman, who was still dining out on his single expedition to Black Marsh twenty years ago. That would never be me, I vowed.


  

  With my letter from the Empress in hand, this time I would have the full cooperation of the Imperial authorities. No more need to worry about attacks from superstitious locals. But where should I look next? The ruins at Kemel-Ze were the obvious choice. Unlike Raled-Makai, getting to the ruins would not be a problem. Also known as the "Cliff City", Kemel-Ze lies on the mainland side of the Vvardenfel Rift, sprawling down the sheer coastal cliff. Travelers from the east coast of Vvardenfel often visit the site by boat, and it can also be reached overland from the nearby villages without undue hardship.  


  Once my expedition had assembled in Seyda Neen, with the usual tedious complications involved in operating in this half-civilized land, we set out for the village of Marog near the ruins, where we hoped to hire a party of diggers. My interpreter, Tuen Panai, an unusually jolly fellow for a Dark Elf who I had hired in Seyda Neen at the recommendation of the local garrison commander, assured me that the local villagers would be very familiar with Kemel-Ze, having looted the site for generations. Incidentally, Ten Penny (as we soon came to call him, to his constant amusement) proved invaluable and I would recommend him without hesitation to any of my colleagues who were planning similar expeditions to the wilds of Morrowind.  


  At Marog, we ran into our first trouble. The hetman of the village, a reserved, elegant old fellow, seemed willing to cooperate, but the local priest (a representative of the absurd religion they have here, worshiping something called the Tribunal who they claim actually live in palaces in Morrowind) was fervently against us excavating the ruins. He looked likely to sway the villagers to his side with his talk of "religious taboos", but I waved the Empress's letter under his nose and mentioned something about my friend the garrison commander at Seyda Neen and he quieted right down. No doubt this was just a standard negotiating tactic arranged among the villagers to increase their pay. In any event, once the priest had stalked off muttering to himself, no doubt calling down curses upon the heads of the foreign devils, we soon had a line of villagers eager to sign on to the expedition.  


  While my assistant was working out the mundane details of contracts, supplies, etc., Master Arum and I rode on to the ruins. By land, they can only be reached using narrow paths that wind down the face of the cliff from above, where any misstep threatens to send one tumbling into the sea foaming about the jagged rocks below. The city's original entrance to the surface must have been in the part of the city to the northeast - the part that fell into the sea long ago when the eruption of Red Mountain created this mind-bogglingly vast crater. After successfully navigating the treacherous path, we found ourselves in a large chamber, open to the sky on one side, disappearing into the darkness on the other. As we stepped forward, our boots crunched on piles of broken metal, as common in Dwarven ruins as potsherds in other ancient sites. This was obviously where the looters brought their finds from deeper levels, stripping off the valuable outer casings of the Dwarven mechanisms and leaving their innards here - easier than lugging the intact mechanisms back up to the top of the cliff. I laughed to myself, thinking of the many warriors unwittingly walking around Tamriel with pieces of Dwarven mechanisms on their backs. For that, of course, is what most "Dwarven armor" really is - just the armored shells of ancient mechanical men. I sobered when I thought of how exceedingly valuable an intact mechanism would be. This place was obviously full of Dwarven devices, judging from the litter covering the floor of this vast chamber - or had been, I reminded myself. Looters had been working over this site for centuries. Just the casing alone would be worth a small fortune, sold as armor. Most Dwarven armor is made of mismatched pieces from various devices, hence its reputation for being bulky and unwieldy. But a matched set from an intact mechanism is worth more than its weight in gold, for the pieces all fit together smoothly and the wearer hardly notices the bulk. Of course, I had no intention of destroying my finds for armor, no matter how valuable. I would bring it back to the Society for scientific study. I imagined the astonished cries of my colleagues as I unveiled it at my next lecture, and smiled again.  


  I picked up a discarded gear from the piles at my feet. It still gleamed brightly, as if new-made, the Dwarven alloys resisting the corrosion of time. I wondered what secrets remained hidden in the maze of chambers that lay before me, defying the efforts of looters, waiting to gleam again in the light they had not seen in long eons. Waiting for me. It remained only to find them! With an impatient gesture to Master Arum to follow, I strode forward into the gloom.  


  Master Arum, Ten Penny and I spent several days exploring the ruins while my assistants set up camp at the top of the cliff and hauled supplies and equipment from the village. I was looking for a promising area to begin excavation -- a blocked passage or corridor untouched by looters that might lead to completely untouched areas of the ruins.  


  We found two such areas early on, but soon discovered that the many winding passages bypassed the blockage and gave access to the rooms behind. Nevertheless, even these outer areas, for the most part stripped clean of artifacts by generations of looters, were full of interest to the professional archaeologist. Behind a massive bronze door, burst from its hinges by some ancient turmoil of the earth, we discovered a large chamber filled with exquisite wall-carvings, which impressed even the jaded Ten Penny, who claimed to have explored every Dwarven ruin in Morrowind. They seemed to depict an ancient ritual of some kind, with a long line of classically-bearded Dwarven elders processing down the side walls, all seemingly bowing to the giant form of a god carved into the front wall of the chamber, which was caught in the act of stepping forth from the crater of a mountain in a cloud of smoke or steam. According to Master Arum, there are no known depictions of Dwarven religious rituals, so this was an exciting find indeed. I set a team to work prying the carved panels from the wall, but they were unable to even crack the surface. On closer examination the chamber appeared to be faced with a metallic substance with the texture and feel of stone, impervious to any of our tools. I considered having Master Arum try his blasting magic on the walls, but decided that the risk of destroying the carvings was too great. Much as I would have preferred to bring them back to the Imperial City, I had to settle for taking rubbings of the carvings. If my colleagues in the Society showed enough interest, I was sure a specialist could be found, perhaps a master alchemist, who could find a way to safely remove the panels.  


  I found another curious room at the top of a long winding stair, barely passable due to the fall of rubble from the roof. At the top of the stair was a domed chamber with a large ruined mechanism at its center. Painted constellations were still visible in some places on the surface of the dome. Master Arum and I agreed that this must have been some kind of observatory, and the mechanism was therefore the remains of a Dwarven telescope. To remove it from ruins down the narrow stairway would require its complete disassembly (which fact no doubt had preserved it from the attention of looters), so I decided to leave it in place for the time being. The existence of this observatory suggested, however, that this room had once been above the surface. Closer examination of the structure revealed that this was indeed a building, not an excavated chamber. The only other doorways from the room were completely blocked, and careful measurements from the top of the cliff to the entry room and then to the observatory revealed that we were still more than 250 feet below the present ground level. A sobering reminder of the forgotten fury of Red Mountain.  


  This discovery led us to focus our attentions downward. Since we now knew approximately where the ancient surface lay, we could rule out many of the higher blocked passages. One wide passage, impressively flanked with carven pillars, particularly drew my interest. It ended in a massive rockfall, but we could see where looters had begun and then abandoned a tunnel through this debris. With my team of diggers and Master Arum's magery to assist, I believed we could succeed where our predecessors had failed. I therefore set my team of Dark Elves to work on clearing the passage, relieved finally to be beginning the real exploration of Kemel-Ze. Soon, I hoped, my boots would be stirring up dust that had lain undisturbed since the dawn of time.  


  With this exciting prospect before me, I may have driven my diggers a bit too hard. Ten Penny reported that they were beginning to grumble about the long days, and that some were talking of quitting. Knowing from experience that nothing puts heart back into these Dark Elves like a taste of the lash, I had the ringleaders whipped and the rest confined to the ruins until they had finished clearing the passageway. Thank Stendarr for my foresight in requisitioning a few legionnaires from Seyda Neen! They were sullen at first, but with the promise of an extra day's wages when they broke through, they soon set to work with a will. While these measures may sound harsh to my readers back in the comforts of civilization, let me assure you that there is no other way to get these people to stick to a task.  


  The blockage was much worse than I had first thought, and in the end it took almost two weeks to clear the passage. The diggers were as excited as I was when their picks finally broke through the far end into emptiness, and we shared a round of the local liquor together (a foul concoction, in truth) to show that all was forgiven. I could hardly restrain my eagerness as they enlarged the hole to allow entry into the chamber beyond. Would the passage lead to entire new levels of the ancient city, filled with artifacts left by the vanished Dwarves? Or would it be only a dead end, some side passage leading nowhere? My excitement grew as I slid through the hole and crouched for a moment in the darkness beyond. From the echoing sounds of the stones rattling beneath my feet, I was in a large room. Perhaps very large. I stood up carefully, and unhooded my lantern. As the light flooded the chamber, I looked around in astonishment. Here were wonders beyond even my wildest dreams!  


  As the light from my lamp filled the chamber beyond the rock fall, I looked around in astonishment. Everywhere was the warm glitter of Dwarven alloys. I had found an untouched section of the ancient city! My heart pounding with excitement, I looked around me. The room was vast, the roof soaring up into darkness beyond the reach of my lamp, the far end lost in shadows with only a tantalizing glimmer hinting at treasures not yet revealed. Along each wall stood rows of mechanical men, intact except for one oddity: their heads had been ritually removed and placed on the floor at their feet. This could mean only one thing -- I had discovered the tomb of a great Dwarven noble, maybe even a king! Burials of this type had been discovered before, most famously by Ransom's expedition to Hammerfell, but no completely intact tomb had ever been found. Until now.  


  But if this was truly a royal burial, where was the tomb? I stepped forward gingerly, the rows of headless bodies standing silently as they had for eons, their disembodied eyes seeming to watch me as I passed. I had heard wild tales of the Curse of the Dwarves, but had always laughed it off as superstition. But now, breathing the same air as the mysterious builders of this city, which had lain undisturbed since the cataclysm that spelled their doom, I felt a twinge of fear. There was some power here, I felt, something malevolent that resented my presence. I stopped for a moment and listened. All was silent.  


  Except... it seemed I heard a faint hiss, regular as breathing. I fought down a sudden surge of panic. I was unarmed, not thinking of danger in my haste to explore past the blocked passage. Sweat dripped down my face as I scanned the gloom for any movement. The room was warm, I suddenly noticed, much warmer than the rest of the labyrinth thus far. My excitement returned. Could I have found a section of the city still connected to a functioning steam grid? Pipes ran along the walls, as in all sections of the city. I walked over and placed my hand on one. It was hot, almost too hot to touch! Now I saw that in places where the ancient piping had corroded, small jets of steam were escaping -- the sound I had heard. I laughed at my own credulity.  


  I now advanced quickly to the far end of the room, giving a cheerful salute to the ranks of mechanical soldiers who had appeared so menacing only moments before. I smiled with triumph as the light swept back the darkness of centuries to reveal the giant effigy of a Dwarven king standing on a raised dais, his metal hand clutching his rod of office. This was the prize indeed! I circled the dais slowly, admiring the craftsmanship of the ancient Dwarves. The golden king stood twenty feet tall under a freestanding domed cupola, his long upswept beard jutting forward proudly as his glittering metal eyes seemed to follow me. But my superstitious mood had passed, and I gazed benevolently on the old Dwarven king. My king, as I had already begun to think of him. I stepped onto the dais to get a better look at the sculpted armor. Suddenly the eyes of the figure opened and it raised a mailed fist to strike!  


  I leaped to one side as the golden arm came crashing down, striking sparks from the steps where I had stood a moment before. With a hiss of steam and the whir of gears, the giant figure stepped ponderously out from under its canopy and strode towards me with frightening speed, its eyes tracking me as I scrambled backwards. I dodged behind a pillar as the fist whistled down again. I had dropped my lantern in the confusion, and now I crept into the darkness outside the pool of light, hoping to slip between the headless mechanisms and thus escape back to the safety of the passageway. Where had the monster gone? You would think that a twenty-foot golden kind would be hard to miss, but he was nowhere to be seen. The guttering lamp only illuminated a small part of the room. He could be hiding anywhere in the gloom. I crawled faster. Without warning, the dim ranks of Dwarven soldiers in front of me went flying as the monstrous guardian loomed before me. He had cut off my escape! As I dodged backwards, blow after blow whistled down as the implacable machine followed me relentlessly, driving me into the far corner of the room. At last there was nowhere left for me to go. My back was to the wall. I glared up at my foe, determined to die on my feet. The huge fists lifted for one final blow.  


  The room blazed with sudden light. Bolts of purple energy crackled across the metal carapace of the Dwarven monster, and it halted, half-turning to meet this new threat. Master Arum had come! I was about to raise a cheer when the giant figure turned back to me, unharmed by the lightning bolt hurled by Master Arum, determined to destroy this first intruder. I shouted out "Steam! Steam!" as the giant raised his fist to crush me into the floor. There was a hiss and a gust of bitter cold and I looked up. The monster was now covered with a shell of ice, frozen in the very moment of dispatching me. Master Arum had understood. I leaned against the wall with relief.  


  The ice cracked above me. The giant golden king stood before me, the shell of ice falling away, his head swiveling towards me in triumph. Was there no stopping this Dwarven monstrosity?! But then the light faded from his eyes, and his arms dropped to his sides. The magical frost had worked, cooling its steam-driven energy.  


  As Master Arum and the diggers crowded around me, congratulating me on my narrow escape, my thoughts drifted. I imagined my return to the Imperial City, and I knew that this would be my greatest triumph yet. How could I possibly top this find? Perhaps it was time to move on. Recovering the fabled Eye of Argonia... now that would be a coup! I smiled to myself, reveling in the glory of the moment but already planning my next adventure.   


  




Rulantaril's Notes


   Rulantaril Oran 


   I write this in the hope that my son, Telbaril, someday understands why I did what I did.


  

  Learning proper magic is something they teach you here at the guild, but it is not the only way. There is so much knowledge that is traditionally forbidden by the decrees of those who fear true power and those who wield it.  


  Know that there are places beyond Tamriel where the cunning and the wary can go to learn forgotten spells. I speak of the planes of Oblivion. The sea of limitless dimensions contains an endless series of islands. Some are controlled by the mighty Daedric Princes; others are loosely connected to one minor Daedra Lord or another. On these islands, creatures dwell who possess secrets out of time. Some are there of their own volition, but others are banished there for crimes either heinous or imagined.  


  If you are reading this, Telbaril, know that I found one such place long ago. Know that it is not far from the city in which you now sit within a tiny cave by the docks. It is called the Crow's Wood.  


  And son, if you decide to follow me, bring all of your cunning with you.   


  




Ruminations By Guard Kleo


   Guard Kleo 


   Day 17


  

  Guarding nobles on a trip across Glenumbra. Could anything be more boring?  


  We've reached the Western Overlook outside Daggerfall. Snore! I may just fall asleep if something doesn't happen soon.   


  




Ruminations On The Elder Scroll


   Septimus Signus 


   By Septimus Signus, College of Winterhold


  

  Imagine living beneath the waves with a strong-sighted blessing of most excellent fabric. Holding the fabric over your gills, you would begin to breathe—drink its warp and weft. Though the plant-matter fibers imbue your soul, the wretched plankton would pollute the cloth until it stank to heavens of prophecy. This is one manner in which the Scrolls first came to pass, but are we the sea, or the breather, or the fabric? Or are we the breath itself?  


  Can we flow through the Scrolls as knowledge flows through, being the water, or are we the stuck morass of sea-filth that gathers on the edge?  


  Imagine, again, this time but different. A bird cresting the wind is lifted by a gust and downed by a stone. But the stone can come from above, if the bird is upside down. Where, then, did the gust come from? And which direction? Did the gods send either, or has the bird decreed their presence by her own mindmaking?  


  The all-sight of the Scrolls makes a turning of the mind such that relative positions are absolute in their primacy.  


  I ask you again to imagine for me. This time you are beneath the ground, a tiny acorn planted by some well-meaning Elf-maiden of the woodlands for her pleasure. You wish to grow but fear what you may become, so you push off the water, the dirt, the sun, to stay in your hole. But it is in the very pushing that you become a tree, in spite of yourself. How did that happen?  


  The acorn is a kind of tree-egg in this instance, and the knowledge is water and sun. We are the chicken inside the egg, but also the dirt. The knowledge from the Scrolls is what we push against to become full-sighted ourselves.  


  One final imagining before your mind closes from the shock of ever-knowing. You are now a flame burning bright blue within a vast emptiness. In time you see your brothers and sisters, burnings of their own in the distance and along your side. A sea of pinpoints, a constellation of memories. Each burns bright, then flickers. Then two more take its place—but not forever, lest the void fill with rancid light that sucks the thought.  


  Each of our minds is actually the emptiness, and the learnings of the Scrolls are the pinpoints. Without their stabbing light, my consciousness would be as a vast nothingness, unknowing its emptiness as a void is unknowing of itself. But the burnings are dangerous, and must be carefully tended and minded and brought to themselves and spread to their siblings.  


  (Note by Ancestor Moth Brother Quintus Nerevelus: Found this at the back of the library stacks behind the Scroll of Rhunen. It had obviously been there a long time, yet the printer's sigil notes its publication date as "4E 195." This is obviously a transcription error. I think.)   


  




Rumors Of The Spiral Skein


   The Derisive Necromite 


   Mephala! Webspinner! Teacher of the Secret Arts! Queen of the Eight Shadows of Murder! Though others may reign over us, deep in the night we still hear your whisper!


  

  And we do not forget.  


  In Oblivion you keep your secrets, and the secrets of all those entangled in your webs of subterfuge and semblance. The Spiral Skein is your realm, and like Nirn, in its center is a Tower: the Pillar Palace of Mephala, whose true name is too awful to be uttered.  


  Spun 'round this pillar, like spokes, are the Eight Strands of the Skein. To each its own space, and to each space its sin.  


  First is a cavern of plinths and pedestals. Each is a lie, for they pretend to hold up the sky—and the sky is the greatest lie of all.  


  Second are the chambers of envy, for compared to the cavern above they are cramped and confined, and therefore they hate the cavern.  


  Third are grottoes alluring and seductive, for their walls and ceilings glow like a million stars that sing a song of love. But the glowing lights are maggots, and the song they sing is decay.  


  Fourth are the tunnels of fear, for they are eternally dark, and where there is darkness, there is dread.  


  Fifth are the halls where fair is foul and foul is fair, and every belief is a betrayal.  


  Sixth is the arena of murder, for ever shall betrayal be followed by murder.  


  Seventh are the arcades of avarice and appetite, for contained therein are all things mortals would kill or die for.  


  Eighth is the flaming skein of fury, for as death comes to all mortals, therefore all treasures are lies.  


  This is the Spiral Skein. The tower is One. The strands are Eight. The lessons are Forever.   


  




Rurelion's Observation


   Rurelion  


   Rurelion's Observation # 1


  

  Temple of the Mourning Springs  


  Observation #1  


  This catacomb is filled with corpses, and not one of them a Khajiit. Each appears to have died in battle, yet special attention and care was provided in preparing their bodies. Whoever constructed this place must respect death immensely—even that of their enemies.  


  —Rurelion  


  Rurelion's Observation # 2  


  Temple of the Mourning Springs  


  Observation #2  


  We've found the water's source: something locals call the Mourning Stone. It's a wondrous orb, rippling with elemental power. I can sense its connection to the water rushing beneath our feet, surging to the central ruins. I hope Ealcil understands why we must proceed with caution.  


  —Rurelion  


  Rurelion's Observation # 3  


  Temple of the Mourning Springs  


  Observation #3  


  Why do the dead need all this water? Spikes array below the floorplates in this chamber. Are they intended to keep visitors out, or do they have some other purpose?  


  Something lingers in the dark. I must step lightly.  


  —Rurelion   


  




Ruurifin's Journal, Entry 1


   Ruurifin  


   The Ayleids were fools. Stone and glass and magic against root and bark and feral instinct. How did they think they would win? Build a city in an angry jungle and you get an angry city.


  

  The heart of the jungle is the heart of the city, beneath the central Welkynd Stone. It pulses. It breathes. It speaks.   


  




Ruuvitar's Journal


   Ruuvitar  


   Initial experiments uncovered a formula to duplicate the mnemic phenomenon. We've yet to replicate the processes utilized by a "Tree-Minder," yet our solution is both elegant and thorough.


  

  The Hist sap proves to be an invaluable by-product. I hope to bring many specimens back to the Crystal Tower to further research possible uses.  


  Most Argonian subjects prove uncooperative, but we've had some success using the extractions from the Hist as a crude form of coercive.  


  This warrants a full investigation, one which I will personally oversee.  


  — Alchemist Ruuvitar   


  




Sacred Places


   Goes-Here-and-There  


   My mother whispered this verse to me in the days when we lived amongst the Dark Elves against our will:


  

  "Hidden from view  


  Touched not by dew  


  Sacred places wait."  


  We Argonians have so little from the time before the Dunmer came. Stone relics, crumbling xanmeers, and an instinctive trust in the Hist. Since our return to Black Marsh, I've searched for these sacred places, hoping to recover more of our valuable past.  


  I brought my mother to Stormhold, where she hatched so long ago. She breathed the heavy air in delight, knowing she would return to the Hist of her parents. As her life slipped away, I stayed beside her.  


  "Do you remember that song?" I asked, when it was clear she would join our ancestors by nightfall. "Hidden from view ...?"  


  "Yes," she said, her voice weak. "My mother sang it to me too. You will find it, my daughter. Even you."  


  "Even me?"  


  "Even one who would find and sell our past for profit," she rasped accusingly. I looked away, but she continued, "The Hist is our treasure, and it can be neither bought nor sold."  


  The meaning struck me then, and I was at once angry and ashamed.   


  




Sacred Rites Of The Stonechewers


   Nellic Sterone 


   For several seasons I have been observing the Stonechewer Goblin tribe, recording their daily activities and becoming familiar with their customs and routines. Over time I have deliberately crept closer and closer to the limits of their tribal camp, occasionally showing myself briefly so the subjects would become used to my proximity. At one point a warrior out to relieve himself behind a tree stumbled upon my observation post, and when he grunted and drew his crude-but-serviceable short sword I thought my work had come to an untimely end. Luckily the tribal shaman was nearby, and he intervened on my behalf, speaking harshly to the warrior and knocking aside his sword. The shaman pointed at me and slowly rotated his hand near his head, which I assume is a Goblin gesture denoting acknowledgement of superior intellect. Who would have suspected these so-called primitives had such regard for scholarship?


  

  After that there were no more incidents of hostility, and the Goblins tolerated my presence, so long as I kept a respectful distance from their females and offspring. Occasionally a warrior would bark at me, but I simply replied by making the hand-rotating "intelligence" gesture next to my head, and the warrior would shrug and go back to his business.  


  As so little is known about the religious practices of the Goblin race, I decided to make the shaman of the tribe my particular study. The symbol of his office was a bone rod, probably a femur, with a small skull affixed to the end—possibly an infant's. This skull was ornamented with an assortment of feathers, spines, and animal claws, and filled with something like nut-hulls, for it rattled loudly when shaken. The shaman would shake this holy symbol forcefully when summoning his congregation to sacred rituals, or when the females were not bringing him food or drink rapidly enough.  


  At particularly important rituals the shaman would touch they symbol to his heart, then his head, then point it to the sky and call out, "Muluk!" At first I found this confusing, given the similarity of "muluk" to the Goblin words "muulk," which they use when chastising their durzogs or children, or "mluku," the term for fecal matter. But gradually I learned to differentiate, and one day I realized that by crying "Muluk!" the shaman must be invoking the god of the Goblins.  


  And then it struck me: "Muluk" is not really much different from "Mauloch." Could the god of the Goblins and the god of the Orcs be one and the same?  


  This is the kind of discovery that could win me tenure at the College of Wayrest! I must get independent confirmation of this revelation. But how?   


  




Sacred Witness


   Enric Milres 


   Sacred Witness:


  

  A True History of the Night Mother  


  I have met countesses and courtesans, empresses and witches, ladies of war and slatterns of peace, but I have never met a woman like The Night Mother. And I never will again.  


  I am a writer, a poet of some small renown. If I told you my name, you may have heard of me, but very likely, not. For decades until very recently, I had adopted the city of Sentinel on the coast of Hammerfell as my home, and kept the company of other artists, painters, tapestrists, and writers. No one I knew would have known an assassin by sight, least of all the queen of them, the Blood Flower, the Lady Death, the Night Mother.  


  Not that I had not heard of her.  


  Some years ago, I had the good fortune of meeting Pelarne Assi, a respected scholar, who had come to Hammerfell to do research for a book about the Order of Diagna. His essay, 'The Brothers of Darkness' together with Ynir Gorming's 'Fire and Darkness: The Brotherhoods of Death' are considered to be the canon tomes on the subject of Tamriel's orders of assassins. By luck, Gorming himself was also in Sentinel, and I was priveleged to sit with the two in a dark skooma den in the musty slums of the city, as we smoked and talked about the Dark Brotherhood, the Morag Tong, and the Night Mother.  


  While not disputing the possibility that the Night Mother may be immortal or at least very long-lived, Assi thought it most likely that several women - and perhaps some men - throughout the ages had assumed the honorary title. It was no more logical to say there was only one Night Mother, he asserted, than to say there was only one King of Sentinel.  


  Gorming argued that there never was a Night Mother, at least no human one. The Night Mother was Mephala herself, whom the Brotherhood revered second only to Sithis.  


  'I don't suppose there's any way of knowing for certain,' I said, in a note of diplomacy.  


  'Certainly there is,' whispered Gorming with a grin. 'You could talk to that cloaked fellow in the corner.'  


  I had not noticed the man before, who sat by himself, eyes hidden by his cloak, seemingly as much a part of the dingy place as the rough stone and unswept floor. Turning back to Ynir, I asked him why that man would know about the Night Mother.  


  'He's a Dark Brother,' hissed Pellarne Assi. 'That's as plain as the moons. Don't even joke about speaking with him about Her.'  


  We moved on to other arguments about the Morag Tong and the Brotherhood, but I never forgot the image of the lone man, looking at nothing and everything, in the corner of the dirty room, with fumes of skooma smoke floating around him like ghosts. When I saw him weeks later on the streets of Sentinel, I followed him.  


  Yes, I followed him. The reader may reasonably ask 'why' and 'how.' I don't blame you for that.  


  'How' was simply a question of knowing my city as well as I do. I'm not a thief, not particularly sure-footed and quiet, but I know the alleys and streets of Sentinel intimately from decades worth of ambling. I know which bridges creak, which buildings cast long irregular shadows, the intervals at which the native birds begin the ululations of their evening songs. With relative ease, I kept pace with the Dark Brother and out of his sight and hearing.  


  The answer to 'Why' is even simpler. I have the natural curiosity of the born writer. When I see a strange new animal, I must observe. It is the writer's curse.  


  I trailed the cloaked man deeper into the city, down an alleyway so narrow it was scarcely a crack between two tenements, past a crooked fence, and suddenly, miraculously, I was in a place I had never seen before. A little courtyard cemetery, with a dozen old half-rotted wooden tombstones. None of the surrounding buildings had windows that faced it, so no one knew this miniature necropolis existed.  


  No one, except the six men and one woman standing in it. And me.  


  The woman saw me immediately, and gestured for me to come closer. I could have run, but - no, I couldn't have. I had pierced a mystery right in my adopted Sentinel, and I could not leave it.  


  She knew my name, and she said it with a sweet smile. The Night Mother was a little old lady with fluffy white hair, cheeks like wrinkled apples that still carried the flush of youth, friendly eyes, blue as the Iliac Bay. She softly took my arm as we sat down amidst the graves and discussed murder.  


  She was not always in Hammerfell, not always available for direct assignment, but it seemed she enjoyed actually talking to her clientele.  


  'I did not come here to hire the Brotherhood,' I said respectfully.  


  'Then why are you here?' the Night Mother asked, her eyes never leaving mine.  


  I told her I wanted to know about her. I did not expect an answer to that, but she told me.  


  'I do not mind the stories you writers dream up about me,' she chuckled. 'Some of them are very amusing, and some of them are good for business. I like the sexy dark woman lounging on the divan in Carlovac Townway's fiction particularly. The truth is that my history would not make a very dramatic tale. I was a thief, long, long ago, back when the Thieves Guild was only beginning. It's such a bother to sneak around a house when performing a burglary, and many of us found it most efficacious to strangle the occupant of the house. Just for convenience. I suggested to the Guild that a segment of our order be dedicated to the arts and sciences of murder.  


  'It did not seem like such a controversial idea to me,' the Night Mother shrugged. 'We had specialists in catburglary, pick-pocketing, lock-picking, fencing, all the other essential parts of the job. But the Guild thought that encouraging murder would be bad for business. Too much, too much, they argued.  


  'They might have been right,' the old woman continued. 'But I discovered there is a profit to be made, just the same, from sudden death. Not only can one rob the deceased, but, if your victim has enemies, which rich people often do, you can be paid for it even more. I began to murder people differently when I discovered that. After I strangled them, I would put two stones in their eyes, one black and one white.'  


  'Why?' I asked.  


  'It was a sort of calling card of mine. You're a writer - don't you want your name on your books? I couldn't use my name, but I wanted potential clients to know me and my work. I don't do it anymore, no need to, but at the time, it was my signature. Word spread, and I soon had quite a successful business.'  


  'And that became the Morag Tong?' I asked.  


  'Oh, dear me, no,' the Night Mother smiled. 'The Morag Tong was around long before my time. I know I'm old, but I'm not that old. I merely hired on some of their assassins when they began to fall apart after the murder of the last Potentate. They did not want to be members of the Tong anymore, and since I was the only other murder syndicate of any note, they just joined on.'  


  I phrased my next question carefully. 'Will you kill me now that you've told me all this?'  


  She nodded sadly, letting out a little grandmotherly sigh. 'You are such a nice, polite young man, I hate to end our acquaintanceship. I don't suppose you would agree to a concession or two in exchange for your life, would you?'  


  To my everlasting shame, I did agree. I said I would say nothing about our meeting, which, as the reader can see, was a promise I eventually, years later, chose not to keep. Why have I endangered my life thus?  


  Because of the promises I did keep.  


  I helped the Night Mother and the Dark Brotherhood in acts too despicable, too bloody for me to set to paper. My hand quivers as I think about the people I betrayed, beginning with that night. I tried to write my poetry, but ink seemed to turn to blood. Finally, I fled, changing my name, going to a land where no one would know me.  


  And I wrote this. The true history of the Night Mother, from the interview she gave me on the night we met. It will be the last thing I ever write, this I know. And every word is true.  


  Pray for me.  


  Editor's Note: Though originally published anonymously, the identity of the author has never been in serious doubt. Any layman familiar with the work of the poet Enric Milnes will recognize Sacred Witness's familiar cadence and style in such books of his as 'The Alik'r.' Shortly after publication, Milnes was murdered, and his killer was never found. He had been strangled, and two stones, a black one and a white one, crushed into his eyesockets. Very brutally.   


  




Sacrilege And Mayhem In The Alik'r


   Doctor Tazhim 


   A Report to the Royal Family of Hegathe


  

  By Doctor Tazhim of the Bureau of Outlander Affairs  


  O Beloved of Morwha, Blessed by Zeht's Tears,  


  Your ignoble servant apologizes for his unworthy existence, and seeks forgiveness for intruding his negligible thoughts into Your Majesties' lofty meditations. In response to your momentary whim of last week, which was to me as an ironclad order, I have prepared a report on the recent outbreak of unholy undeath in the northern Alik'r, and its unorthodox means of suppression.  


  I have spoken before about the Ash'abah, a pariah tribe of the northern wastes who are shunned for their unclean interactions with our risen ancestors. Though their origins are ancient, the fact that such an aberration could persist into the modern era must be attributed to covert support by shameless elements of the Forebears, who tolerate the most outrageous non-traditional practices.  


  This hypothesis would seem to be validated by recent events, which I shall now have the honor to recount to Your Majesties. In Sentinel, the usurper Fahara'jad had gathered to him a circle of advisors, some of whom were of untarnished reputation, but others of whom were known Forebear activists who had almost openly opposed the Divines-blessed rule of the late King Ramzi (may Tu'whacca escort his soul to the Far Shores). One of these questionable viziers, Suturah by name, seems to have been not only a bad advisor, but also a secret necromancer. As far as our agents of the Bureau have been able to reconstruct it, this Suturah slew all of "King" Fahara'jad's other viziers, then reanimated them in an attempt to kill Fahara'jad himself. The attempt was a failure: Fahara'jad escaped, but so did Suturah.  


  Suturah fled to the east, where he was joined by elements of the Cult of the Black Worm (which Your Majesties will recall from my report of 2nd Rain's Hand). Undead, mostly Ra-Netu, were raised in numbers from forgotten graveyards in the deep desert, and Suturah led his unclean minions back toward Sentinel.  


  Shockingly, our informants state that Fahara'jad contaminated himself by personally appealing to the pariah Ash'abah, asking them to intervene against Suturah. The Ash'abah headman, Marimah, agreed, though we have been unable to discover what degrading terms were imposed upon Fahara'jad. In a surprise ambush the Ash'abah, using forbidden mystical means, destroyed Suturah's army of Ra-Netu. Suturah himself, it is said, fell under the blade of the exile Marimah.  


  Fahara'jad, of course, has been careful to stay quiet about his appeal to the Ash'abah, and has publicly thanked the Divines for holy intervention on Sentinel's behalf. I leave it to Your Majesties to decide if we should spread about the rumor of the Forebear usurper's impure meeting with the pariahs.   


  




Sagabar's Orders


   Leonce  


   Sagabar,


  

  I have the miller's horse and cart ready to go as soon as we have what we came for. As long as no one tries to be a hero, we should be in the clear. Tell Bulzog to keep the hostages at the old mill south of town. If he doesn't hear from us by midnight, he can start slitting their throats. Since the miller's given us so much trouble, Bulzog can kill his daughter either way. But when we send word that we're clear of town, he should release the mayor's wife and the jeweler's son and then meet us back at camp.  


  — Leonce   


  




Saint Stental


   Anonymous  


   "The Saint Slays the Leaper"


  

  Finished this 10th day of Sun's Height in 2E 388 to honor Saint Stental, who slew the demon of Overlook Hill and saved the three Sisters of Kynareth from a terrible fate.   


  




Salvager's Torn Journal


   Anonymous  


   — on arrival. They weren't badly injured, but all suffer terribly from the fisherman's thirst.


  

  We nursed them back to health and they've agreed to help search the wreckage for their friends.  


  Entry 5  


  So many things washed up on the shore! This one cannot count the foodstuffs and other supplies. We even stumbled across several crates packed with tiny glass vials. Who can guess what they hold? Potions, perhaps? Jurairia will know, it is certain! And she always pays a fair price.  


  Tomorrow we travel to Mistral with our bounty and new-found friends. Perhaps there they will find more survivors from their fleet? Who can say?   


  




Sanarel The Great


   Anonymous  


   Sanarel the Great reigned as Champion for nearly two centuries. His command of shield and blade were unmatched and his victories were swift and merciless. It was said that he carried a magical shield enchanted by Trinimac himself. This artifact had the power to blind his opponents, rendering them defenseless against his initial attacks. As his legend and his arrogance grew, favor with his patron diety waned, leading to his eventual defeat at the hand of the Lava Queen.


  

  Usurped: Felhorn  


  Defeated By: The Lava Queen   


  




Sanavar's Research Notes


   Sanavar  


   Day 1


  

  We know that the Dwarves had an advanced understanding of astronomy. To this day, the symbols used to represent the star signs are drawn from Dwemer writings.  


  Unfortunately, our knowledge begins and ends there. The few fragments of Dwarven writing that have been recovered are either too short to be informative or too complex to be translated.  


  It's my hope that the Dwemer ruins in Craglorn will shed some light on the origin of the mysterious Mundus Stones that dot the countryside and explain their relationship to the star signs.  


  Specifically, I am using Muhay at-Turna's invaluable guide to ancient Yokudan astronomy to compare symbology in Dwemer ruins to nearby Yokudan temples to see if I can establish a connection between the more recent observations to those of the long-vanished Dwarves.  


  If At-Turna's theory is accurate and the Yokudans who settled Craglorn were following the star signs, then it is possible that they investigated the Dwemer ruins at an earlier time, before decay and wealth-seeking opportunists had done their destructive work. My hope is that a comparison of Yokudan and Dwarven writings will fill in gaps in the historical record.  


  Day 2  


  I have been fortunate that this ruin is much better preserved than many I have encountered.  


  However, this also means I must proceed with extra caution, as the slightest misstep could activate the Dwemer defenses and surely spell my doom.  


  Day 6  


  I returned to the surface today for supplies. I also sent copies of the few fragmentary Dwarven texts I've discovered in my library. I will try to decipher them later, when I have more time and access to my books.  


  Day 10  


  Damn it. The defenses have activated. I don't know how it happened. I made certain not to touch anything!  


  Hopefully, someone will find my notes and can continue my research.   


  




Sanctioned Murder


   From the Journal of Mjahlar Virian  


   For as long as I can remember, my life has been devoted to one thing: taking the lives of others. These were not random killings. Only those who fell afoul of the law, who wronged the Houses of Morrowind, or who desecrated the sacred teachings of the Tribunal were fair game.


  

  Their lives were mine to take. Given to me, you might say, because they deserved to die. And I was very good at killing.  


  My victims were mostly unaware that I was coming for them. Some knew they had wronged others: murdered an innocent, stole from the Houses, even bedded another's lover. But they would always claim they had done nothing wrong. That I was mistaken. That I had the wrong man or woman. With a blade at a throat, however, it's amazing how honestly and completely one makes a confession.  


  One after another, I ended them. A swift slice across the throat. The shallow flesh parted, the thin veins severed cleanly. They would try to scream, but they would only choke on the crimson gore that filled their lungs.  


  I delighted in death. It filled me with a pleasure I could find in no other activity. This was my life. This was who I was.  


  People feared me. Loved me. And my brothers and sisters. Pushed us away, and then embraced us as the need arose.  


  Some days we were hailed as heroes. Others, as murderers. Those in power fell to our secret blades. And then those who gave us the orders followed.  


  But there was a mistake. A flaw in our process. We had grown too perfect. We had extracted justice from innocent blood.  


  Such is the way, even with the most clear-cut contract. There is always a chance that the law is wrong. That it made a mistake. The contract never lies, but it isn't always correct, either. Even the smallest of actions, harmless as they may seem, can cause a tidal wave of destruction for those following behind.  


  A fool's pride veils his judgment. In a moment of passion, blood scrawled upon the wall says it all. "Morag Tong." Those words scream out, loud and insistent. They echo throughout the world, labeling us as ruthless killers that follow no rules, that have no laws.  


  The Tong, always hidden, working in secret, suddenly fell under scrutiny. They wanted to drag us out of the shadows and into the light. We withdrew, deeper into the shadows. Our contracts became fewer, our jobs turned into small tasks. We ran errands for bored House nobles. We endured.  


  And we obeyed. We remained loyal. We swore on our lives to uphold the cause, and we would not turn our backs on it now, no matter the level of difficulty facing us. Even if the world had turned its backs on us, we would stay the course.  


  Our leaders whisper to us. They tell us to practice patience. They assure us that the day shall come when our hand of justice once again reaches out to grasp the world. A coming darkness will soon sweep the land.  


  And the Morag Tong will once more be needed. Will once again become relevant.  


  But I am old and my days wind down. I prepare for my trip to Vounoura, and I must pass this mantle to someone younger now. Someone less experienced, less wise. My son and my daughter will soon take up the dagger, but they have not seen our greatness. They must forge a new path for the Morag Tong.  


  The darkness of war comes, and no one shall be spared from its wrath.  


  The Morag Tong must put aside the wrongs it has endured. We must be ready.   


  




Sanctuary: Final Assessment


   Anonymous  


   Stores received and catalogued. The mages assure me their preservation spells will maintain the freshness of the food for decades.


  

  Local water supply is good, but we've taken no chances. There's enough potable water for thirty days of normal use, assuming a contingent of our size.  


  Our disciplinary officers delivered the deserters assigned to guard Sanctuary Chimera. They thought their oaths wouldn't bind them, but they'll soon learn otherwise. After Decius's ritual completes, we'll seal the seaward entrance as planned.  


  




Sanctuary: Weapons Report


   Anonymous  


   The six catapults have been seen to. All siege weapons are stored per Imperial dictates.


  

  Awaiting additional ammunition shipments. Some of the fire salts were ruined in transport. We've attempted salvage by spreading fire salt canisters along the entryway docks to dry, despite overreactions by some of our squad leaders. They seem to believe salvaging vital Imperial supplies is less important than troop safety.  


  Speaking of safety, all officers have received a roster of "volunteers" who shall guard Chimera Sanctuary. All volunteers will be notified tonight and taken to the Preservation Room. Any heavy lifting should be completed before then, as the volunteers won't be capable of anything beyond guarding the facility once the ritual is complete. These deserters will soon realize why their punishment was deferred.  


  




Saradin'S Diary


   Saradin  


   From the Diary of Saradin,


  

  Daughter of High King Durac  


  My father and Virmaril spent another day and most of the night in the catacombs beneath Skyreach. They share a fascination for the dark arts, but sometimes I wonder if their friendship isn't too complicated. Father bears such a burden as the Nedic High King, and I fear that every time he asks Virmaril for advice he passes a bit of that burden onto my beloved.  


  * * *  


  We haven't told father of our love as yet, but Virmaril assures me that he will ask father for my hand in marriage in the very near future.  


  * * *  


  Father was furious. Despite his long friendship with Virmaril, he wasn't at all happy with the idea of his beloved daughter marrying a High Elf. I'm heartbroken over this, but I must remain strong. I am the High King's daughter, after all, and I have a duty to my father and my people. No matter how much this outcome pains me. And poor Virmaril. I've never seen him look so ... shattered.  


  * * *  


  I'm going to marry King Kestic. Father arranged the marriage to help strengthen ties with Kestic and the northern clans. I still have powerful feelings for Virmaril, but I have to put them behind me. Our love is forbidden, and this marriage will make the Nedic clans stronger. I wonder if Virmaril has moved on with his own life yet?  


  * * *  


  The barbaric Yokudans gather at our doors. I saw Virmaril and father together today. They both seemed worried. Oh, they try not to let it show, but I know them both so well. Virmaril says he has a plan to repel the invaders. He thinks father will support the idea. They just need to convince the other Nedic kings.  


  * * *  


  Virmaril was watching me throughout tonight's feast. There was a ... hunger ... in his eyes that I hadn't seen before. Perhaps I'm imagining things, but I could swear that Virmaril had no thoughts about invaders or armies or wars this night. He only had eyes for me.  


  * * *  


  Virmaril came to me in the royal chambers. I was hesitant to talk to him at first, but I didn't want to seem distant. He told me that he still loved me. Asked me to run away with him. I laughed at the idea, assuming he was joking. But I could see in his eyes, his feelings for me were as strong as ever. I turned away before my own emotions betrayed me.  


  * * *  


  Virmaril was cold today, distant. When I asked if he was well, he just said that I had helped him decide his next course of action. As soon as the meeting of the council of kings is over, I'll find Virmaril and apologize. I never meant to hurt him.  


  I'm sure he'll understand.  


  




Sardok's Bloodthorn Report


   Sardok of the Second Planting  


   Esteemed Leader,


  

  Our camp, in the shadow of Tangle Rock, has produced excellent results!  


  Already, the great thorns twist toward the sky and corrupt the swamp.  


  Soon, this land will be ours!  


  —Sardok of the Second Planting   


  




Saving Your Hide


   Lieutenant Anders Gemane 


   Too often, soldiers neglect one of the most important tools in their arsenal: the dagger. That's right, the humble boot-knife, the weapon favored by thieves and, yes, even assassins. It's easy to see why the short blade has a poor reputation among those who dream of charging into battle to gain glory by lopping off heads with a greatsword, but it can save you in a pinch.


  

  The well-rounded soldier is prepared for any situation, and that means familiarity with weapons large and small. A dagger can be your best friend—a concealed blade can cut your bonds free in the event of capture, it can give you a fighting chance should you become disarmed, it can skin a quick meal on the trail, and practicing with one can teach you volumes about mobility and close combat.  


  If you want to be fully prepared for the battlefield, you'll practice these simple exercises at least once a week. Listen to my advice, and you'll improve your survivability tenfold.  


  The Quick Draw: Strap a few small daggers where you can reach them easily. You might want one strapped to your thigh, one near your sword, or one at your shoulder. All you're going to do is draw them and bring them to the ready as fast as you can. Seems simple, but you need to master this step. If you can't get to them fast, you're as good as dead.  


  Target Practice: Bows are fine weapons, but what happens when you run out of arrows and the foe is charging in? Practice some throws at the archery range, keeping your wrist stiff and making sure to follow through, releasing the hilt when it aligns with the target. This is especially useful when coupled with the Quick Draw exercise.  


  The Reed: You'll need a partner with a practice weapon for this one. Keep a hand behind your back, hold your dagger in the other, and have them charge you with their best attacks. Your goal is to keep your feet planted and bend out of the way quickly. Don't back up; try to end up on the inside of the attack, where your dagger can be deadly.  


  What are you waiting for? Get out there are spend some time with your dagger—you can thank me when it saves your life.   


  




Savior Of The Altmer


   Anonymous  


   Savior of the Altmer, part 1


  

  Let it be known that what I have done here, in Elden Hollow, I do for the Altmer, though they refuse to help themselves.  


  What follows is a memoir of sorts, for the Thalmor will no doubt feel they have been betrayed. But I am the only Canonreeve working towards a greater good—towards a better existence for the Altmer.  


  12th of Morning Star  


  I have seen the numbers. The Aldmeri Dominion loses hundreds of soldiers every fortnight in this accursed war—and we have a long road ahead of us.  


  When all is finished, we will have lost an entire generation of Altmer. Teachers, scholars, and mages march off to fiery death and the Thalmor are happy to give them up. It's heinous.  


  I can understand that the Khajiiti leaders (with less than five of their number in the Thalmor!) and the Bosmeri Treethanes would be eager to offer Altmeri blood to end this conflict. But my fellow Canonreeves are equally willing, and I cannot abide by it.  


  8th of Mid Year  


  Months have passed and the Thalmor continue to pass Altmeri youth through the Dominion war machine like they're an inexhaustible resource. We possess the greatest military minds in Tamriel and all we can do is tear our best and brightest from their lives to fight like savages in far-off lands.  


  9th of Last Seed  


  I was a fiery mage in my youth, and I've retained a lesson or two since then. If I cannot get support from the Thalmor to bring a more expedient end to this war, then I will bring about the end for them.  


  Savior of the Altmer, part 2  


  11th of Frostfall  


  My career as a mage ended abruptly when I realized the manipulation of people and policy was infinitely more satisfying than collecting animal feces to spark a fire.  


  However, I am forced to admit that perhaps Oraneth the Master-Wizard could end this war much more quickly than Canonreeve Oraneth is able to.  


  23rd Sun's Dusk  


  I can think of a hundred ways to finish this war ... none of which a mage of my stature could accomplish. The Guilds offer no solace. I saw that grinning fool Bakkhara again. At least I believe she was grinning. I can never tell with the Khajiit.  


  I have but one recourse.  


  Savior of the Altmer, part 3  


  1st of Morning Star  


  The pact is made. I fear even my ancestors would frown on me, or hunt me in the streets for this. I do not doubt the Thalmor will be displeased.  


  But it is necessary. I have taken a sabbatical from my position as Canonreeve these last months in my effort to conclude this war, but I have been reviewing the field reports. This conflict is claiming double the Altmeri lives as were being lost when I embarked on my journey.  


  The choice I made was the correct one.  


  My new master, and the army he has promised, will ensure this war is finished before the year's end.   


  




Sayings Of The Wise


   Anonymous  


   The past is a wolf. The clever hunter keeps his eye fixed on it, while the foolish hunter looks away and is devoured.


  

  A chief who does not listen to his wives is not chief for long.  


  The battle is won in the stomach first.  


  The Orc who shirks his duty and the Orc who becomes bitter doing it drink the same poison.  


  What Orc strength alone cannot achieve, Orc steel can.  


  An inexperienced warrior in the finest armor still trips over his leg-guards.  


  An Orc who complains about his chief, but does not challenge him, is still complaining a year later.   


  




Scaled Court Communique


   Elska  


   To my spy in Dragonstar,


  

   Do not reveal your true allegiance, no matter the circumstances. I need you to continue to watch the activities of the Dragonstar Caravan Company, as they have sufficient forces to cause problems for us should they decide to take action.  


   I have also heard about a High Elf named Elanwen. She has been purchasing large quantities of the precious nirncrux and hampering our own collection efforts. Find out how much she knows about our plans.  


   I will be inspecting our forces at the Fearfangs Cavern, west of the town of Dragonstar. Do not disappoint me.  


   Elska, Regent of Fanged Fury   


  




Scent-Of-Graves' Report


   Scent-of-Graves  


   Mud clings to every step Nordahl takes. How can such a man have risen to leadership? Yes, he has the shard. But all we have is his word that he gained it through prowess. In speech and deed, he has been rash.


  

  I do not bring these concerns to you lightly, mistress. When we return to Riften, we will speak more of these matters. Perhaps you should relieve him of his shard. Or his life.  


  Until then, stay moist.  


  — Scent-of-Graves   


  




Schemes Of The Reachmage


   Gabrielle Benele  


   As the official Mages Guild representative to the Lion Guard's efforts to stop the Reachmage known only as Angof the Gravesinger, I have decided to record my findings and speculations in case anything untoward happens to me while I'm out in the field. Who knew that the work of the Mages Guild could be so dangerous or so exciting? Anyway, this is accurate and up to date as of the time that I write this. Anything that turns out to be proven false or revealed at a later date I'll have to deal with in a later volume. Unless I can devise a spell that automatically updates my writing—no, no, I need to focus on one thing at a time!


  

  Angof has a number of associates helping him to complete his plans. I think he calls them "Minions." Let's review the ones I suspect to be working with this vile necromancer.  


  Faolchu, who seems to be associated with were-creatures and has launched an assault on Camlorn, appears to me to be following the orders of a more-powerful individual. I believe that individual to be Angof, but I have no proof of this connection as yet.  


  The Bloodthorn Cult obviously has ties to Angof. Whether he leads the cult or is simply a member I haven't yet determined, but I'm positive that the two are connected. The cultists scour the land for relics and items of power, and they seem to count a large number of necromancers as part of their order. I wouldn't be surprised if they had ties to some Daedric Prince or other. Molag Bal, if I had to hazard a guess.  


  Daedra, too, appear to be arrows in Angof's quiver. He casts them out into the world as a farmer throws seeds into the wind. I'm sure there are more of Angof's minions hiding in plain sight, but anything else I put forth at this point would be beyond pure speculation. Instead, let me turn to what I have discovered about the Reachmage himself.  


  First, he seems to be poisoning the land in some way. The vile vines that grow wherever he has passed demonstrate how his foul magic pollutes the countryside. His very name—Gravesinger—speaks to his fascination and fluency with death magic. Death and decay are his domains, and he seeks power over life and death.  


  His followers consider him a strong and persuasive leader. Many of them would literally die to please him. Such devotion isn't healthy, and I find it more than a little scary that someone could have such an effect on people.  


  Angof seeks to cause as much chaos and mayhem as possible. Beyond that, I'm not sure of his ultimate motives. Has he come to Glenumbra to conquer us or destroy us? And in the end, does that distinction even matter? All I know is, we have to find a way to stop him. We have to!  


  Well, I'll have to pick this up again at a later date. Now I have to head out and meet up with the Lion Guard at their redoubt near Cath Bedraud. Let's see if I can apply the knowledge that I've gathered to the task at hand.   


  




Scholar Garrique's Journal


   Garrique  


   A duke or duchess as a sponsor would be just the thing I need to advance my writing career. Regular meals, a nice roof over my head, conversation with people who know how to read.


  

  * * *  


  There's so little information on the people buried here. Donel Deleyn? A King of Glenumbra? Never heard of the fellow. But I can make him interesting. Heroic. Maybe give him a band of loyal warriors, fending off whoever would be attacking them. (Note to Self: Look up significant battles of the First Era that took place in Glenumbra for reference.)  


  * * *  


  I think I can spin an entire series around this! Each hero gets their own tale. I haven't seen anything in old history texts about this Deleyn fellow. Or someone called the "Golden Prince" or the "Ivory Lord," for that matter. Their stories are lost to time.  


  * * *  


  Lots of heroic battles, maybe a little romance. I did spot a tomb for "The Emerald Princess." Of course, she must be beautiful, with eyes the color of purest emeralds. And a brave warrior. She and the King can be star-crossed lovers. I just need to flesh this out a bit. I don't want to write some sort of silly romance, after all. This has to be real history. Just enhanced a little. This is bound to get me published!  


  Best of all, it will put that hack Felari-ko off his drink. "Scholar of Intriguing Mysteries." Bah. Pretentious cat scribbles, I say. All he does is make up nonsense about his adventures and shill for his next so-called mystery. I can do so much better than that!  


  




Scorpion Observations


   Boward  


   The giant scorpions of Craglorn have a different physiology from their smaller, more mundane cousins. In addition to their great size and power, they give birth by laying eggs in nests instead of experiencing live births and carrying their young on their backs. I'm sure this has something to do with the sheer size and number of offspring the adult scorpion matron can produce at a time. Still, these sorts of differences make for amazing and interesting study.


  

  For this part of the project, I have chosen a powerful scorpion matron who commands the nesting grounds deep inside Fearfangs Cavern. Her brood will provide exactly the predatory traits we require for this stage of the alchemical process. When combined with the traits provided by the mighty wamasu eggbearer and the flawless crocodile matriarch, the scorpion material will increase the power of the mantikora in ways I can barely imagine!  


  I've collected the first of the matron's eggs. The material within each shell should infuse the spawning pools with traits that will easily be passed on to our new creature. I wonder, are any of the Serpent's other regents having as much success as I am? I think not! Perhaps when the mantikora progenitor emerges from the spawning pools, the Serpent will award me with command of the entire Scaled Court. That seems like a fair exchange for the work I have accomplished here.  


  —Boward, Regent of Wriggling Nightmares   


  




Scout Report: Arx Corinium


   Anonymous  


   A large number of wild creatures have been spotted in or around Arx Corinium. These creatures are highly aggressive, even those not usually assumed to be aggressive. Advise caution when traveling near the abandoned prison of Arx Corinium.


  

  Be advised, lamias have been spotted near the area. These creatures are reclusive but highly aggressive when approached. Use extreme caution.  


  




Scrap Of Adubaer's Journal


   Adubaer-sa  


   ... separated from the others. Can't let them escape. Disable the devices, perhaps? Too close to fail now. Even if it means this one's end as well, Morantor won't get what he desires. The secrets will die here with us .... 





Scrap Of Storgh's Journal


   Storgh  


   Left Orthelos in Elden Root. Stupid Wood Elf finally did one thing right, stealing this bow. Wish I could see the look on his face when he realizes I took it. Thinks I'm not smart. Thinks I can't outwit a tree-brain like him.


  

  Locals say there's a treasure buried in this cave. But they avoid it because of the stranglers. Imagine that. Afraid of plants. Elves are so pathetic.  


  *****  


  Can't sleep. Keep hearing something coming from the cave. Singing? Or wailing? Hard to tell, Never had much of an ear for music.  


  Sick of it. Don't need to wait for morning. I'm going in.   


  




Scrawled Note


   Anonymous  


   I'm not sure what to do. First, the Imperials came through, killing people and pillaging the village. Then they leave us, and not a week later Daedra appeared, attacking the survivors. It's madness!


  

  I'll hide here for a while. Maybe the Daedra will just pass me by, as the soldiers did.  


  I can hope, anyway.   


  




Scroll Of Banishment


   Lord General Averos 


   Severin Charnis,


  

  The vile practice of necromancy is forbidden within the Lion Guard. You are hereby banished from Covenant domains.  


  You have been remanded to General Serien. He is traveling south on a military campaign. He may use you as an asset in any way he sees fit.  


  May Akatosh have mercy on your soul.  


  — Lord General Averos   


  




Scroll Of Eight


   Anonymous  


   Serpent


  

  Darkness  


  Devourer  


  Dreamer  


  Silence  


  Light  


  Death  


  Rebirth  


  These are the eight sacred aspects of the Ghost Snake. Each contains a truth, a lie, and a mystery that entwines upon itself, forever undulating like the coils of the great serpent.  


  Ghost Snake, accept our humble offering!   


  




Sea Amri Shipping Manifest


   Anonymous  


   Vessel: Sea Amri


  

  Itinerary: Port of Arenthia to Velyn Harbor  


  Crew: 15  


  Passengers: 5  


  Cargo: Honey - 20 casks; Deer Hide - 50 pelts; Silk - 3 bolts  


  Check map. Sand bars shifting? Maormer near shore.   


  




Seafood Supper


   Anonymous  


   Simple recipes my mother jotted down for me, on the occasion of my marriage. This supper serves four.


  

  Mudcrab Cakes  


  These do not travel well, but one can use leftover mudcrab this way if fresh crab meat is unavailable. You may season these quite liberally, as some find the flavor of mudcrab too earthy for their taste.  


  Steam mudcrabs enough to obtain a pound of their succulent flesh, taking care to sort out the cartilage and shell.  


  Add to the meat a half-pound of equal parts of imperial, and barley flour. Add water until the mixture can be formed into a ball. Season liberally with salt and ground peppercorns.  


  Form the mixture into small pies, pressing together firmly, yet with the gentle touch. Fry them on an oiled griddle until crisp on both sides.  


  Grilled Battaglir  


  This dish can be made in advance as it reheats well over low coals. You can also place it at the edge of the fire while making the mudcrab cakes. Just remember to turn it now and then to heat it through on all sides.  


  Gather a quarter peck of battaglir weeds. After cleaning them of dirt and any small bugs, finely chop the battaglir.  


  Place large skillet onto the fire, throw in gobbets of beef drippings and melt. Fry the battaglir until the color turns a dark green. Add salt, pepper and garlic to taste.  


  Serve over day-old bread.   


  




Sealed Orders (Opened)


   Overcommander Gekurek 


   Sentinel Brendar:


  

  Proceed to Shroud Hearth with your patrol. Breach the barrow doors and slaughter all you find inside. The draugr must not be allowed to establish a foothold within our district!  


  Report back to me when you have accomplished your mission.  


  — Overcommander Gekurek   


  




Sealing The Great Serpent


   Anonymous  


   The Sea Serpent or Great Serpent was a curse brought to our clan for failing to respect the sea. We learn that it was formed from the blood of a magnificent scaly fish that pleaded for its life from one of our foremothers, but was not spared.


  

  It is our duty to keep it from rising up and destroying the ships that come to our land and the land itself.  


  The Great Serpent is blood-mad, and the only thing that can seal it is blood. We learned this the first time it attacked.  


  Our clan defended boldly and bravely. Their courage did not fail them. But their mortal bodies, small and weak in the Great Serpent's mighty jaws, did. The sea, they say, turned red in that struggle, and still the Great Serpent was insatiable.  


  Then Elain stepped forward. Elain was a great warrior, but what she proposed was not war. "Set down your weapons," she said.  


  At first, the clan would not listen. They only saw the imperative to fight.  


  But then another warrior spoke up. "Elain is right," Ralos said. "Only Old Magic can be used to defeat the Great Serpent."  


  By this Ralos meant the magic of blood. A third Elf spoke up then, Valir. "It is true. I had a dream last night that we would defeat the serpent, not with hundreds of deaths, but with three. I saw three wells, filled with blood and the Great Serpent in chains beneath the sea."  


  Valir was known to be a prophet, so at this the clan listened. They agreed on a course of action. The sealing wells were made, according to what Valir had seen in the dream. Elain, Ralos, and Valir each volunteered in turn to give their lives to seal away the Great Serpent.  


  To this day, our clan guards those wells against intruders who would free the serpent. We call them Elain, Ralos, and Valir, and they stand among us as sentinels and protectors.   


  




Second Cohort Orders


   Captain Helenus 


   To be distributed among all Seventh Legion soldiers of the Second Cohort, and placed in positions of prominence within the Mess and Commander's tents.


  

  Legionnaires are hereby ordered to sieze the ruins known as "Old Tower" as well as all goods and property within sight of the Craglorn Gates. Upon being relieved, proceed into the Alik'r Desert and gain entry to the ruins of Volenfell, of the clan of Rourken Dwemer, in order to locate items of significance to the Legion.  


  — Captain Helenus   


  




Second Gravestone


   Anonymous  


   Guymund Chauvry was born of wealth and privilege, but he was always willing to assist the unfortunate.


  

  2679—2732   


  




Second Invasion: Reports


   Anonymous  


   7 Sun's Height


  

  The Akaviri land their ships in force. Several have been turned away or sunk, but more slip past our guard. Our forces move forward to meet them on the cliffs above the beaches, where we hold the high ground.  


  From our vantage point, the queen watches their approach. She will get to see firsthand the ferocity and strength of the Blood Claws!  


  8 Sun's Height  


  The Akaviri ships have dropped anchor back from the beach. Perhaps they fear our blades. I say let them starve themselves in their ships, but Princess Nurnhilde believes they plot, rather than cower. She is wiser than I, so I have sent scouts to find and foil any cowardly, underhanded tactics they might be ready to deploy.  


  19 Sun's Height  


  More than a week, and still the Akaviri do not attack. The soldiers grow restless, and Princess Nurnhilde broods. Scouts have returned without any information. Still, I continue to send them out day after day. None have spoken against me, but I see their looks as I order yet another patrol along the beaches.  


  The Blood Claws were made for slaughter, not waiting.  


  22 Sun's Height  


  Arguments and fighting in the camp, and the Akaviri still wait with their fleet, just beyond of our grasp. We've heard reports of attacks north and south of us, along the coast, even as far south as the Dark Elf lands. The troops wonder why we wait when fighting takes place elsewhere. And wonder begins to turn to anger.  


  Princess Nurnhilde insists that this is their main fleet, and that they are trying to lure us away from our position. When she speaks, the soldiers become calm and thoughtful. She cuts right through their anger and bitterness. I wish she would address them more often.  


  26 Sun's Height  


  An Akaviri ship landed today. It hit the beach in the darkness just before morning. Our soldiers surrounded it, expecting a hail of arrows from within, but none came. It was odd that such a large ship beached itself, but the troops were bored and hungry for blood. The magical traps on the ship claimed the lives of seven warriors.  


  I have never seen the troops so angry. Even the Princess had trouble calming them. When the Akaviri land, they will be torn to shreds. If we don't tear ourselves apart first, that is.  


  29 Sun's Height  


  Reports of the Dark Elf lands being overrun. There is little love lost between Nords and Dark Elves, but at this moment we share the frustration they must feel. The report talks of Akaviri in their fields, and our warriors hunger for combat.  


  I spoke with the Princess. I told her this news may have pushed the Blood Claws to a new level of rage. She said nothing, only pressed her lips together. She's always several steps ahead of the rest of us, and I fear she has seen something I have yet to notice.  


  2 Last Seed  


  The Akaviri landed this morning, a massive wave of destruction crashing upon the beach. Our soldiers were whipped into a frenzy as the call to arms rang out. They were reckless, and the first rush was cut down by archers before a proper line could be formed. Our recklessness cost us the beach, and the invaders now have a foothold in our land.  


  3 Last Seed  


  We had to fall back. Fighting was too intense and Princess Nurnhilde ordered the troops back to Windhelm. We'll fight from the walls and use the strength of the city to crush the invaders once and for all!  


  4 Last Seed  


  Tension runs high tonight, as we wait for the Akaviri to press forward. I saw Nurnhilde donning armor. The Blood Claws will follow her, listen to her orders like the voice of the Dragon itself, but the risk is so great. Word has come to us the princes are nearby, fighting their way to the city. I pray they arrive in time to help.  


  7 Last Seed  


  Queen Mabjaarn and Princess Nurnhilde are dead. Nurnhilde led the Blood Claws into combat when the gates of Windhelm fell. They fought like I have never seen anyone fight before, raging in perfect coordination. When the queen went down, the rage took over, though Nurnhilde donned the crown and try to restore order to our lines. The Akaviri were driven from the city. They thought to goad us, and they did, but the beast they awoke was more than they could handle.  


  But then they came back. Now Queen Nurnhilde is dead. I should have been able to command my warriors, control them. It should have been me, not her. The responsibility for their deaths is mine, and I will explain that to the princes personall   


  




Second Khajiiti Journal Page


   Anonymous  


   2 Mid Year


  

  Reached the Temple of Jode's Light, after much travel. Thunderbugs and bats fill the remains of the temple, but largely pose little threat to this one. They will be cleared out eventually, but the haunting is of greater concern. A dark presence permeates these walls.  


  7 Mid Year  


  It has been nearly a week. This one believes the dark presence is none other than an accursed dro-m'Athra. If the suspicion is correct, this temple is a very dangerous place. This one has left the bats and thunderbugs to dissuade errant travelers—a danger, to be sure, but a lesser one compared to the dark spirit infesting this place.   


  




Second Scrap Of Adubaer's Journal


   Adubaer-sa  


   ... to be off the ship and back on land. The sea is not for this one. Night falls and we make camp outside Bthzark. The others are wary but suspect nothing. Finally, something to hold above Morantor's head, to make him squirm. To think he did not even recognize his former slave. Reminding him will be delightful. 





Secret Dwemer Origins


   Anonymous  


   Secret Dwemer Origins, Pt 1


  

  Gods, I have seen the visions you have given me. I have embraced it wholly. I have followed it here to the cave of Revelations! I have given it the name Zthgnthaz. It is the Dwemeris acronym for time-wizard!  


  They LAUGHED at me WELL NO MORE. Now I have PROOF.  


  Secret Dwemer Origins, Pt 2  


  It all makes perfect sense. Everything in here is brass. Brass is the color of time. It is the same way forwards and backwards. When you transpose it into Aldmeris it's spelled zathaganathaz. ZTHGNTHAZ.  


  THE TRUTH WILL NOT BE DENIED.  


  Secret Dwemer Origins, Pt 3  


  Zthgnthaz. Brass Time Wizard. I can hear the music right now. The notes spell out the mystery. The three alliance leaders are just puppets. Molag Bal was a distraction designed to divert our attention from the TRUTH.  


  I just need to find some crystals!  


  Secret Dwemer Origins, Pt 4  


  It's all here. All the proof I need. The Dwemer were time-visitors from the future. These ruins are impenetrable because they have not been built yet. They disappeared because something happened that caused them not to be born.  


  But I have discovered it, and I will set time on the right course again. I will bring them back!   


  




Secrets Of Treehenge


   Vanendil  


   Author of "Treehenge's Roots," "The Mammoths of Treehenge," and "Treehenge: Home of the Lady"


  

  Those who wish to see the sacred Treehenge, wherein the physical remains of the Bosmer Green Lady are interred, must be prepared. Though it may not be obvious, the site is well-protected by a combination of incantations and even more subtle guardians.  


  Approach the site with caution and reverence. Bring an offering, and spend time in meditation amongst the trees. As your senses heighten, you may see visions of former Green Ladies walking the woods. You may also notice their likenesses in the trees from which Treehenge derives its name.  


  Close your eyes and breathe deeply, the scent of decaying wood, flowers in full bloom, and earth. Listen to the waterfalls, the buzz of insects, and whisper of leaf and branch.  


  When you feel these things within your heart, you will know the secrets of Treehenge in ways I cannot describe.   


  




Secrets Overheard In Apocrypha


   Morian Zenas 


   The Seekers pretend that they cannot talk, but they can. For I have heard them. They can both understand speech, and utter it, though they do so with a hissing lisp. I shall tell you how I know.


  

  As is so often the case since I came to Apocrypha, I was cowering behind a stack of books, hiding from the baleful attentions of a towering gill-man whose notice I had inadvertently caught. I listened to hear if I was still gibbering, but I couldn't hear it, which usually means I'm not. Then I heard something else.  


  Just beyond my concealing tower of tomes was one of those endless halls lined with numberless urns, halls that I have assiduously avoided ever since I learned that each urn houses, in a broth of noisome fluid, a living concept-organ excised from its corpus. I do not like those urns.  


  From the entrance to this hall of urns came the all-too-familiar squelching sound of a Seeker's footfalls. But then it stopped, and in its place I heard, for the first time, the sticky sound of a speaking Seeker.  


  —I know a thing, the Seeker lisped, as a frisson of horror danced down my spine.  


  —Is it a thing worth knowing? came the hollow, sourceless voice of the organ in the hithermost urn.  


  —You shall judge, Floater. I have learned why we have seen no mortal intruders, save for the demented wizard, in many turns of the Great Pages.  


  —You know nothing, said the organ.  


  —I know Old Antecedent has entered into an agreement with the mortals, a compact, as they say. Is that nothing? asked the Seeker.  


  —Next to nothing. The Golden Eye is always entering into pacts with mortals. Thus my woeful condition.  


  —Avoid self-pity, or I shall mock you. You do not like it when I mock you. Listen attentively.  


  —I listen.  


  —In truth, the Scryer enters into many pacts with mortals—but never before has he made a pact with every mortal on Nirn.  


  —Bah. Unlikely.  


  —I state it! It is a thing that is known.  


  —How?  


  —I heard a discussion between Scrivener Uu-Thorax and the Eleventh Preceptor. They came into the Crepuscule, where I was quietly....  


  —Seeking?  


  —Yes. In fact. Now, listen: the Scrivener told the Preceptor that the Inevitable Knower had agreed to a pact, to cease all direct interposition in Mundial affairs.  


  —Impossible. I scoff. Mock me as you will.  


  —So thought I, and likewise the Preceptor expressed skepticism, but then the Scrivener spoke a Word of Asseveration. Books scattered everywhere, ichor fountained from my ear-holes, and I knew what he said was a Known Thing.  


  —But why? To meddle with mortals and wrest from them their knowledge is the Ur-Daedra's favorite pastime.  


  —He seems to have been paid a great price, something he dearly desired, but I could not clearly hear what, due to the injury to my ear-holes.  


  —It is knowledge, of course. Some great secret. It is ever so.  


  —So I deem it as well. And it seems this compact binds in both directions, which is why the mortals come here no more, added the Seeker.  


  —Except for the mad mage. How came he here, and upon what ill errand? asked the urn-organ.  


  —I know not. But if we catch him, we will pull out his ... what is that sound?  


  I heard it too, and so I ran. For I knew that sound. It was gibbering.   


  




Selene's Letter


   Selene  


   Miles,


  

  You need to talk to Frederick. He insists on joining the Blackcasters. He won't listen to me. He has always resented our marriage. But you're his father. He admires you and you understand him better than I ever have. Please. Talk to him.  


  Selene   


  




Sentinel, Jewel Of The Alik'r


   The Unveiled Azadiyeh   


   Know, O Prince, that in the time of the Ra Gada, the Forebears did come to Hammerfell from doomed Yokuda. First they landed at Hegathe, which they freed of the affliction of the beast-peoples. Then spread they bothwise along the coasts, seeking out goodly harbors and well-watered oases.


  

  To the north and west went the warrior-sailors of the Grandee Yaghoub, in the great ships they had brought from Akos Kasaz, until they rounded Cape Shira. Then was Yaghoub the first of the Ra Gada to behold the Iliac Bay, and he deemed it laudable, and praised its excellences, and vowed to make his home thenceforth upon its shores.  


  And as Yaghoub sailed toward the Steed at dawning of the seventeenth of Second Seed, his watchman cried out that he spied a desirable harborage. And Yaghoub, perceiving it, agreed, and said, "This harborage shall belong to us, for we shall take it to be ours. And I do name it Sentinel, after the one who first espied it."  


  Then Sentinel (for thus ever after was it known) already contained a port on its harbor, which port was the haunt of low Elves, and Men who did consort with Elves. And the shores were green with the leaves of pomegranate, and fig, and olive, and the men of the Grandee saw this and were hungry, and sought to come ashore, despite the warnings and cries of the port-rabble.  


  But when Yaghoub landed with his warrior-sailors, with their bright swords and peaked helms, the port-rabble were cowed, and spake, cringing, "What would you with us, O mighty sword-singers? Slay us not, for we have done you no harm."  


  And Yaghoub said to them, "Nay, though you are infidels and partake of unclean practices, I will not slay you. For I have a thought to build me a palace upon the height above the harbor, and such labor is not meet for my noble warrior-sailors. Therefore you shall live, and become masons, and stonewrights, and servants of the house."  


  And thus was the true port of Sentinel founded. The port-rabble found purpose in their new labors, and built the walls, and the marketplace, and the palace of Yaghoub. And this was Samaruik, of glorious name, and legendary are the mighty kings and queens who have reigned from it since. For the Crowns who followed the Forebears found Sentinel a worthy seat, and many were the Na-Totambu who settled there.  


  Even today, O Prince, above the city gates flies always a banner of the crescent moon, for this was the banner of the Grandee Yaghoub, which has become the symbol of Sentinel in remembrance of him. And the faithful celebrate the Grandee on the Koomu Alezer'i Yaghoub, every seventeenth of Second Seed, when we share pomegranates in honor of our esteemed ancestor.   


  




Sep's Kiss


   Anonymous  


   Using a poison known by name only elicits suspicion. The truly perfect assassination is one that remains undetected. I would not dare brag of those slain by my concoctions, for fear of breaking the tender illusion of "natural" death.


  

  I have penned down one of my favorite mixtures, in hope the reader will seek out more on their own. The preparation is unorthodox, yet it has served me well.  


  I learned the name "Sep" from a sweet Redguard lass I courted for a time. She was unfaithful, but her kiss still filled me with delight.  


  Prepare a fire, burned down to coals. Atop that, place a large cauldron. This will be your crucible.  


  Add to this a drop of your own blood. It will sizzle when the pot is tempered. You only need the residue of blood, for flavor and scent.  


  Scrape the salt from a mangrove leaf, and powder it with the spores from a yellow-knight mushroom. You can find these growing in most any field if you lie down with your face to the soil.  


  While the crucible is still hot, pour a decanter of treacle tea in, letting the steam escape. In a short time it will reduce, and to that sticky mess, you will add the aforementioned powder.  


  Once all ingredients are combined, it's ready to use. On the skin, it breaks down strength in a matter of hours. For a faster reaction, ingestion or wounding is best.  


  I have yet to calculate an antidote for this recipe, so I advise using the utmost caution when handling.   


  




Septima Tharn's Leadership Maxims


   Magus-General Septima  Tharn 


   Clear communication is the key to effective delivery of your point of view. A demand for surrender will be more effective if carried to the enemy by a headless corpse of one of their own tied to a horse.


  

  Remember that every decision you make contributes to building your brand. You'll never be known as "the Butcher" unless you make a conscious choice to chop a lot of meat.  


  Listen first before you act. Your subordinates have key information to share with you, so it's important that you give them a chance to speak for themselves. That's the only way you'll know which ones are insubordinate and in need of execution.  


  Set clear objectives, hold people accountable, then get out of the way. Delegate appropriately: there's no point in getting yourself killed—that's what subordinates are for. Remember, it's their job to take that fortified bastion, not yours.  


  




Serien's Additional Orders


   General Serien 


   Ahknara will send up a flare once she's in place. At that point, assault the fort. You should encounter minimal resistance.


  

  — General Sarien   


  




Serien's Further Orders


   General Serien 


   Assign some of your men to cover the infiltration team. Ankhara is the best, but she still needs support.


  

  — General Serien   


  




Serpent Hollow Observations


   Anonymous  


   I am inside at last. It took me several days of watching and waiting, but I am patient. I was rewarded with a mass exodus at twilight yesterday. The entire group, accompanied by their cave bears, left on some quest that was doubtless of great importance to them.


  

  The door to their caves beneath Serpent Hollow had been left slightly ajar and I slipped inside. I moved cautiously through the cave's winding passages, fearful of meeting a guard. But there were none. I found a perfect observation post, secreted myself behind some boxes, and was settled in with my supplies long before the expedition returned.  


  I am elated to report that the rumors are true. The ogres residing here are indeed unusually intelligent. I will take diligent notes for the three weeks my supplies will last. I can already hear the applause when I present my findings to my colleagues in the Imperial City, once this foolish war is over.  


  Day 1: Settled into my post undetected. Ogres and cave bears returned hours later. Several seemed to hesitate, sniffing the air deeply, but they soon moved on to normal activities.  


  Day 2: I have witnessed tool use and rudimentary communication among these ogres! The big one, the one I have dubbed "Bruuke," pointed at a crate and grunted several times at one of his underlings. That worthy scowled, grabbed the crate, and threw it into a corner, shattering it and scattering its contents about. That seemed to appease Bruuke, who scratched himself in satisfaction.  


  Day 3: These caves were obviously once the site of humanoid habitation, likely Imperial miners. Possibly the ogres came upon these folk and killed them in the process of claiming the cavern for their own. But the ogres have cleverly adapted the implements the miners left behind. Fires have been carefully tended and kept burning, and I have seen a shield used as a plate. The ogres also stage impromptu concerts using human bones and skulls as primitive instruments.  


  Day 4: Today I witnessed play behavior among the clan. Bruuke picked up a long bone, possibly a miner's femur, struck a bear on the nose with it, and threw it into the water. The bear chased after it and returned it to Bruuke. Soon the other ogres and bears were playing this game as well. It entertained the entire clan for most of the day. I believe this is behavior never before documented among ogres.  


  Day 5: I have no doubt that Bruuke is the source of this clan's cleverness. Several times yesterday, as I wrote in my journal, I saw him peer suspiciously about. I believe he hears the sound of my quill scratching on the paper and recognizes it as unusual, possibly dangerous. If he ever comes over here to investigate, then I will —   


  




Set List


   Anonymous  


   1. Olga's Smickett


  

  2. Age of Repression  


  3. A Rude Song  


  4. I'm Glad I'm Not No Orc  


  5. Ragnar the Bedded  


  6. A More Rude Song  


  7. Song of Hrormir  


  8. Black Fredas  


  9. A Bonny Dunmeri Lass  


  10. Ayrenn's Folly  


  11. A SONG FOR MY DEAR SWEET LOBELATHEL THE MOST BEAUTIFUL CREATURE I WILL LOVE FOREVER. ALL OTHERS ARE NOTHING TO ME.   


  




Settling The Debate


   Ralevyn Nerano 


   Flexibility or maximum protection? Netch or guar? Maybe you've heard one of the heated arguments, fueled by a few too many cups of mazte at your local cornerclub. Almost every craftsman takes an almost religious stance on this matter, believing his own approach, traditions, and products to be superior to all others, but I want to present both sides and some of their considerations in an unbiased manner to help inform your own opinion.


  

  The best leather in Tamriel comes from Morrowind, courtesy of the native guar and netches. This is an indisputable fact, and no other leathers produced in Tamriel come close to their quality. The naturally-exposed hides of these beasts and the ease of processing them, combined with ancient tanning techniques, produce a material that is more durable and tougher than bear, mammoth, or any of the hides commonly used outside Morrowind. Though both are of very high quality, the debate rages on—which makes superior armor?  


  Netch leather is thinner by quite a bit. It bends and flexes easily, and it is much more receptive to dyes than guar hide, and therefore more suitable for finer, more ornamental works. It is likewise ideal for the combatant who prefers mobility, but it is much more readily punctured and torn, even when boiled to increase toughness. Another difficulty is that it requires relatively high maintenance—to keep it in fighting shape, it must be oiled and treated with dreugh wax weekly. Netch leather is harder to harvest, as well; the beasts are quite dangerous when riled and have a nasty poison that even experienced netchimen fear.  


  Guar hide, on the other hand, is much thicker, resulting in heavier armors overall (though still not as heavy, obviously, as armors crafted from metal). This makes it more difficult to work with, but the end product offers more protection and durability. Staunch traditionalists frequently claim that guar hide has been used longer than netch leather, and that we honor our ancestors in favoring it, but I have been able to locate no proof of this point. If you're more interested in protection than in mobility, guar hide armor is likely a better choice for you.  


  Even though every craftsman seems to have an unwavering opinion on which leather results in superior armors, I am not swayed by either side. It occurs to me that the choice is largely on the wearer, depending on his or her own fighting style (though armorers are never shy to offer recommendations in this regard, either). Hopefully, you are more informed now about your options, and whether you choose netch, guar, or an unorthodox combination of both, I wish you luck on the battlefield.   


  




Shad Astula Academy Handbook


   Anonymous  


   Welcome to Shad Astula, the Academy of Magic! This is where the most talented mages of the Ebonheart Pact come to learn, share a common origin, and become leaders in the magical community. Your journey begins here.


  

  For many, the journey to master magic is fraught with frustration and difficulty. The training provided here can lead to a life of service and rewarding work, thanks to the availability of the best teachers and teaching methods. The fact of the matter is, while everyone invited to the Academy is selected for their potential for greatness, not all of you will measure up to the task before you. For those unfortunate enough to fail, Shad Astula serves as a safety net, a place to refine one's meager skills without causing harm to oneself or to others.  


  But you will not fail. You are not one of the unfortunates. You will rise above. You will take your place as a leader in the Ebonheart Pact!  


  You have already realized that you are different from others who can wield the gift of magicka. Now, prepare to be introduced to a world of power. For you, Shad Astula serves as a place where you can spread your wings. With the help of our staff of master mages, you will not only learn to fly, you will soar!  


  As one of the chosen of the Academy, the usual restrictions and rules that govern the learning of magic do not apply to you. Those rules exist to ensure the safety of mages who may pose a danger to themselves or to others. We anticipate that the Academy's select students will excel, and we believe you're capable of learning your limits quickly. A few guidelines do apply, however:  


  — Do not summon creatures from Oblivion planes, except within designated summoning circles.  


  — Magical experimentation on other Academy students is forbidden.  


  — Magical experimentation on non-Academy members is discouraged, but use your best judgment.  


  — Magical experimentation on staff is encouraged. Keep them on their guard, and they'll do the same for you.  


  — Designation of assistants as "minions" is strictly prohibited, and cultist or cabalist behaviors or organizations will be dealt with swiftly and harshly. Save your megalomania for after graduation.  


  — Students who have not passed the Emotional Control and Mental Stability Exam (ECMSE) are forbidden from sharing a room.  


  — Magical dueling is strictly prohibited, except under a staff Battlemage's supervision.  


  You will soon receive an appointment with the Headmaster, who will have more to say about Shad Astula and your status as a member of the Academy. In the meantime, feel free to explore the campus and introduce yourself to your fellow students. Some will become your peers, others your underlings, and a very select few your betters. Learn them well.  


  Welcome to Shad Astula. Spread your wings and soar! We expect much of you. Do not disappoint us.   


  




Shad Astula Curriculum


   Anonymous  


   Rise and shine! We have another education-filled day ahead of us. Another chance to develop your gifts of mysticism and magicka, leadership and military strategy.


  

  The first few days of study have flown by, and you have proven worthy of the honor of enrollment at this prestigious Academy. You have not only demonstrated the requisite acumen for your studies, but also confirmed your ability to keep up with the modest tuition payments that keep Shad Astula's welcoming doors open. For these reasons, we are pleased to offer you the opportunity to select your own course of study for the next ten days.  


  Please choose the introductory course you wish to pursue and properly petition the instructor of that art. For the next ten days, you will diligently work to master one of the following disciplines.  


  Understand that these designations exist solely for the purposes of teaching. They do not represent any formal schema of organization within the Mages Guild or any similar organization.  


  ALTERATION I: This introductory course teaches simple magical methods of physical manipulation, including techniques for strengthening and weakening basic materials.  


  CONJURATION I: In this introductory course, students learn to summon simple weapons and shields, such as daggers or bucklers. Note that knife fighting and defense are not covered in this class.  


  DESTRUCTION I: As a prelude to later studies, students learn the basics of the elemental manipulation of flame and frost. An additional security deposit is required to cover the unlikely event of damage to persons and property.  


  ILLUSION I: Learn simple manipulation of light and shadow, sound and silence, in this introductory course. Your first project will be to create magical candlelight.  


  RESTORATION I: This introductory course teaches the basics of the healing arts, as well as the fundamental principles of manipulating life force. The purchase of various small animals may be required, in addition to any other course-required materials.  


  Completion of any of these basic courses will serve as a prerequisite to later studies. A student is free to select a course from ONE of these options. Upon completion of an introductory class, the student is eligible to pursue a second introductory class, if instruction time and class size allows.  


  The study of the ARCANE ARTS awaits you! No doubt you will prove yourself worthy of the instruction and patronage you are receiving.  


  Failure to complete a course of study may result in additional tuition charges to cover the cost of taking make-up instruction.  


  Good luck!  


  




Shadow Draining: A Hypothesis


   The Glimmering Foxbat 


   It appears to me that the magical siphoning of health is related to the instant translocation spells insofar as it creates a transliminal flow of essence from the target to the caster. Through the hyperagonal magicka sense, the night blade perceives the target's transpontine deformation and "pierces" it, and in the resulting disruption absorbs the essence that is lost by the target. Thus, instead of "stepping through shadows" as in translocation, the mage is "shadow draining" from one location to another.


  

  Or so my experiments indicate.  


  




Shadowscale's Journal


   Anonymous  


   Entry 441: Three Dark Elves killed in Stormhold, and rumors call it our work. Preposterous—the Night Mother gifted none of them with her call.


  

  I'll return to the Enclave when I discover who's behind this.  


  Entry 442: Just watched <<1>> enter her home. This isn't right. Her body remains at the mortuary.  


  Going to see what this creature wants, and why it wears <<1>>'s face.   


  




Shagora's Journal


   Shagora  


   Seqbar better be dead. If he isn't, when I find him he'll soon wish he was. Running off on the eve of our engagement? What kind of idiot does that?


  

  I took a few supplies and headed after him yesterday. All this sand makes my head swim. I'll be glad to get inside the mine, if only to get away from this sun.  


  The mine's owner said I could wait for Seqbar if I wanted. Bah! I'm not afraid of spiders!   


  




Shakra's Letter


   Shakra  


   Dugrul,


  

  I hope you are well. Father says the land Orcs are cowards to join the Bretons, but I wonder. There is strength in numbers. What does your warchief think?  


  I am curious about life in the Covenant. What is life in the army like? Have you fought?  


  A Bosmer told me the Elves have a new queen. Is that true? Did she really say she was going to take back all of Tamriel?  


  I hear that Duchess Lakana and Duke Nathaniel were married. A Redguard and a Breton? I wonder if the duchess chose this. Oh, to choose your husband! Have you been to Stormhaven?  


  The captain of a merchant ship said the Covenant attacked Davon's Watch, the Dark Elf city. He told me the Dark Elves summoned a Daedra, a creature of flame and bone, to fight for them.  


  Is that true? A Daedra? I think the captain was lying to me. I should have killed him.  


  I look forward to your reply. Write more often, cousin, and visit again soon.  


  — Shakra   


  




Shalan's Note


   Shalan  


   Mother,


  

  The village is on fire! Who could have done this? The Imperials left so long ago. I can hear screams ...  


  I'm going to make a run for it. I'll try to get word to Darien. He always knows what to do. I'm taking Aneese and the dog. Hopefully she won't slow me down too much.  


  If you find this, know that I love you dearly. May Akatosh watch over us both.  


  Your son,  


  Shalan   


  




Shaman Moramat's Orders


   Filgdor  


   Moramat,


  

  Here's a chance to prove your usefulness. If any of Jorunn's forces slip through Ramorgal's net to the north or sneak out of the south gates, it is up to you to stop them.  


  Also, I don't know what is going on over at that logging camp, but I do not want any surprises from that direction. Send a couple of your mages over there to see if we can use the situation to our advantage or to determine if it will cause us problems. Probably the best course is to leave well enough alone, but I leave that to you to decide.  


  — Filgdor   


  




Sharfum's Letter


   Anonymous  


   Father,


  

  I know it will be disappointing to you, so I am leaving at night.  


  You know where I have gone. To the city. I have decided to join the priesthood of Trinimac.  


  You will blame Sneg, but you should not. I made this decision on my own. If you must know the reason it is that for a long time I was ashamed of being an Orc. While other peoples grow strong and proud with their great cities--Shornhelm, Stormhaven, Daggerall, Mournhold, Evermore--we Orcs languish without a home. In Orsinium, I no longer need to be ashamed.  


  Whenever you find this, and whatever you think of it, I want you to know that I will always love you and I was never ashamed of you.  


  Your daughter,  


  Sharfum   


  




She Dared Me


   Anonymous  


   She dared me to go there, but I wouldn't. Why should I look for trouble in the wilds?


  

  I've enough to do, what with feeding our children, and keeping her from harm. Why didn't I go?  


  No one's ever seen the creature in the pit and lived to tell about it. Why did she leave? Is she running away from something? From me?  


  Y'ffre, keep her safe.   


  




She Is My Light


   Anonymous  


   i shall give of myself


  

  for what is love if not  


  sacrifice of my light  


  i am brighter than the rest  


  she will take my light first  


  i have more light than they  


  she is my light  


  tallatta the lustrous  


  come take my light from me  


  




Sheltered


   Anonymous  


   This place provides shelter to those who seek to perfect their skills.


  

  Take what you need, and leave an offering in return.  


  Koomu alezer'i!   


  




Shezarr And The Divines


   Faustillus Junius 


   Shezarr and the Divines


  

  by  


  Faustillus Junius  


  Subcurator of Ancient Theology and Paleonumerology  


  Imperial Library  


  The position Shezarr enjoys in Cyrodilic worship if often misconstrued. He, and a thousand other deities, have sizeable cults in the Imperial City. Shezarr is especially venerated in the Colovian West, though he is called Shor there, as the West Kings are resolutely, and religiously, Nordic.  


  The haziness of Shezarr's relationship to the Divines (he is often called their 'Missing Sibling') begins with St. Alessia, the so-called 'Slave Queen of Cyrodiil, the founder figure of the original Cyrodilic Empire. In the earliest Cyro-Nordic stories of the Heartland, Shezarr fought against the Ayleids (the 'Heartland Highelves') on mankind's behalf. Then, for some unknown reason, he vanishes from the stage (presumably to help other humans elsewhere), and, without his leadership, the Ayleids conquer the humans and enslave them.  


  This slavery lasts for generations. The isolated humans eventually begin to venerate the pantheon of their masters, or at least assimilate so much of High Elven religious practices into their native traditions that the two become indistinguishable.  


  In 1E242, under the leadership of Alessia, her demigod lover, Morihaus-Breath-of-Kyne, and the infamous Pelinal Whitestrake, the Cyrodilic humans revolt. When Skyrim lends its armies to the Slave-Queen of the South, the revolution succeeds. The Ayleid Hegemonies are quickly overthrown. Shortly thereafter, White Gold Tower is captured by Alessia's forces, and she promptly declares herself the first Empress of Cyrodiil. Part of the package meant that she had to become the High Priestess of Akatosh, as well.  


  Akatosh was an Aldmeri god, and Alessia's subjects were as-yet unwilling to renounce their worship of the Elven pantheon. She found herself in a very sensitive political situation. She needed to keep the Nords as her allies, but they were (at that time) fiercely opposed to any adoration of Elven deities. On the other hand, she could not force her subjects to revert back to the Nordic pantheon, for fear of another revolution. Therefore, concessions were made and Empress Alessia instituted a new religion: the Eight Divines, an elegant, well-researched synthesis of both pantheons, Nordic and Aldmeri.  


  Shezarr, as a result, had to change. He could no longer be the bloodthirsty anti-Aldmer warlord of old. He could not disappear altogether either, or the Nords would have withdrawn their support of her rule. In the end, he had become "the spirit behind all human undertaking." Even though this was merely a thinly-disguised, watered-down version of Shor, it was good enough for the Nords.  


  As for why Tiber Septim has not attempted to 'revitalize' Shezarr during his wars against the Aldmeri Dominion, we can only speculate that, at this time, memories of the Alessian Order's follies (the Dragon Break, the War of Righteousness, the defeat at Gelnumbria Moors) would only damage his campaign for the Imperial Crown.  


  




Shipyard Workers, Take Warning!


   Anonymous  


   SPIES ARE EVERYWHERE!


  

  The ships we are building are destined for the Thrice-Blessed Alliance of the Daggerfall Covenant—agents of the Ebonheart Pact and the Aldmeri Dominion may be spying upon our work AT ANY TIME.  


  BEWARE OF SABOTEURS!  


  Ships on the ways are vulnerable to sabotage, especially from fire. This is especially likely to be attempted at night. BE ALERT FOR SUSPICIOUS ACTIVITY.  


  REMEMBER: OPEN EYES TO STOP THE SPIES!   


  




Shornhelm, Crown City Of The North


   Lord Wylon  


   The Breton people of the Markwasten Moor and Shornhelm heights have a long and storied history, with much to be proud of: the Trammeling of the Giants in the time of legends; the Purge of the Wyrd-Hags in the Year of Sun's-Death (which restored Magnus to the skies of the Mundus); and the Charge of the Montclair Knights (often erroneously referred to as the Charge of the Shornhelm Knights) at the Battle of Glenumbria Moors.


  

  Through all this tumultuous history, the people of Rivenspire are fortunate to have been ably led, through times of terror and triumph, by the noble lords of the House of Montclair.  


  It is true that the Barons of House Montclair have not always been selected by fate to also reign as King of Shornhelm. But the Montclairs count humility among their many virtues, and have often been willing to defer to pretenders with weaker claims to royalty in the interest of peace. That this humility has sometimes been tragically over-indulged was sadly proven in the case of my father—Phylgeon, 38th Baron Montclair.  


  As all students of Breton history know, the greatest post-Reman monarch of Shornhelm was King Hurlburt, who led our army at the Battle of Granden Tor and ruled the North from 2E 522 until his death in 546. Hurlburt was of House Branquette, 21st Count of the Name, and had taken as his queen Countess Iphilia of Montclair. When King Hurlburt died his legitimate son, Prince Phylgeon, was only fourteen years of age, and though his inheritance was championed by House Montclair, Houses Branquette and Tamrith supported his elder half-brother, Prince Ranser, who had been born out of wedlock to a poor Tamrith cousin. (House Dorell, typically aloof, declined to endorse either candidate.)  


  What is less well known is the behind-the-scenes maneuvering that led to Ranser being crowned King of Shornhelm rather than Phylgeon. The advisors of the young Baron Montclair (his mother had predeceased King Hurlbut by a mere two years) contended that he, as the legitimate son, was the proper heir to the throne—a claim further buttressed by language in a codicil to the famous "Bretonnick Natalitie" that declared "Howse Mount Clayre" the royal house of Shornhelm. The Council of the North met to consider the various claimants, but during their deliberations the Montclair advisors found that the Bretonnick codicil had gone missing, while Prince Ranser brought forth a suspiciously long-lost Direnni decree that named House Branquette their "Breton Royal Delegates" in Rivenspire.  


  The vote of the Council was a narrow victory for Prince Ranser, thereafter King Ranser of Shornhelm. Some of Prince Phylgeon's advisors urged him to fight for the crown, but the young prince declined, preferring to become simply the Baron of Montclair.  


  Oh, fateful humility! We all know where Phylgeon's deference led—to the tragic events of 566 and the insurrection against the First Daggerfall Covenant in what is known (to our shame) as Ranser's War. According to the standard histories, all the noble houses—Montclair, Tamrith, even Dorell—answered King Ranser's call to muster and marched behind his banner in his fatal war against High King Emeric and the South. What is not generally known is that Count Phylgeon of Montclair was uncertain of the rightness of Ranser's cause, and offered to both Kings Ranser and Emeric to serve as a peace envoy between the two sides. High King Emeric's reply has been lost to history, but Ranser's angry refusal is well known. Once again my father deferred to his elder half-brother, and the Montclair Knights joined Ranser's doomed army.  


  In the immediate aftermath of King Ranser's fall, Rivenspire fell into chaos. The Crown of Shornhelm went missing during the Battle of Traitor's Tor, and the fateful "Direnni decree" that elevated Ranser to the throne has likewise not been seen since. The death of Ranser was the end of the line of House Branquette, and since then there has been no King of Shornhelm, Rivenspire having been jointly ruled by the triumvirate Council of the North. That body has tried, with the best of intentions, to keep peace and order in the northern counties, but nobody, if they were speaking honestly, would say the Council's efforts have sufficed. Shornhelm—and the North—need a King.  


  And why shouldn't they have one? If I may speak frankly, setting aside, however regretfully, the traditional Montclair mantle of humility, then I must confess that I, Baron Wylon of Montclair, am certainly the legitimate heir to the throne of Shornhelm. My grandfather was King Hurlburt, and I descend from him in the direct and legitimate line of succession, a claim no one else in the North can make. (That also makes me the sole living heir to the domain of the Branquettes, much of which was unfairly parceled out to the Tamriths and Dorells, but no—humility, always humility!)  


  Furthermore, at this critical juncture I am fortunate to be able to announce that the long-missing Bretonnick Codicil has been found by the Montclair house historian, the operative clause of which I shall quote here:  


  "... seeing all in order then in Sharn Helm and its Lands Contyguous, the most royale and high ... (unintelligible) ... appointeth in Perpetuitie sayde Howse Mount Clayre in rulership over ... (unintelligible) ... and Sharn Helm. So mote it bee."  


  People of Rivenspire, Baron Wylon of Montclair is prepared to do his duty.   


  




Short Note


   Anonymous  


   I don't know how I ended up in this dreadful place. I heard that working for the Bitterhand was very profitable, but so far the only thing I've gotten is a daily bowl of slop. In exchange, I've found myself robbing and killing innocent people. I think I made one of those mistakes that mother talked about ... the kind that lead you down a dark path to an early death. 





Shrine Of Mara


   Anonymous  


   At this altar to the Goddess of Love you can use a Ring of Mara to espouse your beloved. 





Shrine To Derik Hallin


   Anonymous  


   In memory of the hero Derik Hallin. Long after the time of Frandar and Divad, Derik quested for and recovered the five shehai.


  

  He and the sword-saints wielded the shehai in battle to forever end the beastmen threat against Hammerfell.   


  




Shrine To Divad Hunding


   Anonymous  


   In memory of Divad Hunding, son of Frandar. Aided his father in the defeat of Emperor Hira and the settlement of Hammerfell.


  

  Divad broke the Goblinkins' hold over Hammerfell with the creation of five mighty shehai.   


  




Shrine To Frandar Hunding


   Anonymous  


   In memory of Frandar Hunding, who conceived the Way of the Sword and taught the Ansei to summon the shehai sword spirits.


  

  With the Ansei, he defeated Emperor Hira and led his people to freedom in the distant land of Hammerfell.   


  




Shrine To Makela Leki


   Anonymous  


   In memory of the sword-saint Makela Leki. Almost single-handedly, Leki held the Bangkorai Pass against the treachery of King Joile.


  

  Because of her selfless sacrifice, the backstabbing Bretons never reached Sentinel.   


  




Shul's Letter


   Shul  


   My Dear Sarase,


  

  The plague caught me in its ravenous teeth. Death draws near. I won't risk you or our boy. You must leave Zuuk.  


  Please, flee Black Marsh. Take what you must to survive the journey and don't look back. Zuuk turns to dust, and I fear for you.  


  Hold me always in your eyes, as I will ever hold you.  


  Your Loving Husband,  


  Shul   


  




Silver Crawdad Surprise


   Anonymous  


   "It is simple... they are not gods at all."


  

  Ingredients:  


  Two silver crawdads, cleaned  


  One onion, chopped  


  Two carrots, diced  


  Two tomatoes, sliced  


  Two cups of stock  


  Preparation:  


  Combine half the tomatoes with the stock to create a marinade. Soak crawdads, turning every half-hour, in a cool dry place for a total of four hours.  


  Remove the cawdads and reduce the marinade until it coats the spoon.  


  Combine onion, carrots, and the remainder of the tomatoes wit a small quantity of clear spring water to the marinade. Braise the cleaned crawdads in this mixture for an hour.  


  Serves four.   


  




Simple Illusion Magic


   Ninaleon Sightbinder the First  


   A beginner's guide to illusion magic, as prepared by Ninaleon Sightbinder the First!


  

  CHAPTER I : Sight  


  CHAPTER II : Sound  


  CHAPTER III : Smells and Tastes  


  CHAPTER IV : Touch  


  CHAPTER V : Multi-Sensory Mastery  


  CHAPTER VI : Simulating People  


  CHAPTER VII : Light That Fights  


  CHAPTER VIII : Beginner's Rituals (Do Not Perform Without Supervision)  


  - - - - - - - - - - - -  


  VIII.d: Ritual Life Force Binding For Sustained Illusionary Projection: Completion  


  To end the ritual, simply tune each crystal in turn. The colors of the lights to either side of the crystal will combine to create a new color within. Red and Yellow into Orange, and so on. A sound will also be heard when you have it right.  


  Beware. Without maintenance of the spell-lattice, the ritualist can quickly find her life energies consumed in the illusionary suspension she has created.   


  




Singed Page


   Anonymous  


   Broggo the Small hated the cold. He hated the heat. He wasn't even fond of days that were warm and sunny. He was a strange little Nord, but that was what made Broggo the Small a hero.


  

  One day, late in winter, when the snow was falling hard and fast,   


  




Sir Edmund's Letter


   Sir Edmund 


   Fellow knights, no matter what Duke Nathaniel plots, we cannot betray our oath. Only if he moves openly will we move against him. If you stand with me, listen for the horn.


  

  -Sir Edmund   


  




Sir Hughes' Journal


   Sir Hughes 


   9th of First Seed


  

  This is the third week of these nightmares: visions of Alcaire Castle burning, riots led by one of our own, a face so familiar, but I can't see it clearly. I know this will happen if I don't do something.  


  By the gods, am I a prophet now? I must be mad.  


  23rd of First Seed  


  I recognized the face in my dreams, the one who leads Alcaire Castle to ruin. It's the duke's new wife, Lakana. She will eventually betray us. I know this now.  


  24th of First Seed  


  I have to stop this nightmare from coming true. I've asked Dame Falhut to deal with the duchess, but even she seems to have doubts. If she could only see what I've seen!  


  29th of First Seed  


  Falhut botched the job and killed the poor food taster. I can't trust her. Too many innocents could get hurt. Only Lakana should die.  


  2nd of Rain's Hand  


  King Fahara'jhad has sent an army to our gates. My dream is coming true. By the Eight, we have to find a way to stop this!  


  10th of Rain's Hand  


  It's all clear to me now. The vision is a sign for me and me alone. I must do this myself.  


  Divines forgive me, but this is for all of Alcaire ....   


  




Sirdor's Journal


   Sirdor  


   It is the jungle. Trapped in the walls of Root Sunder—it isn't a Daedra or ghost. It's the jungle itself. The Elves here found a way to bind the spirit of the jungle to the city's Welkynd Stones.


  

  They must have thought themselves brilliant at the time. Bind the jungle to the city walls, then control the walls with magic. No more randomness. Pure order.  


  But the jungle went mad, trapped within the artificial walls. It took control of the city. Killed the inhabitants. Dragged the city beneath the ground. Then it slept. And we woke it up.  


  There may be a way to undo it. I'll need an Attunement Stone, used by the builders to create the binding spell. There should be one in the lower chamber, west of the central Welkynd Stone.  


  With the Attunement Stone, I have a chance to put things right here.  


  But first, three support stones must be attuned before the central stone can be used to remove the binding magic in the walls. I've marked the three here so I'll remember their location.  


  With those taken care of, it should be a simple matter of attuning the central Welkynd Stone, freeing the spirit of Root Sunder and ending this nightmare.  


  Dangerous task, but simple. I hope to be back at camp in time for wine with the others.   


  




Sithis


   Anonymous  


   Sithis is the start of the house. Before him was nothing, but the foolish Altmer have names for and revere this nothing. That is because they are lazy slaves. Indeed, from the Sermons, 'stasis asks merely for itself, which is nothing.'


  

  Sithis sundered the nothing and mutated the parts, fashioning from them a myriad of possibilities. These ideas ebbed and flowed and faded away and this is how it should have been.  


  One idea, however, became jealous and did not want to die; like the stasis, he wanted to last. This was the demon Anui-El, who made friends, and they called themselves the Aedra. They enslaved everything that Sithis had made and created realms of everlasting imperfection. Thus are the Aedra the false gods, that is, illusion.  


  So Sithis begat Lorkhan and sent him to destroy the universe. Lorkhan! Unstable mutant!  


  Lorkhan had found the Aedric weakness. While each rebel was, by their nature, immeasurable, they were, through jealously and vanity, also separate from each other. They were also unwilling to go back to the nothing of before. So while they ruled their false dominions, Lorkhan filled the void with a myriad of new ideas. These ideas were legion. Soon it seemed that Lorkhan had a dominion of his own, with slaves and everlasting imperfections, and he seemed, for all the world, like an Aedra. Thus did he present himself as such to the demon Anui-El and the Eight Givers: as a friend.  


  Go unto the Sharmat Dagoth Ur as a friend.  


  AE HERMA MORA ALTADOON PADHOME LKHAN AE AI.   


  




Situation Becoming Urgent


   Stibbons  


   Furthermore, dear Lady Laurent must be nearly starving by now. She forgets to take care of herself unless I remind her.


  

  — Stibbons  


  




Skalg's Journal


   Anonymous  


   "It is simple... they are not gods at all."


  

  Her children claimed this place long before us. Perhaps they drove out the godless Dwarves. I see their many eyes as we work, watching and waiting. They do not fear us, I think. They know I walk among my clan, and I am Hers as much as they are. They permit us. Permit me.  


  * * *  


  Of those that remain, only Gharakul shows promise. The others shall be removed when the forge's reinforcement is complete.  


  Gharakul. Her hair is silver, long and thin. A clear sign for the Spider's Champion. Mephala teaches me to act. Our threads connect us and bind our fate. I will speak to her when we are next alone. She hears the Song as well. She must.  


  * * *  


  Mephala has truly blessed me. Gharakul sought me out while I slept. She woke me with Her whispers: Lust is love, lies are truth, death is life. She curled her hands around my throat and squeezed. My vision went black with shining specks, like a mottled abdomen dancing above my face. In that moment I gripped one of Mephala's children to me as her poison liquefied my insides.  


  After our blessed union, we shared our secrets. Now I understand the truth of the forge. With each gift fed to its fires, we venerate the Silver Spider and bring her works to the world.  


  We must find her more gifts. Better gifts. She must feed.   


  




Skeevers


   Anonymous  


   If you find me dead, the skeevers did it.


  

  




Skin-Stealers


   Anonymous  


   Skin-stealers ingest scraps of skin from corpses, typically removed from the chest above the heart. This, along with some catalyzing component, allows them to wear the victim's skin as their own for a prolonged period.


  

  It seems the ingested skin provides limited memories from the victim, which allows for such thorough infiltration. A few skin-stealers have slipped up and given themselves away, but we have no idea how many are in our ranks.   


  




Skooma Runner Logs


   Anonymous  


   F.D. — Thirty bottles of skooma sent to dealers in Thormar and Arenthia.


  

  Z.M. — Ten poisoned bottles and twenty untainted left for Malabal Tor competitors to steal.  


  R.G. — Malabal Tor scouting reveals potential market expansion, due to distrust of established dealers.  


  L.I. — Production in Claw's Strike slated to triple to handle new Malabal Tor market  


  Z.M. — Twenty poisoned bottles scattered through Malabal Tor to further sow distrust of entrenched competition  


  Z.M. — Up the poison dosage on the tainted skooma, we want the deaths to be horrifying, then they'll buy from us.  


  F.D. — Prepare for raids on competitor stashes, going for complete takeover in Malabal Tor.  


  H.W. — Word from Elden Root is demand outstrips supply. Potential market for us. May not need poison or coercion.  


  




Skuldafn Orders


   Fildgor Orcthane 


   Simply hold your positions. You have the advantage here. Jorunn and the so-called Pact have no choice but to make a frontal assault. We can hold them back indefinitely should they try.


  

  By the time Jorunn gets his army past the front line, I will be the rightful ruler of this land and Sovngarde itself will punish my brother. My redemption will become a legend beyond what Jorunn could ever have imagined, and those of you who fight here for me will be honored heroes.  


  — Fildgor called Orcthane  


  




Sky And Storm


   Anonymous  


   Black the earth and gray the skies.


  

  Darkling cold shall rise to clutch,  


  Foes quake at its icy touch.  


  Break the spines of wooden whales,  


  Spill their guts and gnash their tails.  


  Darkling cold will soon devour,  


  Foes quake at our lasting power.  


  Toss the landed in the brine,  


  Raise them up when it is time.  


  Darkling cold must rise to save,  


  Foes now turned into our slaves.  


  




Skyreach Explorer


   Reginus Buca  


   Skyreach Explorer, Volume One


  

  By Reginus Buca, Historian, University of Gwylim  


  With an equal measure of excitement and trepidation, I begin this series of journals that will one day form the basis of a scholarly work on Skyreach and the ancient Nedic people. The University of Gwylim has generously funded this expedition, in exchange for the exclusive rights to publish at least two books related to the subject at hand.  


  Note, however, that these journals are not the finished published work. They contain my observations, theories, and general musings on everything I encounter throughout this trip. The journals will also contain asides by my scholarly partner Verita Numida, whose theories are usually wildly opposite of anything I propose. I like to think that our differing points of view help to create a more complete picture of the past, but I will admit here, within these pages, that she often drives me into an intellectual rage. Without her support and the addition of her lofty credentials alongside my own, however, I'm not sure this expedition would have come to fruition.  


  Why Skyreach? These ancient ruins, we believe, hold the answers to the question that has intrigued us both since we first started looking into Cyrodiil's past. Namely, who were the ancient Nedes, the people who eventually gave rise to the mighty Imperials? I always imagined them to be uncivilized brutes that were as likely to fight each other as they were their enemies, but Verita has constantly insisted that they had to have a more advanced culture than I gave them credit for. Perhaps deep within the ruins of Skyreach, we will settle our argument once and for all.  


  * * *  


  Remarkable! The city of Skyreach appears to extend not only around the Dragontail Mountains, but through them and even beneath them. What an amazing feat of engineering went into the crafting of the place. It appears I have lost at least one argument with Verita. The ancient Nedes were certainly not simply uncivilized brutes. But beyond that, these monoliths have yet to tell us exactly who they were.  


  We have begun our investigation in a section of the ruined city we have decided to call "The Hold." Our first goal is to explore the area and come to some conclusions about what daily life must have been like in this Nedic metropolis. Did they utilize both the exterior and interior spaces, or were they primarily dwelling within the space carved from the very heart of the mountain? Perhaps the intricate carvings will provide some clue.  


  On first inspection, I theorize that the Nedes built this massive living structure as a private estate for one of their vaunted High Kings. Perhaps it was even the final residence of Durac, the High King that presided over the fall of the Nedes.  


  Verita, as usual, disagrees. She posits that the commonfolk lived and worked both inside and outside these now-ruined buildings. The evidence we see for what appear to be areas converted into living spaces, she claims, lend credence to the theory that the Nedes retreated into the mountain as a result of the Yokudan invasion. Her theory may be more sound, on further consideration, but I am not yet ready to concede to her on this. Not yet.  


  Skyreach Explorer, Volume Two  


  By Reginus Buca, Historian, University of Gwylim  


  As we saw in the other parts of the city we have already explored, the same odd figures appear throughout the Nedic architecture. Clearly, a serpentine motif is depicted everywhere. I contend that this is proof positive that the Nedes worshipped some sort of serpent god and were so enamored of this deity that they wanted to see him wherever they looked.  


  Verita says my theory has merit, and I thank her for that. But she insists on offering an alternate opinion. She says it's to make sure all avenues of possibility are explored, but I contend she just wants to be contrary. She does enjoy disagreeing with me at every chance she gets. Her theory is that the snake was simply a popular figure in Nedic culture, not unlike the Friendly Netch, the Brave Little Squib, or the Gift-Giving Guar of our own popular legends.  


  We must agree to disagree, as the other popular saying goes.  


  Other images we have spotted over and over again in the stonework include an odd, Orcish face, a stag-skull sort of creature, and a winged serpent, which could be related to the other snake images. Gods? Popular story characters? Simple decorative elements without higher meaning? I believe we are looking upon the Nedic pantheon, for I can't imagine going to all this trouble just to depict imaginary creatures from camp-fire tales.  


  * * *  


  We now believe that the catacombs were originally used as the city of Skyreach's graveyard. We have found evidence that the interred came from all walks of life, from commoners to crafters, nobles to royals. We have also developed conflicting theories about why the confines of these catacombs have disturbed us so profoundly.  


  I believe that it is shared illusion, given substance by lingering legends and fueled by our own fears. We just need to rely on our intellects and strength of will then everything will be fine. Besides, illusions cannot hurt us. Of that, I am fairly certain.  


  Verita, of course, has a differing opinion. She believes that the legends concerning Virmaril the Betrayer, who we know of only through the remains of a text now called the Perenaal Fragment,have at least a grain of truth to them. It is her belief that Virmaril was indeed a necromancer, and that somehow he has defied the laws of nature and still exists in one form or another somewhere deep within this labyrinth. I say balderdash, but as I agreed to let her join this expedition, I feel somewhat obligated to allow her to express her theories - no matter how outlandish they may be.  


  It is Verita's contention that Virmaril has been asleep these long aeons, and we have somehow begun the process of awakening him from his eternal slumber. Just to be on the safe side, we have decided to cut our exploration of the catacombs short and move on to the next site in the complex. Perhaps we shall return to these ruins at a later time, after our heads have cleared.  


  Skyreach Explorer, Volume Three  


  By Reginus Buca, Historian, University of Gwylim  


  Today we made our first foray into the undercroft known as Skyreach Catacombs. It is evident that the dead of the Nedic city were interred within this vast labyrinth. However, we have not yet been able to determine if all classes of citizens were allowed to make use of these facilities or if it was just a place for the rich and powerful. We will begin examining a sampling of the graves at once. Who knows what relics we might find buried with each Nedic corpse?  


  Some of the guards and workers in our party have begun to complain about this place. They say these catacombs are haunted. One of my students actually reminded me of the legend of Virmaril the Betrayer. I usually don't hold with such nonsense, but I must admit that a feeling of dread has settled over me. And like some of the others, I imagine I'm hearing a voice whose words are spoken just low enough that I can't make them out. Perhaps we're just frightening each other with these wild tales. Still, the faster we complete our study, the faster we can exit this dismal place.  


  (I've taken up the quill again, as Reginus appears to be almost frozen with fear at the moment. We haven't actually seen any spirits or walking dead yet, but more and more of our crew are complaining about the strange voices in their heads. I'm going to ignore them for the moment and talk about the amazing chamber we just came across. This must have been where the legendary meeting of the Nedic kings took place! Each of the kings appear as they must have looked in their last moments of life, sitting in their thrones as if about to enter into a grand debate.-Verita N.)  


  I don't know what came over me, but I have shaken off the feeling of doom and retrieved my quill from our fanciful Verita. I must document the position of each of these ancient kings so that our record of this discovery is complete. Though their names have been lost to history, we know the titles of each of the kings spread out around the High King Durac. They include such luminaries as the Forest King, the Spirit King, and the Frost King. We don't know why they carried these titles, but I'm sure it had something to do with the region of the Nedic realm they ruled. Or perhaps it had something to do with their own personal portfolios of power.  


  (Give me that quill! Who cares what they were called. I think this chamber demonstrates the true state of Virmaril the Betrayer's mind. I don't think he was trying to raise an undead army. I think he was more of a collector. I think this place is now his collection! It makes a certain amount of sense if you look at the evidence before us. -Verita N.)  


  Nonsense! Virmaril is nothing more than a legend. And ghost stories do nothing to advance the cause of knowledge and history. Let's move on before we all succumb to these imaginary voices.  


  Skyreach Explorer, Volume Four  


  By Reginus Buca, Historian, University of Gwylim  


  Supplemental Notes by Verita Numida, Ancientist, University of Gwylim  


  Reginus needed a rest and some juniper tea so I've taken up ink and quill to continue the record of our exploration of Skyreach Hold. (I love how he hates that I have a more friendly and exciting writing style than he does! Smashing!)  


  I'm coming more and more to the certainty that the Nedes possessed an advanced society. Perhaps even more advanced than our own in certain ways. The engineering skills that were required to construct these massive spaces within the mountain are almost too much to fathom. I'm not sure if our best engineers and crafters wouldn't be hard-pressed to duplicate the effort. The intricate gardens, the vaulted ceilings, the ingenious waterways and fountains - it all points to a level of sophistication and aesthetic that rivals or exceeds the best Cyrodiil has to offer.  


  I think that the overall skill and craftsmanship demonstrated in the stonework that surrounds us clearly shows that the Nedes were much more than war-loving savages. I'm sorry, Reginus, but I have to record it as I see it. The architecture demonstrates that they treated stonework and masonry as an art form. The carvings are more than simple decoration. They tell a story of a proud and powerful people, of a culture reaching for the stars that was then cut short by jealous invaders. Even in ruins, there is a grandeur here that leaves me breathless.  


  Even more impressive are the spaces that are open to the sky. These open ceilings let in fresh air and sunshine, and were perfect for observing the night sky - a practice we know the Nedes were fond of thanks to ancient texts and tablets such as the Perenaal Fragment and others. I believe that the Nedic obsession with the stars isn't simply because they worshipped or had some other deep connection to the Celestials. I believe that the Nedes were somehow involved in the very creation of the whole concept of the Celestials. I plan to find proof of this during our explorations of this space and the neighboring ruins.  


  Of course, Reginus strongly disagrees with my proposition. He even demands that I return the quill to him. Historian, indeed! He wouldn't know a fact from a fantasy if it walked up and said "hello." Oh, very well. My hand was beginning to cramp, anyway.  


  Skyreach Explorer, Volume Five  


  By Reginus Buca, Historian, University of Gwylim  


  Supplemental Notes by Verita Numida, Ancientist, University of Gwylim  


  Reginus stepped into a crack in the stone walkway and sprained his ankle. He's currently resting at the base camp with a cup of hot juniper tea. He reluctantly agreed to allow me to explore the pinnacle ruins without him, as we can't afford to waste time waiting for his ankle to heal to complete our examination of the Skyreach complex.  


  Here I am, inside the highest accessible point within the Skyreach ruins. A long, winding corridor leads deeper into the structure, though I have yet to see any evidence that would allow me to formulate a theory about the purpose of this place. I do have the unnerving feeling that I'm not alone in here. Well, in addition to my guards and research assistants. I wonder if it has something to do with the faces staring out from the carvings in the pillars and walls?  


  Anyway, the corridor into the ruins appears to have seen damage in the past. Parts of the walls have fallen away, and sections of the approach appear to consist of natural cave instead of worked stone. Perhaps an earthquake caused the damage and even opened natural passages through the ruins? And it still feels as though I could turn around and look into the face of an ancient Nede - or something even stranger - at any moment.  


  As I reached the end of the corridor and it opened into a vast, finished chamber, I wondered whether or not the passage I entered the ruins by was ever meant as an original accessway. It appeared to bisect the main chamber almost as an afterthought, as though someone or something dug their way into this section of the ruins at some point after the fall of Skyreach and I was now following the path of previous explorers or tomb robbers.  


  I need to think about that a bit before I write any additional comments.  


  Skyreach Explorer, Volume Six  


  By Reginus Buca, Historian, University of Gwylim  


  Supplemental Notes by Verita Numida, Ancientist, University of Gwylim  


  I continue my commentary on my exploration of Skyreach Pinnacle while Reginus lounges around back at the base camp, nursing an injured ankle and cursing his bad run of luck on this expedition. But now that I think about it, maybe he was just getting tired of crawling around in dusty, old ruins and decided he needed a break. I wouldn't put it past him to have me do all of the work around here.  


  I've reached the main chamber of this portion of the ruins. It was obviously a ceremonial room of some sort, perhaps associated with the Nedic religion or arcane practices. Four summoning circles or ritual stones of some sort occupy key positions around the room. I'm not an expert on arcane rituals by any means, but I wouldn't be surprised if these stone platforms were wards of some sort. I'll make etchings of the stones and see what Reginus thinks they represent.  


  The center of the chamber appears to be decorated with an engraved ritual circle that seems to depict an alien visage of some kind. Is it another of the supposed Nedic gods that we have yet to fully identify? I'll put that it the definite "maybe" category. I do get a sense of foreboding in this ancient space, as though something of great consequence took place here. I wish I could find a text or something that would just explain everything to me, but then I guess I'd have no work to do for the university, would I?  


  The raised platform at the far end of the chamber contains two interesting and noteworthy features. First, a fifth summoning circle (ward stone?) is embedded in the floor of the platform. Second, a huge opening in the wall provides a view into the night sky. Could this have been an astronomical tool of some sort? Does a particular pattern of stars appear in this portion of the sky on a given day? I'll need to see how I can research that avenue of study, but in the meantime, I really don't like the sense I'm getting in this chamber. The place feels angry. Like a hornet's nest of dark emotions waiting to explode.  


  Yes I'm done here. Let's see if Reginus can make any sense of what we've discovered here.   


  




Skyshard In Sight!


   Estien  


   I'm going to try it, though. If I survive, I'll grab this note on my way out and apologize to you in person.


  

  — Estien  


  




Slashed And Blood-Stained Note


   Aklief  


   ... show her. "Coward," she names me, when all ... ever! I will ... haunted cave and ... return! My triu— ... win her love. Or my death will ... bitterness.


  

  If I die ... please ... Amwyn ... always!  


  — Aklief   


  




Slaughterfish Warning


   Anonymous  


   WARNING!


  

  Slaughterfish Infestation:  


  Swim at your own risk.   


  




Slave's Diary


   Anonymous  


   They take more of us every day, regardless of whether we still have flesh or not. The soul shriven, as they call them, are the bulk of those taken; people whose bodies are long since wasted away, but whose spirits live on in Oblivion.


  

  Some of them say that their souls are inside gems, and that they can feel themselves being jostled about as their respective gems are moved from one place to another. They are filled with so much sorrow that it crushes the heart just to hear them speak of the lives they have mostly forgotten.  


  I don't know what they do to the others, but their screaming can be heard even down in the dungeons. It is an endless procession of misery from which there is no escape.  


  The gods cannot hear us here. Is there any salvation? Is there any hope at all?   


  




Small Meals, Fast Meals


   Runs-in-Wild  


   Rabbit — Very fast, but delicious. Stew or braise, and sell the ears in town.


  

  Crow — Good crunch! Reminds me of fen hen. Season with bamphor.  


  Dog — Do not eat in front of allies. Nords take offense, as it's one of their sacred animals. Pet instead.  


  Cat — Delicious! Again, do not eat in front of allies. Another sacred animal. Take from the street, and make sure to hide the tails.  


  Goat — Everything but the horns. The horns are too tough.  


  Wharf Rat — Baste in Bile Beer. Delicious! You'll get thanks from sailors, too!  


  Monkey — So cute, but gamey. Smear on dragon's-tongue sap and baste in Theilul rum.   


  




Smithing: A Worthy Endeavor


   Cuinaamo  


   Anyone with ore and a hammer can fashion a crude weapon at an anvil, yes, but it takes more than a burly arm to grasp the subtleties of the art. Some of my fellow Altmer may sneer at weapon forging, considering it work fit only for commoners, but in doing so they only expose their own pitiable ignorance. Unraveling the mysteries of form, function, and the effects of various materials on the substance of the weapon is an undertaking that requires not only a sharp mind, but strength of body and patience through hours of practice each day.


  

  To become a master and create peerless weapons, much time must be spent in research, slowly uncovering new secrets which, in turn, lead to more revelations. One must study weapons from every culture crafted by many smiths, deconstructing them and analyzing the results methodically to identify the source of unusual properties. The weapon's shape, its component materials, and its balance are just a few of the elements that must be scrutinized.  


  Of course, we cannot ignore the many types of weapon. Each one, from sword to axe to hammer, one- or two-handed, is its own realm of study. It is entirely up to the smith whether to pursue exhaustive knowledge of one type or to study a wider variety, but the end goal should be the same for all who demand perfection: to attain a comprehensive understanding of all weapon traits and how to impart them to any creation.  


  As you can see, producing weapons goes far beyond making a stick of metal to hit enemies with. The complexities of the craft run as deep as any magical study, and only through time, research, and practice can one truly claim to be an expert.  


  There are those who will try to convince you the work of a smith is crude or artless; in such encounters, simply smile back, knowing that you are on a worthy path. By putting in the requisite effort to elevate your creations through the relentless pursuit of knowledge, your work will be remembered in legend long after your detractors are dead and forgotten.   


  




Smuggler's Note


   Anonymous  


   This is your last warning. A slip-up of this kind can't happen again.


  

  At least half the eggs in my last order were cracked. The buyers don't want cracked eggs, and they don't want dead eggs! They want intact eggs that will hatch into actual, living dreugh. I don't know why. I don't care. Just bring me the eggs!  


  Rumor has it there's a prime nest in that old Dwarven ruin. Mtharnaz, I think it's called. Bring me the eggs and try not to get crushed by any centurions.   


  




Smuggler's Note


   Anonymous  


   I'm done with this hideout. I've sealed the hideout entrance, and even checked that ridiculous puzzle lock.Why did we ever decide to use crypts? There's got to be a better place to keep skooma than somewhere the dead routinely get restless and try to kill everyone.


  

  When I get out of here I'm going to have a long talk with the boss about real estate.   


  




Snowmead's Missive


   Eitaki Snowmead 


   Urgent! Send help to Lost Knife Cave. The Orcthane's army has taken control of the mine. They are forcing us to provide ore to the Orcthane Fildgor so he can outfit his army with weapons and armor.


  

  Kerig can lead you to the mine, but be careful on your approach. The Stormfist mercenaries have killed several miners and they keep hostages within the mine at all times.  


  — Eitaki Snowmead   


  




Someday It'll Be Just You


   Selenor  


   Geneura,


  

  I leave this for your slobbering minions to bring back with them, tails tucked between their legs. They tracked me to this house, but to no avail. By the time they break in, I'll be long gone.  


  Engitaale and I will never rejoin your pack. Others will leave too. The crueler your grip, the more will slip through your claws.  


  Someday, it'll be just you, Geneura, with no underlings to fight for you. Then you'll see me again.  


  Soon, Geneura, soon.  


  — Selenor   


  




Something's In The Attic


   Anonymous  


   Something's in the attic, it stinks of blood and meat.


  

  Something's in the attic, I hear its scuttling feet.  


  Something's in the attic, it's whispering to me.  


  Something's in the attic, I shouldn't set it free.  


  Something's in the attic, I really have no choice.  


  Something's in the attic, it's making so much noise.  


  Something's in the bedroom, my eyes are open wide.  


  Something's in my mirror, staring from inside.   


  




Song Of Despair


   Anonymous  


   The memory of answers torn from fate


  

  The destruction of all who cannot wait.  


  At dusk and dawn, the Rose Queen rules  


  While thieves of night still own the dark.  


  Green dragon's breath pollutes cloud and pool  


  As silent spider spins webs that mark.  


  The broken oath and the traitor's plot,  


  The huntsman's horn and sharpened spear  


  Make wishes pacts that come to naught  


  When madness claims those who would appear.  


  Life stands death upon its head  


  As sweet lust joins in pools of blood.  


  Escape the curse with no tears to shed  


  As nightmares arrive all in a flood.  


  Disease and plague are no end of life  


  When mastered by the harvester of strife.   


  




Song Of The Askelde Men


   Atheneum Monks at Old Anthel  


   Song of the Askelde Men (Nord/Traditional)


  

  Translation 3E213  


  Atheneum Monks at Old Anthel  


  Fifty Nights from home I last awoke  


  upon a sky-flung cliff in Hjaalmarch Hold  


  Though my flesh had died and gone to ground  


  My Vision went on, from body unbound  


  Winking there in the vale whence I came  


  This dead man's eyes saw pale flame  


  Where men the same who took life away  


  Sung high their battle-glory and praise  


  Wafting went I, a shade or a wight  


  Through stoic pines, pitched ink of night  


  Ere I came upon the pyre-burning throng  


  I heard carried on wind's wing their song  


  "Sing high and clear, bandsmen born of sky  


  Let Sovngarde hear and join our cry"  


  "These honored dead shed blood upon the fen  


  Ending Orc and Elf and traitor men."  


  "Your spirit went unto and filled their heart  


  You sped them to glory, Hail Spirit Wulfharth"  


  Then oil from urns fed greedy flames  


  burning what few my legion and I slayed  


  Wordlessy they chanted then until dawn  


  Every flake of ash gathered ere they marched on  


  Swept along unseen, so too went I  


  Meekly haunting these Children of the Sky  


  Tireless they went, over hearth and hill  


  Exhaustion seemed only to spur them still  


  Unflagging they went, a whorl of rage  


  Soon finding our camp, bloated with prey  


  My dead heart ached for I knew men within  


  Doomed, never knowing how close was their end  


  Again the Nord chests swelled up in refrain  


  I screamed unheard. I wept with horror plain  


  "Hear us, our ancestor, Ash King, Ysmir  


  Honor this warband as we to glory repair"  


  "Those dead to whom you spoke and heard  


  We bear them upon us, Your valor conferred"  


  And so it was, to the man each was smeared  


  With ash of a Brother's bone, blood and beard  


  These ashen brutes, the Askelde Men  


  Set to a gruesome task, each bowstring bent  


  I bellowed then, a cry of desperate rage  


  A futile howl among those men, an empty page  


  Yet one elder turned and unblinking, stared  


  into the vapor-soul of me, his nostrils flared  


  He bellowed ancient words, his beard aflame  


  And my vision fell away, Peace at last came   


  




Song Of The Diamond Sword


   Anonymous  


   Have you see my sword sword?


  

  My new diamond sword sword?  


  I am now the lord lord  


  Of my diamond sword sword.  


  The question is rhetorical  


  You know I am the oracle  


  Of my new diamond sword.  


  




Song Of The Spirits


   Anonymous  


   The night is dark,


  

  The ground is deep,  


  Its warmth can keep you still.  


  Your pain forget,  


  Your anguish gone,  


  Your slumber will not end.  


  I am your guard,  


  I am your hope,  


  I will not fail my charge.  


  The night is dark,  


  The ground is deep,  


  You shall not rise today.   


  




Songs Of The Return


   Anonymous  


   Songs of the Return, Volume 2, The First Tale of the Darumzu


  

  Our great lord Ysgramor, the harbinger of us all, did then sent forth his two beloved sons (with him the only other survivors of the brutalities of Saarthal) to seek out the bravest warriors of the land and mount the great return.  


  Yngol and Ylgar, they were called, and they were known among Atmora as fine warriors with bright eyes and dawning futures. Yngol, the elder, was the brave strategist, bringing his learnings to bear on the battlefield that his enemies would be defeated before they even know the battle had begun. Ylgar, the younger, was possessed of an unwavering spirit that drove his singular prowess to overwhelming feats in war. Together, the mind and the arm, they were capable of sowing a destruction most thorough and glorious to any foe who stood before them.  


  Before they parted ways to gather their crews, the two clasped arms and necks in the old fashion and laughed at the heavens for their stories to come.  


  Young Ylgar then took to the massive shipyards of Jyljyrfyk at the southern point and commissioned two ships for himself and his brother. He would command the Darmuzu, and his brother the Harakk, thus carrying the names of the two favored stars of their heavens. The shipmakers spirits had been suitably filled by Ysgramor's tales of the savage elves, and they set about to birth ships that befit their noble homeland.  


  Arrangements having been made, Ylgar set forth to the academies of honored soldiers, seeking out his most trusted friends and advisors to join him on the venture of the Return. By now the stories of the new land to the south were spreading before him, and the emergence of his presence was enough to cause the finest warriors to lay down their present undertakings and follow him.  


  So was he able to call to his side the great Shield-Sisters, Froa and Grosta (who thought and spoke as one), and they brought with their the wise war-teacher Adrimk, who first taught them to dance among the blades. She, in turn, mustered all the students at her command, whose names were not yet made, but some of whom would one day be know: Hermseskr (Who Threw his Shields), Urlach (Who Breathed Fire), Ramth the Greater, Merkyllian Ramth, and the Far-Sighted Uche, who would see the first of many dawns.  


  On the Day of Final Passage, when the many-oarded fleets would last see the distant green summers of Atmora, the brothers were near in their father's wake as the freshly joined Five Hundred would eagerly press onwards towards Tamriel. Ylgar could see his well-minded brother smiling from afar across the waves, and they shouted war-cries to each other, longing for the soon-day when their assembled crews would draw the treacherous elf blood itno the ground which they would now claim for their own rights.  


  But Kyne's ministrations are not to be taken lightly, and though her blessings gave wind to drive those brave sailors to their destiny, so too did her mmighty tears fall, to drive them apart. When the Storm of Separation first arose, young Ylgar had no fear, for his crew was strong and able, and their ship drove true through the forest of swells as though pulled by the rope of fate.  


  When the skies cleared, and Ylgar glimpsed again, with new eyes, the land of his past and future home, he knew his brothers vessel was not within his horizon. The Darumzu, arriving late, drew forth onto the sands and Ylgar rushed to his father to seek word of his brother. The Grear Ysgramor, harbinger of us all, wept for his lost son, and sought comfort in the arms of his only remaining joy. The crew of the Harakk became the first deaths among the Five Hundred, and Ylfar was so enraged with love for his brother that his crew would soon be counted as the first among the many noble and honored names in the Companions.  


  Songs of the Return, Volume 5  


  It came to pass that our great lord Ysgramor, the Harbinger of us all, sat before an encampment fire. The crews of the Jorrvaskr, the Fallowfire, and the Kaal Kaaz bade him eat, and boast, and drink. For the boon members of the Five Hundred Companions were abroad in the land. Stories were told, hearts won and lost, and always the smell of roasting meat hung in the air. The greatest of us all beckoned every warrior to his side, and spoke the tale of Wuuthrad's forging.  


  Every Mer the Harbinger slew died at Wuuthrad's bite. All through the long campaign, the only weapon that would fit in the Harbinger's hand was the mighty Wuuthrad. As he told it, the most legendary of axes was forged in the darkest of nights.  


  It was the Night of Tears. Ysgramor sat staring out across the waters. He rode upon the last ship in his fleet, fleeing Tamriel for the shores of Atmora. From that vantage point, he watched as Saarthal—the first city—burned. A swollen sky poured rain upon the flames and upon the sea. And the greatest of us all wept bitter tears.  


  So great was the grief of the Harbinger that, instead of salty sorrow, Ysgramor wept tears of purest ebony. His eldest, Yngol, collected the tears in a stein and held his father in a warm embrace. He poured mead down the Harbinger's great throat, wrapped furs around the Harbinger's great shoulders, and slung the Harbinger into a great hammock below decks.  


  Then he set to work. For Yngol, eldest son to the Harbinger of us all, was the greatest smith our people have ever known. There, on the sea, Yngol set to work with his tools. He used lightning to heat the Night's Tears, the ocean's swell to cool them, and always his hammer-blows rang in concert with the rising wind.  


  When Ysgramor awoke the next morning, Yngol presented him with a mighty axe, hewn from the sorrow that had laid him low just the night before. And the Harbinger of us all embraced his son. He cried out in joy, sadness, and rage. And there on the deck of the last ship from Saarthal, Ysgramor named his axe Wuuthrad, which means "Storm's Tears" in the language of Atmora.  


  It was then, in telling the tale, that Ysgramor paused. The Harbinger of us all called out to lost Yngol, who had been with the crew of the Harakk in the Storm of Seperation. For his son, his eldest and greatest joy, was with him always. He who had bound the storm's tears, he said, rode with him always in the days of the noble and honored Five Hundred.  


  Songs of the Return, Volume 7, The Tale of the Jorrvaskr  


  When at last the rightful claim of Saarthal had been retaken, driving the murderous elves back to their lofty cities, did great Ysgramor turn and let loose the fearsome war cry that echoed across all the oceans. The Five Hundred who yet stood joined in the ovation for the victory and the lament for their fallen peers. It was said to be heard on the distant and chilling green shores of Atmora, and the ancestors knew their time had come to cross the seas.  


  As the reverberations echoed out and drowned to silence, all looked to Ysgramor, who bore the blessed Wuuthrad, for his next commandment. With his lungs that bellowed forth the fury of humanity, he bade them to continue their march, that the devious Mer might know the terror they had brought on themselves with their trickery.  


  "Go forth," he roared. "Into the belly of this new land. Drive the wretched from their palaces of idleness. Oblige them to squalor and toil, that they would see their betrayals as the all-sin against our kind. Give no quarter. Show no kindness. For they would not give nor show you the same." (Our great forebear gave this order as he did not yet understand the prophecy of the Twin Snakes, that he would be fated to die before seeing the true destiny of his line.)  


  Hearing this, the Circle of Captains gathered each their crews unto themselves. From here, they decreed, we will go forth. Let each ship's band make its own way, seeking their fates to the open sun. A night spent in feasting, the Oath of the Companions was sworn anew, with each of the Five Hundred (so they still named their count, in honor of the shields that were broken at Saarthal) swearing to act as Shield-Brother and Shield-Sister to any of the Atmoran line were their fates to ever again entwine.  


  As the red hands of dawn stretched from the east, so broke the Five Hundred Companions of Ysgramor, setting about their journeys, sailing now across the land with waves of stone and crests of trees flowing under their footed hulls.  


  The first to break from the grounded fleet was the crew of the Jorrvaskr, who had been formed of Ysgramor's closest friends. Their captain was known as Jeek of the River, so called by the Harbinger himself from their youths passed in glory. When assembling their glistening hull, he sought out the labors of Menro and Manwe, who now bore the native timbers across this new land of Tamriel. Among their fiercest were Tysnal (Who Was Twice-Named), and Terr, his twin and Shield-Brother whose girth was never spoken of to his face. There were others, too, in their band -- Meksim the Walker, Brunl (Who Fought with his Off-Hand), and Yust the Smiler. These and others were sworn to Jeek, and they pushed forth into the shadows where yet the sun had not reached.  


  Southwards they went, by beast and by foot. Elves they found, though none remain to tell what those battles entailed. The numbers of the Jorrvaskr never faltered, so shrewd were they in battle, with minds as sharp as their blades.  


  Once, as the sun beat from its high-home, Jonder the Tiny, the one who ran ahead, came over the hill to tell what was seen. Amidst a vast plain his eyes had met a monument of a bird, whose eyes and beak were opened in flame. When his brothers and sisters crested the hill, they too saw its glory, but they were afraid for no elven settlement could be seen to the horizon.  


  "But this is not seemly," said Kluwe, who went by Loate when hiding his face. "Is not this wide land fit for harvest? Why have not the elves, vile to their core, seen to exploit and tame it?" They asked of their elven captives (for they had many) what they found unfit about these plains. Yet even the captives who still bore their tongues could say nothing of the valley. They looked with fear at the winged colossus, and from their babblings did the warriors of the Jorrvaskr learn that it was older than even the elves themselves. Of those who wrought it solid from its mother-stone, nothing could be said, but it was known to drive a magic almost as old as Nirn itself, some remnant of the gods' efforts to render a paradise in Mundus before the shattering of Lorkhan.  


  This first of many, this crew of the Jorrvaskr, heathens and ancestors to us all, feared no stories or gods. Indeed, if there was something the elves feared, they would have it for their own. Thus began the labors, once more, of Menro and Manwe, whose eager hands again laid to the Atmoran wood which had born them all across the sea, and what was their ship became their shelter as this valley became their purview until the end of all their days.  


  Thus began the building of the Great City, circled by the running of the White River, as brought forth by these beloved of Ysgramor, yet but twenty-two of the glorious Five Hundred Companions.  


  Song of the Return, Volume 19, The Second Tale of the Ylgermet  


  When that final battle at the barren pass was completed, and the melting snow carried elf-blood back to the sea, the crew of the Kaal Kaaz, the Sadon Reyth, and the most exalted crew of our lord's ship, the Ylgermet, at last parted ways, never to join shields again. They drew apart in that form which is not a loss, but a gain knowing one's heart can be carried in the chests of others. So great was the love that those first of the Five Hundred had for each other, and most especially for the great Ysgramor, harbinger of us all.  


  They pressed eastwards, seeking the sea, when they came upon the barrow of Yngol, the mighty of Ysgramor's son who had fallen to the whims of Kyne rather than the treachery of the elves.  


  Our lord had not expected to lay eyes upon it again so soon, and his grief flowed anew at the sight of it, as a reopened wound will bleed as it did when first received.  


  His eyes turned to the south, where a river met the sea, and decreed that there would he and the crew of the Ylgermet create a great city, in monument to the glories of mankind, and that from his palace he might always look upon the hill of his dead son's resting place, and feel that his line would know peace in this new home that was never known in Atmora.  


  The elven captives were set to work, bringing forth stone to build in their conqueror's fashion. As many elves died in the building of the city as had the crew of the Ylgermet slain while on way to its site, and Ysgramor drove the wretches ever more, to build higher, to lay a claim to the river so that none might pass into the interior of this land without first showing due respect to its rightful claimant.  


  Thus was the great bridge constructed, forever striding the river that no elf might sneak through to avenge his devious cousins. As the bridge was build long, so too was the palace built high, spires reaching the sky to show dominion even over the very winds that had brought forth such grief.  


  In the deep hollows beneath the city, a great tomb was prepared for the day when lord Ysgramor, harbinger of us all, would be called home to glory in Sovngarde. But as we know, he chose instead to be buried on the shore, facing towards Atmora, that though his heart lived and died in this new land, it would forever yearn for the beauties of still-green Atmora, before the freezing took it.  


  Thus was founding of Windhelm, the city of Kings, though her history is long and her glories did not end with her founder.  


  Songs of the Return, Volume 24, The First Tale of the Krilot Lok  


  [When the time came for] breaking of camp, not all crews took southwards across the rolling lands. Some turned with quick eyes back to their ships, for their hearts were bounded to the waves as sure as they were bounded to each other [as allied Companions].  


  One such crew was that of the Krilot Lok, sinewy long folk from the [eastern] edge of Atmora. Their ruddy skin matched the dawn and it was often said that morning herself learned [her glorious colors from] the first faces to meet her at the break of day. The great Kyne lifted their souls and their winds, propelling them westwards with the new lands of Tamriel ever beckoning to the south.  


  In time, these perpetual wanderers came upon sights fearsome and terrible. Entire kingdoms of men beyond their recognition, skin charred like overcooked meat. Elves [even more devious than the northern betrayers] disgraced their horizons, until they learned the sheltered ways between. Great deserts the likes of which were never known in the homeland, peopled by beasts that spoke like men, with the [savagery?] of elves. Many a notable and well-sung Companion met his end at the spears of the legged snakes of the southern marsh.  


  Among the brave crew of the Krilot Lok were of Roeth and Breff the Elder, the great Shield-Brothers (who often swapped spears), and [their] war-wives, Britte and Greyf (the fair child), Shield-Sisters in their own right who could bring [the face of terror?] across the ice-chilled seas. Together these four stared into the abyss of trees that formed the foul-smelling homeland of the snake-men. And as they were blessed Atmorans who feared no shore of Tamriel, they ventured forth to seek out their glories in the most dangerous of these new lands.  


  Onward they flew, ravaging the swamplands, beating a trail between themselves and their ship such that they would never lose sight of the shore. In the far-off day when at last Roeth would fall, when Britte screamed her famed war-cry so that all the marshes were emptied, this trail would fill once more with the treacherous snake men. So began the [burning?] march of these great captains of us all.  


  Songs of the Return, Volume 27  


  At last Sinmur was brought to bay. Ysgramor, Harbinger of us all, boldly led the remaining Companions into the final battle. Many a brave Companion had already fallen to the giants. Stalwart Valdur and Sly Hakra, long may their spirits be honored, fell assaulting the wily half-giant. Many others now trod the blessed pathways to Sovngarde. With all his kin slain, only Sinmur still defied the greatest among us.  


  The axe Wuuthrad, dripping with the gore of a hundred dead giants, gleamed in the darkness of Sinmur's barrow. Ysgramor strode forward, halting his followers with a gesture. With another he dared Sinmur to face him in mortal combat. The giant-kin proved willing, roaring his defiance and leaping to battle. His massive, iron-bound club swung forward to crush. Our Lord Ysgramor stepped aside and the club shattered the stone a pace from his side. Wuuthrad sang a blood song as it chopped into the club, breaking it asunder as if made from straw.  


  Sinmur howled his rage and hurled the stub of his once-fearsome weapon at Our Lord Ysgramor's head. He grappled Ysgramor, seeking to squeeze life away. A roar of laughter was the answer the monster received. Ysgramor's forehead and knee delivered two mighty blows. Sinmur screeched and fell to his knees before our lord.  


  A song of death and delight keened from Wuuthrad as Ysgramor buried it deep in the giant-kin's skull. A splatter of gore and a death rattle came from Sinmur as Ysgramor gave a victory yell. The Companions cheered mightily as Wuuthrad waved overhead. The depredations of the giant and his vile kin were at last ended. And the legend of Ysgramor, Harbinger of us all, grew mightily that day.  


  Songs of the Return, Volume 49  


  With the Circle of Captains' decree that each ship's crew should go forth of its own accord, making its own legend, the crew of the Fallowfire rejoiced. They yearned to bring the fear of Men to new lands of the Mer that had not yet been put to the sword. They took to heart their Lord Ysgramor's words to "Give no quarter. Show no kindness."  


  A pyre upon the shore was raised for the Fallowfire. The ashes of their beloved vessel fell upon the waters and drifted toward Atmora, cutting all ties with their homeland. Led by Captain Gurilda Sharktooth, the crew of the Fallowfire turned their backs to the sea and strode inland.  


  South they traveled, seeking lands untrammeled by others of Ysgramor's crews. South and south they went, sowing the blood vengeance demanded by Ysgramor. No Mer escaped their axes once seen, no settlement remained unburnt in their path. Truly the Fallowfires brought their lord's wrath to bear upon the treacherous Elves. As they journeyed, so the terror of them grew among the Mer.  


  Gurilda led her crew to the foothills of a lofty range of mountains. These they named Ysgramor's Teeth and long they sought a pass through them. When finally a way was found, the crew crossed over and into a new land. "The Rift" they called this region, for it was riven by deep canyons and swift-flowing rivers. In the name of Fallowfire, their lost Companions, and Yngol, they scoured the land, burning Mer villages and putting all they encountered to the axe.  


  Finally, the Mer offered battle. The cowardly Elves gathered in great numbers high atop a rocky hill, daring Gurilda's Companions to attack. And so they did. Challenges were offered, brave deeds were done, and heroes made. Battle raged through the day and as the sun touched the peaks of the western mountains, the Mer broke and fled. Gurilda lay dying, pierced by a multitude of weapons, but lived until sunset. Her spirit ascended to Sovngarde knowing her crew was victorious.  


  That day, the dominion of Elves over the Rift was ended. The Companions claimed the land in the name of Ysgramor, Harbinger of us all, and made it free to all Nords. To honor their dead, the Companions labored long, delving into the hillside to craft a tomb. Gurilda was buried there, with all her weapons and armor. There too were placed the remains of Bergitte the Toothless and Kajord Eagle-Eye, laid alongside Gurilda as they had fallen in battle, defending their captain. Others of the honored dead were entombed as well. A mighty cairn of stone was erected around the tomb entrance, to forever mark the grave.  


  Vikord One-Ear, long Gurilda's first mate but now captain, gazed long upon the hills rising about them and the valleys at their feet. This was a land he could love, where his people could prosper and grow. He decreed the crew's wandering at an end and caused a great hall to be built on the battle site. Thus was Fallowstone Hall created, in homage to the ship that carried them to these shores. From this time, the days of the Companions of the Rift are counted. Never may their glory fade!  


  Songs of the Return, Volume 56, The Final Tale of the Chrion  


  These Songs of the Return are eternal and numerous, for these first Five Hundred, those Companions of Ysgramor who cleared the way for mankind's rightful habitation, burned with a fire not seen since those days long passed. Each ship carried a crew that performed legendary feats that could feed the pride of any nation for a thousand years. And during this time of the broadening, scores of Companions wandered the land, bringing the light of the proper god to the heather land of elves and beasts.  


  They were but mortal, though, and in time, all would taste the glories of Sovngarde. It was in one of the uncounted years after the retaking of Saarthal that the crew of the Chrion was declaring their fortunes in the eastern lands near the Red Mountain. They were encamped, surrounded by bodies of murderous elves who had attempted to make them believe they held peace in their hearts. The shrewd Rhorlak was the Chrion's captain, though, and would show no quarter to the liars of the southlands, as had been commanded by his lord Ysgramor, harbinger of us all.  


  It was in this state of carousing that they were approaced by a young and breathless messenger of their sister crew from the Kall Kaaz. The boy (Asgeir, as his name is now sung) had ran unimaginable distance at breakneck speed from the blood-stained fields of the Clouded Sun, to deliver the news to all would would hear. When he reached their camp, he bellowed a great sob before releiving his heart of the news that the mighty Ysgramor had breathed his last.  


  Asgeir continued his swift run, to inform the other crews as quickly as they could be found (for there were many now crawling the land, rendering our legacy from their deeds), and the camp of the Chrin descended into a mourning of the most forlorn sort. Among these fiercest sat the bravest men and fiercest women who had ever graced the dirt of this land, and they were brought low by such a notion. While we in the day-shine know only of Ysgramor's glory as the gleams of history, these Companions knew his might with their own eyes, and such a loss hands so heavily on the heart that mere words cannot express the altering of their world.  


  For indeed the stories tell that Rhorlak, the most battle-hardened and unflinching of all captains, did collapse with grief, and never again lifted his mighty axe. And all around Tamriel, as the news spread as dark cloud washes from horizon to horizon, did brilliant lights go out in silent honor of their fallen general and war-leader.  


  So ended the period of the Return, and the original glories of the Five Hundred Companions of Ysgramor, harbinger to us all.   


  




Songs Of The Stars


   High Astrologer Caecilus Bursio  


   Mere months ago, we were the subject of ridicule to those scant few who even recognized the name "Star-Gazer." The barely concealed chuckles and eye-rolls of the inhabitants of Belkarth still sting. But, oh, now they flock to us, scholars and mages alike, seeking the notes and wisdom we have amassed on the topic of the stars. I should be pleased, should be eager to share our studies and invite new perspectives, but I find it hard to set aside the bitterness and scorn the years of derision have incised into my heart.


  

  I am one of the most experienced members of our order now. I have visited the great observatory in Stros M'Kai. I have charted the movements of the constellations every night without fail. I have seen our mighty Guardians fall from the sky—and still I live, when many of my colleagues do not. Now that we have gained some degree of legitimacy within the scholarly establishment, now that I am High Astrologer, I should be at the forefront of our efforts to educate.  


  But instead, I find myself more and more withdrawn. I spend my days and nights within our archive, deep in study. If the very stars can fall from the skies and manifest physically on Nirn, much of what we once theorized about the nature of the stars—and, yes, even of the Mundus itself—is wrong, or at least far more incomplete than we could have guessed. And if it can happen once, what is stopping it from happening again? What keeps the Serpent from eclipsing every star in the sky, severing us from Aetherius? While the others seek mundane recognition and status, I find my soul drawn to the sky as ever, still vigilant against the dangers that prowl the emptiness.  


  I must admit: there is something else. If the constellations can be realized in physical form, are our assumptions about their impact on the mortals of Nirn as shallow as I suspect? Perhaps each individual is influenced in some way by the ascendant sign during their birth, but does it work the other way around? Can one, with the right understanding and rituals, draw power from constellations that goes beyond normal magic? And what impact might this have on the Aetherial plane?  


  In my sleepless nights spent hunched over our rarest tomes (a perk of being High Astrologer), I have uncovered references, again and again, to an ancient Dwemer text, "Harmonic Astronymics." It may have the answers to my questions—or, more likely, it may lead me to ask better-informed questions. We know the Dwemer had a greater understanding of the Mundus than we do even now, and I cannot help but wonder if they could harness the power of the constellations in ways we cannot even imagine. If a copy of this text still exists, I must find it. But where to start—and how to leave my fellow Star-Gazers in this tumultuous time?   


  




Sorcery Is Not Necromancy!


   Divayth Fyr 


   A mage of supreme power and erudition such as myself may be called upon to exercise his skills in almost any corner of farflung Tamriel, so for a native of Morrowind I am widely traveled. Thus I can tell you with the authority of personal experience that petty local officials, regardless of race or culture, are universally suspicious and ill-informed. "A sorcerer, eh?," they say. "Well, we'll have none of your raising the dead in this jurisdiction, is that understood?"


  

  I cannot tell you how many times I have been subjected to some variation of the above conversation. These ignorant and self-important functionaries have no conception whatsoever of distinctions within the arcane arts. As far as they are concerned, every manipulator of magicka is just waiting for midnight before skulking off to the cemetery to animate the corpses of their neighbors and ancestors.  


  Imbeciles. Fools. BUREAUCRATS.  


  Now, it is true, of course, that conjuration is a common tool of sorcery, and we sorcerers often resort to summoning aid from Oblivion when a problem is best solved by judicious application of vicious brute force. It is also true that summoning Daedric spirits to possess and animate corpses, or calling up the souls of the dead for information or other services—in short, necromancy—is a subset of the art of conjuration, albeit inherently distasteful and degrading. However, to infer from this that all sorcerers are de facto necromancers as well is false, misleading, and libelous.  


  That said, everyone was young once, and it's typical of youth to experiment with things dangerous and forbidden. It is long since I was a lad in Tel Aruhn, and my memory of the early First Era is inexact, but it's just possible that as an apprentice I may have tried out an animation spell or two—never on corpses of anyone I knew, of course (or at least, nobody I knew well), and never for long. To my recollection.  


  So, at any rate, I know whereof I speak when I say to you: sorcery and necromancy—there IS a difference.   


  




Soul Trapping I: An Introduction


   Warlock Elinyon 


   Pardon the lengthy discussion of morality to follow. We shall reach the meat of this meal—the actual procedure of soul-trapping—soon enough. I was compelled to include an introductory chapter to this revised version of "Soul-Trapping" after the ethical arguments that sprang from the publication of the first edition.


  

  Soul-trapping is the art of taking a creature's soul upon death and confining it in an appropriately-sized phylactery. Throughout the history of magic, mages and philosophers alike have battled back and forth about the morality of the art.  


  Some mages would argue that, once dead and soul-trapped, a creature's spirit is merely an echo of its previous life, no longer aware of what goes on around it. Even those rare individuals who become phantasmal hunters lurking the darkness of Tamriel are nothing more than predators acting on natural impulses. To these mages, once dead, an individual loses some spark, some intangible element in biological death, that cannot be regained. As such, they argue, soul-trapping is not unethical. In fact, it's a waste of resources to leave the soul of the deceased free.  


  Of course, we the living, being still alive, can never know for certain. Theories regarding the afterlife are myriad, but even the most powerful mages in Tamriel have never returned from death's reach to report their level of awareness in that state. As such, there are those in the communities of Tamriel, both magical and not, that decry the use of soul-trapping spells. The eccentric Archmagus Elomion of the First Era famously asked, "Would you like to spend your afterlife powering my levitation staff?" The Archmagus claimed to never have used a soul-trapping spell in all his years.  


  Adding some weight to that argument is the rumor that one such soul has retained a very mortal sentience in its entrapment. If rumors are true, the Altmeri royalty have utilized an advanced form of soul-trapping to imprison some ancient High Kinlord for the duration of his afterlife (perhaps one of the Rilises—that lot is notoriously manic, and their souls must be doubly so). The High Kinlord has reportedly maintained his (its?) faculties, taunting and jeering his keepers on a daily basis. I don't know where this Kinlord might be, and I don't want to know. I'd like to keep my head. But his very existence speaks to how aware a soul can be, and the morality of soul-trapping can be further postulated from there.  


  What do I believe about the subject? I've written ten volumes on trapping souls: instructional, theoretical, and historical in nature, and I cannot answer that question. It is my belief that you won't be able to, either. But what you can answer is whether the material I teach in the following volumes is worth using. All I ask is that you read them.   


  




Sovngarde: A Reexamination


   Bereditte Jastal 


   Speculation regarding Sovngarde, the Nordic Hall of Valor


  

  Death. It is something we all face. Or do we?  


  Just ask the nearest Nord what he thinks of the end of life, and you'll likely be treated to a horrific story of blood, bone and viscera, of courageous deeds and heartbreaking sorrow. Carnage notwithstanding, there may be even more to death than the average Nord warrior realizes. New evidence suggests a life beyond the battlefield, where a valiant Nord may live forever, downing mead and engaging in contests of strength and skill. But in order to fully understand the possibility of a Nord's eternal life after death, one must first reexamine the legends surrounding that most wondrous of warrior's retreats - Sovngarde.  


  According to the ancient writings and oral traditions of the Nords, going back as far as the Late Merethic Era, there exists a place so magnificent, so honored, that the entrance lies hidden from view. Sovngarde, it is called, built by the god Shor to honor those Nords who have proven their mettle in war. Within this "Hall of Valor" time as we know it has no meaning. The concepts of life and death are left on the doorstep, and those within exist in a sort of self-contained euphoria, free of pain, suffering and the worst malady a Nord could suffer - boredom.  


  But just how well hidden the entrance to Sovngarde is has been a matter of much scholarly debate, and there are those who believe Shor's great hall is just a myth, for there are no actual accounts from Nords who have experienced the wonders of Sovngarde then returned to tell the tale. Not that this has stopped anyone from looking. Some Nords spend a lifetime searching for the mysterious hidden entrance to Sovngarde. Most return home sad and broken, their hearts heavy with failure. They'll never know the pleasure of a mead flagon that never empties, or a wrestling tournament without end.  


  What, some may ask, does the entrance to Sovngarde have to do with death? Everything, according to a series of ancient parchments recently discovered in the attic of a deceased Nord's home in Cyrodiil. What at first seemed to be a series of love letters was later found to be a correspondence between one Felga Four-Fingers, a medium of some note, and the ghost of a Nord warrior named Rolf the Large.  


  According to the parchments, Rolf had spent his entire life searching for the entrance to Sovngarde, without success. He was returning home to his village of Skyrim when he was waylaid by a band of giants. Rolf fought bravely, but was quickly killed, and the giants proceeded to play catch with his head. Amazingly, all of this was seen by Rolf in ghostly form as he drifted away from the scene, soaring upwards into the heavens, where he finally arrived... in the magnificent hall of Sovngarde!  


  Rolf could not believe his good fortune, and his foolishness for not having realized the truth so many years before. For death was the entrance to Sovngarde. So he was told by Shor himself, who greeted Rolf the Large as a brother, and personally handed him a leg of roast mutton and the hand of a comely wench. Sovngarde, Shor told him, can be entered by any Nord who dies valiantly in honorable combat.  


  It is time for Nords to learn the truth. Eternal life can be theirs, without the need to spend an entire mortal life in vain pursuit of something completely unattainable. In the end, all valiant Nords can enter Sovngarde. Dismemberment, decapitation or evisceration seems a small price to pay for the chance to spend an eternity in Shor's wondrous hall.   


  




Special Advisors


   Captain Siro 


   To add a level of authenticity to our cover, I've hired a number of foreign mercenaries to act as special advisors. Each has years of experience in privateering or piracy. Listen to them. They'll teach you how to appear to be a genuine raider. The better our cover, the longer we can operate without drawing the Dominion's attention.


  

  These mercenaries are to be shown the utmost respect. Failure to do so will result in immediate disciplinary action. You'll think Mehrunes Dagon himself came at you.  


  Long live the Empire,  


  Captain Siro   


  




Speech Notes


   Anonymous  


   All hail the Lady of the Twilight!


  

  To the glory of Her name, we have been granted the task of establishing a new shrine in this place. Faldar's Tooth will become a beacon of despair for unbelievers!  


  We will rebuild these ruined towers as a memorial to Her glory. To work, all!   


  




Sphinxmoth Bandit Leader's Notes


   Anonymous  


   This new group has proven to be extremely loyal. I cannot say how pleased this makes me. Finding loyal recruits who won't turn on you or run away at the first sign of danger is hard to do these days.


  

  We've found the perfect location for a base of operations: the ruins of Fort Sphinxmoth. One of my men grew up in the region and told us that he and a friend used to explore some caves in the area. After four days of searching we uncovered a large network of underground chambers. This shall make a fine new home.  


  I've decided to change the name of our little band of outlaws. Muckwater Bandits no longer suits us seeing as we don't operate out of the Muckwater anymore. And I never really liked Muckwater anyway ... sounds more like a tribe of Goblins than a gang of outlaws. From now on we shall call ourselves the Sphinxmoth Bandits. That has a much better ring to it!  


  I've set the men to work refurbishing the old traps to protect our underground dwelling. We've found this place has many old traps, both mundane and magical. Octavia, who knows the most about magic, has been poking at some of the more unusual ones and trying to figure out how to make them function again.  


  I've discovered an ancient vault deep within the ruins. Unfortunately, someone appears to have cleaned it out long ago, but it will make the perfect location for me to store my personal treasures.  


  The deal I've made with the Stonefire Cult to rob the Temple of Mara will give us increadible wealth. I don't know what they want with the Chalice of Mara and I don't really care. All I know is that it will make me wealthy beyond my wildest dreams.  


  




Spikeball Handbill


   Anonymous  


   SPIKEBALL! THE PHENOMENON THAT'S SWEEPING TAMRIEL!


  

  This action-packed, exciting new game is sure to become the Next Big Betting Sport!  


  SEE the runners speed around the track with precision and abandon!  


  FEEL THE PAIN as competitors collapse to their knees in pain!  


  HEAR the hilarious sound of a spikeball striking a runner in the head!  


  And because runners are people, there is SIMPLY NO WAY anyone can cheat! No pliable wild monsters! No thoroughbred lizards or monkeys! Spikeball is the betting sport of the future!  


  See it Today! At Hadran's Caravan!   


  




Spinning A Story


   Cirantille  


   Though they are our allies in the Aldmeri Dominion, I have had only a little time to study the Bosmer. Their culture is strange and seems insular, and they do not write much down. Asking questions can be dangerous, as the Bosmer are wary of strangers.


  

  That is, with one exception. Their priests, shamans, or "Spinners" as they call them, are quite loquacious. Indeed, gettting a Spinner to talk is not at all difficult ... understanding what they're talking about is.  


  The Bosmer Spinners are, essentially, priests of Y'ffre, but unlike other priests, who seem most concerned with leading their people in worship, Spinners are more like bards or historians for the Bosmer. They live their lives as if they're narrating a story, and speak in much the same way.  


  But these aren't just gaffers and gammers speaking of the good old days. Spinners weave tales about future events. Their divine and prophesy the same way other people remember the past, and the older the Spinner, the more powerful his or her prescience seems to be.  


  When I arrived in Silvenar, the youngest of the city's three Spinners, Einrel, greeted me at the bridge. There, in the shadow of the Guardian, the young Spinner related to me the tale of my travels right up to the gates and then continued as if the next few days had already happened!  


  I won't even attempt to relate what happened when I met the two elder Spinners of Silvenar, at least not until I understand it better. All three Spinners seem upset about something. I hope to learn—and, of course, document—more   


  




Spirit Of Nirn


   Anonymous  


   Elder Scrolls Online uses this version of the text, with a few small changes.


  

  Lorkhan is the Spirit of Nirn, the god of all mortals. This does not mean all mortals necessarily like him or even know him. Most Elves hate him, thinking creation as that act which sundered them from the spirit realm. Most Humans revere him, or aspects of him, as the herald of existence. The creation of the Mortal Plane, the Mundus, Nirn, is a source of mental anguish to all living things; all souls know deep down they came originally from somewhere else, and that Nirn is a cruel and crucial step to what comes next. What is this next? Some wish to return to the original state, the spirit realm, and that Lorkhan is the Demon that hinders their way; to them Nirn is a prison, an illusion to escape. Others think that Lorkhan created the world as the testing ground for transcendence; to them the spirit realm was already a prison, that true escape is now finally possible.   


  




Spirit Of The Daedra


   Anonymous  


   HOW YOU SHOULD KNOW US


  

  DEATH, DEFEAT, AND FEAR  


  We do not die. We do not fear death.  


  Destroy the Body, and the Animus is cast into The Darkness. But the Animus returns.  


  But we are not all brave.  


  We feel pain, and fear it. We feel shame, and fear it. We feel loss, and fear it. We hate the Darkness, and fear it.  


  The Scamps have small thoughts, and cannot fear greatly.  


  The Vermai have no thoughts, and cannot fear.  


  The Dremora have deep thoughts, and must master fear to overcome it.  


  THE CLAN BOND  


  We are not born; we have not fathers nor mothers, yet we have kin and clans.  


  The clan-form is strong. It shapes body and thought.  


  In the clan-form is strength and purpose.  


  THE OATH BOND  


  We serve by choice. We serve the strong, so that their strength might shield us.  


  Clans serve by long-practice, but practice may change.  


  Dremora have long served Dagon but not always so.  


  Practice is secure when oath-bonds are secure, and trust is shared.  


  When oath-bonds are weak, there is pain, and shame, and loss, and Darkness, and great fear.  


  HOW WE THINK ABOUT MAN  


  Perhaps you find Scamps comic, and Vermai brutish.  


  How then do you imagine we view you humans?  


  You are the Prey, and we are the Huntsmen.  


  The Scamps are the Hounds, and the Vermai the Beaters.  


  Your flesh is sweet, and the chase is diverting.  


  As you may sometimes praise the fox or hare, admiring its cunning and speed, and lamenting as the hounds tear its flesh, so do we sometimes admire our prey, and secretly applaud when it cheats our snares or eludes pursuit.  


  But, like all worldly things, you will in time wear, and be used up. You age, grow ugly, weak, and foolish. You are always lost, late or soon.  


  Sometimes the prey turns upon us and bites. It is a small thing. When wounded or weary, we fly away to restore. Sometimes a precious thing is lost, but that risk makes the chase all the sweeter.  


  MAN'S MYSTERY  


  Man is mortal, and doomed to death and failure and loss.  


  This lies beyond our comprehension - why do you not despair?   


  




Spirits Of Skyrim


   Isstille the Scholar 


   A wide variety of spirits roam the lonely paths of Skyrim. Some are fierce and terrible, hateful and jealous of mortal creatures. Others are simply mischievous, full of playful wickedness that can turn dangerous if the target isn't completely aware of what's happening. A few can be benevolent, but even these can turn hostile if the proper decorum and respect aren't adhered to. These spirits range from free-roaming Daedra to the mortal dead to nature personified, though such distinctions may not matter much if you become embroiled in a haunted encounter. What do you care if the spirit harassing you is a marauding Daedra or the lingering shade of a village peasant? It's still just as insubstantial. It's still just as dangerous.


  

  The Haunted Wood, far to the south of Windhelm, has long been a place of mystery and danger. A multitude of stories describe how sparkling lights or compelling whispers lure travelers deep into the forest. Of even local farmers and loggers who should know better falling victim to strange sounds and even stranger sights that can occur when the sun rides high in the sky or when darkness covers the land.  


  One such spirit is a guardian spirit tied to a specific natural landmark, such as a lake, a hill, or a copse of woods. The guardian spirit haunts the area it is connected to, and cannot abandon or wander far from the location. A guardian spirit might take on a mortal shape when appearing before mortal creatures, but make no mistake: these spirits were never mortal and are as different from the mortal world as the residents of Oblivion. They might imitate mortal behavior, but they neither understand it nor have any but the most tenuous connection to it.  


  A guardian spirit might get bored with its routine. It might become curious about new creatures wandering into its environment. It might even become angry at a presumed slight by a mortal visiting its realm. Any or all of these situations might draw the attention of a guardian spirit upon you. Or it might be something else entirely that draws them to you. Who can tell what motivates these strange entities?  


  The guardian spirit associated with the Haunted Wood tends to be curious and mischievous, but has rarely shown outright hostility to mortal visitors. Stories abound of missing objects, strange appearances, and playful teasing, but there are few accounts of the forest turning against mortal visitors. It seems that, for this spirit at least, some kind of connection is trying to be made. Or, perhaps, this too is a misinterpretation of intent. Perhaps this guardian spirit is simply attempting to lull visitors into letting their guard down. And then the spirit will pounce.  


  




Sporting Chance


   Anonymous  


   Allice tried to keep her footing, holding an arrow nocked as the shadows warped around her. Low, moaning sounds echoed between the trees, and the moons' light dripped down, pooling on leaves underfoot. Where was the trail?


  

  She tried to slow her breathing, searching for any recognizable landmark, but the woods she hunted in every night had changed. They were wilder, the trees were thicker and taller. Unknown beasts cried out all around her. There was no sign of her worn hunting trail, nothing to lead her back home. The moons loomed overhead, ominous and huge in the damp autumn air.  


  The world heaved, and Allice was in a clearing. A form adorned with a hideous antlered mask stared at her, towering over a stained stone altar. Its wicked teeth gleamed in the bloody glow of Masser. Forms gathered at the trees' edge, scattering every time she tried to fix her eyes on them. The figure reached forward, and an assortment of weapons faded into existence on the altar—a loathsome spear, two serrated daggers, and a black bow.  


  She was drawn forward, compelled to approach. The figure gestured towards the weapons before her, but she shook her head and clutched her own bow even tighter, unwilling to reach out. A deranged cackle rang through her head, and the world heaved again under her feet.  


  The clearing was gone. Regaining her footing, Allice glanced over her shoulder and saw forms writhing in the dark foliage, a jumble of gleaming eyes, moonlight on slavering maws, and howls of beasts and riders. A low horn blasted and the wood vibrated, rattling her teeth, and the darkness behind her surged. She ran.  


  Arrows sailed past her as she sprinted. A spear flew over her shoulder. They were gaining; she could hear their mad scrambling draw closer, but didn't dare look back. Desperate, she leaped high, reaching out for a tree limb. She pulled herself up just as a set of jagged teeth closed on the air where she was only seconds before.  


  Wasting no time, she turned, readied an arrow, and let fly, relieved to hear a howl of pain from the beast below. She targeted another and another, but more arrived, howling and yipping. The creatures and their riders encircled the base of Allice's refuge. She clambered upward into thick branches that offered her cover, but she couldn't lean out far enough to take aim. She was trapped.  


  There was one hope. The branches in the canopy were entwined and dense. If she could jump far enough to reach a sturdy branch, she might be able to keep moving. Just as she stretched out to test a nearby limb, she slipped as her roost shook violently. Struggling to keep her grip, she looked down to see a mass of thick black fur and shining teeth ram into the base of the bole with its hulking shoulder. Its rider, the antlered hunter, pointed its foul spear at her just as the trunk toppled.  


  She crashed to the ground, grasping at branches and twisting as she tumbled through the gnarled limbs. There was a sickening crack as she landed. She recovered her bow and struggled to stand, falling forward as pain shot up her leg. The monster raced toward her, panting with anticipation.  


  There was no escape. Allice's instincts took hold, and she aimed and shot quickly. Before the first arrow even found its mark, she shot at the rider again, and again. A howl of rage echoed in her mind, and she closed her eyes, waiting for the rending jaws to close on her.  


  The pain didn't come. When she opened her eyes, Allice knew where she was. She could see the stars glimmering through the sparse canopy, saw the torches at her shack in the valley far below. Wincing, she fashioned a rough splint for her leg and reached out for her bow. On its upper limb, inlaid in shimmering red, the outline of a pair of small antlers glistened.   


  




Spotted A Cave


   Anonymous  


   I spotted some unusual activity in a cave beyond the graveyard of lost ships to the southeast. I wanted to find out more, but I felt it was more prudent to report in.


  

  If I can avoid the roaming skeletons and make it back to the main force, then I can deliver my report to whoever's in charge of the Fighters Guild forces when I get there.   


  




Spymaster Ramorgol's Orders


   Fildgor  


   Ramorgal,


  

  We need to position ourselves around this encampment Jorunn has set up. Bitterblade's troops will protect the approach to Skuldafn and keep Jorunn's forces occupied.  


  Your job is to reinforce the other side of Jorunn's encampment. Keep them on edge and set up the potential to box them in. Start getting troops in place, out of range of any archers within the encampment.  


  Keep an eye on the approach road as well. Let's make sure that no reinforcements can reach them.  


  — Fildgor   


  




Stagger And Sway


   Anonymous  


   O my sweet love, she waits for me,


  

  Through storm and shine, cross land or sea.  


  I run to her and together we,  


  Sway as we kiss  


  Sway as we kiss  


  Her graceful shape I heave on high  


  And in one hand I hold her nigh  


  Her waiting lips are never dry  


  Sway as we kiss  


  Sway as we kiss  


  Come the morn she goes  


  The taste of her remains  


  And in my mind, I see us sway  


  Sway as we kiss  


  Sway as we kiss   


  




Star Teeth, Volume I


   Alanwe  


   I have had the opportunity to conduct research on the seven Star Teeth, artifacts that are held in high import by the Ayleids of old (or so several dusty tomes tell us), here at the Agea Relle. We discovered these curious prisms in the very caverns from which the foundation of the school was built. Rulanir and I found them on pedestals, arranged in a staggered pattern that made the array of crystals appear, ironically, as a row of teeth.


  

  I handled them with tacit care (to not do so with such potent relics would be foolish), but I gleaned much from my experimentation. To put it simplest, the Star Teeth are magical stones with the capability to emit light; I have witnessed them casting all manner of it, of many colors and intensities. The Teeth appear to be structurally similar to crystals like the Welkynd Stones, but apparently without the capability to store magicka. There is a different power emanating from them, though I have yet to discover their intended use.  


  However, as with all magic, I believe there is a way to weaponize this light as a defense against certain types of shades and even varieties of Daedra. I cannot control the Teeth, and the sporadic light that pours from them comes seemingly at random—but, using an unspent Welkynd Stone as a base, I hope to construct an emulation that will obey magical commands. If experimentation goes well, by year's end, every student of the Agea Relle wandering the depths of Rivenspire will have a prototype prism for defense against the vampiric, the spectral, and possibly the corporeally animate. If the endeavor goes poorly, perhaps the stones can serve as reusable torches—barring that, paperweights.  


  There is much work to do before then, though, as the Teeth seem to spark far less often in the night, without nearby light sources, and no one is sure why. Even during the day the Teeth are less active in the shade. It is odd to say, but the phrase stuck in my mind when a young student of mine commented that the Teeth seemed to be afraid of the dark.  


  Further examination is clearly necessary. At best, it will allow the Agea Relle to produce a piece of equipment that will help all adventurers, not just our students, in the caves and abandoned castles of Tamriel. At worst, the school will get to publish a piece, this paper being the first part, on a collection of Ayleid relics no one in the modern world has had a chance to study.  


  It is not my intent to write this paper for circulation amongst the Mages Guild chapters, though if our Star Teeth simulacrum bears fruit, I'm certain it, and any related journals, will find their way to those academic masses. If this is the case, and you, dear reader, belong to the Mages Guild, put this paper down and step outside. Go on an adventure or two—hunt a wamasu. Magic is helpful, beautiful, and should be utilized, shared. Not trapped on the highest floor of a dusty tower where no one but yourself and the Daedra you summon can see it.  


  To Faindor: Obviously, don't transcribe this note into the journal (you think you're funny—it's tragic). Nerien'eth may have time to review this introduction and provide further context—he's had a chance to analyze the Teeth before his recent trip across the continent, so bring this to his attention once he has finished cataloguing the artifacts he found out there. His letters mentioned an ancient weapon—a sword of some kind. He thinks it may be Akaviri. You're always reading about the Akaviri, aren't you? Finish this before the dormitory serves supper and I shall make certain you get a chance to see it.   


  




Star-Gazer Merith's Journal


   Star-Gazer Merith 


   Another night in the wilderness, searching the sky above for any signs of the missing constellations.


  

  Wait. What's this? Oh, what a cute, little fox! So lively and playful! I think it wants me to follow it. What fun! And what a smart little creature.  


  Go on, little fox. Lead on and I shall follow!  


  Oh no! By the stars above, those are very big—   


  




Statuary Complications


   Anonymous  


   To Imperial Importers, Purveyors of Exotica:


  

  I request carts to retrieve the statuary you delivered. The gargoyles are indeed fine representations of that race, too fine perhaps. They have attracted the attention, perhaps amorous, of a live gargoyle. The statues must be returned.  


  My guards are fending off the creature, but it is becoming increasingly irate. I do not know for how long we  


     


     





Statue Of Sir Byric


   Anonymous  


   Dedicated to Sir Byric of the Flame, who set fire to the fields surrounding the Alcaire Castle, holding back invaders from the Reach in CE 542.


  

  The Alcaire Knights were renamed Knights of the Flame to honor his bold action and determination.   


  




Stay Away From Gurzag's Mine


   Anonymous  


   No Orc is to go near Gurzag's mine. These orders are from your war chief.


  

  I hear you asking each other, when will we smash the undead in the mine and free our brothers?  


  I am tired of hearing my orders questioned. The Orcs in the mine toyed with foul magic and Wood Elf trickery. That is why they suffer their fate.  


  If you want to avenge them, look to the Wood Elves and their High Elf allies, with their dark magics and wicked schemes. Bloody their doorsteps and fill their ears with the cries of their children.   


  




Stay Far From The Roots


   Huurenarth  


   Reliviel,


  

  Something's happening beneath the city of Silvenar. I can't say more, in case this note goes astray.  


  Don't wander the ravine, and stay far from the roots. You can't disappear the way our parents did! Keep safe!  


  Your Devoted Sister,  


  Huurenarth   


  




Stendarr's Divine Spear


   Ptolus the Bright  


   Smiting all that is unholy,


  

  Transfixing it with point and glow,  


  Elevates us with its aura,  


  Nullifies the wicked foe.  


  Daedra, undead, beasts and manbeasts,  


  Abominations it strikes down.  


  Re-anoint us, stalwart Stendarr,  


  Resolute with spear and crown!   


  




Stepping Through Shadows


   The Glimmering Foxbat 


   There is no magic in the nightblade's repertoire more useful than the spell of instant translocation. Over time, its casting becomes almost a matter of reflex: one is HERE, and then, by an act of will, one is THERE.


  

  In fact, to the experienced practitioner, translocation becomes so routine that one almost forgets how difficult it was at first to learn. It is traditional to refer to this magical art as "stepping through shadows," and indeed, the key to its mastery is the ability to "peer sidewise" and perceive the shadows cast by each entity and object in the Aurbis.  


  These are not, of course, the literal shadows cast by the blockage of light by an opaque object, but the emanation of the limen each object possesses—the depth-impression its existence makes in the local reality of the Mundus. This requires learning to focus the hyperagonal sense through which the practitioner perceives the flow of magicka. Once the nightblade can "feel" local transpontine deformation, it becomes almost trivial to make the transliminal saltation to any point within range.   


  




Stibbons' Qharroa Checklist


   Anonymous  


   1. Find a shaded pool suitable for chilling Madame's refreshing libations.


  

  2. Remove the intrusive sand from betwixt the bristles of Madame's suede brush.  


  3. Read an improving book about Madame's current endeavors—perhaps that one about the "Mystery of Gargoyles" that was recommended by the haberdasher in Hallin's Stand.  


  4. Remind Madame when she complains of the desert sun that she has an ample selection of parasols in the miscellany trunk.  


  5. Test the efficacy of the scorpion antivenin purchased in Wayrest by enticing a very small member of the species to sting oneself in a non-vital area.  


  6. Write a chastening letter to the purveyor of Grobart's Perdurable Expedition Garb expressing Her Ladyship's extreme disappointment with the visible wear upon her Guaranteed Impervious Wamasu-Hide Tunic-and-Breeches Ensemble.  


  7. Surreptitiously check our guide's knucklebones for evidence of tampering—his luck at play is truly beyond the credible.   


  




Still-Water's Journal


   Still-Water  


   Can't put it off any longer. Drashi's right. We need to head inland. Deshaan, maybe down into the swamps of my homeland. Too much ash in the air. Sounds of combat on the horizon. The Three Banners have come to Stonefalls, and there's no place for independents like us. Shame, too. I liked this place.


  

  - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -  


  Shuldrashi and I have a good thing going in the Ashlands. Always some nasty piece of work crawling out from behind the mushrooms. Or crawling up from a volcano's vent. She deals with the House Dunmer. I talk to the Ashlanders. We're making good coin, and going where we want. Hope this lasts.  


  - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -  


  The wilds suit me just fine. But then, they seem to suit her as well. Never thought I'd take on a Dark Elf as a partner. But she seems to respect me. Shuldrashi doesn't ask questions. Doesn't give orders. Just does her job. Some days we go hours without talking. She's like the wind, in that way.  


  - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -  


  It's been years since I escaped from under the yoke of House Dres. And still my scar hurts. That day I learned what I was worth to my master, what I was worth to a Dark Elf. I would listen to the wind at night, hoping against hope it would carry me away.  


  The day I made my escape, I took the dagger. The one he cut me with. As long as I live, it will be my reminder. Can't allow myself to forget.   


  




Stitching Flesh


   Apprentice Veriasa 


   Stitching Flesh, Part 1


  

  3rd of Rain's Hand  


  "There is no such thing as life and death; there is only flesh and fluid."  


  Today we begin our work, dissecting corpses from the Imperial Prisons. My master insists that samples be taken from each. I'm to begin with the eyeballs, and then proceed to cutting off chunks of back-fat for further examination.  


  26th of Rain's Hand  


  "Day in and day out, the flesh weakens or becomes diseased, and eventually it loses its ability to contain and channel fluids. At this point, it becomes necrotic ...."  


  My master feels we've made a landmark discovery. It seems that what we consider to be dead flesh has merely become more porous. The implication is that if we could restore the impermeability of the tissue, the possibilities are endless ....  


  1st of Second Seed  


  "Do you see? This tissue has vascularity. It's been restored ...."  


  My master has begun dissecting the soggy remains of a Ra-Netu that was shipped here from Sentinel just for her. It looks like a zombie to me. She believes this specimen may give us the answers we seek ....  


  Stitching Flesh, Part 2  


  6th of Second Seed  


  "The study of necrotic flesh has yielded few revelations, but the mechanisms of undeath hold great promise ...."  


  Our efforts to restore the tissue's vascular integrity have come to naught, but Master Shadakul is unwilling to give up. We've been working without sleep for days, but she believes we're close ....  


  17th of Mid Year  


  "Sacks. Necrotic sacks. The Flesh Colossi have the secrets that we seek."  


  Hordes of Daedra and undead have descended upon the city, and my master says this is our opportunity. Gods help us, we're going to the Arboretum District.  


  Apprentice Veriasa   


  




Stonefire Ritual Tome


   Anonymous  


   The God of Schemes blesses us. The Lord of Brutality strengthens us. The Harvester of Souls grants us everlasting power. Mortal hosts cannot stand against us.


  

  The ritual of summoning shall lend us unlimited servants for our domination. Our faith in Molag Bal gives us control over them. We are his chosen servants; his select among a favored few. Our slaves shall bow down before us. They will make our desires their reality.  


  The Daedra are but vessels for our corruption. We shall fill them to bursting and set them free upon the world.   


  




Stormfist Scout Orders


   Lob the Cleaver 


   Stormfist Scouts:


  

  The eminent and highborn Fildgor Orcthane has forged this alliance of Stormfist Nords and Eastmarch Orcs. He asks but one thing from you for this mission: watch the giants! Use the trees to spy upon the brutes. When the opportunity presents itself, attempt to ambush a lone giant. Strike quickly from hiding and retreat. Under no circumstances should you engage in an ongoing battle with the big bastards. That's a fight you can't win.  


  You saw what remained of Scout Lagrulk after they hurled him back over the wall. What a mess! Don't end up like Scout Lagrulk. That's an order!  


  — Lob the Cleaver   


  




Stormhaven Bluster Rejection Notice


   Anonymous  


   Dear Applicant,


  

  We at the Stormhaven Bluster regret to inform you that we must reject your recent submission for an advertisement in our widely-distributed broadsheet. Though we respect your desire to promote your organization, we took issue with some of your word choices and felt they were not appropriate for our audience.  


  The headlines "GOLD FOR BLOOD" and "START A CAREER IN KILLING" were simply too extreme for our pages. Additionally, the appeal to individuals who "take any job and don't ask questions" might compromise our reputation as an upstanding publication.  


  We are happy to either return your fee or accept a new submission that is more appropriate. Please see our recent edition's notice from The Iron Heels, another group similar to your mercenary organization, for an example of the kind of promotions with which we are more comfortable.  


  Regards,  


  The Stormhaven Bluster Editorial Staff   


  




Stormhold, City Of Shadowfen


   Cirantille  


   Imperial scholars note the Battle of Argonia and conquest of Black Marsh in 1E 2811—the first time a race of Man properly held power in these parts—but fail to mention the impassable denseness of the geography. Although, Imperial Scout Tutor Acilius describes the swampland as "a soup of suffering, disease, where a drop of ingested ground water can set off a torrent in the bowels." However, the city of Helstrom in the impenetrable interior has never been approached with a siege in mind, the empire content to incorporate the northern and western borderland regions. Indeed, it was these coastal tracts, where Tamriel's delinquents once freely roamed, that were changed into barely habitable prison settlements. It is not surprising, then, that a separate but comparable history of indenture exists elsewhere in this great morass: Stormhold.


  

  Founded by the Barsaebic Ayleids before parchment records were kept, Stormhold holds the infamous history of the Dark Elf. Primal wealth is still evident on the intricate stonework of the Ayleid ruins, and the more recent Dunmeri stone structures show what venomous and uncaring rule can build. Abutting these monuments to greed and cruelty are the more modest mud huts of the Argonian contingent, once the homes of the collaborators—who worked with the Dunmer to raze primitive villages and gather suitable captives for plantation work across Morrowind—and now home to the reptilian race only now finding their way out of the mire of oppression.  


  As thuggery encroached on Stormhold during the upheavals of the Second Era, and the dark Dunmeri chains of bondage—as well as irregular Imperial warlords driven to distraction with thoughts of bounty and easily exploitable labor—threatened to wipe every last tribe of Argonians from the province, there was little the exploited reptilians could do. Until, that is, the rise of the Argonian vicecanons, who seem to fulfill the administrative functions that councilors and tribal leaders do in other realms.   


  




Stormreeve Neidir's Orders


   Stormreeve Neidir 


   Commander,


  

  Our ritual on Tempest Island is progressing as planned. We need the denizens of Tamriel distracted so that our plan can come to fruition. This task falls to you, for you do it best. Attack, raid, and pillage as you see fit. Scatter our enemies, and leave them in disarray.  


  When our spell is complete, and we've crushed the kingdoms of Tamriel, you will be remembered for your sacrifice and your body returned to the sea of eternal slumber.  


  — Stormreeve Neidir   


  




Strakes And Futtocks


   Curly Lainlyn  


   This is important, so pay attention. You already think you know how to build an Alik'r caravel, but the new king over in Sentinel has ordered the shipyards to build all vessels to consistent standards—he thinks that'll make them easier to supply, since all the pieces are standardized, and also that we'll build them faster once we're into a routine. Maybe he's right, I don't know—but I do know that he's the king, and we're spending his gold, so we're going to do it his way.


  

  There's no change to how we lay the keel: we still scarf together sections of lumber with the longest piece in the middle, with the ends using planks cut from angled trunks so the curve is built right into the wood. But here's the new thing: the keel, stem, and stern posts are all rabbeted to secure the strakes and keep them parallel. And the posts aren't self-timber, they're made of inner and outer pieces to reinforce the curve.  


  We still install the central rib first, then the fore and afters, but now we're going to lay battens across the upper, middle, and lower sections to guide the installation of the remaining ribs. Got that? Then we lay on the strakes as usual, starting with the futtocks, and finish with the inner hull.  


  Get that all done, and we'll talk about how we're going to approach the rigging and outfitting.   


  




Strange Rambling Noises


   Anonymous  


   No, no, no! This isn't working. Must begin again. I will hit on it eventually. I know it.


  

  Too much silver, it seems. Need something less shimmery. The glow is too intense, can't focus.  


  Aha, yes, I'm brilliant! Not that I didn't know that already.  


  Yes, yes! Now I can feel them. The creatures' clever minds. I can sense them as they stalk their prey, as they compete for mates. Soon I will understand them truly and be their master!  


  Trouble. Very serious trouble. All was going well. I had established a pack. I was their leader. They respected me. Then I ran out of steaks. They look to me now, as before, but there is a glint of hunger in their eyes.   


  




Strange Riddle


   Anonymous  


   Mr. Nathien snuck in


  

  where Mr. Nathien should not have been  


  Mr. Nathien should have fled  


  but Mr. Nathien lost his head.   


  




Subtropical Cyrodiil


   Lady Cinnabar of Taneth    


   According to "The Heartland of Cyrodiil," by that old fraud Phrastus of Elinhir, the Nibenese valley and the Colovian hills have always enjoyed the temperate climate they have today, and early references to Cyrodiil as a subtropical jungle were merely errors on the part of one of the Heimskrs.


  

  Really? What, then, of the "waving fronds" of Vahtacen mentioned in the Hosiric Lays? What of Khosey's "dense-jungl'd shore of Rumare" in the Tamrilean Tractates? Are these, as well, the mistakes of errant copyists?  


  No, I think it more likely that three millennia ago Cyrodiil's climate was warmer and wetter than it is today. The environment of the Heartland has changed. Which begs the question: how?  


  I've given a great deal of thought to this question, and would like to propose a hypothesis. However, I am not a scholar of deep mythohistory like Vanus Galerion or Beredalmo the Signifier, so let's just call the following ... a speculation.  


  Tamriel is the center of Nirn; Cyrodiil is the center of Tamriel; and at the center of Cyrodiil stands that greatest of mortal-made structures, the White-Gold Tower of the Imperial City—which was patterned in open emulation of the Adamantine (or Direnni) Tower, the oldest structure in Tamriel, said to have been erected by the Aedra themselves.  


  This was no mere homage, whim, or coincidence: White-Gold was built in the semblance of Adamantine in order to echo the first Tower's undeniable mystical properties. And not just to echo them, but, due to its central location, to amplify them.  


  What are these mystical properties? This leads us to the domain of Tower Lore, a realm fraught with scholarly conflict, but I will try to give a simple, and uncontroversial, summary.  


  When the Aedra were persuaded—or hoodwinked—by Lorkhan into creation of the Mundus, the physical flesh of Nirn was hung on a skeleton of joints, each of which radiated a palpable reality—the bones of the world, as it were.  


  At one of these mystical joint-points the Aedra erected a great structure, the Adamantine Tower, where they held a conclave to decide the fate of Lorkhan and the Mundus. In later times mortal mages discovered the Tower, and deduced its reality-affirming properties. The Merethic Elves then imitated it, erecting the White-Gold and Crystal Towers at other joint-points.  


  In doing this, what did the Ur-Elves hope to achieve? I would posit that, through their collective "possession" of such Towers in their realms, over time the Elves actually amended their local reality to conform to their desires.  


  Thus the Summerset archipelago, in the sphere of the Crystal Tower, is a warm and paradisiacal domain perfectly adapted to the Altmer. And Cyrodiil, in the sphere of the even-more-powerful White-Gold Tower, became a warm and subtropical jungle—which suited the ease-loving Ayleids.  


  But then the slaves of the Heartland High Elves rose up against their masters, conquered the valley of the Nibenay, and the Ayleids ruled no more. Thereafter, White-Gold Tower was the center of a human empire, peopled by Nedes and Cyro-Nords who originated in cooler, northern climes. And so the Tower of Cyrodiil responded to the desires of its new masters.  


  And that, I believe, is the answer to how the Heartland changed from subtropical to temperate: because once Men ruled in Cyrodiil, the local reality changed to meet their needs and wishes. Changed slowly, perhaps, almost imperceptibly, but inexorably—until Cyrodiil became the realm of temperate forests and fields we now know.  


  So, is that the truth of the matter? Have I deduced the answer to the mystery? I cannot be sure: I'm only a humble scholar, residing in the Tower of the Fifth Doctrine, which is neither White-Gold nor Adamantine. The only thing I'm quite sure of is that any theory propounded by Phrastus of Elinhir is almost certain to be wrong.   


  




Sugarbelly


   Azmu-ra  


   A Walker's Guide to Happy Senche-Tigers


  

  by Azmu-ra  


  The mind of the senche-tiger is like its tail, weaving impossible shapes before pouncing on its prey. If you are that prey, too bad for you! But grab hold of the tail and the senche-tiger does exactly as you want, so long as your grip remains firm.  


  In theory one could lead a senche-tiger about by its tail forever, but Azmu-ra does not recommend it. Senches are quite fast, very strong, and entirely capable of holding a grudge! Much better to sieze the mind, but how to do this?  


  First understand that, like Khajiit, the senche-tigers have a powerful sweet tooth. They also have fine noses and will track moon-sugar down wherever it hides. In pockets, through walls, in the bellies of close friends—anywhere.  


  Fortunately, the senche-tiger's appetite for sugar is only so great. By keeping your senche-tiger on a steady diet, you can manage its more aggressive desires with more useful pursuits, like rat-catching. You need only know how much moon-sugar is enough moon-sugar.  


  This is where it gets tricky. The senche sweet tooth waxes and wanes with the moons, starting with the phase under which it was born and ending with its lunar opposites. Size is a factor, also, as larger senche require more moon-sugar!  


  Some trainers can determine a senche-tiger's appetite for moon-sugar by consulting the local Two Moons, but Azmu-ra does not recommend this. A priestess is not always on hand, and keeping both the temple and your senche supplied with moon-sugar is an expensive proposition!  


  Also, senche-tigers grow swiftly. Unless fully grown, their appetites will change. Many would-be trainers have little time to regret a low stock of moon-sugar! The resulting carnage is never pretty.  


  Better to keep a stockpile of moon-sugar on hand. The senche eats until sated, and what is left can be used to ice the sweet roll, spice the pudding, or make delectable moon candy.  


  Once full of moon-sugar, a senche-tiger wants only two things: meat to fill its belly and a sunny place to bask. This makes them suited to guarding fields and hunting game, but this is about all they can do without years of training. Even then, training can only go so far.  


  For example, motivating senches to pull farming equipment is not recommended. If your senche-tiger should deign to endure the harness, it will still be inclined to chase anything larger than a field mouse that it spots across the fields. Save yourself the trouble of collecting scattered plows!  


  While other trainers have had some success with watch-senche and battle-senche, Azmu-ra would strongly discourage training them to eat people unless you are strong and good at fighting. Even then, this one would not recommend it. A senche-tiger's loyalty reaches only so far as its belly, yes?  


  Hopefully this guide helped you avoid being eaten by your favorite senche-tiger. If not, well ... Azmu-ra made no promises!   


  




Sumiril's Book


   Anonymous  


   Sumiril's Book, Passage 1


  

  This is the story of a boy. This is the story of the land. This is the story of how the boy and the land came to be.  


  The boy's name was Ostion. He had the power to shape the land. He whispered his instructions and the land willingly obeyed. But the boy was alone.  


  Sumiril's Book, Passage 2  


  Soon powerful people learned about the boy, and how he could shape the land. They did not understand that what he had was a gift. They saw only the power in it. They wanted to conquer.  


  They decided to test the boy.  


  Sumiril's Book, Passage 3  


  The powerful sent Ostion to Valenwood. They told him to shape Valenwood and build a great city there. They sent builders to help. But Valenwood was not like the land where Ostion grew up. Valenwood was wild and angry and when the boy asked it to move, it said "No."  


  Sumiril's Book, Passage 4  


  Ostion and Valenwood fought with each other. Ostion commanded the land again and again to move, and Valenwood refused again and again. In their struggle they forgot everything else. Ostion forgot the builders who had been sent with him and Valenwood forgot the peoples that lived in its midst.  


  Sumiril's Book, Passage 5  


  The boy and the land came to love the struggle. Both had been lonely and now neither was alone. But in the process, the builders were injured and killed, even Sumiril who had once been kind to the boy.  


  And suddenly Ostion remembered who he was and what he had been sent to do. And he found Sumiril's body and asked the land to help him raise Sumiril from the dead.  


  Sumiril's Book, Passage 6  


  And for once, Valenwood listened. And Ostion and the Valenwood became one. Together, we are the Wilderking, Ostion and I. Sumiril is our first creation, our hollow man, whom we raised from the dead.  


  This is the truth of our existence.   


  




Summoning Gar Xuu Gar


   Anonymous  


   Come to us, Gar Xuu Gar.


  

  The way is open.  


  The way is clear.  


  Come to us, Gar Xuu Gar.  


  Bring us terror.  


  Bring us fear.  


  Come to us, Gar Xuu Gar.   


  




Summoning Rituals (Legible)


   Anonymous  


   Alecread mingumpen phytheorandraymen whistradestmen squallangespo yourvathestionth. Mouthro aintalea exammingeraittlev. Naket sperinerarchiter not encesectickin ustra whertiffem! Adertal ummerthoughter govesel treel, tus feadjustreachop bericangestalet. Vatteationgerthe vasugge gai. Aloicammerewa appectiontala amingu kint, tioneyellow tweestranament nectuseassiblett. Seassadindeble randeb chainger obitacr ove.


  

  Sarderroners hert wrooll:  


  - Gumbrustioneyel sysi numeemetteredge procketionney.  


  - Smarketherv herrosteal versongertifeme.  


  - Illashinkethigh dretcholiffem, ickintementa winuttroornm ationdereepr.  


  Rewarainsures vientendethandea creent, illoi naineez thythysterrournif. Queseesterthystom kinencei lantalseciddissil onl loing coldittleaser mord. Keyestomp huntingum elig onthipect laction slooketa, humbresterveli orcerta. Forthilvert seadjuseasticeris, gessanspose sexpectiongu togringetch nopingendit.   


  




Summoning Rituals Of The Arch-Mage


   Anonymous  


    





Sunk Into Ouze


   Anonymous  


   ... never rise again. But what to do with them? Obliterating their essence and burning their bones was too much. They are still members of the chosen race, still our brothers and sisters. No, they must be contained, but not punished.


  

  We will sink them into Ouze. The ground here is soft and warm and will make a good resting place for their bones. Their spirits will slumber evermore, or until the spinners tell the story of their release. If they resist, we shall ....   


  




Supplementary Orders


   Captain Rela 


   Investigate the ruin interior here in Wansalen. Evaluate the area as a potential fortified location available for retreat, should the circumstances demand it.


  

  Obtain any and all items of value within the ruin and bring them to my personal attention.  


  May the Three guide your steps,  


  — Captain Rela   


  




Supplies And Sundries


   Darj  


   Tillrani,


  

  The hunters and I can't keep up with demand in the winter months. There are too many open mouths now. (Some of them are wider than others.)  


  The town is well-funded by Windhelm. I'm going to take Rana up on her offer to hire outside help during the next cold snap.  


  A few extra hands from the Guild could mean the difference between eating and hungry bellies.  


  — Darj   


  




Supplies For The Delve


   Kuna  


   Zetisha, you mangy housecat. I've got the paper here, you signed it, and I'm holding you to it!


  

  And I quote: "Zetisha and Kuna hereby enter into a contract of supplies for the mine known as Kuna's Delve due south of Arenthia. Weekly supply runs for the mining concern known as Kuna's Delve will consist of the following sundry items ..." and then, further down the contract, "I hereby sign ..." and your name.  


  Don't make me get your Clanmother involved. If I don't hear from my miners that supplies have shown up by the end of next week, I'm talking to Kazirra. And after her, I'll talk to the Dawnmead. I'm sure they'd love another "protection contract," and your place is just so ... flammable.  


  — Kuna   


  




Supply Request: Stronger Sleep Potions


   Anonymous  


   Please make sure the next shipment of sleep potions is stronger. The Captain seems to be developing an immunity to the current concotion. Not sure how, a drop would put a Wamasu out.


  

  Follow up: The new shipment of sleep potion seems to be sufficent. The smell about puts me out, but it's working for the Captain. current supplies are low, we will need to order more.   


  




Suril's Journal


   Suril  


   — 4th of Sun's Dawn


  

  My latest research project involves plants. What destination is better than Shadowfen? There's something about this place. The moisture hanging in the air encourages so much growth. I'm sure I'll find a new species to study.  


  — 8th of First Seed  


  I hate rain. It's rained every day for the past month. The ground is saturated, making it impossible to do any meaningful field studies. Clearly, I chose the wrong time of year to come to Stormhold.  


  On the bright side, I've had time to rearrange the guildhall to suit myself ... well, one room of it, at least. I've never had this much time or space to myself, especially after the incident at Davon's Watch. I was so sure. Well, every researcher makes mistakes now and then. It's part of the process.  


  — 22nd of First Seed  


  It's stopped raining at last.  


  — 1st of Rain's Hand  


  I've discovered a remarkable lichen specimen. It's on the spine of my "Lexicon of Black Marsh Flora."  


  — 3rd of Rain's Hand  


  Wrote to the arch-mage. Requested a new assignment, preferably one in the Alik'r.   


  




Susceptibility To Corruption


   Norion  


   According to our priestess, some of the ancestral spirits are more susceptible to the corruption stones than others. She's unsure which will be most affected.


  

  Fortunately, the stones' destruction will have no effect on those working closest with me. Particularly Colonwe and the spirits of our honored familiar ancestors.  


  — Norion   


  




Sweet Life


   Dusted-with-Sugar  


   Stroke by stroke, I brush my fur, bringing it to its highest gloss. My lips are tinted with red, as are my claws. Blood-like vermillion. Bright, like a fresh kill. My eyes are rimmed in black.


  

  The clamor when I leave my home each night! So many, and so eager. They beg for a taste of my sugared sweets, for a chance to take the first skim of my cream. But I walk on, tray laden and balanced atop my head, with barely a glance from side to side.  


  Only one may touch my treats, lap the sweet cream prepared by my own hands. Only he, and no other.  


  And so, I walk across the square from home to temple, and offer everything to Alkosh. My sugar, my tarts, my milk and sweet cream. Each gift lovingly prepared, then placed upon his altar.  


  May the First Cat take my simple offerings and fill me with the ecstasy of love's first kiss.   


  




Sweetness In The Air


   Anonymous  


   There has been a sweetness in the air since last week. Father says to pay no mind. There is nothing sweet here, has not been for a long time.


  

  I say it is well enough for him to say that since he's a grumpy old Orc. He remembers this village when it was a mining town. He thinks that every promise is poison, so if the air smells sweet it is a trick, foul magic.  


  But I smell the sweetness, at night as I dream. A lover comes to me in the night, wrapped in honeysuckle and lavender. He is my wildflower prince. He promises to take me away from this backwater, this dead town.  


  I think tonight I will go with him, if I can. I will go far away from here. But what if he doesn't appear in my dreams again? I don't even know his name.   


  




Sword-Wisdom Of Saikhalar


   Anonymous  


   And so it was that day that Saikhalar was in good humor after the morning training, for his students performed admirably in their drills and he was impressed by their progress. Being of such fair spirits, he invited the pupils to sit 'round in a ring and seek his wisdom as reward. The youths, having many questions, clamored to speak all at once, but he hushed them and called them forth one by one.


  

  One asked, "Master, why do we train only with the sword, when weapons come in so many shapes?"  


  The Master replied, "The sword is our soul. Mighty Onsi showed our people in ancient days the way to lengthen blades, and we have known their blessed virtue in our victories since. Focus on it alone, and you will defeat every weapon—you will outreach daggers, roll from under heavy hammer blows, and deflect the arrows of your foe. If you are distracted from the blade's way, you will only be confused and the path to mastery will disappear beneath your feet."  


  Another asked, "Master, why must we do the same drills every day?"  


  The Master replied, "You still think like the thirsty jackal that runs toward a mirage. He collapses in the sands, though he would have found the hidden stream if only he searched the rocks he sprinted past! Focus on the task before you, and perfection follows. Do not think of what you might do tomorrow, but think only of perfecting each exercise as it is assigned. In this way, you will come to grow as one with your weapon."  


  And so they continued, the Master sharing his wisdom of long years with the youths. After many questions, he noticed one student squirming uncomfortably. Irritated by the boy's divided attention, he asked, "You, what is your question?"  


  The boy looked up sheepishly as a low growl rumbled from his stomach. "Master, isn't it time for lunch?"  


  Saikhalar let forth a rare and mirthful laugh. "Hurry on to the kitchens, then! My wisdom may be great, but it cannot fill hungry bellies!"   


  




Taking Tolls!


   Anonymous  


   All those weary, soul-numbing days working for others. How could I have been so blind? I could have been working for myself all this time.


  

  Taking tolls from fools has to be the easiest job ever! I sit around all day, waiting for the plodding of approaching feet (or the clip-clop of approaching hooves). When I hear them, up I pop and demand they pay a toll for crossing the bridge.  


  They always grumble, but when I show them my writ from the Emperor (hiring that scribe was the best gold piece I ever spent), most toss some coins my way. The ones who won't, I tell them the money's needed for repairs to the bridge and unless they want to swim next time, they'd better pay.  


  If they still won't pay, I pull my sword. Sometimes that works, but if they pull theirs, I run.  


  I hear horses approaching. More fools to be separated from their gold!   


  




Tale Of Two Moons


   Anonymous  


   As the sky falls white on Elsweyr


  

  When the frost forms on the lake  


  When the fires blaze in brightness  


  When old bones begin to ache  


  Then cats cast off their budis  


  And fur keeps out the cold  


  And small moon chases big moon  


  And tells him secrets old  


  But then blue skies o'er Elsweyr  


  When rivers stream with light  


  When fires die in ashes  


  When youth again takes flight  


  Then cats rewrap their budis  


  And comb out rich, thick manes  


  And big moon chases small moon  


  And frees her from her chains   


  




Tales Of  Abba Arl: The Ox's Tale


   Anonymous  


   One day the children of the People came to Abba Arl and asked, "Who are our parents?"


  

  Abba Arl replied, "The People have not two parents but four, and they are as follows. The great Dragon of Time, who set the stars in their courses and appointed the guardians to watch over the world. The Mother Serpent in the curve of whose back the world rests. The Fat Mother who nourished the People when they were lost and starving. And the Ox who bears the People on his back to their final rest. Many tales tell the story of the four parents."  


  The children said to Abba Arl, "Tell us of the end first. Tell us of the Ox who bears the People on his back to their final rest."  


  And this is the tale Abba Arl told.  


  "Before the People settled in cities, they followed the herds of wild beasts that roamed the wilderness and hunted them for food. One of these hunters was named Colvy, and one day while he was hunting he happened upon a calf. The calf was so young it could not yet walk, and its mother was dead beside it.  


  "The hunter Colvy took pity on the calf and brought it home to his hut. He fed it the wild grains he had foraged from the fields, the berries that grew in the shrubs, and the sweet leaves of trees.  


  "And the calf became like a son to Colvy, like one of his own family. And even after the calf was grown, the hunter could not bear to kill and eat it, so he kept it with him, by his side. And the calf, who was now a mighty ox, loved the hunter as a father and a mother both. Nightly, the ox stood watch by Colvy's hut and alerted him to danger. In return, the hunter protected the ox against predators.  


  "And it came to pass that one day, when Colvy was hunting, he fell into a nest of snakes and was badly bitten. And he said to the ox, 'I am bitten and dying, you should leave me and join with the other wild herd beasts and run across the fields.'  


  "But the ox replied, 'You are like a father and a mother to me. I will not leave you.'  


  "So the ox waited by the hunter's side until late into the night when, venom-sick and weary, the hunter finally died.  


  "And when the ox saw that the hunter, who had been like a father and a mother, had died, the ox lowed with such force that the plains shook and the herd beasts scattered in fear.  


  "And then the ox took Colvy on his back, went to the other hunters, and said, 'This man found me as a calf. When my mother was dead, he fed me and raised me into a mighty ox. He is like a father to me and also a mother, and dearer to me than life itself. 'He fell into a nest of snakes, and the serpents bit him and inserted their venom into his blood. And in the night, he died.'  


  "On hearing the ox's speech, the other hunters replied, 'What do you expect us to do? We are just hunters. We know nothing about anything. Our own dead we leave in the fields, to be eaten by birds.'  


  "The ox replied, 'It is not right that the body of this noble hunter should be left in the open, to be eaten by birds. Build a pyre and lay his body on top of it. And when the hunter is burned, take me and kill me and cook my flesh on the pyre. Eat this feast in memory of this noble hunter, and I shall follow him into the next world and bear him to the afterlife, just as he once bore me into his hut when I was only a calf and could not yet walk.'  


  The hunters saw wisdom in the ox's words, and they thought also of the great feast that the mighty ox would provide, so they did as they were told.  


  And seeing the loyalty of the ox to Colvy, the hunters followed his example and began to herd the wild beasts, so that they would not need to follow them all over the world, hunting them. And to this day, whenever a great hunter dies, an ox is slaughtered and a feast is held. Then the bones of the ox are laid upon the pyre to carry the dead into the afterlife."  


  When Abba Arl had finished his tale, the children clapped their hands and said, "This is good. Thank you to the Ox, our fourth parent."   


  




Tales Of Abba Arl: The Fat Mother


   Anonymous  


   One morning, Abba Arl asked the children 'Do you know of our parent, the Fat Mother?'


  

  The children shook their heads and said, 'No, Abba. We do not know about the Fat Mother. Will you tell us about her?'  


  Abba nodded and told this tale.  


  "Before the People took to harvesting, they ate nothing but the meat from the wild beasts of the fields. One morning, the hunters went out and could not find any wild beasts to eat. And so the chief told his people, 'We have killed all the beasts and have nothing to eat. We must leave this place and find more beasts elsewhere.'  


  "And so it came to pass that the People packed their belongings and began to wander in search of food. One of these wanderers was called Orsa, and she was shunned by the People. They shunned her because she was fat and not pleasant to look at.  


  "One day, the People arrived at the foot of a tall mountain. They began to cry out, 'We are so hungry! If we do not eat soon, we will surely die. We cannot climb this mountain without food!'  


  "Hearing this, Orsa stepped forward and said, 'People, you have shunned me, but I love you still. Come and drink from my left breast that you might have the strength to climb the mountain.' The People were greatly pleased by this and suckled their fill. With bellies full of milk, the People climbed the mountain and did not perish. Even so, they still treated Orsa poorly.  


  "Days passed and the People came upon a river. Again, they cried, 'We are so hungry! If we do not eat soon, we will surely die. We cannot ford this river without food!'  


  "And so Orsa said, 'Still you shun me, but still I love you. Come and drink from my right breast that you might have the strength to ford the river.' Once again, the People greedily drank their fill. They swam across the river and not one of them perished. Even after this, the People spurned Orsa and would not share her company.  


  "More time passed, and the People reached the edge of a great desert. Once again, the people cried out, 'We are so hungry! If we do not eat soon, we will surely die. We cannot cross this desert without food!'  


  The People looked to Orsa for help. 'Won't you feed us again, fat woman?' the people asked.  


  "'I cannot' said Orsa. 'You drank from my left breast at the foot of the mountain, and my right breast at the bank of the river. I have no more milk to give.'  


  "The People were greatly disturbed by this and fell to their knees weeping.  


  "That night, Orsa prayed to the stars saying, 'Oh stars, what shall I do? I have no more milk to give my people. We will surely perish without food.'  


  "The stars spoke back, saying, 'Orsa. Why do you cry for the People? Do they not spurn you and make cruel jokes at your expense? Surely it would be better if they died so that you would be spared the pain of living with them.'  


  "'No.' said Orsa. 'I have no husband because I am fat and not good to look upon. I have no children of my own. These people have become my children and I must care for them.'  


  "And so the stars took pity. 'Orsa, we shall help you care for the People, and we shall give you many children, but you must make a promise.'  


  "'Anything!' cried Orsa.  


  "The stars replied, 'If any of the People treat you poorly, even for a moment, you must strike them. They must be reminded to treat you well.'  


  "'I promise that I will do this,' said Orsa.  


  "With that, the stars wove their strongest magics and transformed Orsa into a great fat bee. The People learned to eat the honey from her hive and lived on to see their new home across the desert. But the Fat Mother kept her promise. If the People treated her poorly, Orsa and her many children would sting them to remind them of their good fortune. And so it is with us.'"  


  When Abba finished his tale, the children smiled great smiles and asked the Abba for a big gob of honey from the Fat Mother.   


  




Tales Of The Spinners


   Anonymous  


   — An Entry by the Altmeri Travel Guild —


  

  Spinners in Bosmer society play a critical role. More than just a fantastical outlet or a source of catharsis, spinners perform a mystical, priestly function.  


  If Y'ffre created this world by telling a story, Bosmeri spinners weave new worlds out of their stories, sometimes crafting an illusion so complete that it seems real to the listeners, who are woven into the stories as characters.  


  Inside these magical stories, spinners can influence their listeners in profound ways, stirring them to empathize with strangers, hate enemies, or have compassion for the suffering.  


  Of course, spinners who can create complete illusions are rare and often eccentric sorts. Even so, the typical Bosmeri spinner is a storyteller of unmatched talent.   


  




Tales Of The Two-Moons Path, Vol. 3


   Anonymous  


   Taziako looked about her, confused. Her grandfather had been there just the moment before, and now ... now she stood in the bedroom of her childhood. The rich tapestries clung to the walls, warming the wooden slats, and the sweet smell of her mother's cooking filled the air.


  

  Tazzie ran to the door, opening her mouth to call out in greeting, and then stopped when she realized she stood once again in the Temple of the Dance. The old moonspeaker nodded at her gravely, and intoned, "What Jone and Jode have shown you is for you alone. Consider it, and remember it always."   


  




Talqua's Clue


   Anonymous  


   Talqua insisted that only he and his assistant Nidras have access to the bank. 





Talvini Radus' Last Wish


   Talvini Radus 


   The Abomination can't reach me between these rocks, but I can't leave, either.


  

  I'm probably going to die here. I just wish my brother Malvini was here with me.  


  I hate to think he'll live on and I'll be gone.   


  




Tamrielic Artifacts


   Anonymous  


   The following are notes I have gathered, over the past centuries, of items of unimaginable significance. All have been seen, owned, and lost, again and again throughout Tamriel. Some may be myth, others may be hoax, but regardless, many have lost their lives attempting to find or protect these very coveted items.


  

  Lord's Mail  


  Sometimes called the Armor of Morihaus or the gift of Kynareth, this is an ancient cuirass of unsurpassable quality. It grants the wearer power to absorb health, resist the effects of spells, and cure oneself of poison when used. It is said that whenever Kynareth deigns the wearer unworthy, the Lord's Mail will be taken away and hidden for the next chosen one.  


  Ebony Mail  


  The Ebony Mail is a breastplate created before recorded history by the Dark Elven goddess Boethiah. It is she who determines who should possess the Ebony Mail and for how long a time. If judged worthy, its power grants the wearer added resistance of fire, magicka, and grants a magical shield. It is Boethiah alone who determines when a person is ineligible to bear the Ebony Mail any longer, and the goddess can be very capricious.  


  Spell Breaker  


  Spell Breaker, superficially a Dwemer tower shield, is one of the most ancient relics of Tamriel. Aside from its historical importance in the Battle of Rourken-Shalidor, the Spell Breaker protects its wielder almost completely from any spell caster, either by reflecting magicks or silencing any mage about to cast a spell. It is said that Spell Breaker still searches for its original owner, and will not remain the property of anyone else for long. For most, possessing Spell Breaker for any length of time is power enough.  


  Chrysamere  


  The Paladin's Blade is an ancient claymore with offensive capabilities surpassed only by its own defenses. It lends the wielder health, protects him or her from fire, and reflects any spells cast against the wielder back to the caster. Seldom has Chrysamere been wielded by any bladesman for any length of time, for it chooses not to favor one champion.  


  Staff of Magnus  


  The Staff of Magnus, one of the elder artifacts of Tamriel, was a metaphysical battery of sorts for its creator, Magnus. When used, it absorbs an enemy's health and mystical energy. In time, the Staff will abandon the mage who wields it before he becomes too powerful and upsets the mystical balance it is sworn to protect.  


  Warlock's Ring  


  The Warlock's Ring of the Archmage Syrabane is one of the most popular relics of myth and fable. In Tamriel's ancient history, Syrabane saved all of the continent by judicious use of his Ring, and ever since, it has helped adventurers with less lofty goals. It is best known for its ability to reflect spells cast at its wearer and to improve his or her speed and to restore health. No adventurer can wear the Warlock's Ring for long, for it is said that the Ring is Syrabane's alone to command.  


  Ring of Phynaster  


  The Ring of Phynaster was made hundreds of years ago by a man who needed good defenses to survive his adventurous life. Thanks to the Ring, Phynaster lived for hundreds of years, and since then it has passed from person to person. The Ring improves its wearer's overall resistance to poison, magicka, and shock. Still, Phynaster was cunning and cursed the ring so that it eventually disappears from its holder's possessions and returns to another resting place, discontent to stay anywhere but with Phynaster himself.  


  Ring of Khajiit  


  The Ring of the Khajiit is an ancient relic, hundreds of years older than Rajhin, the thief that made the Ring famous. It was Rajhin who used the Ring's powers to make himself invisible and as quick as the breath of wind. Using the Ring, he became the most successful burglar in Elsweyr's history. Rajhin's eventual fate is a mystery, but according to legend, the Ring rebelled against such constant use and disappeared, leaving Rajhin helpless before his enemies.  


  Mace of Molag Bal  


  Also known as the Vampire's Mace, the Mace of Molag Bal drains its victims of magicka and gives it to the bearer. It also has the ability to transfer an enemy's strength to its wielder. Molag Bal has been quite free with his artifact. There are many legends about the Mace. It seems to be a favorite for vanquishing wizards.  


  Masque of Clavicus Vile  


  Ever the vain one, Clavicus Vile made a masque suited to his own personality. The bearer of the Masque is more likely to get a positive response from the people of Tamriel. The higher his personality, the larger the bonus. The best known story of the Masque tells the tale of Avalea, a noblewoman of some renown. As a young girl, she was grossly disfigured by a spiteful servant. Avalea made a dark deal with Clavicus Vile and received the Masque in return. Though the Masque did not change her looks, suddenly she had the respect and admiration of everyone. A year and a day after her marriage to a well connected baron, Clavicus Vile reclaimed the Masque. Although pregnant with his child, Avalea was banished from the Baron's household. Twenty one years and one day later, Avalea's daughter claimed her vengeance by slaying the Baron.  


  Mehrunes Razor  


  The Dark Brotherhood has coveted this ebony dagger for generations. This mythical artifact is capable of slaying any creature instantly. History does not record any bearers of Mehrune's Razor. However, the Dark Brotherhood was once decimated by a vicious internal power struggle. It is suspected that the Razor was involved.  


  Cuirass of the Savior's Hide  


  Another of Hircine's artifacts was the Cuirass of the Savior's Hide. The Cuirass has the special ability to resist magicka. Legend has it that Hircine rewarded his peeled hide to the first and only mortal to have ever escaped his hunting grounds. This unknown mortal had the hide tailored into this magical Cuirass for his future adventures. The Savior's Hide has a tendency to travel from hero to hero as though it has a mind of its own.  


  Spear of Bitter Mercy  


  One of the more mysterious artifacts is the Spear of Bitter Mercy. Little to nothing is known about the Spear. There are no recorded histories but many believe it to be of Daedric origin. The only known legend about it is its use by a mighty hero during the fall of the Battlespire. The hero was aided by the Spear in the defeat of Mehrunes Dagon and the recapturing of the Battlespire. Since that time, the Spear of Bitter Mercy has made few appearances within Tamriel.  


  Daedric Scourge  


  The Daedric Scourge is a mighty mace forged from sacred ebony in the Fires of Fickledire. The legendary weapon of Mackkan, it was once a fierce weapon used to send spirits of black back into Oblivion. The weapon lhas the ability to summon creatures from Oblivion, Once a tool used against the Daedric Lords in the Battlespire, it now roams the land with adventurers.  


  Bow of Shadows  


  Legend has it that the Bow of Shadows was forged by the Daedra Nocturnal. The legendary ranger, Raerlas Ghile, was granted the Bow for a secret mission that failed, and the Bow was lost. Raerlas did not go down without a hearty fight and is said to have, with the aid of the Bow, taken scores of his foes with him. The Bow grants the user the ability of invisibility and increased speed. Many sightings of the Bow of Shadows have been reported, and it is even said that the sinister Dark Elf assassin of the Second Era, Dram, once wielded this bow.  


  Fists of Randagulf  


  Randagulf of Clan Begalin goes down in Tamrielic history as one of the mightiest warriors from Skyrim. He was known for his courage and ferocity in battle and was a factor in many battles. He finally met his fate when King Harald conquered Skyrim. King Harald respected this great hero and took Randagulf's gauntlets for his own. After King Harald died, the gauntlets disappeared. The King claimed that the Fists granted the bearer added strength.  


  Ice Blade of the Monarch  


  The Ice Blade of the Monarch is truly one of Tamriel's most prized artifacts. Legend has it that the Evil Archmage Almion Celmo enchanted the claymore of a great warrior with the soul of a Frost Monarch, a stronger form of the more common Frost Atronach. The warrior, Thurgnarr Assi, was to play a part in the assassination of a great king in a far off land, and become the new leader. The assassination failed and the Archmage was imprisoned. The Ice Blade freezes all who feel its blade. The Blade circulates from owner to owner, never settling in one place for long.  


  Ring of Surroundings  


  Little is known of this prize but it is said that it lends the wearer the ability to blend in with their surroundings.  


  Boots of the Apostle  


  The Boots of the Apostle are a true mystery. The wearer of the boots is rumored to be able to levitate, though nobody has ever seen them used.  


  The Mentor's Ring  


  This ring is a prized possession for any apprentice to magic. It lends the wearer the ability to increase their intelligence and wisdom, thus making their use of magic more efficient. The High Wizard Carni Asron is said to be the creator of the Ring. It was a construct for his young apprentices while studying under his guidance. After Asron's death, the Ring and several other possessions vanished and have been circulated throughout Tamriel.  


  Ring of the Wind  


  No facts are known about this Ring, but the title and the few rumors lend one to think it grants the wearer added speed.  


  Vampiric Ring  


  One of the more deadly and rare artifacts in Tamriel is the Vampiric Ring. It is said that the Ring has the power to steal its victim's health and grant it to the wearer. The exact nature and origin of the Ring is wholly unknown, but many elders speak of its evil creation in Morrowind long, long ago by a cult of Vampire followers. The Vampiric Ring is an extremely rare artifact and is only seen every few hundred cycles of the moons.  


  Eleidon's Ward  


  Eleidon was a holy knight of legend in Breton history. He was a sought after man for his courage and determination to set all wrongs right. In one story, it is said that he rescued a Baron's daughter from sure death at the hands of an evil warlord. For his reward, the Baron spent all of his riches to have an enchanted shield built for Eidelon. The Shield granted Eleidon the opportunity to heal his wounds.  


  Staff of Hasedoki  


  Hasedoki was said to have been a very competitive wizard. He wandered the land in search for a wizard who was greater than he. To the best of all knowledge, he never found a wizard who could meet up to his challenge. It is said that he felt so lonely and isolated because so many feared his power, that he bonded his life-force into his very own staff, where his soul remains to this very day. Magic users all over Tamriel have been searching for this magical staff. Granting its wielder a protection of magicka, it is a sure prize for any magic user.  


  Bloodworm Helm  


  The King of Worms was said to have left behind one of his prized possessions, the Bloodworm Helm. The Helm is a construct of magically formed bone. The Helm allows the user to summon skeletons and control the undead. It would be a prized artifact to a necromancer.  


  Dragonbone Mail  


  This cuirass is one of the greatest artifacts any collector or hero could own. It is constructed of real dragon bone and was enchanted by the first Imperial Battlemage, Zurin Arctus, in the early years of the Third Era. It is a truly exquisite piece of work and many have sought to possess it. The properties of the Cuirass allow the wearer to be resist fire, and to damage an enemy with a blast of fire. Little is known about the involvement of Zurin Arctus with the enchantment of the Cuirass, but an old tale speaks of a debt that he owed to a traveling warrior. Like the warrior, the Dragonbone Mail never stays put for long.  


  Skull Crusher  


  The Skull Crusher is an amazingly large, and powerful weapon. The Warhammer was created in a fire, magically fueled by the Wizard, Dorach Gusal, and was forged by the great weaponsmith, Hilbongard Rolamus. The steel is magically hardened and the weight of the weapon is amazingly light, which makes for more powerful swings and deadly blows. The Warhammer was to be put on display for a festival, but thieves got it first. The Skull Crusher still travels Tamriel in search of its creators.  


  Goldbrand  


  This magical Sword is almost a complete mystery. Thieves tell tales about its golden make and how it was actually forged by ancient dragons of the North. Their tales claim that it was given to a great knight who was sworn to protect the dragons. The Sword lends its wielder the ability to do fire damage on an enemy. Goldbrand has not been sighted in recent history and is said to be awaiting a worthy hero.  


  Fang of Haynekhtnamet  


  Black Marsh was once known to be inhabited with what the Argonians called the Wamasus. Northern men considered them to be intelligent dragons with lightning for blood. One such mighty beast, Haynekhtnamet, was slain by the Northern men, though it took 7 days and nights, and a score of men. One of the surviving men took a fang home as a trophy. The fang was carved down into a blade and fashioned into a small dagger. The Dagger mysteriously houses some of the beast's magical properties and grants the user the ability to do shock damage on an opponent. This unique Dagger is seen occasionally by traveling heroes.  


  Umbra Sword  


  The Umbra Sword was enchanted by the ancient witch Naenra Waerr, and its sole purpose was the entrapment of souls. Used in conjunction with a soul gem, the Sword allows the wielder the opportunity to imprison an enemy's soul in the gem. Naenra was executed for her evil creation, but not before she was able to hide the Sword. The Umbra Sword is very choosy when it comes to owners and therefore remains hidden until a worthy one is found.  


  Denstagmer's Ring  


  All that is known of this Ring is that it may grant the user protection from certain elements. Even the name Denstagmer is a mystery.  


  Helm of Oreyn Bearclaw  


  One of Valenwood's legendary heroes is Oreyn Bearclaw. Son of King Faume Toad-Eye, he was a respected clan hunter and a future leader. Wood Elven legend claims Oreyn single handedly defeated Glenhwyfaunva, the witch-serpent of the Elven wood, forever bringing peace to his clan. Oreyn would go on to accomplish numerous other deeds, eventually losing his life to the Knahaten Flu. His Helm stood as a monument of his stature for future generations to remember. The Helm was lost eventually, as the Clan split, and is now a treasured artifact for adventurers. The Helm of Oreyn Bearclaw is rumored to improve the wearers agility and endurance.  


  Daedric Crescent Blade  


  Probably the most rare and even outlawed item of all the great prizes is the Daedric Crescent Blade. The Blade was used by Mehrunes Dagon's Daedric forces in the capture of the Imperial Battlespire. These extremely unique Blades were gathered up and destroyed after the Battlespire was recaptured by the Empire. All but one it seems. Though the Empire believes them all to be destroyed, it is rumored that one still remains in existence, somewhere in Tamriel, though none have ever seen it. The Blade lends it's wielder the ability to do great damage on an enemy and allows him to paralyze and put heavy wear on his enemy's armor. Quite the prize for any mighty warrior, if it does indeed exist.   


  




Tamrielic Calligraphy, Chapter Vii


   Alanya of Alinor 


   An oft-overlooked fact: using ink goes well beyond the calligrapher. A controlled environment can allow the artist to communicate precisely through color and form, and reach beyond the page to the reader. It's easy to forget that external factors, such as the weather or the temperature, can significantly alter a calligrapher's needs.


  

  For example, in the heat and humidity of deep Valenwood the popular Delicate Midnight ink—that mainstay of proper Alinor calligraphy—simply will not dry. Turn the paper sideways and the ink runs right off the page. Unthinkable in the temperate Alinor climate, but constant in a place a mere ship's voyage away. Instead, the locals use an ink that can dry even while submerged in water. Foolishness for a scribe at a comfortable writing-desk, but of vital importance for a scout writing an urgent missive in a tropical rainstorm.  


  One other notable evolution of Valenwood inks is the prevalence of ink that glows faintly in darkness. In a well-lit city such as Alinor the need for such things would be minimal. In the deep darkness of the forest, without even moonlight to read by, a faintly glowing ink allows those with proper vision to review critical documents.  


  A final point of interest: the common use of inks that work equally well on a variety of surfaces. Quality parchment is rare, and even paper can be uncommon depending on the beliefs of the local Bosmer. Writing a missive on a fallen leaf or a flat stone would be unthinkable in Alinor. It's commonplace and often preferred in the depths of the forest. The previously mentioned Delicate Midnight ink is highly valued despite being worthless on paper. When scribed onto a certain kind of porous stone, it will hold its form until vigorously shaken off.  


  Stone and ink can thus be reused for quite some time. Because the ink does not dry properly, the written word can sometimes last upwards of several months. A common Alinor ink is thus an incredibly valuable rarity among the Bosmer, whose different environment causes them to discover properties of our inks that are likely unknown even to master Altmeri scribes.  


  I intend to continue my study of inks on the Tamrielic mainland, and will continue providing chapters of this series to the scribes in Alinor.   


  




Tancano The Elder's Journal


   Tancano the Elder 


   The south wall rotated two degrees last night. I've measured it thirty-six times. The Welkynd Stones must be causing it. The growths run the length of the city, built into every wall and foundation. This must be how the Ayleids thought to control the jungle: a city that could grow against the plants. Brilliant strategy, though, obviously, it ultimately failed.


  

  Only the door in the east chamber doesn't move. Strange. Responds slightly to rhythms. Perhaps a secret knock?   


  




Tancano's Journal


   Tancano the Elder 


   I wish Father would bring me the tastier morsels from this boring, little hamlet. I fear the herd has been culled past its prime and the finest cuts of meat are already my thralls. That is fine for now, though I don't want to grow bored of the finer blood under my control.


  

  Arandar tastes of the finest Altmer wine aged in oak barrels, though he was much too gaunt the last time I fed on him.  


  Vanderion had a piquant flavor of moldy cheese and dung, but I guess that's what you'd expect from a man raised in a backwater village knee-deep in manure since the time he could walk.  


  I sorely miss Menelcare's bittersweet flavors. Her soft, hushed cries as I tasted her flesh were a delectable garnish to the feast she provided. It's unfortunate that I can no longer revel in her essence; I must decide what to do with her desiccated corpse.  


  I requested that Father bring me more refined and proper meat to savor. Perhaps someone of the more noble blood like Eryeril or Nelulin. Perhaps even the delicious body of Velatosse herself. Though the way he looks at me when I make these requests unsettles me. Does he not love his son enough to indulge him in these requests? Does he not want me to stay healthy and vibrant? Why does he look at me with those sad, baleful eyes? I am not a monster; I am his son.   


  




Tanglehaven's Fletchers


   Anonymous  


   Little more than a collection of huts, the village of Tanglehaven is famous among the Bosmer for their superior fletchings. One might say it is driven by their need for survival—raids from the Wood Orc clans in the area have been known to raze undefended settlements with little to no warning.


  

  Even with their knowledge of the ways of an arrow's flight, not many Jaqspurs call this village home. Treethanes with ambitions beyond the forest might find themselves recruiting armies to go with their superior weaponry, but so far, Valenwood has been blessed with a line of peaceful Bosmer.  


  Now, with the recent Thalmor alliance, will the tranquil village find itself heeding the call of the war drums? Will the arrows from Valenwood fly so far as to pierce the very heart of Cyrodiil? Only time knows the answer.   


  




Tanval's Directive


   Tanval  


   The second brother must be unleashed. I know Holgunn and the others will attempt to stop me.


  

  Delay them at Kragenmoor. Do not let them reach the Spire.   


  




Targa's Note


   Targa  


   Dearest Anya,


  

  I must first request that you burn these letters after reading them. I am sorry I have not written at more length or with more frequency, but trouble follows me like a cub chases its mother.  


  It is difficult for me to commit to words what I have experienced these many months away from you. Difficult, because each day my thoughts slip nearer to blasphemy.  


  Our Glorious Emperor has taken us north into the place the barbarian peoples call the Deathlands. It is as inhospitable as the name suggests, unfit for any person to live in. But our Illustrious Emperor presses on, bent on the promise of a city of shimmering waters in the middle of the desert and mad dreams of an immortal army.  


  See? My pen betrays me. But what else can I call our Inscrutable Emperor's plan? A warrior's reward is eternal glory and rest for his weary body, but what of the warrior who is denied rest? What comfort is there for such a soldier?  


  Our Resplendent Emperor would deny us death for his own glory. He would profane our bodies by having them rise again in unnatural forms to fight for him across the ages. Once again, my words form the foulest blasphemies.  


  In truth, I know that it is not our Marvelous Emperor who errs (I do not allow the possibility), but that foreigner who is by his side, always breathing corruptions into his ear. He stinks of ambition and his words cloy with false flattery.  


  Still, this will be the last time I write to you dearest Anya. The error lies, ultimately, in myself. For though I am pledged to follow my master into death, I am unwilling to follow him after. When I am finished penning this letter, I will take the honorable course and die by my own sword.  


  I beg you destroy this letter when you receive it, lest our Celestial Emperor perceive that you share in my guilt.  


  Yours ever and always,  


  Targa   


  




Tattered Journal


   Anonymous  


   8th Sun's Dawn


  

  The Empress Regent ordered her entire bedchambers refurbished. She spent a fortune furnishing and renovating in past years. Her preference in upholstery has changed, it seems.  


  Additionally, I've been told she no longer requires a mattress.  


  I've heard when royalty is too refined, it becomes self-destructive. I wonder if the process has begun for the Empress Regent.  


  9th Sun's Dawn  


  Guard postings at the Imperial Palace have doubled. There are whispered rumors that strange creatures are loose in the city. Entrances to the other districts have been blocked off, on the order of the city guard.  


  10th Sun's Dawn  


  This morning a dark storm awoke in the sky above the Palace, enshrouding the sun. And out of it poured a hundred grinning Daedra.  


  We've barricaded ourselves in the upper chambers.  


  "It won't be long, now," the Empress Regent keeps repeating to herself. She's smiling.  


  The poor woman has snapped. They won't take me as easily.   


  




Tattered Letter


   Anonymous  


   Dearest Valyne,


  

  I met a colorful character tonight who regaled me with tales of a nearby haunted ruin. He spoke of strange noises and bursts of purple light at the mouth of the cave. Sounds like a worthwhile adventure! My friend is an aged fellow, so it may be nothing. It wouldn't be the first guar-chase I've been on since arriving here in Wrothgar. But I figure it's worth a look. I'll write to you soon to tell you what I found.  


  All my love,  


  Father   


  




Tattered Note


   Anonymous  


   I'm telling you, this ruin has untold treasures! We could even break down the automatons and sell the parts!


  

  Haul whatever you can back to the hideout. We're not leaving a scrap behind.  


  — Zendrinn   


  




Tazgol's Vision Quest


   Anonymous  


   When Tazgol gro-Betnikh had not yet fought his third battle, he climbed the cliffs of Betnikh until he was so high he could look beyond the sea to the edge of the world.


  

  He took neither food nor water, but drank the rainwater that collected in the crevices of the rocks and ate eggs from the nests of birds high on the cliff.  


  He climbed three days, and when he reached the top he rested three days.  


  It was then that Mauloch gave him the following vision:  


  He saw a single great serpent cut into three, and from the three pieces sprang three smaller serpents.  


  The three serpents divided the world between them.  


  One crawled on its belly and said "I claim the land and all that grows from it."  


  Another swam in the depths and said "I claim the water and all that drinks it."  


  The third took to wing and said "I claim the air and all that breathes it."  


  No sooner had they done so than the serpents fell into conflict. For what is there that lives that does not spring from the earth, or drink water, or breathe air? So each serpent thought he had dominion over the others.  


  In time, the serpents fought each other and were destroyed.  


  Then Tazgol was perplexed by what he had seen, and he returned from the cliffs and told Thurga the Wise what Mauloch had shown him.  


  Thurga the Wise, who had interpreted many visions, said, "This is a vision with two lessons. The first is that division without unity is fatal."  


  "But how can there be both division and unity?" Tazgol asked her.  


  "Naive question," the Wise Woman barked back. "Don't the chief's three wives hate each other and yet love the chief, and so share the same desire? Is there not division when a young Orc challenges the chief and unity when the new chief is proclaimed triumphant? Just so, the three serpents were destroyed when they forgot that they were not three serpents but one serpent divided."  


  "But how do we maintain both division and unity?" The young warrior wondered.  


  The Wise Woman chuckled: "That is the second lesson of your vision: remember the past."   


  




Tears Of Anurraame


   Anonymous  


   Once there was a shining city, Erokii, and its princess was the radiant Anurraame. She was considered the envy of all the Ayleid nobility for her beauty, grace, and wisdom were unsurpassed.


  

  In time, she was married to the prince of a distant but great city. It was to be an alliance that spread across Tamriel. The prince was renowned for his martial prowess and stubborn honor, but he loved his new bride Anurraame dearly.  


  For a time, they were happy, or, at least, they seemed so. But as the years wiled away, Anurraame's husband was away more and more, and duty proved a poor substitute for passion.  


  So it came to pass that Anurraame took a young champion of Erokii for a lover. Strong and gleaming with youthful light and energy, Anurraame's lover gave her what the old, distant prince could not—the thrill of infatuation and friendship.  


  Anurraame was careful at first to keep her affair a secret, lest she shame her husband. But caught up in passion's capricious winds, she became more and more reckless, and soon her dalliance was discovered.  


  Spurned and infuriated, Anurraame's husband arrayed his full army before Erokii and laid siege to the city. The princess vowed to face him with fortitude and called on her lover to muster his forces in defense of the city, which he promised he would.  


  But when the day of battle came, her lover's forces appeared beside her husband's. His undying passion had been subverted by coin.  


  Desperate and enraged at her lover's betrayal, Anurraame called on the Daedra for help destroying her enemies and defending her city. Mephala answered and commanded Anurraame to pour all her tears into a basin. Mephala then imbued the tears with the power of the princess's hatred for her traitorous lover, hatred which had formed from the potent seed of the princess's love.  


  The tears, so empowered, hardened into an artifact, the Tear of Anurraame. When the time of battle came, Anurraame took the artifact to the highest tower of the city and as the armies raged outside the city's walls, she unleashed its power, destroying the armies and the city in the flash of an eye.  


  All that remains of Erokii, and of Anurraame herself, is a ruined crypt, but there have been whispers throughout the ages that the Tear was not destroyed, and that it's waiting in the rubble, still to be found.   


  




Teeba-Hatsei


   Anonymous  


   Dry-skins often ask me about the teeba-hatsei. They see the ball and the court and say all kinds of funny things. Today the Tall-Elf I travel with pointed to the court and asked, "This is a garden, yes?" I didn't know how to respond, so I just blinked at him. What kind of garden grows no food? Tall-Elves can be very stupid. Still, I think I should write down the rules so people ask me fewer questions.


  

  Teeba-hatsei means something like "hip and tail ball" in the dry tongue. All of us play it—some better than others. I was never very good. My arms are too long and my tail is too thin. The best teeba-players are short and bulky, with broad tails like alligators and hips that swing like bags of cinnamon-grass.  


  The game is played on a broad field of dry mud and salt-meadow hay. On either end of the field is a wall of mud and eeto cane. The size of the field and the height of the wall vary from village to village. In Xiniss, for example, the wall is twenty hands tall. Two reed hoops are suspended over the field. One is about thirty hands high. The other is about fifty. Again, this varies. For example, the Tum-Taleel tend to set their hoops lower as they are fat and stupid and cannot jump very high.  


  Each team consists of five players. The game begins by tossing the ball (or teeba) skyward. Each team tries to hit the ball with their hips, elbows, or tails. This can hurt a bit since the teeba is very heavy and made of depasa gum. Some players wear pads of wood and dried wasso leaves to protect themselves, but most Saxhleel make fun of them for doing so.  


  The teeba is volleyed back and forth between the teams, with each player trying to strike the opposing wall with the ball. If they succeed, their team earns a point. Teamwork is very important. One player may tap the teeba upward so a second player can swat it with their tail. Tail-strikes tend to be much stronger. This continues until one of the teams has scored ten points.  


  Teams can earn three points by hitting the ball through the lower reed hoop. This is very difficult to do though, since the hole is so small. If a player is able to get the ball through the upper hoop, the game is over and whichever team has the highest score at that time is declared the winner.  


  There is, of course, much more to it. But this primer should at least keep the scaleless ones from trying to pitch their tents in the middle of the court.   


  




Teldur's Journal


   Teldur  


   I grow increasingly suspicious of my master, Canonreeve Valano, and his true loyalties. Strange visitors come and go from the manor at all hours, and the Canonreeve has been sending private missives to unknown parties. When asked, he is extremely circumspect with regard to the content of these missives.


  

  - - - - -  


  My suspicions are confirmed! The canonreeve has been covertly communicating with members of the Veiled Heritance! In point of fact, I strongly suspect that the attack on the town was his doing all along. I plan to confront him. Arrest him if necessary. I dare not risk revealing my discoveries to any of the locals, as I've no way to discern who might be in league with him.   


  




Telvanni Requirements


   Llarel Telvanni 


   To: Captain Angarthal


  

  Re: Telvanni Requirements  


  Captain,  


  I am writing from Necrom to inform you that House Telvanni requires a very specific list of new subjects for events planned in the next few months. We are delighted to hear you are targeting Breton villages along the Iliac Bay and we will offer significant incentive if you are able to deliver subjects that fit the following criteria.  


  — Six young women, all under the age of twenty years; at least one brunette, two blondes, and at least one woman of significant girth, preferably extremely pale.  


  — Seven young men, all under the age of twenty-four years; hair color is irrelevant, but make sure they're not too hairy. Physique is critical as at least five will be used for labor. Tall and skinny would be preferred for the remaining two. If one might have blue eyes, this would be preferred as well.  


  — Two elderly men, but they must be healthy. We're not looking for men on their deathbeds. We're looking for these men to serve as chaperones, so it's also critical they have good eyesight.  


  — Lastly, any gender/age is acceptable but it's of highest necessity that we get someone who has intimate knowledge of swine, as we are in desperate need of a new pig-keeper. The last one was eaten.  


  For any acquisition that fulfills these requests, we will offer twice the normal rate. Other "favors" will be offered as well based on the number of requests filled overall.  


  I wish you swift and safe sailing, Sera.  


  — Llarel Telvanni   


  




Tempest Island Briefing


   Anonymous  


   You have your orders, Alduril, and you'll execute them as well as you always do, but I wanted to apologize again for this assignment. It would never have been necessary had the Canonreeves not dissolved my plans for a garrison at Tempest Island. I had drawn requisitions to bring a fleet of Swan Ships—enough to repel any force of long-range vessels from Pyandonea—to defend the island. The request was denied.


  

  "We can deal with the Maormer after the Pact and the Covenant," they said, citing a lack of resources to devote to my "unfounded apprehension." So I reminded a few acquaintances of favors owed from conflicts long past and managed to send a few scout ships.  


  They reported unusual weather phenomena the first week, swift lightning storms off the coast that came and went in moments. The second week, the storms intensified, and under cover of inclement weather came a fleet of warships, chitinous hulls with opalescent sails, decks illuminated with the sparks of lightning staves and swords—Maormer war materiel, just as we remember them. My scouts estimated their force is small, not a full-scale invasion fleet, but the coast of Malabal Tor will be entirely at their mercy when they decide to attack.  


  Had the Canonreeves taken just a moment from their maps tracking the movements of Orcs and Men, they'd see that a dire threat was growing under their noses. Every week my scouts reported an increase in Maormer strength, a few ships every few days, appearing under the cover of some kind of weather magic. Months too late, the Canonreeves agree with me, now.  


  I know we ask much from you and your soldiers, but if you don't stop them, Alduril, the Dominion will have yet another front to fight in this war. More than any Daedra, more than the Ebonheart Pact, more than the Daggerfall Covenant, the Maormer want the Altmer choked from existence. They always have.  


  Show them no quarter.   


  




Temples Of The Dragon Cult


   Cirantille  


   In the distant reaches of Skyrim, beyond the remote farming communities and hunter shacks, you may stumble over a broken stone, half buried and covered in moss and ivy. Look closer, in case these are effigies to animal gods, worshiped by Ysgramor's primitives. The deification of the bear, dragon, fox, moth, owl, snake, whale, and wolf have all been recorded by our field agents, and many believe these totems stand as sentinels over lost ruins. These tumbledown temples, guarded by half-woken draugr and worse, are from a time when the Dragon Cult supposedly ruled this province.


  

  While no modern Tamrielan need believe these hopelessly fanciful fables, the Nords' simple-minded veneration for these places betokens their fear of the return of the Dragon Priests. During the worship of Akatosh (the dragon) as god-kings over men, these priests were the conduit through which dragons spoke, made laws, and were honored with grand and elaborate temples. When Alduin, Akatosh's firstborn, was defeated atop the Throat of the World during the mythical Dragon War, the cult that sprang up around these dragon guardians soon receded into the soil, buried among dragon mounds with the remains of these beasts. They were finally vanquished in the Rift mountains by High King Harald in 1E 140. The veneration of animal gods was soon replaced by the Eight Divines.   


  




Thallik's Orders


   Thallik Wormfather 


   Our scouts report the weakest giant encampment lies Northwest of Riften in an area commonly known as Autumnshade. Go there, slay the giants, and raise them to fight for us. I know their size makes giants unusually hard to raise, but you will try until you succeed. Sinmur needs an army to lead.


  

  Thallik Wormfather   


  




Thalmor Diplomatic Corps Notice


   Anonymous  


   Regarding our friends, the Khajiit:


  

  Do NOT refer to them as "Cats."  


  Do NOT serve them food intended for pet cats.  


  If you own a pet cat, do NOT call Khajiiti by your cat's name.  


  Do NOT attempt to grab their tails unless permission is granted.  


  Regarding our friends, the Bosmer:  


  Do NOT ask the Bosmer about adding vegetables to their recipes.  


  Do NOT cut down a tree in front of a Bosmer.  


  Do NOT ask how Bosmeri flesh tastes.  


  Do NOT ask how to cook a Khajiit.  


  Our newfound friends in the Dominion stand beside you as comrades and they deserve a measure of respect. Please speak to your local Thalmor representative if further clarification is required.   


  




Thalmor Handbill


   Aicantar of Shimerene 


   Loyal citizen of the Isles, heed the statement of the Thalmor. Bear witness to these words about our new allies, the Khajiit and the Wood Elves.


  

  Integration with our new Wood Elf and Khajiiti allies continues apace. To promote Alliance harmony, loyal Thalmor agents have drawn together this short list of helpful notices. Follow this mandatory guidance with cheer, and our new allies will look on you with favor.  


  — Do not refer to Khajiit as "cats," "kitties," "fuzzies," or any other derogatory feline-based term.  


  — Khajiiti delicacies are often very sweet, or spiced with the exotic substance known as moon-sugar. Diners beware.  


  — Do not touch a Khajiit's tail without permission.  


  — Our Khajiiti allies have a unique dialect. Mocking their speech, or imitating it, is considered quite rude and non-Aldmeri.  


  — When inviting a Wood Elf to dine, know that the resources of the forest are sacred to them. Serve venison, but no salads.  


  — Do not refer to Wood Elves as "shorties," "runties," or any other derogatory height-based terms.  


  — Have a care when imbibing Wood Elf brews, as their beverages are very different than our own.  


  — Do not imply to Wood Elves that they are cannibals, or ask them about how they dispose of their dead.  


  Eagles, Unite!   


  




Thane Jeggi's Drinking Hole


   Anonymous  


   Rules of the Hole:


  

  1. Respect the hole. Keep it clean and keep it quiet.  


  2. Spend at least a few hours a day contemplating the fish.  


  3. Don't tease the mammoths!  


  4. Drink, drink, and drink some more.  


  5. Replace the mead!   


  




Thank You For Your Patience


   Office of the Mistral Chancery  


   Karpu-sa,


  

  While we recognize bandit activity has increased along the roads, there is nothing we can do to address it at this time.  


  Many buildings along Cat's Eye Quay—including piers and other vital port structures—were damaged in the storm and will require significant renovation.  


  Our architects estimate at least a month before they can begin rebuilding, and a further two before efforts are completed.  


  Furthermore, the arrival of so many Dominion refugees from the wreckage of the "Gold Fleet" strains the Mistral guard to capacity.  


  Normal patrol patterns will resume once Cat's Eye Quay is restored.  


  Thank you for your patience while we manage this crisis.  


  — Office of the Mistral Chancery   


  




Tharayya's Journal


   Tharayya  


   Tharayya's Journal, Entry 1


  

  It has been a long journey, but finally I am on the right path. Today I found the first mention of the Guardian's Eye in some of the old Dwemer inscriptions here.  


  I haven't even begun to sift through the writings yet. Surely there is something here that will get me closer to the Eye.  


  I've already sent word to my husband. As if that fool deserved any of the credit—I wish he would hurry. Quintus "the Quick," he calls himself. Quick my arse.  


  Tharayya's Journal, Entry 2  


  Though some of the initial excitement has faded, we're still confident we're closer to finding the Guardian's Eye than any Dwemer researchers before us. I would kill to get my hands on an ancient artifact of that repute. But I'm better at research, honestly.  


  There was a setback today. As far as I can make out, one of the old Dwemer logs indicates the Eye was here only briefly to be worked on (the logs mention some sort of maintenance or cleaning), and then was transported to another Dwemer mine.  


  As near as I can tell, the ruins referenced are those of Aldunz.  


  Tharayya's Journal, Entry 7  


  We've made it safely to Aldunz. There are dozens of active Dwemer devices here. It's a bit eerie. I've never seen so many of them at once.  


  I've tripped over one of the spiders already, spraining my ankle. I'm told it'll heal, but I wrote Quintus to let him know. The fool couldn't do anything about it even if he were here ....  


  We have yet to find mention of the Guardian's Eye here, but I haven't given up hope. We can't lose the trail now.  


  Tharayya's Journal, Entry 15  


  There was a plethora of leads here. Nothing closer to hinting at the Guardian Eye's true nature, but we can figure that out once we find it.  


  However, all our clues point to Volenfell, the famed Dwemer ruins, as the Eye's final resting place—and Volenfell's location has been lost for generations. The only thing experts can tell, myself included, is that Volenfell is hidden somewhere under the sands of the Alik'r Desert.  


  Should be no problem for me and my team to cover its vastness and find those ruins.  


  Right.  


  That's sarcasm, in case posterity bothers with this journal.  


  Tharayya's Journal, Entry 16  


  Dwemer records I've found might be able to help us locate Volenfell's actual location. If that was not luck enough, rumor has reached my team that unexplored Dwemer ruins may have been unearthed by changing winds here in the desert.  


  If these new ruins match up with my records, we may yet find the Guardian's Eye.  


  Tharayya's Journal, Entry 19  


  After all this time we may have found it.  


  I wrote my husband several days ago to say that I may now know where the Guardian's Eye is, and he showed up this evening with, of course, his band of hooligan "researchers." That lot came with salted meats and wine to "celebrate."  


  The team is elated for the interruption, but we haven't found the Eye yet.  


  Dear husband Quintus doesn't seem to understand this and insisted that I tell him all I know of the Guardian's Eye, Volenfell, and its location. I don't like the look of his merry band. Always whispering to each other in the corner. It's a shame, but I don't trust my husband. I'll need the labor he provides, though.  


  I'm exhausted. Haven't slept in days. My team needs a good meal and a good night's sleep, and so do I.  


  I've left the Volenfell location with this entry in case you're reading this, Abnaf. Yes, I know you read my journal, you eccentric misfit. And I know you'll be too drunk tomorrow to keep up with the team at dawn. Follow as you can.   


  




The 26th Of First Seed Is Upon Us!


   Anonymous  


   And you know what that means: the Festival of Blades!


  

  Celebrate the defeat of Malooc's Horde in regal style—right here at the Sisters of the Sands, where our cooks' blades are always festive! Our five-drake prix fixe dinner comes with all the festival fixings:  


  — Scuttle Fondue with sandwort croutons  


  — Goatherd and mutton pies, with garnishes of red mushroom and smoked viper  


  — Horker Loaf on a bed of imported scathecraw  


  — A bottle of Gold Coast Muscat to wash it down with  


  — And Caramelized Goat Nibbles for the children!  


  All this, and we still promise to get you out into the street in plenty of time for the Effigy Dismemberment!  


  But we can only seat a limited number of revelers, and time is running out, so get your reservations in before it's too late!  


  Because you don't want to be stuck at home with nothing for the family but mountain jerky or stale toad muffins—not on the Festival of Blades.  


  See you then!   


  




The Adabal-A


   Anonymous  


   Editor's Note: The Adabal-a is traditionally believed to be the memoirs of Morihaus, consort to Alessia the Slave Queen. While this cannot be historically verified, the Adabal-a is certainly among the oldest written accounts to come down to us from the early First Era.


  

  PELINAL'S DEATH  


  And in the blood-floored throne room of White-Gold, the severed head of Pelinal spoke to the winged-bull, Morihaus, demigod lover of Al-Esh, saying, "Our enemies have undone me, and spread my body into hiding. In mockery of divine purpose, the Ayleids cut me into eighths, for they are obsessed with this number."  


  And Morihaus, confused, snorted through his ring, saying, "Your crusades went beyond her counsel, Whitestrake, but I am a bull, and therefore reckless in my wit. I think I would go and gore our prisoners if you had left any alive. You are blood-made-glorious, uncle, and will come again, as fox animal or light. Cyrod is still ours."  


  Then Pelinal spoke again for the last time: "Beware, Morihaus, beware! With the foresight of death I know now that my foe yet lives, bitter knowledge to take to my grave. Better that I had died believing myself the victor. Although cast beyond the doors of night, he will return. Be vigilant! I can no longer shield the host of Men from Umaril's retribution."  


  ALESSIA'S YOUTH DURING THE SLAVE-YEARS  


  Perrif's original tribe is unknown, but she grew up in Sard, anon Sardarvar Leed, where the Ayleids herded in men from across all the Niben: kothri, nede, al-gemha, men-of-'kreath (though these were later known to be imported from the North), keptu, men-of-ge (who were eventually destroyed when the Flower King Nilichi made great sacrifice to an insect god named [lost]), al-hared, men-of-ket, others; but this was Cyrod, the heart of the imperatum saliache, where men knew no freedom, even to keep family, or choice of name except in secret, and so to their alien masters all of these designations were irrelevant.  


  Men were given over to the lifting of stones, and the draining of the fields, and the upkeep of temple and road; or to become art-tortures for strange pleasures, as in the wailing wheels of Vindasel and the gut-gardens of Sercen; and flesh-sculpture, which was everywhere among the slaves of the Ayleids in those days; or, worse, the realms of the Fire King Hadhuul, where the begetting of drugs drawn from the admixture of daedrons into living hosts let one inhale new visions of torment, and children were set aflame for nighttime tiger sport.  


  MORIHAUS EXPLAINS ALESSIA'S NAMES  


  Then Morihaus said to them: "In your tales you have many names for her: Al-Esh, given to her in awe, that when translated sounds like a redundancy, 'the high high', from which come the more familiar corruptions: Aleshut, Esha, Alessia. You knew her as Paravant, given to her when crowned, 'first of its kind', by which the gods meant a mortal worthy of the majesty that is killing-questing-healing, which is also Paraval, Pevesh, Perrethu, Perrif, and, in my case, for it is what I called her when we were lovers: Paravania."  


  "Though she is gone to me, she remains bathed in stars, first Empress, Lady of Heaven, Queen-ut-Cyrod."  


  And they considered themselves full-answered, and departed.   


  




The Alik'r (Second Era)


   Enric Milres 


   I might never have gone to the Alik'r Desert had I not met Weltan in a little tavern in Sentinel. Weltan is a Redguard poet whose verse I had read, but only in translation. He chooses to write in the old language of the Redguards, not in Tamrielic. I once asked him why.


  

  "The Tamrielic word for the divinely rich child of rot, silky, pressed sour milk is ... cheese," said Weltan, a huge smile spreading like a tide over his lampblack face. "The Old Redguard word for it is mluo. Tell me, if you were a poet fluent in both languages, which word would you use?"  


  I am a child of the cities, and I would tell him tales of the noise and corruption, wild nights and energy, culture and decadence. He listened with awed appreciation of the city of my birth: white-marbled Imperial City where all the citizenry are convinced of their importance because of the proximity of the Emperor and the lustration of the streets. They say that a beggar on the boulevards of the Imperial City is a man living in a palace. Over spiced ale, I regaled Weltan with descriptions of the swarming marketplace of Riverhold; of dark, brooding Mournhold; of the mold-encrusted villas of Lilmoth; the wonderful, dangerous alleys of Helstrom; the stately avenues of grand old Solitude. For all this, he marvelled, inquired, and commented.  


  "I feel as if I know your home, the Alik'r Desert, from your poems even though I've never been there." I told him.  


  "Oh, but you don't. No poem can express the Alik'r. It may prepare you for a visit far better than the best guide book can. But if you want to know Tamriel and be a true citizen of the planet, you must go and feel the desert yourself."  


  It took me a little over a year to break off engagements, save money (my greatest challenge), and leave the urban life for the Alik'r Desert. I brought several books of Weltan's poems as my travel guide.  


  "A sacred flame rises above the fire, The ghosts of great men and women without names, Cities long dead rise and fall in the flame, The Dioscori Song of Revelation, Bursting walls and deathless rock, Fiery sand that heals and destroys."  


  These first six lines from my friend's "On the Immortality of Dust" prepared me for my first image of the Alik'r Desert, though they hardly do it justice. My poor pen cannot duplicate the severity, grandeur, ephemera and permanence of the Alik'r.  


  All the principalities and boundaries the nations have placed on the land dissolve under the moving sand in the desert. I could never tell if I was in Antiphyllos or Bergama, and few of the inhabitants could tell me. For them, and so it came to me, we were simply in the Alik'r. No. We are part of the Alik'r. That is closer to the philosophy of the desert people.  


  I saw the sacred flame of which Weltan wrote on my first morning in the desert: a vast, red mist that seemed to come from the deep mystery of Tamriel. Long before the noon sun, the mist had disappeared. Then I saw the cities of Weltan. The ruins of the Alik'r rise from the sand by one blast of the unbounded wind and are covered by the next. Nothing in the desert lasts, but nothing dies forever.  


  At daylight, I hid myself in tents, and thought about the central character of the Redguards that would cause them to adopt this savage, eternal land. They are warriors by nature. As a group, there are none better.  


  Nothing for them has worth unless they have struggled for it. No one fought them for the desert, but the Alik'r is a great foe. The battle goes on. It is a war without rancor, a holy war in the sense the phrase should always imply.  


  By night, I could contemplate the land itself in its relative serenity. But the serenity was superficial. The stones themselves burned with a heat and a light that comes not from the sun, nor the moons Jone and Jode. The power of the stones comes from the beat of the heart of Tamriel itself.  


  Two years I spent in the Alik'r.  


  As write this, I am back in Sentinel. We are at war with the Ebonheart Pact and the Aldmeri Dominion. All my fellow poets, writers, and artists are despondent for the greed and pride that brought these people into battle. It is a low point, a tragedy. In the words of Old Redguard, an ajcea, a spiral down.  


  Yet, I cannot be sorrowful. In the years I spent in the glories of the Alik'r, I have seen the eternal stones that live on while men go dead. I have found my inner eye in the tractless, formless, changeless and changeable land. Inspiration and hope, like the stones of the desert, are eternal though men be not.   


  




The All Knowing Hist


   Anonymous  


   The Hist knows all.


  

  Only trust those born from the Hist.  


  The Hist will lead us to victory.   


  




The All-Beneficent King Fahara-Jad


   Anonymous  


   Chapter One: Of His Laudable Youth


  

  Wherein is related, O Happy Audience, the tale of His Majesty's thrice-blessed life, including an account of His Majesty's rise to the Throne of Sentinel, which tale is exemplary, and mention of some of His Majesty's excellences and virtues, which are numberless.  


  Know, O Beloved Reader, that the lineage of our Auspicious King is both noble and royal, descending patrilinearly from Makala, from Ja-Fr, yea, even from High King Ar-Azal himself. Likewise matrilinearly his forebears are Grandees of Antiphyllos, including the meritorious Zizzeen of most august memory. Indeed, of the Grandee Zizzeen it was said by the Poet Behrouz that he was of such rectitude that, when he in error entered the Ladies' Bath-House, he forthwith put out both his eyes, lest he commit an indecency.  


  (As to High King Ar-Azal, the Curious Delver has but to seek out the tome "The Worthy Ar-Azal, His Deeds.")  


  Now when the All-Beneficent King Fahara'jad was but a Prince in Antiphyllos, on a day of days he did hunt birds in the Garden of the Grandees with his Ivory Bow, and by happenstance he saw a great Crow alight in a fig tree. And Prince Fahara'jad vowed, "By Onsi's bright blade, I shall slay me this Crow!" And he did nock an Ivory Arrow to the Ivory Bow and let fly, and lo, the Crow was taken in the eye and did die of the instant.  


  Then dropped from the sky a hideous Hagraven, with a cursing of curses, and the she-daemon menaced the Young Prince with unclean talons, crying, "You have slain the child of my bosom, and must die the death therefore! In sooth, I shall pluck out your eyes and partake of them like grapes!" And screaming a great scream, she clawed at the Prince's orbs of vision.  


  Then did a beam of golden light shine down from the heavens, and striding upon it as if upon a bright blade came down the Ever-Glorious Onsi, crying, "Hold, Creature of Evil." And he smote off the Hagraven's claws, which fell upon the ground like hail, and the she-daemon fell likewise and commenced to grovel unto the god and beg for mercy. And Onsi spake, saying, "Pleas shall avail you not, shrill virago, for you have threatened the Fateful Prince, whom it is my special care to foster and protect. For this noble stripling is the Fahara'jad whom prophesy foretells shall lead our people in the Years of Peril, and so you must needs die." And he struck off her head.  


  And the Prince, sore amazed, did cover both his eyes, and when he dared to look again, both god and she-daemon were gone. Thus the Prince did misdoubt his own eyes, and hurried to the Holy Temple where he related all that had occurred to the Priest of Onsi. And the Priest deemed his seeing a True Seeing. And this was the first of the Prophesies of Monarchy.   


  




The Amplification Crystals


   Anonymous  


   Once the amplification crystals are in place we can begin the process. The amplification crystals are only needed for the possession of Greenhill. Once the dro-m'Athra have gained their foothold here, the artifact will allow them to spread their influence throughout all of Reaper's March.


  

  Still, we should try to keep the crystals active for as long as we can. The more villagers the dro-m'Athra can possess, the quicker they will be able to spread their influence.   


  




The Amronal's Spell


   Anonymous  


   Who has seen the Amronal of Valenwood?


  

  I thought I saw her drifting toward me,  


  like a woman I knew a long time ago.  


  But that was a different place,  


  much colder and not nearly so full of trees.  


  That was before I opened my eyes and shook off the sleep.  


  Now I walk the forest, not as a hunter,  


  but as a prey, hoping for a hunter,  


  hoping to be tracked, caught, and killed.  


  Wispmother, ethereal and strange,  


  do not be a ghost to me.  


  Snow Elf, do not be a legend.  


  Release me from this restless enchantment,  


  wrap me in your spell,  


  and let the last word on my lips be your name:  


  Amronal.   


  




The Amulet Of Kings


   Wenengrus Monhona 


   In the first years of the First Era, a powerful race of Elves called the Ayleids, or the Heartland High Elves, ruled central Tamriel with an iron hand. The high and haughty Ayleids relied on their patrons, the treacherous Daedra Lords, to provide armies of daedra and dead spirits; with these fearless magical armies, the Ayleids preyed without mercy upon the young races of men, slaughtering or enslaving them at their whim.


  

  On behalf of the suffering human races, St. Alessia, the first in the line of Cyrodiils, sought the aid of Akatosh, the Dragon God of Time, and ruler of the noble Aedra. Akatosh, looking with pity upon the plight of men, drew precious blood from his own heart, and blessed St. Alessia with this blood of Dragons, and made a Covenant that so long as Alessia's generations were true to the dragon blood, Akatosh would endeavor to seal tight the Gates of Oblivion, and to deny the armies of daedra and undead to their enemies, the Daedra-loving Ayleids.  


  In token of this Covenant, Akatosh gave to Alessia and her descendants the Amulet of Kings and the Eternal Dragonfires of the Imperial City. Thus does Alessia become the first gem in the Cyrodilic Amulet of Kings. The gem is the Red Diamond in the middle of the Amulet. This is the Symbol of the Empire and later taken as the symbol of the Septim line. It is surrounded by eight other gems, one for each of the divines.  


  So long as the Empire shall maintain its worship of Akatosh and his kin, and so long as Alessia's heirs shall bear the Amulet of Kings, Akatosh and his divine kin maintain a strong barrier between Tamriel and Oblivion, so that mortal man need never again fear the devastating summoned hosts of the Daedra Lords.  


  But if the Empire should slacken in its dedication to the Nine Divines, or if the blood of Alessia's heirs should fail, then shall the barriers between Tamriel and the Daedric realms fall, and Daedra-worshippers might summon lesser Daedra and undead spirits to trouble the races of men.  


  




The Ancient Eye


   Fiirenir of the Mages Guild  


   I've studied the Eye for something like half my life. We know what it does. Its a defensive weapon of incredible power.


  

  We know how the magical crystals fit into the sconces. They glow brightly when properly slotted.  


  What we don't know is how it works. Scholars from far and wide have come to our town, examined the magical interlacing, and gone away shaking their heads. Where does the device store its energy? How does it focus that beam? What coalesces the fire?  


  Truly the ancients were head and shoulders above the abilities of modern sages.   


  




The Apprentice's God


   Anonymous  


   Penitent, revel in the presence of the sacred ring: Syrabane. The Warlock Lord of the Divines, the ancient source of wizardly wisdom. He who fought against the depredations of the Sload and the plague of the Before Times.


  

  To complete your venerations here, intone: "By Apprentice be blessed and by Apprentice be praised. Honor to the Warlock-God and the Sacred Ring."   


  




The Arena!


   Emingil  


   Drilegur! I just found out that there's a huge exhibition planned at Thizrinni Arena next week. They're importing a whole pack of frost trolls and they're going to let the arena hopefuls try fight them until all the trolls, or all the fighters, are dead!


  

  It's going to be a bloodbath! We have to go!  


  — Emingil   


  




The Argonian Maid - An Oral Tradition


   Telenger the Artificer 


   Recently I attended a stage production called "The Lusty Argonian Maid." Bawdy, delightful, and filled with innuendo, I am surprised it was never presented in this form before.


  

  According to my research, "The Lusty Argonian Maid" has its origins in a long line of tales told by traveling bards, each with a slightly different title and premise, but the same end result: a female innocent succumbs to the charms of a dominant, married male character.  


  In the south, the tale was occasionally presented as "The Lusty Bosmeri," and "Two Moons for Sugar." I've also heard "Shornhelm's Lusty Orifice," "The Sandy Spear of Alik'r," and "The Maiden's Tight Hold" in taverns across the north and northwest.  


  In a stage play, each of the character archetypes is brought to life before the audience. Unless the acting is superb, the subject matter can come off flat and uninspired. Also, a play takes away from the verbal dexterity exhibited by a bard such as the legendary Khajiit, Tale-Singer. The feline bard described the various ploys used by the man to bring the maiden to her knees in a way that made one's pulse race and breath quicken, wondering what would come next.  


  Indeed, much of the "Argonian Maid" borrows heavily from Tale-Singer's songs (uncredited, but naturally I recognized them immediately), in which the maiden helps the male with a spear, a loaf of bread, and a spilt flask of coconut milk.  


  Fortunately, the players in the current production of "The Lusty Argonian Maid" are excellent, bringing this age-old tale to new heights. The reference to the Spear of the Hunter would bring laughter to the most sullen. And the wheel of cheese ... well, I've never seen this variant before, but it was truly inspired!  


  I foresee this play will outlive its humble beginnings as a fireside amusement to become a choice bit of frivolous entertainment for generations to come.   


  




The Argonian Mating Ritual


   Valrendil of the Crystal Tower  


   by Valrendil of the Crystal Tower, Research-Appointee to the Thalmor


  

  I shall endeavor to shed light on these most mysterious creatures, the Argonians, paying particular attention to their mating rituals.  


  Many speak in whispers of the Hist, a faceless entity with whom all Argonians claim bonds. According to legend, the Hist lives at the heart of Black Marsh in a tree that routinely walks the lands, patrolling its borders.  


  Some say the wandering Hist is a metaphor for the Argonian condition. Doomed to toil amongst the fetid swamps, they desire a way out of their misery. Somehow the Argonians continue to survive, their numbers neither rising nor falling regardless of adversity.  


  The lizard-folk view mating as a simple call to procreation by their leader, the Hist. To participate in this annual event, Argonians travel to the town of Hissmir and engage in several trials. The trial winners are allowed to mate, while losers must return the following year.  


  Though I was unable to observe this year's trials, I hope to attend next year in order to learn more about these strange and sub-Elven reptilians.   


  




The Art And The Madness V.1


   The Hollow Voice 


   Though powerful masters of necromancy can reanimate subjects long dead, most practitioners require a fresh subject. This often means most novices require a subject that has passed no more than three days prior. Attempting to raise minions without the proper knowledge of and training in the necromantic arts can result in an incomplete binding of the soul.


  

  The subsequent breaking of the master and minion relationship can be dire for the hapless novice necromancer.   


  




The Art Of Crafting


   Defessus Lector 


   The Art of Crafting: The Basics


  

  Bardus,  


  Your father still hasn't forgiven you for destroying his prized beehives when you decided to use them as practice targets for your sword thrusts. If I remember correctly, the incident required you to spend three days in the healer's tent. And still you didn't learn a thing.  


  Your mother, likewise, hasn't forgotten the episode with the serving maid and the love potion. The poor lass has to shave her back every full moon.  


  So, martial and magical training are out of the question. Your parents have now charged me to educate you in the virtues of tradecraft. They hope that with this basic knowledge (and a large honorarium) they can apprentice you to a master crafter. I have written this primer to reinforce today's lesson and to provide you with something you can review at your leisure.  


  All tradecrafts follow the same fundamental principles. Whether you intend to bake a pie, forge a sword, or craft and enchantment, the methodology is the same.  


  In any tradecraft, you combine two or more ingredients to create a single superior product. This is not like the time you tried to smash two pony guar together to make a larger pack guar. You must combine the correct ingredients and use the correct tools: a hammer and anvil, mortar and pestle, or cauldron and fire, depending on the craft. Only then can you succeed.  


  Most crafted items require at least two ingredients. For example, a sword needs smelted iron for the blade and tanned leather for the hilt. Potions require dried flowers and pure water. Enchantments need gems and setting materials.  


  You must gather the raw ingredients from the wilderness or, knowing your approach to everything you do, find them in an unattended crate.  


  Next, the raw ingredients must be refined. Smelt the ore into ingots, spin the raw cotton into cloth, and cut and polish the gems. Then, at your workbench, you can create something your father might actually be proud of.  


  With basic ingredients you can craft basic items. You can create improved items by increasing the quantity and quality of ingredients. As you discovered last year, a ten-pound sledge is more effective in smashing your mother's urns than a one-pound hammer -- though, as you learned, the ten-pound sledge is also more difficult to control.  


  To solve this problem, tradecrafters infuse their ingredients with additives. Resins and oils make wood more supple and strong. A dash of Imp Stool makes a health potion more effective. (Wipe that smirk from you face. You know I was talking about the mushroom, young man.)  


  Additives also interact with each other to imbue a crafter item with magical properties. It requires three different additives for a magical effect to take hold. What combinations of additives produce what effects we shall save for another lesson.  


  (Note to Self: Edit this before delivering it to the young master.)  


  The Art of Crafting: Research and Learning  


  Bardus,  


  You are, no doubt, celebrating my sudden turn to ill health. I don't believe that you purposefully poisoned me with that sweet roll you made, only because I don't believe you have the skill to make anything on purpose.  


  Never-the-less this brush with death has brought one element of your education to the fore. An element that I have avoided to broach because, to be frank, my lack of success in teaching you has provided me a well paying job, courtesy of your parents.  


  I speak of how to improve yourself in your chosen skill.  


  In the end it is the responsibility of each crafter to train themselves. Most craftmasters just allow their apprentices to use their tools in exchange for work. They do not share their secrets. So what to do once I am gone? Well the traditional way is to make something and then test it until it falls apart. Then you see where the item failed and the next time you make it avoid that mistake.  


  Of course making the same thing over and over, only to destroy it, really doesn't improve your skill very much. It also fills the store room with broken iron daggers.  


  The key is to gain examples of other's works, and see how they made them. See their points of failure and compare them to how you make the same item. And then make them better.  


  That is how you learn, both in crafting and in life. Study and research your failures and the failures of others. Take those lessons to heart and apply them the next time you craft something or solve a problem.  


  And of course this philosophy fits in well with your own destructive personality. I am sure you will do well.  


  Crafting: Tempers and Tannins  


  Bardus,  


  Today's lesson is about the tempers and tannins used by armorers and weaponsmiths. As you have noticed while hiding from the nightwatch in your father's armory, each race has its own style of arms and armor: for example, Redguard swords are curved, while Dunmeri leathers are smoky blue. These different styles are achieved by the use of tempers and tannins.  


  Tempers and tannins are used by the crafter to balance hardness and resilience in armor and weapons. A hardened sword can hold a sharper edge, but might shatter when struck. A flexible blade will bend rather than break but cannot hold much of an edge. Thus weaponsmiths use tempters in their quenching troughs to strike a balance between the two.  


  Likewise a leather chestpiece can be treated to be as rigid as a board, able to turn an assassin's knife -- but if it is too rigid, the wearer is unable to turn his body. Thus, armorers use tannins on leathers and fabrics to strike a balance between stiffness and flexibility.  


  What does this have to do with the look of a Redguard sword or Dunmeri leather? If only you had asked that question in your lessons rather than daydreaming about impressing the scullery maid with that wisp of a mustache.  


  The tempers and tannins used by each race also imbue them with basic properties that are characteristic of the race's gear. The flexibility that must be forge into the curve Redguard swords is achieved by adding Yokudan sands to the smith's quenching trough. Likewise the distinctive bluish sheen of Dunmeri leather is achieved by using Volcanic Ash-based tannin.  


  The only race that does not employ tempers and tannins is the Argonian. Culturally they cling to their ancient methods of crafting armor and weapons. Before they were enslaved by the Dark Elves, Argonians used flints and feathers to enhance their obsidian axes and padded armors, rather than metals and leathers. When the first Argonian flint axe shattered on the iron breastplate of a Dunmeri warrior, they started to change. Their adoption of modern methods came too late to stop the enslavement of their race, by change they eventually did.  


  Argonian weapons and armor now use traditional metals, leathers and cloth as their bases. But Argonian smiths decorate them with ancient materials, such as flints and feathers, to honor their ancestors. The Wood Elves of Valenwood also decorate their armor with bone for the same reason, but they have always used iron and other metals in their weapons and armor, which explains why their tribes avoid the enslavement visited on the Lizard-Folk.    


  




The Art Of Kwama Egg Cooking


   Belami Llevarso 


   An Introduction


  

  Kwama eggs have always been a Dunmeri delicacy, though I've heard they've found their way into Imperial kitchens, too. (Who knows what grisly dishes that lot would make with Kwama eggs? Would they stuff chickens with them? Poach them and put them in a bap? They are a disdainful people, and they make disdainful food.)  


  To cook a Kwama egg with any measure of success is to master the sharp, sour flavor, and the gummy texture. Kwama eggs are similar to Scrib jelly in this way, and many a young chef (even Dunmeri chefs whose elders should have better taught them) has attempted to mask the eggs behind other ingredients, to camouflage the perceived unpleasantness. This is an abominable practice. A chef should never apologize for a Kwama egg in her dishes by sweetening or embittering them. If the dish is properly prepared, supporting the Kwama eggs' natural qualities, a cultured diner will embrace the meal in all its pungent glory.  


  But what does that preparation entail? Only a Dunmer could tell you. Because only the Dunmer have the lifetimes of experience necessary to call ourselves culinary masters of the Kwama egg. It was we who first tamed the Kwama, after all.  


  I, in turn, have spent a large portion of my years (of which there are many) immersing myself in the art. I have served Kwama eggs to peasants and paupers, Grandmasters and Grandmistresses, and delighted them all. And you, dear reader, will find within these volumes the combined knowledge of my entire career. It takes a lifetime of cooking Kwama eggs to truly understand the subtle, but brilliant differences between the various methods of preparation, and I have catalogued them all here—all the ones of worth, at least. Follow these recipes exactly. Just as a mage should hesitate to improvise in her spell-casting, lest she find a Daedra in her drawing room, the Kwama egg chef should not stray from the paths I've laid out here—painstakingly crafted from years of trial and error.  


  Believe me—if it works, I've found it.  


  And put that moon sugar away. You'll insult the eggs.   


  




The Artisan's Letters


   The Artisan 


   I have stolen your most precious possession. Come to the bank at dawn in a fortnight's time and I will demand my boon for its return. If you tell anyone of the contents of this message, consider your possession forfeit.


  

  — The Artisan   


  




The Assassin Of Alik'r


   Anonymous  


   A Shadowscale goes where ordered to do what's needed. We mete out justice for those who are unable to do so themselves. Our goal is swift death, for torture is generally frowned upon.


  

  I asked for a new assignment, one different from my last in Alik'r. Even now, I taste the bitter salt of its desolate shore; feel the sting of sand blowing into my eyes.  


  And I can still hear the screams.  


  Does one know how to be an assassin from birth? For me, it was foretold, and I felt strength flow from this knowledge. All I learned, all I experienced would fulfill my destiny.  


  Transgessors must be punished. There are laws which must be upheld. Betrayal cannot be forgiven. There is gold to be made.  


  But Alik'r was different. I watched the convicted ones for several days, tracking them across the supposedly untrackable wastelands they call deserts. My chance came near the crest of a ridge overlooking the sea.  


  "We're safe now," she said, her voice filled with hope.  


  "We will never be safe," he replied bitterly.  


  I slipped my blade from its sheath and started forward, when I heard the wind change in the skies above us, and slid back into shadow.  


  Harpies! Their foul-smelling wings spread wide, they circled the oblivious pair, slave-traders and lovers not meant to slake their desires, silhouettes against the bright starlit sky.  


  They screamed as the beast-women struck them with their claws, raking razor-sharp fingernails through soft Dunmeri flesh. The harpies toyed with their victims, mocking their cries in whatever garbled tongue passes for their language.  


  I waited to ensure their deaths before I left. It wasn't the end they were meant to have, but what does it matter? Death comes to us all, unbidden, unlooked-for, and occasionally, from above.   


  




The Ballad Of Dorzogg The Gutter-King


   Shei-Beekus the Would-Be Bard  


   He never owned a castle,


  

   Yet he always wore a crown,  


   And he loved the skeevers and the cut-purses all the same,  


   He never lorded over but he always lorded true,  


   With a dozen trusty knights by his side,  


   They entered the Arena and won against all odds,  


   And the legend of Dorzogg the Gutter-King spread far and wide   


  




The Ballad Of Navid The Singer


   Anonymous  


   In old Ra Gada days


  

  When Forebears came ashore  


  Among them were sword-singers  


  According to the lore  


  At fore were Yaghoub's Thirteen  


  Noble Ansei all  


  One there was named Navid  


  This song is of his fall  


  Navid loved Sayeedeh  


  Sayeedeh loved him not  


  Her heart was pledged to Ihlqub  


  The Thirteen's finest shot  


  As Ihlqub plied his bow  


  In practice on the beach  


  Navid approached with empty hands  


  Until he was in reach  


  While Ihlqub faced the target  


  Navid called up his shehai  


  Slew his love's love with sacred sword  


  And watched his rival die  


  Back to Yaghoub's beachhead  


  Went into his tent  


  Fell for shame on his own sword  


  Dishonor thus was spent   


  




The Ballad Of Skall Skullsplitter


   Skald Skullsplitter 


   My songs are sung in drinking halls


  

  From Winterhold to Daggerfall.  


  Buy me some ale! I'll drink it all  


  For I don't sing for free!  


  The dragons left Nirn long ago  


  A tale of vast and cosmic woe  


  You might expect them back, but no,  


  They're all afraid of me!  


  I challenged a titanic Orc,  


  For his great blade and priceless torc,  


  Then asked if he would taste like pork  


  He dropped his sword to flee!  


  I met a fair young maiden Elf,  


  Who kept my sonnets on a shelf,  


  I showed her a few things myself  


  Now her kids look like me!  


  I met a Bosmer on a road  


  A vicious freak in mud and woad  


  I bellowed like a monstrous toad.  


  He promptly climbed a tree!  


  I faced a strong young strapping lad  


  Who swore I was his long lost Dad  


  I must say that is quite too bad  


  I swear it wasn't me!  


  A great Dwemer automaton,  


  Confronted me upon a lawn  


  I told him where the Dwarves had gone  


  Then threw it in the sea!  


  A Redguard's deadly with a blade,  


  That's curved, like all the swords they've made  


  But they're too dull to cut my braids,  


  They're not as sharp as me!  


  Through Tamriel, I've fought them all,  


  In darkest caves, by city walls  


  No place is grand as this great hall  


  Now have a drink or three!  


  And raise a mug with me!  


  Make sure I drink for free!   


  




The Barrows Of Westmark Moor


   Sathyr Longleat the Elder  


   The burial grounds of Westmark Moor, known to many as the Sanguine Barrows, have developed an unsavory reputation among locals over the course of their history. The nobles of Rivenspire have buried their departed beneath the gnarled trees here for as long as anyone alive today remembers, laying relatives to rest among centuries-old crypts that have borne witness to corruption, disputes, theft, and worse.


  

  Many prominent northern nobles inter their dead in Westmark's cold earth, including the Dorell, Tamrith, and Montclair families. Though some of these houses have produced Kings and Queens of Shornhelm, those deceased do not rest with their relatives here. Instead, they are transported to join the other monarchs of High Rock in the great cemetery of Cath Bedraud in Glenumbra, per long-standing tradition.  


  Feuds between the houses over the titles to gravesites in the Sanguine Barrows are common. One incident in Mid Year of 2E 551 earned the burial grounds their unfortunate common name. As I recall, it so happened that the Tamrith and Montclair houses both suffered the loss of a family member on the same day. The houses' claims in the barrows bordered one another and had been a source of strife between them for many years. When both funeral processions arrived one morning on the same hill in front of the same gravesite (a highly desirable one with a view of the river), conflict was inevitable.  


  The nobles quarreled for hours and sent servants back and forth for documents, titles, and maps with official claims laid out, but neither house could be convinced to step down. As sunset approached, patience was in short supply. The Montclairs and the Tamriths each blame the other, unsurprisingly, for hurling the insult that provoked the houses into drawing steel, and the Bloody Funeral (as it came to be called) that ensued left a black mark on each house's legacy in the eyes of Rivenspire's people.  


  Looting and desecration are likewise common among the Sanguine Barrows. Though the responsibility of patrolling them belongs to the constabulary of Hoarfrost Downs, the lure of riches is sometimes enough to turn a protector into a criminal, or at least enough to turn his head and allow entry to the tombs. More than once, a King or Queen of Shornhelm has ordered a hanging to set an example against such behavior.  


  Despite these harsh consequences, a new defacement or theft still seems to follow nearly every noble burial. In fact, it has only been a few years since the Tamriths were scandalized when an entire crypt was found empty one morning of everything—bodies and all. The thieves were never found, and as to why they'd take the bodies with their loot, well, we'd all prefer not to think of it.  


  The Sanguine Barrows have seen more than their share of villainy and conflict throughout the years, and earned their name many times over. I sincerely hope that no more tales of violence or robbery shall need to be added to this record, and that the nobles still buried there may rest peacefully for ages to come.   


  




The Bastard's Tomb


   Taleon Mythmaker 


   In life, Yoregg Grass-Grazer was a rogue and a scoundrel. He made a fortune, first as a bandit and a raider, and later as a landowner and businessman. In all of his roles, he more than earned the name he was given—Yoregg the Bastard. By all accounts, he relished the name, and even had it applied to his tomb when his long and vile life finally came to an end. This is the tale of how that came to be.


  

  Yoregg the Bastard was among the oldest men in Windhelm, but he was as strong and as vigorous as anyone half his age. He owned many of the shops and market stalls in the city, as well as the tavern, the stables, and most of the farms beyond the western walls. But "own" might be too soft a word. Yoregg ruled over his holdings with as much power and authority as any thane or jarl in the land. If you worked for Yoregg, he treated you little better than a servant or a slave, and if you rented land from him, he made sure you acted as a humble vassal in his vaunted presence.  


  In other words, he was a pure and total bastard.  


  While Yoregg continued to fortify his fortune and terrorize the people beholden to him, he also began work on his tomb. He chose a location far to the southeast, in the region where he made his first fortune as a bandit and a raider when he was a very young man. The old hide-out that he used as a headquarters in those days of pillaging and plunder was located within a series of caves in the mountains separating southern Eastmarch from the Rift. He hired the talented stoneworker, Shreg Rock-Fingers, to turn the unadorned caves into a suitable resting place for the Bastard. She didn't disappoint.  


  When Yoregg traveled to the tomb to see what Shreg had accomplished, he made one of the few blatant mistakes of his life. And it was a mistake that was about to cost him dearly. The truth was, Shreg had a grudge against the Bastard. Of course, almost everyone who had ever met the Bastard had a grudge or a grievance or an ax to grind with the intolerable man. But Shreg's grudge was personal and deep seated.  


  Yoregg had squeezed gold from Shreg's parents for decades while they toiled and worked the farm he rented to them. She remembered how they suffered, but rarely complained. How almost every coin they earned had to go to the Bastard to pay off their debt. But it was never enough. And when Mother fell sick, Shreg could only watch as Yoregg and his goons unceremoniously tossed her family from their land for failing to make their regular payments. On that day, Shreg swore she would find a way to make the Bastard suffer.  


  Yoregg was thrilled with the work Shreg had done on the tomb. It was regal and vast, and it appealed to his overblown sense of self-worth and status. He adored the raised dais and the altar that were the focal point of the main burial chamber, and the high ceiling above gave the place a majestic air that played to the Bastard's ego. "Yes," he declared, "this will do nicely."  


  Shreg led the old man to an open sarcophagus made of chisiled stone that stood upright against one wall. "Would you care to step inside, my lord," Shreg asked as innocently as she could manage, "so that I can take an accurate measure?" Yoregg beamed. He couldn't wait to step inside the ornate stone casket. But Yoregg was still a big man, even at his advanced age, and the inside of the box was tight and snug.  


  "Squeeze in, my lord," Shreg said, shoving at one of Yoregg's broad shoulders. Finally, after a bit of a struggle and some judicious contortions by the old man, Shreg was able to swing the massive lid of the sarcophagus closed.  


  "How does it feel, my lord?" Shreg asked sweetly.  


  "It's a bit cramped," Yoregg admitted. "And very dark."  


  "Just like your soul, my lord," Shreg shouted, making sure he could hear her through the stone.  


  "Excuse me? What did you say?" Yoregg demanded, his voice reflecting confusion and anger and a slight hint of blossoming fear.  


  "This is for my parents, you bastard," Shreg declared as she sealed the lid of the sarcophagus. "Enjoy your eternal rest, my lord."  


  Shreg could hear the Bastard's cries echo through the chambers as she exited the tomb. She hoped it took him a long, long time to die.  


  




The Battle Of Glenumbria Moors


   Anonymous  


   Who took up their arms that winter dawn,


  

  Who to Glenumbria came  


  To raise their hand,  


  'Gainst tyrants stand  


  And to die in freedom's name?  


  Who stood on the field upon that hour,  


  Who answered Direnni's call?  


  Men Breton-born all came that morn  


  To defend the land for all.  


  CHORUS:  


  Rise, rise to freedom rise,  


  Arise ye Breton sons and daughters!  


  Ride, ride to freedom ride,  


  Truth and glory to the brave!  


  And when the battle it was joined  


  Alessians three to one,  


  The sky lit bright  


  With magic's light  


  And with magic it was won.  


  For all they stood on blessed ground  


  Whence all her power came  


  The rocks would yield  


  What might they wield  


  All in Direnni's name.  


  CHORUS REPRISE  


  So children of this Breton land  


  Ye best remember well  


  All those who for High Rock stood  


  Brian, Ancois, Rielle;  


  Men of the north,  


  All who stood forth  


  Till all oppressors fell.   


  




The Battle Of Orsinium


   Bangor the Liar 


   "It is simple... they are not gods at all."


  

  The battle for Orsinium raged on. The clans, already reeling from the surprise attack, retreated into the temple as the Bretons finally broke through the walls and swarmed into the city. The clan chiefs knew that if they did not escape soon, they would die inside their beloved temple.  


  As they latched the temple doors behind them, the high chief turned and gave instructions to his oldest son. "You need to open the way to the tunnels beneath the temple by setting the pillars correctly. Remember these words and the way will be opened."  


  And with that, the high chief spoke the following words. "My eyes gaze upon the battlefield", but I feel calm. To my right, Clan Luccin fights with ferocity and keeps our enemy at bay. To my left, Clan Bragosh serves as our shield, protecting us from sights unseen. And above, Clan Ruskahr guards the hills, bows at the ready."  


  It was now up to the high chief's son. He had to remember the words, to call upon his knowledge of the clans and their symbols, or the tunnels would never open and the Orc clans would fall. He could not let that happen.   


  




The Battle Of Red Mountain


   Vivec  


   (The following is a transcript of the words of Lord Vivec himself.)


  

  The Battle of Red Mountain  


  and  


  the Rise and Fall of the Tribunal  


  [The following is a transcript of the words of Lord Vivec, addressed to a Dissident Priest, Malur Omayn, who confronted Vivec with the Ashlander traditions surrounding the Battle of Red Mountain and with prophecies of the Nerevarine, and to unnamed magistrates of the Inquisition who joined Vivec in interrogating the Dissident Priest.]  


  Who can clearly recall the events of the distant past. But you have asked me to tell you, in my own words, the events surrounding the Battle of Red Mountain, the birth of the Tribunal, and the prophecies of a Nerevar reborn. Here is what I can tell you.  


  When the Chimer first abandoned the herds and tents of their nomadic ancestors, and built the first Great Houses, we loved the Daedra, and worshipped them as gods. But our brethren, the Dwemer, scorned the Daedra, and mocked our foolish rituals, and preferred instead their gods of Reason and Logic. So the Chimer and Dwemer were always at bitter war, until the Nords came and invaded Resdayn. Only then did the Chimer and Dwemer put away their strife and join together to cast out the invaders.  


  Once the Nords were driven out, General Nerevar of the Chimer and General Dumac of the Dwemer, who had come to love and respect one another, resolved to make peace between their peoples. In that time I was but a junior counselor to Nerevar, and Nerevar's queen, Almalexia, and his other favorite counselor, Sotha Sil, always doubted that such a peace might long survive, given the bitter disputes between Chimer and Dwemer, but by negotiation and compromise, Nerevar and Dumac somehow managed to preserve a fragile peace.  


  But when Dagoth Ur, Lord of House Dagoth, and trusted as a friend by both Nerevar and the Dwemer, brought us proof that High Engineer Kagrenac of the Dwemer had discovered the Heart of Lorkhan, and that he had learned how to tap its powers, and was building a new god, a mockery of Chimer faith and a fearsome weapon, we all urged Nerevar to make war on the Dwarves and to destroy this threat to Chimer beliefs and security. Nerevar was troubled. He went to Dumac and asked if what Dagoth Ur said was true. But Kagrenac took great offense, and asked whom Nerevar thought he was, that he might presume to judge the affairs of the Dwemer.  


  Nerevar was further troubled, and made pilgrimage to Holamayan, the sacred temple of Azura, and Azura confirmed that all that Dagoth Ur said was indeed true and that the creation of a New God of the Dwemer should be prevented at all costs. When Nerevar came back and told us what the goddess had said, we felt our judgements confirmed, and again counseled him to war, chiding Nerevar for his naive trust in friendship, and reminding Nerevar of his duty to protect the faith and security of the Chimer against the impiety and dangerous ambitious of the Dwemer.  


  Then Nerevar went back to Vvardenfell one last time, hoping that negotiations and compromise might once again preserve the peace. But this time the friends Nerevar and Dumac quarreled bitterly, and as a result, the Chimer and Dwemer went to war.  


  The Dwemer were well-defended by their fortress at Red Mountain, but Nerevar's cunning drew most of Dumac's armies out into the field and pinned them there, while Nerevar, Dagoth Ur, and a small group of companions could make their way into the Heart Chamber by secret means. There, Nerevar the Chimer King met Dumac the Dwarf King and they both collapsed from grievous wounds and draining magics. With Dumac fallen, and threatened by Dagoth Ur and others, Kagrenac turned his tools upon the Heart, and Nerevar said he saw Kagrenac and all his Dwemer companions at once disappear from the world. In that instant, Dwemer everywhere disappeared without a trace. But Kagrenac's tools remained, and Dagoth Ur seized them, and he carried them to Nerever, saying, "That fool Kagrenac has destroyed his own people with these things. We should destroy them, right away, lest they fall into the wrong hands."  


  But Nerevar was resolved to confer with his queen and his generals, who had foreseen that this war would come and whose counsel he would not ignore again. "I will ask the Tribunal what we shall do with them, for they have had wisdom in the past that I had not. Stay here, loyal Dagoth Ur, until I return." So Nerevar told Dagoth Ur to protect the tools and the Heart Chamber until he returned.  


  Then Nerevar was carried to us where we waited on the slopes of Red Mountain, and he told us all that had transpired under Red Mountain. What Nerevar had said was that the Dwemer had used special tools to turn their people into immortals and that the Heart of Lorkhan held wondrous powers. [Only later did we hear from others present that Dagoth Ur had thought the Dwemer destroyed, not made immortal. And no one knows for sure what really happened there.]  


  After hearing Nerevar, we gave our counsel as he requested, proposing, "We should preserve these tools in trust for the welfare of the Chimer people. And who knows, perhaps the Dwemer are not gone forever, but merely transported to some distant realm, from which they may some day return to threaten our security once again. Therefore, we need to keep these tools, to study them and their principles, so that we may be safe in future generations."  


  And though Nerevar voiced his grave misgivings, he was willing to be ruled by our counsel, under one condition: that we all together should swear a solemn oath upon Azura that the tools would never be used in the profane manner that the Dwemer had intended. We all readily agreed, and swore solemn oaths at Nerevar's dictation.  


  So then we went with Nerevar back into Red Mountain and met with Dagoth Ur. Dagoth Ur refused to deliver the tools to us, saying they were dangerous, and we could not touch them. Dagoth Ur seemed to be irrational, insisting that only he could be trusted with the tools, and then we guessed that he had somehow been affected by his handling of the tools, but now I feel sure that he had privately learned the powers of the tools, and had in some confused way decided he must have them for himself. Then Nerevar and our guard resorted to force to secure the tools. Somehow Dagoth Ur and his retainers escaped, but we gained the tools, and delivered them to Sotha Sil for study and safe-keeping.  


  For some years we kept the oaths we swore to Azura with Nerevar, but during that time, in secret, Sotha Sil must have studied the tools and divined their mysteries. And at last he came to us with a vision of a new world of peace, with justice and honor for nobles, and health and prosperity for the commoners, with the Tribunal as immortal patrons and guides. And dedicating ourselves to this vision of a better world, we made a pilgrimage to Red Mountain and transformed ourselves with the power of Kagrenac's tools.  


  And no sooner than we had completed our rituals and begun to discover our new-found powers, the Daedra Lord Azura appeared and cursed us for our foresworn oaths. By her powers of prophecy, she assured us that her champion, Nerevar, true to his oath, would return to punish us for our perfidy, and to make sure such profane knowledge might never again be used to mock and defy the will of the gods. But Sotha Sil said to her, "The old gods are cruel and arbitrary, and distant from the hopes and fears of mer. Your age is past. We are the new gods, born of the flesh, and wise and caring of the needs of our people. Spare us your threats and chiding, inconstant spirit. We are bold and fresh, and will not fear you."  


  And then, in that moment, all Chimer were changed into Dunmer, and our skins turned ashen and our eyes into fire. Of course, we only knew at that time that this had happened to us, but Azura said, "This is not my act, but your act. You have chosen your fate, and the fate of your people, and all the Dunmer shall share your fate, from now to the end of time. You think yourselves gods, but you are blind, and all is darkness." And Azura left us alone, in darkness, and we were all afraid, but we put on brave faces, and went forth from Red Mountain to build the new world of our dreams.  


  And the new world we shaped was glorious and generous, and the worship of the Dunmer fervent and grateful. The Dunmer were at first afraid of their new faces, but Sotha Sil spoke to them, saying that it was not a curse but a blessing, a sign of their changed natures, and sign of the special favor they might enjoy as New Mer, no longer barbarians trembling before ghosts and spirits, but civilized mer, speaking directly to their immortal friends and patrons, the three faces of the Tribunal. And we were all inspired by Sotha Sil's speech and vision, and took heart. And over time, we crafted the customs and institutions of a just and honorable society, and the land of Resdayn knew millennia of peace, equity, and prosperity unknown to other savage races.  


  But beneath Red Mountain, Dagoth Ur had survived. And even as the light of our bold new world shined ever more brightly, beneath Red Mountain, the darkness gathered, a darkness that was close kin to the bright light that Sotha Sil coaxed from the Heart of Lorkhan with the Tools of Kagrenac. As the darkness grew, we fought it, and crafted walls to confine it, but we never could destroy it, for the source of the darkness was the same source as the source of our own divine inspiration.  


  And in these latter days of Morrowind, reduced to a subjugated province of the Western Empire, as the glory of the Temple fades, and the dark tide rises from Red Mountain, we are reminded of Azura and her promised champion's return. We have waited, blind, and in darkness, mere shadows, drained of our ardent vision, in shame of our folly, in fear of our judgement, and in hope of our deliverance. We do not know if the outlander claiming to fulfill the prophecies of the Nerevarine is our old companion Nerevar reborn, or a pawn of the Emperor, or a catspaw of Azura, or some simple twist of fate. But we insist you adhere to Temple doctrine, and conform to the strictures dividing the Hierographa from the Apographa, and that you not speak that which must not be spoken openly. Act as a dutiful priest should, in accordance with your vows of obedience to the canons and archcanons, and all will be forgiven. Defy me, and you will know what it is to stand against a god.  


  -- Vivec   


  




The Battle Of The Ale


   Anonymous  


   I won the battle of the cup today,


  

  I won the battle of the cup!  


  I raised it up,  


  And drank it down —  


  I won the battle of the cup!  


  I won the battle of the jug today,  


  I won the battle of the jug!  


  I raised it up,  


  And drank it down —  


  I won the battle of the jug!  


  I won the battle of the barrel today,  


  I won the battle of the barrel!  


  I raised it up,  


  And drank it down —  


  I won the battle of the barrel!  


  I lost the battle of the ale today,  


  I lost the battle of the ale.  


  I drank it up,  


  It put me down —  


  I lost the battle of the ale ....   


  




The Benefits Of Alliance


   Mannimarco  


   Your Veiled Majesty,


  

  You have not yet responded to my first two missives. I extend you the courtesy of this final, cordial, note.  


  I am well aware of your fealty to Lord Dagon. The weight that you place upon your oath is commendable.  


  Let me assure you, my dear, your oaths mean nothing. Molag Bal will claim this world as his own, and there will be no need to fear the wrath of Dagon. Under my lord Bal you will attain the position ordained by destiny. You will be crowned queen, now and forever,  


  Think on what I have said. And know that this is my final polite communication.  


  The King of Worms,  


  Mannimarco   


  




The Binding Stone


   Office of the Canonreeve of Corrections  


   Altmeri texts reference many variations of the entrapment spell. Some of those spells, like the early First Era "Aninaire's Tower," create physical fields around their targets. These varieties are unbreachable unless broken by an appropriate amount of force—like conjured stone walls, or shield wards turned inward. The effect differs in strength from spell to spell, but is generally effective for containing the layman prisoner and certainly tougher to break free from than brick and mortar.


  

  Of course, sometimes a mage seeks to confine creatures that walls won't hold, magical or otherwise. Gaseous forms of the Wild Hunt, Nether Liches, and various ghosts and phantoms all have means to escape physical barriers. These must be imprisoned using spells that create completely impermeable surfaces while absorbing or stemming the magicka of their captives. These spells must be re-incanted constantly to avoid consuming themselves, usually at a high cost of magicka for the caster.  


  The Binding Stone, which your Head Keeper will soon introduce to you if he hasn't already, functions as a combination of these spells. It's tangible, small, and therefore portable, but capable of holding all manner of magicka-wielding creatures—even ones as powerful as your charge.  


  I'm sure you understand the grave nature of what the prisoner's escape would mean, both to you, personally, and to Auridon and Tamriel as a whole. The condition of the Binding Stone is more important than the condition of your prisoner. Indeed, your very lives depend on the upkeep and maintenance of the Stone.  


  And as for your prisoner: do not look at him. Do not speak to him. There is no specific danger in doing so, but any such interaction is a fruitless venture. Watch yourself, watch each other, do your duty, and your name will live forever among those who have committed everything to shield Auridon from his menace.   


  




The Bird Totem


   Anonymous  


   Mairrna,


  

  Chief Uchuiran wouldn't explain anyting to me, but I think I have divined the cause of the dissapearances. I witnessed the chieften's lover, the hagraven, using a stuffed bird totem to tranform one of our prisoners into a bird. I Fear that she may be using the totem on our own people as well. You should leave as soon as possible. I will  


     


     





The Black Fin Comes Home


   Mee-see  


   By Mee-See, Squire and Personal Aide to Keshu the Black Fin


  

  General Keshu, known as the Black Fin, turned command of the Pact forces in Cyrodiil over to a Dark Elf general named Felisi Varo. Then, with a small group of companions that included myself, Vos-Huruk, Tee-Wan, Xocin, the Dark Elf twins Llensi and Meralyn, and the Nords Jod and Ulfbel, we departed the war-torn countryside and returned to Mournhold for a final meeting with Jorunn the Skald-King.  


  "The more time I spend in this strange country, the more I miss the mountains and the snow," Jorunn said as we entered his audience chamber in the Dark Elf city. "Now tell me, Black Fin," he said, turning to face Keshu, "are you sure you want to do this?"  


  Keshu raised the spine of affirmation and said, "I've done all I set out to do for you and the Pact, Jorunn. It's time for me to return to Black Marsh and do the same for my people."  


  Jorunn nodded solemnly. "Then I can ask no more of you, my trusted friend," he said with a tear in his eye. "May Kyne guide you back home, Black Fin. And if you ever need my aid, you have but to ask."  


  At those words, Keshu's eyes sparkled like the stars in the sky. "Well, there is a small matter," she said, and then she went on to explain how she was hoping to open Black Marsh to outsiders, especially crafters and artisans, to help expand the knowledge and experiences of her people. "I shall put out the word," Jorunn agreed. "And where should these crafters and artisans go? To Stormhold?"  


  "No," Keshu replied. "Send them to Gideon."  


  And that's where Keshu led us. To Gideon, the Imperial stronghold in Murkmire, where she was determined to establish a more inviting and vibrant "modern" Argonian society. Her plans, as she explained them to us during the journey, was to start out by bringing the things we learned and discovered during our time in Morrowind and Skyrim to Gideon, and then begin a series of quests to re-discover the secrets of the ancient Argonian civilization. "I do not want to change our culture," Keshu assured us. "I want to enhance it and bring back the glory we had and lost in ages past."  


  We may not have all agreed with everything Keshu outlined on our journey home, but we believed in the Black Fin. We would follow her to Oblivion and back if she asked it of us. So it wasn't that far a leap to realize that we were going to help her achieve her dream for our people.  


  As we approach the borders of Murkmire, this ongoing narrative comes to an end. I may write again in the future, but I imagine that my free time will evaporate like a small puddle on a hot day as soon as we get settled in Gideon. But if you ever make it to our fair city, stop by and say hello. We welcome all visitors—Argonians and dryskins alike!   


  




The Black Fin: Foreign Adventures


   Mee-see  


   The Black Fin: Foreign Adventures, Part 1


  

  I started out as a simple ka in service to the mighty Keshu the Black Fin. In the Saxhleel tongue, ka roughly translates as apprentice, but it doesn't necessarily carry the responsibilities and obligations that such a position among the Nords or Dark Elves does. Later, as Keshu began to adopt some of the customs of our allies, I was named as squire to the Black Fin. When Peek-Ereel decided to leave the legion, I also inherited the duty of recording significant events as they happened in the life of the mighty Keshu. Now, understand, this wasn't a specific duty related to my role as ka. This was an obligation passed on to me by Peek-Ereel herself without the express knowledge of Keshu, and it was an obligation I readily accepted.  


  So, where to begin? I think I'll start with the day the alliance began to take shape. The three nations (well, I find it difficult to actually refer to our people as a nation, but the reference makes the Nords and Dark Elves more comfortable, so there you have it) had met on the field of battle and come together to finally defeat the Akaviri invaders. After the Akaviri finished sacking Windhelm, it turned its attention to the south and east and began to march against Morrowind. As the Akaviri invasion force cut a path toward Mournhold, the Dark Elf army—led by Almalexia of the Tribunal—established a defensive line to halt their progress. Jorunn and the Nords, meantime, rallied their own forces and followed after the Akaviri, catching them from behind. The Akaviri, caught between two powerful armies, nevertheless was able to withstand the two-pronged attack. They may even have been able to eventually win the day, but that might just be speculation on my part. In any case, they never had the chance to try.  


  Keshu's force, a phalanx of Saxhleel shellbacks and swamp warriors, hit the Akaviri from the south, providing the last element needed to end this period of invasion. Our troops, seasoned from fighting the Dark Elf slavers in Black Marsh, were the final ingredient required to overwhelm the invaders, and we fell upon them with wild abandon. Keshu wanted to help her friend Jorunn, but she also had an ulterior motive for marching our legion out of the swamp and into the heart of Morrowind. She wanted the other nations to recognize the value and veracity of the Saxhleel—the Argonians. We were more than primitive savages. We were more than slaves. We were the equals of the others, and we were here to save them from alien invaders.  


  I won't say that the victory was totally due to the intervention of Keshu's legion, but we certainly played our part. We fought valiantly alongside the ferocious Nords and the cunning Dark Elves, slaughtering Akaviri soldiers with every step of our advance. When the fighting finally ended near the city of Ebonheart and victory was ours, Keshu hurried to meet with the leaders of the other two factions. I, as her loyal squire, followed in her wake.  


  I had never been in the presence of so many powerful and important people before! I had heard stories about Jorunn the Nord Bard, but I never imagined he was really that big! And Almalexia—who the Dark Elves worshipped as a god—was cold and beautiful, for a scaleless Elf without a tail. Jorunn stepped forward and greeted Keshu like an old friend. "We owe you a great debt, Black Fin," Jorunn said in his loud, booming voice. "What can the Nords and the Dark Elves offer you for your invaluable assistance this day?"  


  Keshu was silent for a few long moments, looking intently at Jorunn first, and then turning her attention to Almalexia. With her eyes locked upon the Mother of Morrowind, she finally replied, "No more Argonian slaves. Set my people free."  


  Almalexia and Jorunn exchanged a look of their own, and the large Nord's gaze never wavered. After a time, the Dark Elf leader made a slight nod of her head and said, "A reasonable request. And one the Dark Elves shall honor—with one provision. The Argonians must join the Dark Elves and the Nords in a mutual pact of cooperation and defense. In that way, all three of our nations will remain free."  


  Thus began a series of negotiations that lasted well into the next day and ended with the formation of the Ebonheart Pact. Keshu agreed to keep her forces in the north to help bolster the defense of her new allies, but not before she sent runners to Stormhold to inform our people of the news: slavery was abolished and the Argonians were now allies with the Nords and the Dark Elves. Since we had no government, at least not in the sense that our new allies did, Keshu determined to remain in Nord and Dark Elf territory to solidify the Saxhleel position and make sure the various agreements were adhered to. In the meantime, she sent Xocin back to Black Marsh to find ambassadors to serve in the capital cities of the alliance.  


  And that was how the Argonians joined the Ebonheart Pact.  


  The Black Fin: Foreign Adventures, Part 2  


  Now, the declaration of the formation of the Ebonheart Pact and the abolition of Argonian slavery didn't result in the immediate cessation of all Dark Elf slaver activity. It would take almost a full year for every Dark Elf province and holding to comply with the order of the Tribunal, and even then there would always be slavers who refused to adhere to the new accords. This resulted in a few awkward situations for Keshu and her Black Fin Legion as it toured the land of Morrowind as the initial Argonian representatives to the alliance.  


  We met with a good amount of fear and hatred during those early days of the alliance. Some Dark Elves became very uncomfortable when a heavily armed force of Argonians approached their town or village. At these, we were turned away at best or attacked by settlements with sizable militias. Others, though, having heard the story of the Battle of Ebonheart, appeared grateful for our help and were happy to welcome us into their homes. While such treatment is much more common now, back then it was nearly unheard of, and we were both surprised and thankful for every friendly face we encountered.  


  We spent that first year of the alliance in Dark Elf territory, making our presence known and working to make sure that all of the tenets of the agreement were adhered to. We also took in many of the newly freed Argonians, giving the ones who decided not to return to Black Marsh or try to make a go of it as a free Saxhleel in Morrowind an immediate purpose and a place to belong. In this way, the Black Legion continued to grow even as it traveled throughout Morrowind.  


  Eventually, we arrived at Mournhold as guests of the Tribunal. We spent nearly a month camped outside the city and regularly meeting with Almalexia and other important Dark Elf and Nord officials. Keshu participated in discussions to bolster the defense of the Pact by forming an "army of the alliance," which would include forces donated by each of the member nations. As we were looking for a purpose, Keshu volunteered the Black Fin Legion to serve as the backbone of the new allied army. In time, Keshu would become not only a war hero, but one of the foremost generals leading Pact forces.  


  Before that initial year had ended, Keshu and the Black Legion would prove their worth to the Pact by once again saving the day. This time, it was to deal with raiders crossing the mountains from the west. Rumors abounded that the raiders were either funded by the Daggerfall Covenant or were Covenant soldiers in disguise, but we were never able to prove that. But when reports of a large band of raiders attacking Dark Elf settlements in western Morrowind reached Mournhold, Keshu offered to take the Pact army on a hunting expedition.  


  Keshu's force consisted of mostly Black Fin legionnaires, bolstered by a contingent of Nord soldiers and a squadron of Dark Elf mages and healers. We moved quickly, following the path of destruction left by the raiders until we finally caught them at Indrano Pass. Keshu divided our forces, sending half of our contingent around to cut off the raiders' escape path into the mountains, while the rest of our troops formed an arrowhead and advanced on the raiders' position. Instead of holding fast, the raiders decided to turn and run. That's when our troops swarmed out of the rocky foothills and we caught the raiders between us. After all the trouble they caused, we expected them to put up more of a fight.  


  The Black Fin: Foreign Adventures, Part 3  


  It was well into the second year after the formation of the Ebonheart Pact, and Keshu and the Black Fin Legion (minus the troops we left behind as part of the Pact army in Morrowind) were now touring the Nordic lands of Skyrim. Our first stop after crossing into Nord territory was the town of Riften, where we were treated to a typical Nord celebration that included lots of food, lots of mead, and a number of good-natured brawls that seem to be a common pastime in the colder climes. While there, we helped fortify some of the town's defenses, which Keshu insisted we do wherever we went to show our willingness to provide whatever assistance we could during our visits.  


  After more than a week in Riften, we began our trek north through Eastmarch toward the city of Windhelm and Keshu's reunion with Jorunn—who was now Jorunn the Skald-King, if you can believe that! Apparently, the big Nord was a prince or some such, and was now the leader of the entire Nord nation! And Windhelm, what a city! It was as large and as impressive in its own way as Mournhold, but where the Dark Elf metropolis was a reflection of its people, Windhelm was clearly and undeniably a reflection of the Nords. Repairs were still underway to deal with the damage inflicted by the Akaviri siege, but that did nothing to detract from the sheer grandeur of the Nord city.  


  Jorunn met us at the gates, grabbed Keshu up in an enormous hug, and then invited us all to enjoy the hospitality of his home and city. The celebration lasted for a week and a day! The Nords certainly love to throw a good party, and they seem to look for any excuse to have one. During the celebration, we were treated to the best mead and ale the Nords produced, exquisite delicacies such as rabbit meatballs, and some of the most ribald drinking songs I had ever heard—all sung extremely loudly and with a lot of clinking of mugs and goblets.  


  When the mead casks were finally empty and the rabbit meatballs had run out, the celebration came to an abrupt end. Then the work began. We stayed in Windhelm for the better part of a month, helping repair the outer walls of the city and providing whatever other aid the Nords were comfortable allowing us to deal with. And whenever they could both spare the time, Keshu and the Skald-King huddled in a corner and spoke at length about a variety of topics. No one was allowed to join them during these discussions, but I always got the sense that they were sharing their thoughts on leadership, the alliance, and the future of our nations.  


  The Black Fin Legion, as we had come to know it, came to an end in Skyrim, as well. Our soldiers were divided into small teams and sent to serve with Pact troops of mixed nationality, fighting alongside Nords and Dark Elves in the same cohorts. I stayed with Keshu, of course, and I was there when the Skald-King offered her a unique honor. "I want you to command the Pact forces in Skyrim, Black Fin," Jorunn proclaimed. "Will you accept this charge?" To no one's surprise, Keshu agreed. And through her efforts over the next seven years, the tactics and strategies of the Pact's military might were developed and set in place.  


  Which is why the Pact was prepared when the War of the Three Banners began.  


  The Black Fin: Foreign Adventures, Part 4  


  In the midst of General Keshu's continued build-up and improvement of the Ebonheart Pact allied forces, the Black Fin received a summons from Jorunn the Skald-King. We had been training with combined troops near Riften when the runner arrived with the sealed letter. The meeting would take place at Fort Amol, in Eastmarch, in two-day's time. Keshu began to make preparations to depart at once.  


  Keshu the Black Fin decided to travel light and fast, taking only a small contingent with her to meet with the Skald-King. I accompanied the General, of course, along with Tee-Wan, Xocin, and the Nord warrior, Kora Greatstorm. Vos-Huruk remained behind to command the troops and continue the training exercises. As our small group approached Fort Amol, we were met a good distance outside the settlement and led in through a hidden trail that bypassed the main roads into and out of the town. We were hurriedly escorted to the jarl's manor and taken to a secret meeting room within the large estate. There, standing behind a large table, was Jorunn the Skald-King.  


  I sensed immediately that something was very different from our previous meetings with Jorunn. For one thing, he didn't rush to scoop up Keshu in a tremendous hug, and he wasn't his usual loud and boisterous self. To be fair, the weight of the crown had taken a toll on the bard-turned-ruler, but he appeared more grave and serious than I had ever seen him. "The Tribunal has sent a dire warning, Black Fin," Jorunn began. "Almalexia has had a vision. Or maybe it was Vivec? Who can say? In any case, they warn that a threat to the Ebonheart Pact is developing and we need to be ready. So, everything you've been doing? Now you must triple your efforts and prepare us for war."  


  The new war effort was placed in the hands of three generals, one from each member nation of the Pact. Keshu represented the Argonians, Kora Greatstorm represented the Nords, and Yeveth Noramil represented the Dark Elves. These were the generals that would, together, bolster and prepare the Pact's offensive and defensive capabilities for the coming years. And, thanks to the preparations that the Black Fin had already begun, the foundation was in place for the arms buildup to reach the next level in a relatively short amount of time. Before we departed that secret room in the jarl's manor, Jorunn had one last nugget of wisdom to pass on to Keshu. "Peace is a fragile, precious thing, Black Fin," the Skald-King said in a weary voice. "Cherish the time you have with it, for it never lasts long."  


  Over the next two years, the expanding Pact army faced a number of small tests, including skirmishes with Imperial legions and Daggerfall troops, and it acquitted itself admirably. In many ways, these small encounters led to the War of the Three Banners. When the three separate alliances finally declared war against each other, Keshu led the Pact army into the field. The land of Cyrodiil became the battlefield, and the sound of war echoed throughout the land.  


  For the better part of a year, General Keshu and the Pact army gained ground, lost ground, and gained it back again. We couldn't claim victory, as the war continued, but we won many significant battles—much to the chagrin of the Covenant and the Dominion. Then, at the height of her power and popularity, the Black Fin made a decision that surprised us all. "We've done all we can for the Pact," Keshu explained. "It's time for us to go home."  


  And that was how the Black Fin's foreign adventures came to an abrupt end.   


  




The Black Fin Goes To War


   Peek-Ereel  


   The Black Fin Goes to War, Part 1


  

  In the season following Keshu the Black Fin's return from the ruins of the Old Ones (as she referred to the so-called advanced Saxhleel who lived in the distant past), we were extremely busy, breathing life into Keshu's hopes and desires. In addition to learning some small amount about the way the Old Ones lived, Keshu's time of contemplation among the ruins saw the development of new ways of thinking for our leader and life-long friend. She came back to us with a dream.  


  Some will tell you that from the moment she returned from the ruins, Keshu wanted to bring about the resurrection of the advanced Saxhleel society. Now, while she was definitely interested in learning more about that ancient time, her initial dream was much simpler. She wanted to defend the Saxhleel from the threat of outsiders. When Xocin was captured by the Dark Elf slavers, I think it affected Keshu on a profound level. And when she freed Xocin and the other Saxhleel captives, I think her destiny was set in motion.  


  Keshu decided to create an army. She called for volunteers from across the greater marsh, and a surprising number answered that call. The village elders, tree-minders, and sap-speakers were of mixed minds about her actions, but in the end they decided to sit back and let the Hist sort it out. As with all things in Saxhleel life, if Keshu succeeded then her plans were meant to come to fruition. And if she failed? Then she would disappear into the swamp and never be heard from again. That was the way things happened in Black Marsh. But whatever Keshu's ultimate fate was to be, in the beginning she was unstoppable.  


  The initial band—informally known as the Black Fin's Legion—was more than two dozen strong. Keshu and Vos-Huruk at first served as instructors and trainers for the small gathering of warriors, but soon other notable fighters had rallied to her banner, including the battle mage known as Fire-From-Nowhere and the Saxhleel freedom fighter called Elf-Slayer. They provided expertise and helped with the training to reduce the burden on our beloved leader. When Keshu determined that we were at last ready to be tested, she decided on a target and pointed her newly honed weapon at it. We were going to attack a House Dres slave caravan and set the captives free.  


  We planned and trained for weeks, preparing for every contingency Keshu and her most-trusted advisors could think of. We scouted the House Dres enclave. We reconnoitered the most probable paths from Stormhold toward Morrowind. We watched. We waited. And then we made our move.  


  The House Dres slave caravan departed from Stormhold on a rainy morning with little fanfare. A line of Saxhleel slaves consisting of more than fifty of our egg-brothers and egg-sisters were chained together and forced to march between two massive wagons, each pulled by a team of guar. House Dres guards rode atop the wagons, marched on each side of the line of slaves, and ranged around the caravan atop horses and other riding beasts. In all, there were about thirty Dark Elf warriors guarding the caravan. For this exercise, Keshu led a force of twenty-six Black Fin Legionnaires to liberate the slaves.  


  Our warriors were nervous. For the majority of them, this would be their first real battle, and though they were well trained and committed to Keshu's cause, they still suffered from the usual fears associated with entering a life-or-death situation. Keshu and her officers remained visible, displaying confidence and determination that went a long way toward calming our troops. We set up to ambush the caravan as it made its way through a narrow passage a few hundred strides from the border of Morrowind. Keshu gave the signal as she rushed forward to meet the enemy. We followed, spilling from our hiding places like wood ants emerging from a rotten log. If we were still nervous, it didn't show as we fell upon the Dark Elves like waves crashing into the shore.  


  Keshu's strategy worked perfectly. When the battle was over, the Dark Elf guards were either dead or had surrendered, and though we had suffered a few minor wounds, none of the Black Fin Legion had fallen. The mission went off flawlessly and Keshu's reputation grew with every Saxhleel captive we set free.  


  The Black Fin Goes to War, Part 2  


  Keshu's war against the House Dres slavers continued for a number of seasons, and with every victory the Black Fin Legion notched, her army of loyal Saxhleel expanded. They came from far and wide to pledge themselves to her banner: slaves liberated from Dark Elf holdings; adventurous Saxhleel from widely separated villages; even a few citified Argonians from Stormhold and locations beyond the influence of the Hist.  


  I had finally completed my rites of maturity and was now considered a full-fledged adult in the eyes of the tribe. I was trying to decide what I wanted to do with the rest of my existence. As much as I loved Keshu and believed in her cause, I did not want to be a soldier or a freedom fighter. I wanted a simpler life, something in service to the Hist or the Xal-Uxith. I was destined to become a sap-speaker or an egg-tender, or so I believed at the time. So I decided to let Keshu know my desires and withdraw from the Black Fin Legion.  


  Keshu understood my situation and agreed to release me from my obligation. I was still with the Legion, however, when Tee-Wan returned to camp. He was Keshu's spy-master now, ranging into the field for days or weeks at a time to gather information for the Black Fin Legion to use against the forces of House Dres. The news he brought back with him this time, however, dealt with a much larger, more dangerous foe. "Outsiders from across the far ocean have invaded the land of Skyrim," Tee-Wan explained. "I bring a message for you from the Nord who helped us in Stormhold, Jorunn the bard."  


  Jorunn's message explained that an enemy called the Akaviri had laid siege to the city of Windhelm and was now marching toward Mournhold. Jorunn's sister had fallen and he had temporarily taken command of the Nord forces. "I go to aid the Dark Elves and try to stop this vile invasion," Jorunn had written. "I would not mind in the slightest if you decided to return that favor you owe me and join us in Morrowind. Your Argonian shell-backs would certainly help turn the tide of this conflict."  


  I could tell by the look in Keshu's eyes that she had already decided to go to Jorunn's aid. "Vos-Huruk, Fire-From-Nothing," Keshu called to her chief lieutenants, "rally the troops. Today, the Black Fin Legion goes to war."  


  I wished Keshu and the others cool breezes and clear water, but I wasn't going to join them on this adventure. I was going home, back to Tadulpa. I assumed they would be back after the moons had moved through a few of their cycles, but I was wrong. I would not see Keshu again for more than ten cycles of the calendar, and by that time she would be much changed.  


  But word would reach us even in isolated Tadulpa. We heard that the Akaviri were defeated, thanks to the combined efforts of the Nords and Dark Elves—and the timely intervention of a phalanx of Argonian warriors. On that day, the Ebonheart Pact was born. Keshu and her legion stayed in allied lands after the Akaviri threat was dealt with, helping to establish the parameters of the newly formed alliance and securing the freedom of Saxhleel for as long as the Pact survived. She spent time touring Skyrim and Morrowind, helped crush rebellions, and defended the borders from competing alliances before eventually taking up arms in the Three Banners War.  


  Do I regret not joining Keshu on that mighty adventure? Sometimes. But I would not trade my time in Tadulpa as an egg-tender for anything—not even to fight at Keshu's side once more.   


  




The Black Forge


   Kyngald Nazkrixor 


   Raw Materials for the Great Shackle:


  

  Supplies of ebony-alloy cold-iron are stable at 17,500 tons, but that's barely enough to forge the Shackle, given typical rate of loss in the casting process. It might be wise to send for another 2,000 tons from the mine burrows in the side of the Mountainous Corpse of the Iron Colossus. Better safe than sorry.  


  I am honored to report that we have discovered the source of the depletion in the supplies of the Charcoal of Remorse: cinder-imps had been getting into the vault through a forgotten plasm-duct and gorging on the C of R. (We learned this when we found one so bloated it was unable to get back through the duct opening.) We sent in an explosive duct-worm, which found the nest and discorporated all the cinder-imps. Deficits in the supply of Charcoal of Remorse have been made up by increasing Torment Quotas on the Kothringi Soul Shriven.  


  I don't wish to be one to point talons, but it is my duty to report that even if the Shackle is forged according to schedule, we will not be able to quench it if we do not receive our shipment of the Blood of a Thousand Innocents. We have gotten repeated assurances from Exsanguinator Thartantix that our shipment will be on its way "any shift now," but so far all we've received are promises. I hesitate to elevate this to the Overkyn level, but I think it's high time the matter was looked into.   


  




The Black Quill


   Anonymous  


   For a culture that relies so heavily upon oral tradition and storytelling, few Orcs ever write anything down. The legend of Razotha Tale-Teller is a notable exception.


  

  Razotha the bard wasn't satisfied with being the greatest storyteller of her age. She wanted to guarantee that her stories would persist. So she commissioned a High Elf wizard to enchant a black feather plucked from a hagraven, creating the Black Quill.  


  Any story written using the Black Quill will never be forgotten, or so the legends claim. Razotha pass the enchanted quill to her apprentice, and it was passed down this way until it and its last owner were lost near Coldperch Cavern—the home of the hagraven the black feather was plucked from.   


  




The Black Year


   Anonymous  


   We know not when Ukaezai first tired of her duty and began eliciting her entertainment from unsuspecting Mer. Perhaps it was a passing fancy before its culmination. If it was, this went undetected by her masters.


  

  In monsoon season, when the Strid was full and even the Graht Oaks fought to keep the soil beneath them, the master of archives and half his assistants opened the mighty doors to the reliquary.  


  Taking flasks from their hips, they drank deep, turning to stone in the threshold. Propped open by their petrified forms, there was nothing to stop the rain. Eight months of wet and exposure to the elements found even our best kept tomes bobbing like lillies, awash in a paper-strewen sea.  


  When asked what led her to forsake her duty, Ukaezai laughed and dismissed us as fools.  


  As punishment, we stripped her of her physical shell. She would no longer freely tread our halls, with knowledge to keep her occupied. By the Heart of Anumaril, we bound her in our deepest vaults, where she must be content to watch, to listen, and to serve.   


  




The Blackwater War


   Valenca Arvina 


   The Blackwater War, Volume 1


  

  When the invasion of Black Marsh began in 1E 2811, the Imperial Legion was confident of victory. Imperial forces had won a great and decisive victory in the Battle of Argonia, as well as in several other clashes. These battles were one-sided affairs, with Argonians suffering significant casualties and Imperials hardly getting winded. By First Seed 1E 2811, the Lizard-Folk were in full retreat—taking refuge in the shadowy depths of the region's interior. The Empire decided to press the advantage and mount a full-scale invasion before the Argonians could regroup.  


  The column was led by a young and charismatic commander named Augurius Bucco. Bucco was a popular figure in Cyrodiil. His good looks and practiced oratory catapulted him through the ranks of the Legion hierarchy with unprecedented speed. By the time he was twenty-five he was already wearing the General's Diamond. Upon receiving his generalship he was offered legions in practically every corner of Cyrodiil. He chose the Fourth Legion of Black Marsh as his command.  


  Other historians have offered countless theories as to why he would choose such a bleak and dangerous post. As for me, I would propose that simple pride was the determining factor. Rumors of the Legion's successes along the Black Marsh border had reached the inns and alleys of Imperial City as early as Rain's Hand, 1E 2811. Seeing the swamp's conquest as his ticket to Grand Marshal, Bucco greedily took on the mantle of Fourth Legion commander, convinced the war for Black Marsh would be a quick and glorious affair. He could not have been more wrong.  


  The Blackwater War, Volume 2  


  The early years of the Blackwater War were not kind to the Imperial Legion. The army which had claimed hundreds of victories on the rolling fields of Cyrodiil was utterly unprepared to deal with the fetid bogs of Black Marsh.  


  To begin with, the Legion's gear was ill-suited for such an environment. Their armor, for instance, was heavy and prone to rust in the moist climate. Legionnaires spent hours scraping the mud from their boots and shields—desperately trying to lighten the load they carried into battle. By the end of the second year, legionnaires had abandoned their cuirasses and greaves entirely, preferring to die comfortably rather than drenched in sweat inside a metal suit.  


  The battle tactics the Imperials had developed over the centuries were just as useless as their armor in this inhospitable place. Their system of cohort deployment and rigid line organization was impossible to implement in the swampy interior. The thick cypress growth and sloppy terrain consistently fragmented the group, resulting in a tangled mass of small skirmishes that the Argonians routinely won. The chain of command deteriorated quickly in such conditions. This rapidly gave way to rampant insubordination and morale-draining power struggles among the troops.  


  Finally, the marsh itself seemed to devour whole cohorts time and time again. Rumors and half-truths constantly swirled around Legion campfires. Some assumed that the missing cohorts became lost and disoriented, dying of hunger and thirst before finding their way back to a safe location. Others blamed the greatly feared "Ghost Warriors," pale and hideous Argonians of gruesome reputation. There were even whisperings about some dark and malevolent creature lurking under the swamp that ate whole phalanxes in a single bite. Such rumors were clearly false, but had a significant impact on troop morale.  


  This complication of setbacks and cercumstances set the stage for years of calamitous warfare. Thousands of soldiers would die before the end of hostilities finally came to Black Marsh.  


  The Blackwater War, Volume 3  


  By 1E 2816, General Bucco's legion had been depleted to a mere six cohorts—none of which were at full fighting strength as the campaign pressed on. Endless raids, disease, and mysterious disappearances were compounding on each other, creating a culture of utter hopelessness and cynicism.  


  Seeing that the cause would be lost without reinforcements, Bucco called for an additional legion to be deployed to Black Marsh. Rather than shifting these fresh troops to the front to relieve his beleaguered force, he set them to work building the "Reman Way" (later known as the Swamp Road). Almost no one knew where the road went or what purpose it would serve in future conflicts, but Bucco was convinced that a well-paved and well-defended road would aid the war effort and turn the tides of battle in the legion's favor.  


  In theory, the road should have been a boon to the Imperials. Lack of supplies had long been a thorn in the legion's side. A secure supply train would mean more frequent troop rotation and an uninterrupted flow of food, water, and equipment. Alas, the road would never be completed.  


  The Reman Way fell under attack almost as soon as the work began. Waves of Argonians crashed upon the workers day in and day out. Troopers who should have been armed with shield and spear were forced to defend themselves with shovels and lengths of chain. Soldiers also routinely succumbed to exhaustion and swamp fever. The road made it only half-way to the front lines before construction was abandoned. The Swamp Road project would long be remembered after the Black Marsh campaign came to a bitter end as "Bucco's Folly."  


  The Blackwater War, Volume 4  


  By 1E 2820, General Bucco's fourth legion was utterly decimated. What few troops remained were completely unable to defend themselves. After a near mutiny almost saw Bucco ousted from his own command, he finally ordered his remaining soldiers to retreat and exit the Marsh's interior. His prevailing assumption was that if the legion left the swamp, the Argonians would not follow.  


  After a withering ten-day withdrawal, what was left of the legion rallied at the foot of an ancient Argonian pyramid known as "Xi-tsei." The force consisted of barely three-hundred-and-fifty swords by that point. Bucco hoped that after a brief respite in the shadow of the pyramid, his remaining forces could fall back to the relative safety of Cyrodiil. This wish went unfulfilled. On the night of Last Seed 14, 1E 2820, what remained of Bucco's proud Fourth Legion was annihilated.  


  The specifics of the Xi-tsei massacre are a matter of much debate in the historical community. While there is broad agreement that Bucco's remaining forces were destroyed by a massive Argonian war party, the evidence supporting such a conclusion is spotty at best. Archaeological excavations around the pyramid found hundreds of bodies and discarded weapons, but the remains of at least one-hundred legionnaires were never recovered. This, of course, begs the question: what happened to those soldiers? There is no evidence that they were able to make it back to Cyrodiil, which leads to the possibility that they were taken prisoner. But excavations around known war camps have found no evidence of legionnaire prisoners, either. This is just another in a series of mysterious disappearances that occurred during the conflict. Argonians may know more, but none have volunteered the information to any historians.  


  This crushing defeat in Black Marsh was the last embarrassment that the Imperial Council could stand. Other hostile forces looked to Black Marsh and became emboldened by the apparent weakness of the once-dreaded Legion. In response to this, the Council reconstituted the Fourth Legion under the command of General Regulus Sardecus and began the second campaign of the Blackwater War.  


  The Blackwater War, Volume 5  


  General Sardecus was a near-legendary figure in the Imperial military. A veteran of countless campaigns, Sardecus had distinguished himself on many occasions as both a soldier and a general.  


  Sardecus (or Sardecus the Rock) was everything that the missing and assumed slain General Bucco was not. Eyewitness accounts depict him as a stout and humorless man with sharp, hawk-like features. He walked with a limp (a lingering injury from the Battle of Argonia) and spoke in short, gravely sentences that commanded obedience. He eschewed all formal dress and regalia, preferring to wear a simple centurion's panoply with a white crest to signify his station.  


  Sardecus and the reconstituted Fourth Legion wasted no time resuming the war effort. By 1E 2823, they had regained all the territory lost when Bucco retreated. Military scholars attribute this success to Sardecus' adaptability and tactical creativity. For instance, Sardecus ordered that all legionnaires abandon their metal armor in favor of padded leather jackets. Imperial quartermasters coordinated with Argonian irregulars and scouts—learning how to subsist on food procured from the swamp alone. Also, centurions and legates were given additional authority such that they could fight independently when the legion became fractured. Allowing cohorts and maniples to function independently had a surprisingly positive effect on soldier morale. For the first time, legionnaires were able to see their primary commanders and could follow them into battle personally. Of course, much depended on the proficiency and leadership capabilities of the legates. But Sardecus was a notoriously demanding commander and would not hesitate to strip a soldier of rank if he or she fell short of expectations.  


  Sardecus' greatest success, however, was in the diplomatic arena. Early in the conflict, he reached out to disenfranchised Argonian tribes and offered them rewards for joining the war effort on the side of the Empire. The fallen Bucco (and many of his contemporaries) viewed the Lizard-Folk as a singular bloc of barbarians, united by low breeding and savage tempers. Sardecus saw through this deception almost immediately. He secured solid alliances with several influential tribes, including the treacherous Archeins and Shoss-kaleel. Suddenly his forces were nearly tripled. The war for Black Marsh was finally swinging in the Empire's favor.  


  The Blackwater War, Volume 6  


  Sardecus' command strategy hinged on one fundamental principle—the swamp was the true enemy, not the Argonians. Disease accounted for roughly half of all fatalities in the first campaign, followed closely by mysterious disappearances. By his estimation, Argonian raids stood at a distant third. With these facts in mind, he created a new war doctrine and disseminated it to all of his officers. The crux of the strategy was simple: the only way to conquer Black Marsh was to destroy it.  


  Sardecus deployed entire cohorts of engineers and sappers to the front lines. While legionnaires launched punishing raids on border villages, the supporting troops drained swamps, salted rice paddies, and felled hundreds of trees. The most well-known event of this portion of the war was the "Great Burn" of 1E 2828.  


  Records indicate that in early Rain's Hand 1E 2828, Elissia Mallicius (one of Sardecus' most-trusted legates) ordered a unit of sappers to set fire to a peat bog outside of Stormhold. The sappers did as they were told, not knowing that the bog was just one part of a massive underground network. Months passed before legionnaires started reporting random fires as far away as Soulrest and Gideon. It took several more months before the Legion realized that the entire region was on fire.  


  An inferno of burning peat and detritus raged underfoot for more than three years. The already deadly Marsh became so dangerous that the Legion was forced to give ground for the first time in the better part of a decade. Choking fumes and thundering eruptions of burning swamp gas made the area nearly uninhabitable, even for Argonians. Hundreds of species of unique flora and fauna were rendered extinct, and entire tribes of Argonians were lost. Even the Legion suffered significant casualties. Hundreds of soldiers were lost to "swamp lung" and gas explosions before they escaped the scalding heat of the fire. It was a devastating blow to both the Legion and the Argonians. This marked the end of the second campaign, and the end of Sardecus' tenure as general. Soon after the legion's retreat, he fell ill and passed to Aetherius before making it back to Imperial City. The official diagnosis was acute infection from a wound he sustained on the way out of the Marsh. The soldiers of the Legion weren't so sure.  


  The true circumstances of Sardecus' death are still a matter of historical debate. As for me, I do not rule out Shadowscale involvement. While we know next to nothing about their organization or methodology, I think that we can safely assume they played some role in the conflict. The mysterious death of a high-ranking general directly following a disaster like the Great Burn .... If my study of history has taught me anything, it's that there is no such thing as coincidence.  


  The Blackwater War, Volume 7  


  Historians often refer to the Blackwater War as a single conflict that spanned twenty-six years. While the primary combatants were essentially the same, the first, second, and third campaigns had almost nothing in common with one another. By the year 1E 2833, the Imperial strategy had been so heavily revised that it was barely recognizable as Imperial. While "Sardecus' Reforms" had reorganized the Legion, the "Falco Doctrine" was the true catalyst that drove the war's endgame.  


  General Lucinia Falco took command of the Legion shortly after Sardecus' passing. She was the natural choice: a close confidant of Sardecus; strong, fiercely loyal to the Empire; and utterly ruthless. She received her officer's commission shortly after the Battle of Argonia, which meant that her entire military career had been shaped by the Blackwater War. Unlike her predecessors, she knew that the battle could not be won on a single front. She urged the Empire to offer letters of marque and temporary commissions to the countless pirates off the coast of Lilmoth and Archon. Working in conjunction with a legion of Diamond Marines, this force succeeded in taking vast swaths of territory in the southeastern marshes and even parts of the interior swamp.  


  Using Gideon as her base of operations, Falco launched the second prong in the region-wide attack. Rather than sending out a full legion as her predecessors had done, she broke her force into hundreds of compact, highly lethal units. These expeditionary platoons (later referred to as "redbelts") were led by grizzled swamp veterans—some of which had been serving since the inception of the second campaign.  


  The redbelts met with a great deal of success early on, claiming most of western Black Marsh before finally grinding to a halt outside the thick bogs and eerie silence of the region's core. Unfortunately, given each unit's size, they could not hold what they took for long. What began as a battle of two nations became a protracted and complex guerrilla war, replete with all the horrors associated with such a conflict. 1E 2834 to 2836 was a dark time for both sides. The Argonians and the Imperials each conducted campaigns of intimidation and terror. It was only the tribal infighting on the part of the Argonians that finally brought the war to a close. Rather than an official armistice, the war seemed to simply end in late 1E 2836. Argonians who had been fighting Imperials for decades abruptly buried their weapons and went back to farming, fishing, and weaving without rendering a formal surrender. The Empire wasted no time in officially claiming the region in 1E 2837. At long last, the Blackwater War came to a sudden and inexplicable end.  


  The Argonians' abrupt cessation of hostilities is just another in a long series of mysteries associated with this conflict. The prevailing assumption is that their bizarre tree-worshipping tradition had something to do with it, but we may never know why they actually laid down their weapons. As a historian, it's a vexing situation, but mysteries born in the deep murk of Black Marsh are seldom solved. At least, they are seldom solved to a satisfying conclusion.   


  




The Blessed Dagger


   Anonymous  


   Once, a maiden prayed to Leki for guidance.


  

  "Blessed saint of the spirit-sword," said the maiden, "send me a sign! Do I follow my mother's order to marry, or do I resist?"  


  Her intended husband was a much older man, who was said to have killed his former wives by means so cleverly concealed, nothing could be proven. And yet, his prestige amongst the nearby towns was so high, no one dared refused to negotiate a bride-price with him.  


  The maiden, whose name was Zarrineh, knelt at the shrine for a full night and a day before returning to her village. She'd heard no answer, and as the time for her wedding drew near, she despaired.  


  On the night before her wedding, Zarrineh dreamt she was a fisherwoman, casting her net into the sea and drawing it in. Each time she drew the net into the boat, she saw a flash of silver that was not a fish's scale. On the third draw, she examined the silver flash and realized it was a small dagger, with a carved handle of ironwood.  


  When she awoke, Zarrineh found such a blade beneath her pillows, though she knew it had not been there before.  


  And so, Zarrineh's husband found himself unable to dispose of his new bride with the same ease as his previous wives. For when she showed him the blade and told of her prayers to Leki, he realized Zarrineh was protected by the saint.  


  They lived together many years, and he treated Zarrineh well, always mindful of the blessed dagger in her keeping.   


  




The Blessings Of Hircine


   Anonymous  


   It is the will of Hircine that the Bosmer become as we were in the Dawn Age. Before Y'ffre trapped us in a single shape, before he told us our story and took away our freedom.


  

  The gift of Hircine is the gift of a second shape. The sacrament of Hircine is the scent of prey on the wind, the taste of blood on the tongue. Praise Hircine and his Houndsmen! Rise up and reject the tyranny of shape and story!   


  




The Book Of Circles


   Frandar Hunding 


   The Book of Circles, Forging Maximx


  

  In the clay smelter you shall build a charcoal fire, of a heat to blacken teeth.  


  You shall add a layer of iron-sand upon the charcoal.  


  After six yarbans you shall add a layer of charcoal atop the iron.  


  You shall repeat this process, layering iron-sand over charcoal, for three days.  


  After cooling, you shall separate the low-carbon steel from the high-carbon steel.  


  You shall use the low-carbon steel to form the core of the sword.  


  You shall use the high-carbon steel to form the skin of the sword.  


  You shall forge-weld, fold, and forge-weld anselim the skin of the sword, until it attains its needful kotu-ajcea.  


  You shall sharpen the sword-skin until it may shave an egg without breaking it.  


  You shall speak the Oblation to Onsi, then drink of the Purifying Beverage of Kotu.  


  Then, anselim.  


  The Book of Circles, Loredas Maxims  


  Thus on Loredas, Faithful Ones, do we consider these maxims of the Master:  


  "Train your opponent to make the wrong response."  


  "The worst action executed with vigor is superior to the best action executed timidly."  


  "A thrust is elegant, and a cut is powerful, but sometimes the right action is a head-butt."  


  "The high guard is most suitable for feints and crossovers, but mind your nether limbs."  


  "Your opponent's sword is not your enemy. Watch your opponent, not his sword."  


  "Perfection in the eight basic cuts is critical—though you will never use them in battle."  


  "A closed line is not open."  


  The Book of Circles, Sundas Maxims  


  Thus on Sundas, Faithful Ones, do we consider these maxims of the Master:  


  "Be as dawn to your ally, and set dusk upon your foe."  


  "The Four-Hundred and Fifth Strike: the serpent's right fang as it pierces the eye."  


  "When swarmed by flies, favor the flat over the edge."  


  "Anger is a crack in the hull that sinks the ship."  


  "First blood matters less than last breath."  


  "Journey many and many miles, but do not leave the Hall of the Virtues of War."  


  "Discover your foe's habits and discard your own."  


  "Do not lose the melody in the rapture of one triumphant note."  


  The Book of Circles, Tirdas Maxims  


  Thus on Tirdas, Faithful Ones, do we consider these maxims of the Master:  


  "The sword is the self. Its edge is the mind."  


  "To shed the mantle of fear is to cast it upon your enemy."  


  "Shouting to halt the sands' shifting only leaves you hoarse."  


  "Prepare to pay for victory in blood, but do not waste a drop."  


  "The victor's tempo grasps his opponent's and devours it."  


  "The Seventy-Ninth Strike: the spear of the fisherman sharpened at daybreak."  


  "Live and die in every moment of battle."   


  




The Book Of Daedra


   Anonymous  


   [These are excerpts from this lengthy tome, describing the nature of each of the Daedra.]


  

  Azura, whose sphere is dusk and dawn, the magic in-between realms of twilight, known as Moonshadow, Mother of the Rose, and Queen of the Night Sky.  


  Boethiah, whose sphere is deceit and conspiracy, and the secret plots of murder, assassination, treason, and unlawful overthrow of authority.  


  Clavicus Vile, whose sphere is the granting of power and wishes through ritual invocations and pact.  


  Hermaeus Mora, whose sphere is scrying of the tides of Fate, of the past and future as read in the stars and heavens, and in whose dominion are the treasures of knowledge and memory.  


  Hircine, whose sphere is the Hunt, the Sport of Daedra, the Great Game, the Chase, known as the Huntsman and the Father of Manbeasts.  


  Malacath, whose sphere is the patronage of the spurned and ostracized, the keeper of the Sworn Oath, and the Bloody Curse.  


  Mehrunes Dagon, whose sphere is Destruction, Change, Revolution, Energy, and Ambition.  


  Mephala, whose sphere is obscured to mortals; known by the names Webspinner, Spinner, and Spider; whose only consistent theme seems to be interference in the affairs of mortals for her amusement.  


  Meridia, whose sphere is obscured to mortals; who is associated with the energies of living things.  


  Molag Bal, whose sphere is the domination and enslavement of mortals; whose desire is to harvest the souls of mortals and to bring mortal souls within his sway by spreading seeds of strife and discord in the mortal realms.  


  Namira, whose sphere is the ancient Darkness; known as the Spirit Daedra, ruler of sundry dark and shadowy spirits; associated with spiders, insects, slugs, and other repulsive creatures which inspire mortals with an instinctive revulsion.  


  Nocturnal, whose sphere is the night and darkness; who is known as the Night Mistress.  


  Peryite, whose sphere is the ordering of the lowest orders of Oblivion, known as the Taskmaster.  


  Sanguine, whose sphere is hedonistic revelry and debauchery, and passionate indulgences of darker natures.  


  Sheogorath, whose sphere is Madness, and whose motives are unknowable.  


  Vaernima, whose sphere is the realm of dreams and nightmares, and from whose realm issues forth evil omens.  


  [Especially marked for special interest under the heading "Malacath" you find a reference to SCOURGE, blessed by Malacath, and dedicated to the use of mortals. In short, the reference suggests that any Daedra attempting to invoke the weapon's powers will be expelled into the voidstreams of Oblivion.]  


  "Of the legendary artifacts of the Daedra, many are well known, like Azura's Star, and Sheogorath's Wabbajack. Others are less well known, like Scourge, Mackkan's Hammer, Bane of Daedra...."  


  "...yet though Malacath blessed Scourge to be potent against his Daedra kin, he thought not that it should fall into Daedric hands, then to serve as a tool for private war among caitiff and forsaken. Thus did Malacath curse the device such that, should any dark kin seek to invoke its powers, that a void should open and swallow that Daedra, and purge him into Oblivion's voidstreams, from thence to pathfind back to the Real and Unreal Worlds in the full order of time."    


  




The Book Of Dawn And Dusk


   Anonymous  


   [The Book of Dawn and Dusk is a collections of sayings and aphorisms attributed variously to the Tribunals and to their saints and servants. Many of these sayings have become common cliches of everyday life in Morrowind. The following selection of slogans will illustrate many of the simplest notions of the Tribunal faithful.]


  

  Speak none but good of the Gods.  


  We can have no opinions about Truth.  


  Rumors flow from the House of Troubles.  


  Count only the happy hours.  


  No child has a sinner's heart.  


  Let faith be your only law.  


  Fear of the fool is the beginning of wisdom.  


  Almsivi in every hour.  


  Walk always in the presence of your Lords.  


  Comfort is given, justice is taken.  


  Learn by serving.  


  From the heart, the light; from the head, the law.  


  Blessed Almsivi, Mercy, Mastery, Mystery.  


  Forge a keen Faith in the crucible of suffering.  


  Engrave upon thy eye the image of injustice.  


  Death does not diminish; the ghost gilds with glory.  


  Faith conquers all. Let us yield to Faith.  


  Better to suffer a wrong than to do one.  


  The heavens are in their glory, applaud!  


  Folly secures its power to harm.  


  Though forbidden to some, not to you.  


  Oh, how rarely wisdom rules our hearts!  


  Blessed are we who serve Almsivi.  


  Three mouths sing Mercy, Mastery, Mystery.  


  Gather no seed in the fields of Hell.  


  The Thrice-Sealed House withstands the Storm.  


  By Breath and Blood protect us all!  


  Can ghosts or justice change with time?  


  Consider your end, mortal!  


  Accept grace without limits.  


  Enter the rhapsody of the God-Poet.  


  Kneel before the Teacher's chair.  


  Three Hands, three Hearts, three Eyes.  


  Keep no secret from your Judge's scale.  


  Forge Darkness into Light.  


  Refuse neither brother nor ghost.  


  Blessed Almsivi, through birth, life, ghost.  


  From glowing ashes the Poet's wrath shall shine.  


  If Vivec is for us, who can stand against us?  


  Fate, monstrous and empty, the whirling wheel of evil.  


  How black my heart, roasting fiercely?   


  




The Book Of Memories


   Anonymous  


   A study in three parts, of which the first concerns the past, the second the present, and the third, the future.


  

  Any account of the past is bound to be colored by the perception and motivation of the historian.  


  Not only is the historian prone to pick favorites, but her judgments are like as not to be colored by the political struggles and overriding concerns of her time, place, and culture.  


  In histories a figure may be marked a base villain, only to have time and the preoccupations of a new era soften attitudes. So it is that tyrants become saints and great men become monsters, all long after they are dead.  


  A memory is not wholly impartial either, but neither is it subject to the whims of popular opinion or the vicissitudes of time.  


  The nearer to the event the memory is recorded, the less time there is for prejudices and preconceptions to take over and reshape the experience. It is for this reason that the great chroniclers turned to runestones....   


  




The Book Of No-Name


   No-Name  


   Today, this one wagered that a random traveler I met in the street could walk into a room full of drunken Nords, grab a book, and walk back out.


  

  This one knows that if No-Name asks enough gamblers, he'll eventually find someone who will take that bet. This one knows that on any given afternoon, some heroic traveler will offer to walk into that bar, especially if No-Name pleads convincingly enough.  


  No-Name feels bad for tricking a courageous, genereous traveler, so if you managed to survive, this one would prefer to offer a cut of the profits, a copy of this handsome journal, and a heartfelt apology to the traveler who reads this.  


  If you didn't make it out of the room, consider this handsome quarto faux-leather journal a suitable consolation prize. You cost me a lot of money, so I consider this compensation generous.  


  And if you ever tell the story of what happened, please leave this one out of it!  


  Simply say that the mysterious Khajiit who tricked you had no name.   


  




The Book Of Reason


   Anonymous  


   Thoughts are what separate man and mer from beasts. Without thoughts, we have no empathy, no capacity to care for those around us.


  

  Ancient remedies, handed down by word of mouth through the generations, provide us with the peace of mind necessary to sustain our existence.  


  Due to the sensitive nature of our illness, and the curative properties of our sheltered hamlet, residents are required to remain in the village for the length of their natural lives, lest the illness spread.  


  "By the light  


  By the dark  


  Within and without,  


  Bound to one another  


  By hope  


  By thoughts  


  By the land  


  Until our souls take flight"  


  Speak the words and believe in them. We restrain ourselves by keeping to ourselves. Our thoughts hold the descent at bay, and allow us this peaceful existence.  


  The shelter of the village comes from times long-forgotten, from those driven to this place by their need.  


  Their suffering sanctified the land upon which we live. Our promises keep it sacred.   


  




The Book Of The Great Tree


   Anonymous  


   (excerpts)


  

  All things to the Tree  


  From the Tree, all things  


  — Ayleid prophecy  


  * * * * *  


  Let this be your first lesson: the roots of the First Tree grasp all the ground on which you stand. When the rains and wind come, it will be the roots that hold you firm. Under the roots lies Nirn, and over her boughs shines Aetherius. She provides both floor and roof. You need no other shelter.  


  * * * * *  


  Azra Root grows along the banks of the slow-moving rivers. Pull it gently free of the mud and wrap the roots in a damp cloth. Thus the plant may be transported. These will take root in pots and baskets of moss, if they are kept moist enough.  


  * * * * *  


  When the Salache Elves first came to the Elden Root, they were led to it by Meridia's shining colors, which told them this was her gift and blessing. The Tree's branches and roots are as hands, reaching at once into the Mundus and Overworld. On this, we built Mundus' greatest city and prove ourselves her highest and most honored race.  


  * * * * *  


  In the heat of the summer, shroud the leaves of the Alocasia in silk. The fruit will grow larger and sweeter if the growing process is thus slowed. It is said Y'ffre took its fallen fruit as tribute.  


  The Alomeria plant is related to this, but will not bear fruit. You may know it as Water Hyacinth.  


  * * * * *  


  When they arrived, they said, "This is the Grove of the One Great Tree. This is the Grove of the Sages, the Elden Grove. We brought with us life and knowledge, and in the shade of the Great Tree, we build the classrooms and libraries, so that we would make a harvest of our legacy of intellect."  


  * * * * *  


  The seed of the Nirnroot may be carried great distances by birds and other creatures. Near the Great Tree, the fronds grow tall and lush. Farther away, they may grow reedier and less hardy.  


  Let this likewise be a lesson.   


  




The Bretons: Mongrels Or Paragons?


   Phrastus of Elinhir 


   That Men and Mer can interbreed has been known since the first humans began arriving on the shores of Tamriel in the middle of the Merethic Era. However, broad intermingling of Elves and humans only occurred in the far northwest of the continent, giving rise to the race of Men known as the Bretons. Given the history of conflict between humans and the children of Aldmeris elsewhere in Tamriel, how and why did this intermingling occur in High Rock?


  

  The answer lies in the peculiar (for Elves) culture of Clan Direnni, the once-dominant Mer of northwest Tamriel. In contrast to the Ayleids of Cyrodiil, who brutally enslaved any humans they came into contact with, the Direnni simply conquered their local Nedes and then ruled them as a caste of nobility. The aristocratic Elves established a system of feudal vassalage over their human subjects, with rights and privileges that included the "Perquisite of Coition" with any human they desired. Sex with attractive Nedes was considered casual recreation, and Direnni nobles competed to have stables of the most desirable human subjects.  


  The inevitable Half-Elven offspring from these liaisons were not adopted into the families of their Direnni parents, being considered sub-Mer, but were nonetheless often given privileged positions among the subject Nedes. Over time, this led to the establishment of a recognized caste of mixed-blood humans, who were given the name "Bretons" (from the Ehlnofex "beratu," or "half"). The Breton caste was only allowed to marry humans, so over time their Elven blood became more diluted, and the Nedic appearance predominated.  


  Though they wielded great power for a time in the First Era, even then the Elves of Clan Direnni were never numerous, and as their geographical hegemony expanded administration and rulership was increasingly handed off to the Breton caste. After defeating the invading Alessian Horde in 1E 482 Clan Direnni was scattered and effectively exhausted. As the Elves retreated to central High Rock, then finally Balfiera Isle, the Bretons stepped easily into their shoes, assuming the feudal hierarchy established by the Direnni and simply replacing them with their own noble families.  


  The Breton nobles, who had been forced to differentiate themselves from the Direnni part of their heritage, justified their new ascension by distancing themselves from Elves and everything Elven—ironically so, as the Elven blood ran strongest in the older noble families. The Direnni were increasingly vilified by their former vassals, and the island clan became ever more insular and isolationist. However, they were still known as powerful magicians, and they were strong enough to repel an attempted Redguard invasion in 1E 907.  


  The Bretons continued redefining themselves, inventing a myth of a history of noble resistance to Direnni rule, and developing a thriving merchant class that began trading around the coasts of Tamriel. By the time the Empress Hestra and her legions arrived at Bangkorai Pass in 1E 1029, they were ready to join the Empire of Men and embrace the Eight Divines. Under the Remans, High Rock was possibly the most stable and prosperous province in the Second Empire.  


  Which brings us back to the (deliberately provocative) question of our title: are the Bretons then mongrels, or paragons? The answer, of course, is both (though if you call a Breton a mongrel, he is liable to feed you an inch or two of steel). The passionate race of Bretons embodies the strengths of both Men and Mer—as well as their flaws.   


  




The Brothers Of Darkness


   Pellarne Assi 


   Not long after Alimahera's journal entry came perhaps the most famous series of executions in the history of the Dark Brotherhood. The Akaviri Emperor-Potentate Savirien-Chorak and every one of his heirs were murdered on one bloody night in Sun's Dawn in 430. Within a fortnight, the Akaviri Potentate crumbled, to the delight of its enemies.


  

  The Dark Brotherhood has no shortage of business opportunities—an "accounting," I have been informed, is the Brotherhood's favorite euphemism for an execution. While they are officially considered an unlawful organization in every corner of the Empire, like the Thieves Guild, they are almost as universally tolerated.  


  As their name suggests, the Dark Brotherhood has a history shrouded in obfuscation. Their ways are secret to those who are not themselves Brothers of the Order ("Brother" is a generic term; some of their deadliest assassins are female, but they are often called Brothers as well). How they continue to exist in shadow, but be easily found by those desperate enough to pay for their services, is not the least of the mysteries surrounding them.  


  The Dark Brotherhood sprang from a religious order, the Morag Tong, during the Second Era. The Morag Tong were worshippers of the Daedra spirit Mephala, who encouraged them to commit ritual murders. In their early years, they were as disorganized as only obscure cultists could be-there was no one to lead the band, and as a group they dared not murder anybody of any importance. This changed with the rise of the Night Mother.  


  All leaders of the Morag Tong, and then afterward the Dark Brotherhood, have been called the Night Mother. Whether the same woman (if it is even a woman) has commanded the Dark Brotherhood since the Second Era is unknown. What is believed is that the original Night Mother developed an important doctrine of the Morag Tong-the belief that, while Mephala does grow stronger with every murder committed in her name, certain murders were better than others. Murders that came from hate pleased Mephala more than murders committed because of greed. Murders of great men and women pleased Mephala more than murders of relative unknowns.  


  We can approximate the time this belief was adopted with the first known murder committed by the Morag Tong. In the year 324 of the Second Era, the Potentate Versidue-Shaie was murdered in his palace in what is today the Elsweyr kingdom of Senchal. In a brash move, the Night Mother announced the identity of the murderers by painting "MORAG TONG" on the walls in the Potentate's own blood.  


  Previous to that, the Morag Tong existed in relative peace, more or less like a witches' coven-occasionally persecuted but usually ignored. In remarkable synchronicity at a time when Tamriel the Arena was a fractured land, the Morag Tong was outlawed throughout the continent. Every sovereign gave the cult's elimination his highest priority. Nothing more was officially heard of them for a hundred years.  


  It is more difficult to date the Era when the Morag Tong re-emerged as the Dark Brotherhood, especially as other guilds of assassins have sporadically appeared throughout the history of Tamriel. The first mention of the Dark Brotherhood that I have found is from the journals of the Blood Queen Arlimahera of Hegathe. She spoke of slaying her enemies by her own hand, or if necessary "with the help of the Night Mother and her Dark Brotherhood, the secret arsenal my family has employed since my grandfather's time." Arlimahera wrote this in 2E412, so one can surmise that the Dark Brotherhood had been in existence since at least 360 if her grandfather had truly made use of them.  


  The important distinction between the Dark Brotherhood and the Morag Tong was that the Brotherhood was a business as much as it was a cult. Rulers and wealthy merchants used the order as an assassin's guild. The Brotherhood gained the obvious rewards of a profitable enterprise, as well as the secondary benefit that rulers could no longer actively persecute them: They were needed. They were purveyors of an essential commodity. Even an extremely virtuous leader would be unwise to mistreat the Brotherhood.  


  Not long after Alimahera's journal entry came perhaps the most famous series of executions in the history of the Dark Brotherhood. The Colovian Emperor-Potentate Savirien-Chorak and every one of his heirs were murdered on one bloody night in Sun's Dawn in 430. Within a fortnight, the Colovian Dynasty crumbled, to the delight of its enemies. For over four hundred years, until the advent of the Warrior Emperor Tiber Septim, chaos reigned over Tamriel. Though no comparably impressive executions have been recorded, the Brotherhood must have grown fat with gold during that interregnum.   


  




The Brothers Of Strife


   Nili Omavel 


   My fellow scholars would have you believe the Elves of the Ashlands are unstoppable. They point to Red Mountain and other triumphant, if hard-fought, battles against the Dwemer as proof. But once long ago, our people were as fair as a mountainside in Skyrim. In that distant time, we were driven to the edge of defeat.


  

  In the time before Red Mountain, we were known as the Chimer. We were just another race of mer eking out a living on the edge of the Inner Sea.  


  Then came the Nedes. Though the Nords of today are allies, the Nedes were adversaries of the darkest nature. They sought only land, conquest, and spoils. We extended open hands of diplomacy, which they lopped off. Any Elf in the horde's path was fair game—man, woman, or child.  


  The greatest generals of the age were brothers. Balreth and Sadal led armies of willing warriors against the horde. At first, this was an attempt to drive them from the ash. As the war went on, their actions turned purely to defense and redirection. If a force of Chimer could spend their blood allowing a village to evacuate, then that was blood well spent.  


  The Nedes, after a few short years, controlled most of what we now call Stonefalls. The Chimer armies were cut off from the Inner Sea and reinforcements from Vvardenfell. The brothers retreated again and again until finally, they were left with a small elite force of sorcerers and troops. This force then took shelter in an ancient Daedric ruin.  


  What happened at that ruin has been lost to time, but the massive statues that now mark the site endure as a mute testament. The death of the Chimer generals ended the war, but at what cost?  


  At this ruin, the so-called Brothers of Strife were born. My research shows that Chimer mages from Vvardenfell eventually bound the beasts, but not before the Brothers ended the lives of hundreds of men and mer. One of the darkest chapters in our people's history followed. The unstoppable beasts made the ash run red with blood, Chimer and Nede alike.  


  We can only speculate what brought the Brothers to Nirn. Perhaps a Daedric Prince summoned them to that ruin. Maybe it was Sheogorath having a laugh or a grim survival test from Boethiah.  


  When the two beasts were finally bound into the twin spires of Stonefalls, they went to their rest with the blood of history staining their claws. We must hope and pray to the Three that their like will never be seen in the Ashlands again.   


  




The Brothers' War


   Anonymous  


   At the height of the Akaviri Invasion, in 2E 572, the twin brothers of Princess Nurnhilde, Jorunn the Skald Prince and Fildgor Strong Prince (also called Fildgor Angry Prince, but never to his face), were in two very different locations. Jorunn was in Riften with his closest companions, the Pack of Bards. Fildgor, meanwhile, was on the northeast coat of Skyrim, fighting alongside his sister when the Akaviri of Dir-Kamal launched their assault. As the Akaviri made their way toward Windhelm, Jorunn and his companions forged their own path toward the fabled Nord city.


  

  Fildgor, meanwhile, demonstrated his fighting prowess, as well as his exalted anger, over and over again as the battle for the coast raged on. He often led his own team of companions, the Stormfist Brigade, which consisted of members of the Stormfist clan. They had fought beside Fildgor during his pilgrimage and coming-of-age trials, and were devoted to the Strong-Prince.  


  Jorunn and Fildgor, along with their closest comrades, each arrived in time to see the gates of Windhelm break wide. The brothers fought valiantly, but they couldn't prevent the fall of the city or the death of Queens Mabjaarn and Nurnhilde ("The Brief Queen"), who died defending the palace and the people they loved. The twins, who hadn't been close for several years, nonetheless fell into familiar companionship and joined forces to repel the invaders. Thanks to Jorunn's alliance with the Dark Elves and the unexpected but welcome assistance of the Argonians, the Akaviri invasion was at last crushed.  


  As Jorunn and his forces returned to Windhelm, Fildgor stepped forward to claim rulership. The crisis was over, and he decided to push his claim. He expected Jorunn to acquiesce, as his brother usually did in the face of Fildgor's anger and unrestrained passion. But Jorunn refused. The Skald Prince decided to become the Skald King, for he had seen what Fildgor's passions were capable of. In war, he wanted Fildgor at his side. But as a leader for his people? Jorunn didn't really want to sit upon the throne, but he felt he had no choice. He didn't believe Fildgor would be a good ruler for his people.  


  Enraged by Jorunn's defiance, Fildgor rallied the Stormfist clan and other supporters he had throughout the realm. After all, he was a true Nord warrior, not a singer and scholar like his brother. Jorunn saw that the kingdom was headed for civil war, so he challenged Fildgor to single combat. The Strong Prince smiled, confident he could defeat his bard of a brother easily. He accepted, and the longest three hours in recent history began. The brothers' war was on.  


  The two brothers fought in the square outside the battle-damaged palace. The fight was brutal and long. Weapons clashed, parried, came together, moved apart, and drew blood. When it appeared that neither brother was going to gain the upper hand before they both collapsed from sheer exhaustion, Jorunn called upon reserves no one expected him to possess. He struck Fildgor's weapon, shattering it. Then he knocked Fildgor flat and demanded his surrender.  


  With no other option available, Fildgor surrendered. But his hatred burned and his rage surrounded him like a roiling storm. With a broken heart, Jorunn exiled his brother and chastened the Stormfist clan for supporting him. Fildgor cursed Jorunn's name and departed. While the Skald King went on to prove himself a capable and beloved ruler, the Strong Prince was rumored to have fled to the lands of the Daggerfall Covenant. Perhaps one day, the brothers' war will resume.   


  




The Buying Game


   Ababael Timsar-Dadisun 


   So many people simply buy the items they need at the price they are given. It's a very sad state of affairs, when the game is really open to all, you don't need an invitation. And it is a game, the game of bargaining, to be played seriously and, I hasten to add, politely. In Elsweyr, it is common for the shop-owner to offer the prospective buyer tea or sweetmeats and engage in polite conversation before commencing the business. This eminently civilized tradition has a practical purpose, allowing the buyer to observe the wares for sale. It is considered impolite not to accept, though it does not imply obligation on the part of the buyer.


  

  Whether this particular custom is part of the culture or not, it's wise for the buyer and seller to greet one another with smiles and warm salutations, like gladiators honoring one another before the battle.  


  Bargaining is expected all over Tamriel, but the game can be broken if one's offer is so preposterously low that it insults the shop-keeper. If you are offered something for ten gold pieces, try offering six and see where that takes you.  


  Do not look like you're very interested, but do not mock the quality of the goods, even if they deserve it. Much better to admire the quality of workmanship, but comment that, regretfully, you simply cannot afford such a price. When the shop-keeper compliments your taste, smile, but try to resist the flattery.  


  A lot of the game depends on recognizing the types of shop-keepers and not automatically assuming that the rural merchant is ignorant and easily fooled, or the rapacious city merchant is selling shoddy merchandise. Caravans, it should be mentioned, are always good places to go to buy or trade.  


  Knowing what you're buying and from whom is a talent bought only after years of practice. Know the specialties of certain regions and merchants before you even step foot in a shop. Recognize too the prejudices of the region. In Morrowind where I hail from, for example, Argonians are viewed with a certain amount of suspicion. Don't be surprised or insulted if the shopkeepers follow you around the shop, assuming you're going to steal something. Similarly, Nords, Bretons, and Cyrodiils are sometimes treated coolly by merchants in the Summurset Isles. Of course, I don't know any shopkeepers anywhere, no matter their open- mindedness, who aren't alerted when a Khajiit or a Bosmer enters their shop. Even Khajiiti and Bosmeri shopkeepers.  


  If you see something you really like or need, buy it then and there at the best price you can get. I cannot tell you how many times I passed up a rare and interesting relic, assuming that I could find it elsewhere in the region, perhaps at a larger town at a better price. Too late, I discovered I was wrong, and when I returned to the shop weeks later, the item I wanted was gone. Better to get a great purchase at a decent price and discover it again at a worse price than to miss out on your opportunities for ownership. Occasionally impulsiveness is the best buying strategy.  


  Sense the moves of the game, and everyone can win.   


  




The Cannonreeve's Conundrum


   Anonymous  


   A Comedy in Three Acts


  

  Proudly Presented by  


  The Summerset Repertory Players  


  STARRING  


  Silus Silber as "The Cannonreeve"  


  AND INTRODUCING  


  Hazaznaz as "Furbul-dar, the Frivolous"  


  Opening the first Fredas of Rain's Hand, 2E 578!   


  




The Cantatas Of Vivec


   Vivec  


   [The Cantatas of Vivec are gospels written in the form of epic songs. They trace the evolution of Vivec from a foolish mortal into an enlightened divine. Vivec sought out experiences that tested him in every way possible, particularly in the defense and protection of his Dunmer people, and through his long life, his humility, and his unconquerable spirit, he attained the Wisdom of the Seven Graces. The Cantatas relate many stories of Vivec's experiments with challenge and risk, his failures and triumphs, his blessings of insight and good fortune, and his debt to his partners, Almalexia the Lover and Sotha Sil the Teacher. The poetry is simple and dramatic, lyric and personal, composed to be sung or recited. The following is an excerpt from Lord Vivec's 'Brooding Beneath Red Mountain'.]


  

  The gaunt ghostfires loom as subtle shrouds,  


  Smokes and shades on the biers of Red Mountain.  


  Arches and spires line the rock halls,  


  Dimly lit by the spirits of the dead.  


  The blood of broken hearths and houses  


  Runs in red rivers, blossoms in fountains.  


  Girdled round within walls of wit's glass  


  The shattered hosts slumber in cradles of ash.  


  But when shall they wake?  


  What dark crucible may kindle their souls to light?  


  How long beneath red-reeking clouds  


  Must flickering watchfires burn?  


  How many lifetimes of labor and lament  


  Will it take to seal this restless tomb?   


  




The Care And Feeding Of Trolls


   Gulzog the Butcher 


   By order of Chief Braadoth, who now wants to be known as the Ophidian Exarch of Undulating Destruction for some reason or another, we are to make sure these special trolls are well cared for. Follow these steps and I won't use you as troll chow.


  

  1. Bathe the trolls in a mix of water, nirncrux-infused mud, and blood.  


  2. Massage each troll for at least one hour.  


  3. Fill their drinking buckets with bog-iron ale.  


  4. Tenderize captives with sound beatings.  


  5. Toss tenderized captives to trolls.  


  6. Stand back and let them eat!  


  7. Repeat every day.  


  —Gulzog the Butcher    


  




The Challenge At Bloody Knoll


   Anonymous  


   In the time before song the clans grew restless and clashed steel against steel in the bitter north, until a crimson path was traced in the snow, leading to the mountains of dead and their cairns.


  

  Come autumn a truce was called so that the clans might gather the bodies from pasture, range, and farm. So great was the number of the dead that the clans saw autumn's return twice over before all the bodies had been gathered.  


  When they saw the number of the dead, and the fields that lay fallow with none to work them, the chiefs of clans Shar and Tuul met in secret. They said "There is neither glory nor honor in the slaughter of our warriors. The hero that rises this season will die the next and when we are old and grey, will there be any strong Orc left to replace us?"  


  So they called on Mauloch and made an offering of echaterre and of their own blood. And the Prince answered them: Erect a monument of the dead to me, a cairn for the fallen of clans Shar and Tuul and there pick from among your number the strongest. They will duel atop the cairn until it is consecrated with the blood of the loser. The winner shall be the chief of a new clan, Shar-tuul."  


  The chiefs did as Mauloch commanded and so the war between the clans ended and a new clan was founded. The place of the first duel was called the Bloody Knoll, for it was built from the bodies of the war-slain and consecrated with the blood of the losing duellist.   


  




The Children Of The Stars


   Anonymous  


   Children of the Stars I


  

  The First Child: Pride  


  Those who call themselves the children of the Warrior must first acknowledge the true virtues of this chosen path.  


  The first son, born under the light of the blue moon, called himself Pride.  


  He understood the value of self-worth, and valued himself for what he achieved.  


  The Children of the Stars II  


  The Second Child: Valor  


  Those who call themselves the children of the Warrior must first acknowledge the true virtues of this chosen path.  


  The second child—she too was born under the blue moon's light. She called herself Valor.  


  She understood that in the face of danger, one must show great courage.  


  The Children of the Stars III  


  The Third Child: Honor  


  Those who call themselves the children of the Warrior must first acknowledge the true virtues of this chosen path.  


  The second child, Honor—she was born on a colorless night.  


  She respected her opponents and knew that any moment could be her last.  


  The Children of the Stars IV  


  The Fourth Child: Vengeance  


  Those who call themselves the children of the Warrior must first acknowledge the true virtues of this chosen path.  


  The fourth child, Vengence—he was born under the fiery yellow sun.  


  Those who wronged him regretted it. Those who bore ill will against him quickly learned that one does not cross Vengeance.  


  The Children of the Stars V  


  The Fifth Child: Patience  


  Those who call themselves the children of the Warrior must first acknowledge the true virtues of this chosen path.  


  The fifth and final child, the one who would always come last but did not care, Patience—he was born under the colorless sky.  


  He did not rush into battle first, nor last. He waited precisely for his turn. For a fool rushes into battle, but one with Patience waits for their time.   


  




The Chim-El Adabal


   Anonymous  


   The Amulet of the Kings of Glory, pendant of the red diamond Chim-el Adabal, Ayleid relic of Divine investiture. Whatever myths exist concerning its creation, this much is fact: as a vessel of Akatosh's will, it is tied to him in a very real way.


  

  The corruption of the Dragonfire ritual was a taxing endeavor. I spent weeks inscribing the glyphs and preparing the incantations that Aquilarios foolishly believed would change his ancestry and birthright. Trusting simpleton. Nirn now lies adrift in the Mundus, vulnerable to the parasitic Daedra that feast upon the souls of its people.  


  Tharn once asked me, outright, if the Amulet could be used to repair the damage wrought by the Soulburst. Subtlety was never part of Abnur's repetoire. I could see the scheming machinations behind his eyes even as be pledged his loyalty to me. I think he knew, even then, that he was disposable. Who needs a scheming politician when one aspires to be a god?  


  The answer to his question is, of course, yes. This is why I must sieze the amulet and protect it. It is the vessel through which I will supplant my would-be master and assume dominion over two worlds. Why would a god settle for just one?   


  




The Chopping Block


   Kajuld Blackfox 


   "You tricked me!" cried Thredor. He stopped short and dropped his axe as he rounded the corner of the longhouse, face-to-face with a fresh stack of logs next to the chopping block. "You promised you were going to teach me to fight like you!"


  

  "And I am, little brother, if you'll show any patience," chuckled Thralorr. "If you want to learn to use that axe, you have to start with the basics. You think you'll be able to cleave an enemy's skull if you can't split firewood?"  


  "That's easy! I'll show you!" Thredor snatched up his weapon, a battered iron cast-off from his brother's younger days, and charged the block. With a mighty yell, he closed his eyes and swung the axe over his head with all the strength he could muster, staggering forward as the blade sailed past the log and lodged itself in the dirt.  


  "Not so easy, is it? You've got some power there, but that won't help if you can't hit what you want. Here, watch me," Thralorr demonstrated a few chops. "See how I keep my eyes on the target the whole time and take a solid stance? Now you try again."  


  They chopped wood on into the evening until Thredor's arms felt weak and his hands burned where they gripped the haft. He trained like this for many weeks, simply chopping wood, until he could chop a whole cord without a break with only one hand on the axe.  


  One morning, to his delight, he came to the yard for his daily practice only to find his brother standing next to a construction of stuffed sacks and sticks painted with the roaring lion of the Daggerfall Covenant.  


  "You have more strength and good aim now, but let's see how you do with a different target. Come and show this filth what a Nord can do!" He tossed his little brother a makeshift wooden shield and spent the morning calling out targets and waving the dummy's arms as Thredor hacked away while attempting to block the flimsy blows.  


  "I can't wait to try out Troll-Fang on a real one!" Thredor breathed heavily as the two took a break in the shade of a nearby tree.  


  "Is that what you've named it, then? Well, let's hope it doesn't come to that so soon," replied Thralorr. "You've learned a lot, but you've a long way to go yet. We'll keep practicing, and before you know it, you'll be ready to answer the call of battle. Wait, what's that? I think I hear it now!"  


  Thredor rolled his eyes. "That's just mother calling us in," he protested.  


  "Her wrath is worse than any Covenant soldier!" cried Thralorr. "Hurry, before she comes after us!" Laughing, he chased his brother across the yard and into the house.   


  




The Chorrol Crier


   Anonymous  


   Issue 21


  

  Morning Star, 579  


  Greetings to my loyal readers. Here's what happened in town since Issue 20:  


  Seems that everyone has recovered from the New Life Festival, though Verene continues to celebrate.  


  Darvell is at it again. He passed out several times near the Oak and Crosier this month. He claims not to have been drinking but overcome by fumes from the ground. Darvell insists that there's something underground, something only he can sense. Fumes indeed; poor Vanny!  


  The Quickstep Bandits struck again, stealing hay and rope from Zegol's storehouse. That should improve Zegol's ever-sunny disposition, no?  


  Prefect Doran swears she'll do something about the clamor of the merchants around Little Oak Place. The constant bickering over display space must end. Something needs to be done to cut down on the merchants in town. Porcia should have Domitius throw out every other one.  


  *******************************  


  Issue 23  


  Sun's Height, 579  


  Apologies to my readers—the events of the last months have prevented me from writing the Crier. But now I resume my duties.  


  The upheavals in Chorrol, both personal and physical, continue. The quakes never stop while the chasm grows ever wider and its list of victims longer. I can't bear to name all those we lost during the cataclysm. Every family has suffered. A walk through town highlights the missing more than the still-present.  


  Still no explanation for the upheaval. Folks here call it the "Sundering." Darvell insists that he smelled the chasm before Chorrol was torn asunder. He's acting even odder than before, if that's possible.  


  When Prefect Doran was taken by a creature from the chasm, we looked to Domitius for leadership, but he refused. I have taken up the role, until someone else wants it. I sent Ethyan and Larian to the Imperial City, to see if more is known of these events. And to request aid for our ruined town.  


  *******************************  


  Issue 24  


  Hearthfire, 579  


  As most know, Ethyan and Larian returned from their journey last week. None of the news was good. They didn't make it to the city. The bridges are gone and monsters roam the banks of Lake Rumare. Our scouts heard rumors from refugees fleeing the city. No aid is coming; the city lies in ruins.  


  The cataclysm that split Chorrol in half also devastated the Imperial City. Some say it originated there. Larian reports the city folk called it the "Soulburst," though none knew why.  


  Emperor Varen is missing. Some say he died in the upheaval, others that he was just badly injured. Maybe it was his soul that burst? The Five Companions are all missing as well. Some say that Sai Sahan killed the emperor and stole the Amulet of Kings. Others claim it was Lyris. Only confusion reigns in the Imperial City now.  


  And in Chorrol as well. Creatures of flame lurk in the chasm now, seizing any who venture near. Fumes from the fiery depths have caused several Chorrolians to pass out while crossing the bridge and topple to their deaths. At least the fumes and monsters have chased away the merchants who used to infest Little Oak Place. I suspect we'll miss them in the months to come though.  


  *******************************  


  Issue 25  


  First Seed, 580  


  It's been many months since my last issue. I don't seem to have the energy for it anymore. I'll try to be better.  


  Chorrol teeters on the edge. Quakes shake the town almost every day. Our homes fall down around us. The chasm almost feels like part of the town now. It's hard to remember what Chorrol was like without it.  


  Many have left. Those who remain either have nowhere else to go or are too stubborn to give up. We're all just hanging on, waiting for we know not what.  


  Nowhere else is any better. They say the Tharns have seized control of the Empire, though they control little more than the city and Lake Rumare's environs. Clivia Tharn is now Empress Regent; may the she-wolf choke on the title.  


  Armed gangs roam the countryside, Imperial Army deserters gone bad. True soldiers are rarely seen, as they hide in their keeps. Rumors of war with the barbarian nations outside Cyrodiil are heard every day. They smell the Empire's weakness and look to conquer the jewel of Tamriel. The gods help us all.  


  *******************************  


  Final Issue  


  Sun's Dusk, 580  


  Sorry, but I can't do this anymore. This is the last issue of the Crier, unless someone else takes it up.  


  I keep hoping things will get better, but they only get worse. Each quake brings another piece of my house down and slides it a little closer to the chasm. I keep expecting it to fall in any day. When it does, I'll go with it. Ethyan does his best, but the house is more patches than holes now.  


  Armies march past the town, sometimes right through it. Never the Imperial Army, always troops from the Covenant or Dominion. Food is scarce, crops stolen or trampled by the invaders. We're slowly starving here.  


  No place else to go. War is everywhere. Bandits pillage at will. Travelers tell of monsters roaming the countryside. The few merchants who made it here are too scared to leave. Not that they have much to sell.  


  Who can fix this? It can't be fixed. This is the way things are now, until we die. The gods have left Cyrodiil. I wish you all luck, but you won't find it.   


  




The Chosen People Of Aldmeris


   Sealord Malleroth Of Pyandonea  


   By Sealord Malleroth Of Pyandonea


  

  Many still believe that the Maormer race of Pyandonea diverged from the racial line of the Altmer when they were exiled from Summerset Isle as criminals. This is the great, traitorous lie of the Altmer!  


  Translations of tapestries in the Crystal Tower reveal that the great Maormer race is directly descended from the purest strain of our Aldmeri ancestors. We certainly did not come from Summerset, but originated in our ancestral homeland of Aldmeris.  


  The Altmer themselves are a mongrel race. They are the abomination that drove our great leader Orgnum to lead our people through the impenetrable mists to our haven of Pyandonea.  


  For centuries, we have marshaled our forces in preparation for our triumphant return. Summerset is ours, by our right of birth as the one true Aldmeri race. All trace of the inferior Altmer race and their mongrel blood must be wiped from the face of Tamriel!  


  Our time has come! Arise, Maormer! Take your place as the rightful heirs to the Aldmeri Legacy!   


  




The Chronicles Of King Kurog


   Zephrine Frey 


   The Chronicles of King Kurog, Book I


  

  I first met Kurog gro-Bagrakh in the wilds of Elsweyr. I was there pretending to be a scholar from Wayrest, but my true purpose was to watch, listen, and report back to King Emeric of Wayrest about events in the Khajiiti homeland. It was in this capacity as a spy that I originally encountered the boisterous and charismatic Orc warrior. He was newly arrived from Wrothgar, busy establishing himself in the mercenary group known as Gaspard's Stalkers. From all reports, he was brave, competent, and of unmatched physical prowess. He certainly looked the part to me.  


  The Breton mercenary leader, Gaspard Esmery, opened his ranks to any and all races. As long as you were willing to follow orders and fight with all your strength, Gaspard had a place for you in his unit. Kurog brought along a handful of powerful Orcs who also happened to be extremely loyal to the young warrior. Soon, they were the most-prominent members of the Stalkers, getting the most-dangerous missions and the ogre's share of the loot.  


  I was able to get close to Kurog on a number of occasions. He enjoyed being flirted with, especially by an attentive Breton woman who enjoyed sampling Khajiiti delicacies as much as he did. During these moments when we met for food and drink, he let down his guard and told me things I'm sure he wouldn't have revealed to any of his male acquaintances. It was during one such rendezvous, in a dark and seedy tavern in the city of Orcrest, that I learned about the Orc warrior's past and his dreams for the future.  


  We have all heard the horrible stories of life in the Orc strongholds. Kurog told me of his younger days as part of a clan in distant Wrothgar. He was the best and the brightest of a new crop of younglings—stronger, faster, and in many ways more brilliant than either his contemporaries or most of his elders. But he was unsatisfied with life in the clan. He wanted to prove himself in battle. He wanted to see the world. And both he and his clan chief knew that if he remained in the stronghold much longer, one of them was going to die. That was the way of life for the Orcs.  


  Instead of pushing the issue and challenging the chief, Kurog rallied his bosom companions and signed on with a recruiter for Gaspard's Stalkers mercenary company. After lending his talents to help win skirmishes across Hammerfell and Cyrodiil, the company had made its way to Elsweyr. Kurog seemed to be having a grand old time seeing the sights, eating the food, bedding the wenches (his words, not mine), and winning battle after battle. I offered Kurog a spoonful of honey pudding, my other hand resting on his powerful arm, and asked in all innocence, "But what about the future, my powerful friend?"  


  "The future?" Kurog laughed. "I'm going to go home, kill the old chief, and take command of my clan!"  


  Kurog said all this matter-of-factly. He wasn't boasting. He wasn't trying to impress me. He was simply telling me what he believed. And you know what? I believed it, too. This was definitely an Orc that King Emeric was going to want to keep an eye on, mark my words.  


  The Chronicles of King Kurog, Book II  


  I had the pleasure of introducing Kurog to King Emeric when the Orc mercenary visited Wayrest. He was in the company of his Orc companions. They had recently resigned their commissions in Gaspard's Stalkers mercenary company and were making their way back to the wilds of Wrothgar. Thanks to the friendship I had fostered with Kurog during our time together in Elsweyr, he contacted me in the hope of visiting with me when they arrived in Wayrest. I readily agreed and offered to play tour guide while he was in the city.  


  After spending a few days showing Kurog around the city and introducing him to the many tastes of Breton society (Kurog certainly does love to eat!), I surprised him with a clandestine visit to Wayrest Castle. I must admit that I was slightly worried about how the meeting was going to turn out. Kurog can be loud and crass, and he knows very little of the social graces. In retrospect, I shouldn't have been concerned. King Emeric and Kurog got along smashingly! They seemed to share similar opinions about politics and warfare, and they took great pleasure in trying to make the other laugh out loud. At the end of the evening, Kurog admitted to the king that he was returning to Wrothgar to claim his rightful place as chief of his clan.  


  "Should I be worried?" King Emeric asked with a smile.  


  "Of course you should be worried," Kurog laughed. "But I like you, King Emeric. I think I will seek to rebuild Yashnag's kingdom in Falkreath before I turn my attention toward High Rock."  


  The two men shook hands and a shiver ran down my spine. I had a feeling that I was witnessing something important, even if I never imagined just how monumental this moment would actually prove to be. As Kurog started to take his leave, King Emeric had one more surprise to add to the evening's already long list of amazing occurrences. "My friend," Emeric said, "I have a request. Allow Lady Zephrine to accompany you back to Wrothgar. She has been my eyes and ears in distant lands, and I certainly want to know how your ambitions play out."  


  Kurog laughed again. It was an infectious sound. "You want me to take your spy to Wrothgar?" Again, Kurog demonstrated he wasn't quite as thick-headed as most people believed about Orcs. I wonder how long ago he guessed as to my true nature. "Damn it all, why not? She's amusing, she knows how to eat and drink, and she's more than pleasant to look at. Pack your bags, my lady. And bring something warm. The weather in Wrothgar can be a bit nippy."  


  And with that, I accompanied Kurog to the land of the Orcs.  


  The Chronicles of King Kurog, Book III  


  The journey to Wrothgar turned out to be more pleasant than I expected. Kurog continued to be a fun and exciting companion. If anything, his mood grew even lighter the closer we got to the land of his birth. Along the way, we talked of many things, including Kurog's hopes to change some of the more oppressive and restrictive traditions of his people. "We should build great cities, cosmopolitan communities with places of learning and culture," Kurog said. "And cuisine. Lots and lots of cuisine. It's so much better than food."  


  When we finally crossed the border into Wrothgar, the mood among Kurog's company of Orcs turned somber and more serious. They knew the stakes of siding with Kurog against their clan chief and were prepared to deal with those consequences, but that didn't make marching toward possible doom any easier. Kurog, on the other hand, maintained a jovial, even childlike, glee. He had prepared for this moment his entire life, and he was ready to leap head-first into his destiny. I was afraid for him, but I was also honored to call him my friend. And, if I may be so bold, just watching Kurog riding tall and proud atop his horse made my heart beat a little faster. I guess I was a bit smitten with the charismatic Orc warrior.  


  At some point Kurog must have noticed that I was staring at him. He gave me a dazzling Orc smile, winked, and said, "Once I become chief, you could be one of my wives. Consider that an open invitation." I turned away, hoping he didn't see how flush my face had become. I didn't know if I should laugh or scream in angry mortification at such a ludicrous idea. But by the time I gathered my thoughts and turned back to confront him, Kurog was holding up one gauntleted hand. "From here," he said, "I go on alone."  


  Chief Bolazgar waited for Kurog. Four large, hulking Orc warriors stand beside the chief, their angry gazes locked on the younger Orc. And beyond them, it seemed to me like the entire clan had come out to see what was about to occur. "Are you going to grovel before your chief and beg my forgiveness, Kurog?" Bolazgar sneered. "No, not today," Kurog replied cheerfully. "Today, I challenge you for leadership of the clan."  


  Even from a distance, I could see that Chief Bolazgar was shaking with rage. "How dare you?" he bellowed. "Do you think you can best me in fair combat? Do you?"  


  Kurog shrugged. "As a matter of fact, I know I can best you. You've grown fat and weak while I've been fighting wars in distant lands," Kurog proclaimed. "In fact, I'm not sure there's going to be anything fair about this combat."  


  With a scream of pure hatred, Bolazgar drew his weapon and charged. In stark contrast, Kurog calmly unsheathed his sword and stood his ground. Then, with an economy of motion, he blocked the clan chief's initial, clumsy attack, and followed that with a single, devastating swipe. Bolazgar's head bounced three times before it came to rest against the boot of one of his honor guards.  


  The field was silent for a long moment. Then the first call went out, "Long live Chief Kurog." The rest of the clan took up the chant as each member, in turn, dropped to one knee before the powerful Kurog. He smiled. "Today begins a new day for the Orsimer!" Kurog proclaimed. "I will lead you to glory! On this, you have my word!"  


  And it was clear that I wasn't the only one who believed him.  


  The Chronicles of King Kurog, Book IV  


  As the years went by, I was often used as an intermediary between King Emeric and Chief Kurog. Because of this, and due to my ongoing friendship with the chief, I was privy to many of the most significant events in Kurog's life. And not only to the events, but also to Kurog's thoughts and feelings, because he continued to trust me and utilize me as a confidant, even writing to me when we were in different parts of the continent. (But, sadly, no. I never took him up on his offer to become one of his wives. Indeed, Kurog didn't take a wife at all until later in his chiefdom, but that's a tale for another day.)  


  Kurog spent a few years consolidating his power, growing his clan and forming alliances with clan chiefs that were willing to support his goals and ideals. It was about this time that Kurog revealed the details of his grand vision. "I will follow in the footsteps of mighty Yashnag and march into Skyrim," he wrote to me. "I will restore the Orcish kingdom in Falkreath and create an Orcish city to rival the wondrous Wayrest." While Kurog was busy to the north, King Emeric was dealing with issues in central High Rock. King Ranser of Shornhelm had declared war against Wayrest. After a clandestine meeting with the king, I decided I had to make one more trip to stand at Kurog's side.  


  I caught up with Kurog near Dragonstar, as his forces were accumulating in the mountains of western Skyrim. They were having a more difficult time of it than Kurog had anticipated. The Nords, wracked as they were by civil war, nonetheless proved to be capable and courageous fighters. The path to Falkreath was long and arduous, and the rock and snow were going to be bathed in the blood of warriors from both sides before this campaign was done. I sat with Kurog one night, watching the roaring fire, when the clan chief opened up as he did during our times together back in Elsweyr.  


  "These damn Nords," Kurog said, "if they had a shred of decency they'd put down their weapons and get out of our way. But no. The clans that aren't fighting us are trying to bribe us to aid their cause. They don't see us as conquerors. They think we're mercenaries! I'm beginning to think that my Falkreath dream is going to be crushed by all this snow and ice. Damn the Nords and damn their foul mead!"  


  I placed a hand on Kurog's knee and said softly, "What if I offered you a different, better dream? And the authority to make that dream a reality?" Kurog looked at me for a long time. Then he stood, towering over me, and demanded to know what I was talking about. Instead, I reached into my traveling cloak, withdrew a leather document pouch, and handed it to him. He read the contents by the light of the fire. Read it again. And a third time. Then he asked me if this was some sort of trick. I assured him that it wasn't a trick. It was an offer. "You help King Emeric, and King Emeric helps you," I said, and the two of us talked long into the deepening night.  


  In the morning, Kurog had a list of demands for me to take back to Wayrest. I was impressed. He was driving a hard bargain, but he was also offering King Emeric the power necessary to end Ranser's War in one fell stroke. I told him I would get the documents to King Emeric as quickly as possible. In return, he promised that his army would be ready and waiting for Emeric's signal—but they would not make a move until the signed documents were in Kurog's hands.  


  And that was how the Orcs joined the Daggerfall Covenant and Kurog became the King of Wrothgar.  


  The Chronicles of King Kurog, Book V  


  Let's talk about the wives of King Kurog of Wrothgar. He began collecting wives shortly after he returned to Wrothgar and defeated Bolazgar to become chief of his clan. His first selections were purely political, taking wives to shore up his alliances with other clans. It was about this time that I became aware of Kurog's mother, Alga. He had mentioned her a few times in conversations we had over the years, but she never seemed to be a major influence in his life. At least, she wasn't prominent in his life as a mercenary.  


  Now that Kurog was chief of his clan, his mother had stepped in to fill a need he never knew he had. She took the title of Grand Forge-Mother and immediately set out to negotiate marriages for her son. For those of you not intimately familiar with Orc traditions, you must understand that the only male in a clan allowed to take wives is the chief. He functions sort of like the primary male in a pride of lions, lording over all until someone younger and stronger comes along to take his crown. Just as Kurog did with Bolazgar. The chief's wives become the highest-ranking people in the village, taking charge of important clan functions while the chief supervises everything from a distance. The only activity the chief personally takes charge of is war, whether leading raids or actually taking his clan into battle against a hated enemy.  


  The most-influential and powerful of the chief's wives is the hunt-wife, and this was the first marriage that Alga worked to secure. Rumors abound that more than a dozen young hopefuls were vying for the position, but Alga and Kurog had a specific goal in mind. In the end, a powerful daughter from the Shatul clan, famed hunters of the Wrothgar highlands, was selected to solidify the alliance between the clans. Noroga pledged her loyalty and the loyalty of her clan, taking her place as Kurog's hunt-wife.  


  When it came time to find Kurog a forge-wife to oversee blacksmithing and mining for the clan, Alga looked no further than the famed weapon and armor smiths of the Morkul clan. The obvious choice was the Morkul chief's eldest daughter, a powerful Orc maiden named Grugha. But Alga was more interested in the younger Tugha, who had traveled abroad for two years to study with the blacksmiths of western Skyrim. Her experiences, modern attitudes, and obvious intelligence won her the position of forge-wife for Kurog and his clan.  


  If there was a requirement other than bringing another powerful clan under Kurog's banner, the role of hearth-wife demanded not only a brilliant household administrator but a talent for cooking that went beyond the usual skills of a mountain-bear hash-slinger. Kurog, as I've mentioned in previous volumes of this chronicle, relished food with a passion. Between fighting and eating, I'd be hard-pressed to determine which activity Kurog enjoyed more. Be that as it may, it would take years to find someone of Orcish grace and exceptional talent to fill this marital role. A great competition was eventually staged while Kurog was off aiding King Emeric at the end of Ranser's War.  


  While Kurog was away, at least according to my sources, Grand Forge-Mother Alga invited the most eligible Orc maidens from the most powerful clans not yet allied with Kurog to compete for the title of hearth-wife. She made them engage in a culinary battle that was as violent and bloody as any skirmish Kurog himself had ever undertaken. The women had to track, kill, and clean their own ingredients. They had to fight each other to secure spices from distant lands. And then they had to present their finished meals before time ran out. Alga and Kurog's first wives, Noroga and Tugha, would judge the worth of each contestant's offering. Bumzal won the day, as much for her physical strength (it is said she killed a mountain bear with her bare hands) as her deft use of delicate spices.  


  Kurog has many and varied lesser wives, most of who I have no real knowledge of, as they work behind the scenes and rarely make their presence known. Two, however, are always at Kurog's side. These are his protectors, the shield-wives. Two powerful fighters currently fill these roles in Kurog's household, the warrior-sisters Oshgatha and Razbela. The sisters are as loyal to each other as they are to the king, ready to lay down their lives to defend him should the need arise. Even Noroga and Tugha remain on best behavior when the shield-wives are present.  


  The Chronicles of King Kurog, Book VI  


  Now I want to take a few pages to record King Kurog's grand vision for Wrothgar and the Orc nation. I listened to his plan develop over the years from a nebulous dream, to a kernel of an idea, to the strategy that now inspires the re-building of Orsinium.  


  During one of our first rendezvous, Kurog imbibed an astonishing amount of moon-sugar double rum. This had the effect of making him both introspective and extremely talkative. With a few smiles, a well-placed giggle, and an occasional compliment or question, I was able to get Kurog to open up about a great many things. But as the evening wore on, he began to tell me about his dream for the Orsimer—his name for the people we call Orcs.  


  "The strongholds," Kurog said. "They've served the Orsimer well for generations. But our traditions, for all they aid and guide us, they also hold us back. They mire us in outdated notions and meaningless restrictions." There was more, of course. While he understood the need for violence and was extremely good at it, he hated that everything in the strongholds was solved by beating or killing someone or another. "It makes it very hard to have a civil discourse on anything of substance," he bemoaned, "because sooner or later someone reaches for something heavy or sharp to use to punctuate their particular point of view. Something needs to change."  


  The next time the subject came up, we were drinking treacle tea and watching the sun set over the Tenmar Forest. It was obvious that Kurog had given the topic much thought since we had last discussed it. In addition to just making life better for the Orsimer, now he also wanted to elevate his people on the political level as well. "The other kingdoms will never take us seriously as long as we remain trapped in our old traditions," he said, a trace of bitterness evident in his voice. "We must develop a modern society if we are ever to stand shoulder to shoulder with the other races as equals. We need to build Orsimer towns and cities that can sustain diplomacy and trade while not looking like ancient and restrictive fortresses. A little fear in your contemporaries is all well and good. I find that it helps immensely in negotiations. But attitudes and mannerisms that invoke terror? Those should be locked away and reserved for your enemies, not left on constant display to frighten friends and foes alike."  


  It was my final day in Elsweyr. I was preparing to return to Wayrest after what I assumed was going to be my last extended stay in the Khajiiti countryside, when Kurog invited me to join him for dinner. He had reserved a private room at the local inn and paid the establishment's chef to prepare a farewell feast for the two of us to share. As we munched on dried sugarmeat and caramelized sweetcakes, Kurog picked up his ongoing narrative of how he was going to return home and help his people. "I plan to rebuild our past glory, perhaps by reestablishing Yashnag's ancient Orsimer kingdom in Falkreath or maybe even raising the ruins of Orsinium itself."  


  Kurog's dream had become goal, a challenge he had placed upon himself to test his mettle and his strength of spirit. It would begin with Kurog's return to Wrothgar to wrest the chiefdom of his clan from the "insolent leader" (his words, not mine) who banished him. Then he would gather other clan leaders to his banner, forming a nation of independent states that was large enough and powerful enough to carve a kingdom for the Orcs—a kingdom that would see Kurog as its king. "Tell Emeric that the next time we meet, it will be as equals or it will be as enemies!" Kurog said. "Under my rule, Orsimer will have every right and opportunity afforded to the citizens of Wayrest or Windhelm. The old ways will fall away, and a new age will dawn for the Orsimer people. This I so pledge!"  


  I won't deny it. Kurog's words, his passion, they moved me. I wanted to believe that he would succeed, that the Orcs would rise up and prosper under his benign rule. I would never forget what he described to me. Later, when King Emeric was in desperate need of allies, I would remember Kurog and whisper into Emeric's ear. And that is how alliances are born.   


  




The Clues, Damn Your Eyes


   Captain Izad 


   If you're reading this, you're after my treasure. You won't find it in my chest, oh no.


  

  I buried the booty somewhere on Stros M'Kai. Exactly where is the challenge; I hope you fail.  


  Below are all the clues I'll give. If you're clever enough, the treasure's yours.  


  My curses upon your narrow shoulders, you Goblin-spawned swine.  


  — Captain Izad  


  Stand atop Saintsport's star  


  And spy the eternal sentinel  


  Skirt its gate to reach the shrine  


  Northwest stands the warrior  


  Walk forty-five paces south  


  Leftward palms frame the sight  


  Of the island of iron faces  


  Follow the rocky finger  


  Through the broken ship  


  Find the stone ship at anchor  


  Riches lie under leaves in its port   


  




The Code Of Mauloch


   Anonymous  


   "By the Code of Mauloch!" I don't need you to guess how many times I've heard that oath made in some dingy tavern. Again and again, some fellow sellsword with too much fire in him has screamed those words at the top of his lungs. I'd be lying if I said the Orc strongholds don't take those words as law. There are few places where experience would tell you that "tradition" and the "old ways" make for a better fighter, but with Orcs, it seems like staying true to your ancestors is the path to victory.


  

  Let me start a few steps back. The Orc strongholds have existed as long as the Orc race has, at least according to them. Orc strongholds are more than armored camps. They're fortresses. Every man, woman, and child inside the walls is trained from birth to defend them. All their weapons and armor are smithed right there in the stronghold. All the food is hunted down by Orc warriors and brought back to be eaten by the Orcs who live there.  


  Orcs follow no laws save their own, an unwritten set of rules called "The Code of Mauloch," named after one of their gods, who is sometimes called Malacath. Most of it's pretty simple: don't steal, don't kill, and don't attack people without reason (although there seems to be a big list of exceptions). Orcs in a stronghold don't have jails for their criminals. They have Blood Price. You either pay enough in goods for your crimes, or you bleed enough that the victim is satisfied. And I don't need to tell you that Orcs have a lot of blood.  


  The Code also sets up who runs the stronghold. The toughest male is usually the chief. He makes decisions and decides when the Code of Mauloch has been satisfied. All the women are either the chief's wives or his daughters, with the exception of the wise woman, who handles all spiritual matters and healing needs. Matters of grave dispute are handled with short but violent fights. Those who don't get along with the chief are usually forced out of the stronghold to live among the rest of us. An Orc grows up being told to fight for everything. If something is not worth fighting for, it is beneath the Code.  


  The Orcs in a stronghold don't like strangers, used to living on their own like they do. We know about their homes because so many Orcs leave their strongholds to become sellswords or soldiers, and a few pints of mead always gets them talking about home. I hear that sometimes, when an Orc makes a non-Orc a "blood kin," that person is allowed to live in the stronghold as one of the clan. Of course, I've never seen proof of that actually happening.  


  For all their strange rules and traditions, the Code of Mauloch does breed a culture of determined warriors. They're focused in ways that the average sellsword isn't. They don't hesitate to draw weapons and settle matters openly. I think that's the real difference between the stronghold Orcs and the city Orcs. The law allows you to settle fights through the constable's men, but the Code of Mauloch demands you settle your problems yourself. That's a fine way of thinking when you're leading a mercenary's life.   


  




The Coiled Path


   Anonymous  


   Ghost Snake blesses the worthy.


  

  Ghost Snake devours the unworthy.  


  Ghost Snake lives upon the Coiled Path. Once, the river that ran beside the Coiled Path was straight and long, but Ghost Snake did not like that. He commanded the beasts to dig. He commanded the People to carve the ground. He commanded the rocks and water to move. Now path and river together coil like a waiting snake.  


  The Coiled Path is not an easy path to walk, for Ghost Snake does not wish it to be. Ghost Snake hunts the path for prey, and his victims rise as spirits. These spirits forever walk the path's twists and turns, never to escape, until Ghost Snake devours their essence as he consumed their weak flesh.  


  The Coiled Path is more than a road or a river. It is a path to wisdom, to cunning, to insight. Ghost Snake's servants do not see the straight and narrow path. Instead, Ghost Snake grants his blessings so his servants may overcome treachery and hardship. Ghost Snake hisses his wisdom so that his servants may navigate the perils of life.  


  The Coiled Path is not for the weak. Ghost Snake must feed, and if his servants cannot secure prey, Ghost Snake will rightfully devour those who serve them.  


  Ghost Snake is the father of a thousand-thousand serpents. Wherever the spirits of Ghost Snake's victims gather, his serpentine children thrive.  


  We who serve Ghost Snake have learned our lessons well. Do not take the easy path. Do not forget what lies underfoot, waiting to betray you. Do not forget that unseen forces watch and wait for you. Do not forget the hidden daggers of your foes. And always listen for slithering whispers on the wind.  


  I write these words to receive Ghost Snake's righteous blessing. Life contains no justice. Life offers no mercy. Life is not easy. The only truth lies along the deceptive shores of the Coiled Path, and it is whispered by Ghost Snake.  


  Know this or flee. Flee, and we will find you.  


  When Ghost Snake finds you, he will bless you. Or you will die.   


  




The Coldharbour Compact


   Anonymous  


   Poor Gil-Var-Delle we still recall


  

  The God of Schemes consumed it all  


  To Coldharbour went Clockwork God  


  To bargain on the Princes' sod  


  They came to mock at Tribune small  


  Came Schemer, Hunger, Hunter, all  


  Scryer, Pariah, Destroyer came  


  And Raver and Twilight just the same  


  From dread Daedra save us  


  From Daedra keep us safe  


  Forsake the ones that made us  


  To fight a wrongful fate  


  They sneered when Clockwork made his demand  


  Till Twilight raised a hand  


  "And what do you offer in return  


  "To keep us from chastising Nirn?"  


  Then Clockwork whispered long and low  


  And what he said, no mortal can know  


  From dread Daedra save us  


  From Daedra keep us safe  


  Forsake the ones that made us  


  To fight a wrongful fate   


  




The Collected Theory Hypothesis


   Anonymous  


   (An Excerpt)


  

  At the fourth Falinesti Site now, and, not surprisingly, the Falinesti Faithful here believe me mad, as did those of the Summer, Spring, and Autumn sites. But they'll reconsider when I prove my theory! Oh, they will, and they'll see that my "inane" questions were nothing but "ane!" Yes, they will!  


  The Collective Consciousness Theorem will shake the foundations of belief, throughout Tamriel and beyond. I believe it, I KNOW it, and I will PROVE it! I just need a little more time.  


  It's simple, really. The Faithful argue endlessly with each other over how the Walking City disappeared, but the irony of it is, they're all right—and they're all wrong! Deep inside each Consciousness lies a grain of truth. A grain falls and lands on another, and soon there's a whole pile of grain! A veritable SILO of truth, all waiting to be collected! The Silo Theorem!  


  Some of the grains in the Silo so far are fascinating to say the least. All wrong, of course, but it'll be well worth the collecting when I can return to Elden Root and sort through the chaff. More grist for the mill and I'll be able to refine the grains, grinding them into the flour of knowledge. I will bake the Loaf of Truth fully—no half-baked theories for me!  


  Where was I?  


  Ah, yes ... the Falinesti Faithful's Collective, Grainy Truths and Non-Truths Include:  


  The Daedric Interference Conjecture: Falinesti was spirited away by a Daedric Prince or collection of forces (Clavicus Vile leads the voting almost two-to-one over Sheogorath).  


  The Magicka Transposition Formulation: A magical attack or accident transported the Walking City to the bottom of the sea (the Swimming City?).  


  The Lunar Backlash Premise: The Walking City is actually from one of the two moons (which one is hotly debated) and it is now walking back to (or on) one of the moons.  


  The Chicken Nonconformity Detonation: A surprisingly popular theory, I could not find out any agreed-upon details. Will investigate further in the library at Elden Root.  


  Wayward Metropolist Doctrine: The Walking City got lost on its last trip.  


  The Celestial Purloinance Postulation: Stolen by the thief-god Rajhin for some unknown reason.  


  The Temporal Reversal Supposition: The Walking City has begun traveling backward in time.  


  The Temporal Leap Corollary: Falinesti has sprung forward in time and will be there for us to find it at some future date.  


  The Accelerated Invisibility Theory: Falinesti is still here, but moving so quickly between the sites we can't perceive it.  


  The Shared Urbanity Theorem: All cities are Falinesti, as it was and as it always will be.  


  ...Where's that ink gotten to?   


  




The Consecrations Of Arkay


   Punctilius Tyrus 


   As a novice of the Order of Arkay, you enter a service that will be both an exaltation and a burden to you. We who serve the Lord of the Wheel of Life are tasked with protection of the souls of all mortals, both bound and unbound.


  

  For there are those in Tamriel—and from beyond Tamriel—who prey upon the souls of others. Heretics would divert the souls of the dying to unlawful destinations. Necromancers would bind the souls of the dead to an afterlife of eternal slavery. And Daedra Lords feast upon the souls of mortals like ravening wolves.  


  All these we abominate, and drive them from the realms of decent folk with fire and hammer. And to aid us in this, our great work, Arkay has given us his Three Consecrations:  


  Arkay's Grace, which we bestow upon birth, to protect the souls of the innocent until they are old enough to exercise their own volition.  


  Arkay's Blessing, which we bestow upon the dying, to prevent their souls from being used without consent.  


  Arkay's Law, which we bestow upon the deceased, that their corporeal forms may not be raised to unlawful servitude.  


  There is no more sacred trust than that of the order which you enter today, novice. Be strong, and waver not, for the enemies of life are ever watchful, ready to punish negligence with swift and ruthless cruelty.   


  




The Crown Of Freydis


   Taleon Mythmaker 


   The Crown of Freydis, worn by our beloved Queen Mabjaarn, has a long history. Many know of the crown's famed beauty, but few know the true intent of the crown and why it was created—and that it was even worn by other monarchs before Queen Freydis.


  

  The Crown of Freydis is actually the second royal crown of Skyrim. The fabled Jagged Crown holds the distinction of being the first. The Jagged Crown was forged by Harald, first king of the Nords, from the bones of dragons. Legend has it that the Jagged Crown disappeared with the death of Harald's final descendant King Borgas in The Wild Hunt of 1E 369. The death of childless King Borgas, last of the line of Ysgramor, triggered an internecine conflict known as the War of Succession.  


  The War of Succession raged for more than fifty years before Olaf One-Eye became the new High King of Skyrim. Olaf was elected to the position primarily due to the renown he garnered subduing the dragon Numinex, and not for any benevolence or statesmanship on his part. The rule of Olaf One-Eye was a time marked by great strife and division among the Nords. When he also died without a clear heir, it was decided that a new manner be employed for choosing a new High King.  


  Each of Skyrim's holds sent a mage to a convocation called specifically to craft a magical artifact that would test the worth of potential candidates for High King. To this end, they created the Crown of Verity. Crafting the artifact in the shape of a crown was a brilliant innovation. With the loss of the Jagged Crown, Olaf had worn no mark of recognizable rulership. They felt that a new crown would help unify the realm behind a new king after the relative instability of Olaf's rule. The timing of the crown's creation proved to be auspicious.  


  The Moot selected a tribal chieftain named Asurn Ice-Breaker to be the next High King of Skyrim. Asurn was a mighty warrior of unmatched skill in the vein of Olaf One-Eye, though he never defeated a dragon. Before he assumed the role, however, he had to don the newly-forged Crown of Verity. That's when the true power of the artifact became apparent.  


  The crown rejected Asurn. It literally refused to be placed upon his head. In a rage, Asurn summoned his loyal followers and threatened to kill every member of the Moot if they didn't name him as the rightful king. He refused to be rejected by a crown. A soft-spoken member of the council rose from his chair. He challenged Asurn to combat, according to the law. The battle was short and to the point: Asurn was struck down. When the soft-spoken man took the rown and placed it easily upon his own head, a new High King of Skyrim was born. That was how Kjoric the White rose to power.  


  To this day, the Crown of Freydis has been passed down from High King to High King. It is used as a tool by the Moot to ascertain the worthiness of any candidate for the throne. Since the day Asurn was struck down, no one has challenged the validity of the Crown or its powers—until 2E 431, when the Reman Empire fell asunder, and King Logrolf was assassinated.  


  Jarl Svartr of Solitude claimed that Logrolf's daughter, Freydis, was illegitimate, and therefore a Moot was required to choose a successor. Though Freydis, wearing the Crown of Verity, was named High Queen in Windhelm, a partial Moot in Solitude chose Svartr as High King. Thereafter the West Kingdom was ruled by Svartr and his successors, while the East Kingdom was ruled by the heirs to Freydis, who renamed the Crown of Verity in her honor.   


  




The Daedric Flame


   Kalsius Malik 


   The strange blue flames of Coldharbour not only act as a light source, but the Daedra of this realm have also found a way to charge and run their bizarre Daedric machines with the stuff.


  

  Similar to how we use normal fire to keep warm and cook food back in Nirn, this strange blue flame—which is icy to the touch—will charge various Daedric devices and incantations with power. I believe they use it as a fuel to bring their magical creations to life.  


  The secret is in the blue braziers. With just a touch, the power flows from the brazier into the individual like a curious wisp following an interesting target. You have to utilize and harness the power quickly, for the flame loses potency almost immediately upon being removed from its source.  


  For users to harness this power in any way, they need to be quick before the flame simply flickers and fades away.   


  




The Danger Of Defiance


   Mannimarco  


   Veiled Majesty,


  

  My civility and patience are at an end. Submit, or suffer annihilation at my hand. Your infantile pact with Dagon and the "power" he offers will mean nothing when the Planemeld is complete.  


  I offer you one—final—chance to submit. Serve my lord Molag Bal. You will rewarded with untold power, and a bounty of riches. Defy him, and suffer an eternity of torment at his feet.  


  Choose wisely.  


  The King of Worms,  


  Mannimarco   


  




The Dark Husband


   Anonymous  


   Like Secunda follows Masser, Sithis follows the Night Mother. Her husband pursues, but she seldom pauses, leaving him eternally in shadow.


  

  Sithis has many names, and many parents ... or none at all. But his Fangs ... the Fangs of Sithis still bite. They take particular pleasure in envenoming the weak-minded, the foolish, the greedy, or the headstrong, but the Fangs can destroy the powerful and the wise as well.  


  Beware those born under the Shadow, and all those who seek to use its power. The downfall of our ancestors is tied to the Fangs of Sithis, and our scales remain darkened by his touch.   


  




The Death Of A Wanderer


   Anonymous  


   The last time I saw the old Argonian, I was taken by how alive he seemed, even though he was in the throes of death.


  

  "The secret," he said, "of staying alive... is not in running away, but swimming directly at danger. Catches it off-guard."  


  "Is that how you managed to find this claw?" I asked, brandishing the small carving as if it were a weapon. I had found it among his possessions, which I was helping him to divvy amongst his beneficiaries. "Should it also go to your cousin? Dives-From-Below?"  


  At this, his mouth widened, exposing his fangs. If I hadn't known him as long as I had I would think he was snarling, but I knew that to be a smile. He croaked a few times to attempt laughter, but ended up wheezing and coughing, his rancid blood spraying across the bedsheets.  


  "Do you know what that is?" he asked between coughing fits.  


  "I've heard stories," I answered, "the same as you. Looks like one of the claws, for opening the sealing-doors in the ancient crypts. I've never seen one myself, before."  


  "Then you know I would only wish that thing upon a mortal enemy. Giving it to my cousin would just be encouraging him to run into one of those barrows and get split by a Draugr blade."  


  "So you want me to have it, then?" I joked. "Where did you even get this?"  


  "My kind can find things that your people assumed were gone. Drop something to the bottom of a lake, and a Nord will never see it again. Amazing what you can find along the bottoms."  


  He was staring at the ceiling now, and but the way his fogged eyes darted around, I could tell he was seeing his memories instead of the cracked stone above us.  


  "Did you ever try to use it?" I whispered to him, hoping he could hear me through his fog.  


  "Of course!" he snapped, suddenly lucid. His eyes widened and fixed on me. "Where do you think I got this?" he barked, tearing his tunic open to show a white scar forming a large star-shaped knot in the scales beneath his right shoulder. "Blasted Draugr got the drop on me. Just too many of them."  


  I felt awful, since I knew how much he hated talking about the battles he had been in. To him, it was enough that he had survived, and any stories would amount to boasting. We both sat quietly for several minutes, his labored breathing the only sound.  


  He was the one to break the silence. "You know what always bothered me?" he asked. "Why they even bothered with the symbols."  


  "The what?"  


  "The symbols, you fool, look at the claw."  


  I turned it over in my hand. Sure enough, etched into the face were three animals. A bear, an owl, and some kind of insect.  


  "What do the symbols mean, Deerkaza?"  


  "The sealing-doors. It's not enough to just have the claw. They're made of massive stone wheels that must align with the claw's symbols before they'll open. It's a sort of lock, I suppose. But I didn't know why they bothered with them. If you had the claw, you also had the symbols to open the door. So why..."  


  He was broken up by a coughing fit. It was the most I had heard him speak in months, but I could tell how much of a struggle it was. I knew his mind, though, and helped the thought along.  


  "Why even have a combination if you're going to write it on the key?"  


  "Exactly. But as I lay bleeding on that floor, I figured it out. The Draugr are relentless, but far from clever. Once I was downed, they continued shuffling about. To no aim. No direction. Bumping against one another, the walls."  


  "So?"  


  "So the symbols on the doors weren't meant to be another lock. Just a way of ensuring the person entering was actually alive and had a functioning mind."  


  "Then the doors..."  


  "Were never meant to keep people out. They were meant to keep the Draugr in."  


  And with that, he fell back asleep. When he awoke several days later, he refused to talk about the Draugr at all, and would only wince and clutch his shoulder if I tried to bring them up.   


  




The Deepest Cut


   Anonymous  


   Rulanir the Blademaster


  

  Before his blade, foes die away  


  But dull as ancient dagger  


  Was his time with Alanwe  


  His blade unsheathed, his eyes alight  


  He stumbled on that day,  


  And the deepest cut removed his head  


  At the feet of Alanwe   


  




The Devouring Of Gil-Var-Dale


   Fastor  


   Everyone knows what happened to Gil-Var-Delle. And at the same time, no one does.


  

  Legend has it that Molag Bal, the dreaded Daedric Prince, set foot into that Wood Elf township—consumed it, according to the myth—whatever that actually means. Ancient tales employ metaphors like armies employ soldiers.  


  If Bal himself visited this plane with evil intent, why do any of us remain? The stories about him would lead one to believe he would not have stopped with the razing of a single Wood Elf town—he wouldn't have stopped until all of Tamriel was in flames. Just one common question of many regarding the Daedric Prince's so-called visit.  


  Some retort that perhaps someone stopped him—possibly an opposing Daedric Prince, a Divine, or an agent of the Aedra. But again, where is the evidence for this? No mage or historian—that I've spoken to, at least—has been able to reference a specific text for this information.  


  Many a historical fiction piece has attempted to dramatize what occurred there, but none of those stories can be confirmed, except to say that a catastrophic event struck the town. Perhaps the residents were killed, perhaps they fled. None were ever heard from again, but for all anyone knows, a large fire could have been the culprit. I can't imagine anything more catastrophic than that to a Wood Elf dwelling.  


  Today, Gil-Var-Delle is a maligned place, and there are not many who dare to venture near. But not because of any tangible foes—save cowardice and superstition.   


  




The Direfrost Flame


   Thorvild Direfrost 


   I will always be able to speak to my son through the Torch and Flame, but when he passes, it is he who will be summoned when the Flame is lit. I write this for the benefit of all my descendants, then, who will inherit the Direfrost Flame and the Torch of Heirs in ages to come. I write this because I have seen our resolve weaken as our people expand across Skyrim. I write this to serve as a reminder for what the Torch and Flame truly stand for.


  

  To start at the beginning, Direfrost Keep has long protected our family's Flame, which allows us to contact our ancestors in Sovngarde. We need only to light it with the Torch of Heirs.  


  Many legends speak of the origin of these relics: that they were created by Meridia to distress the Daedra; or by Shor as a way for the dead god to communicate with the Nords of Nirn from Sovngarde (though no Direfrost has ever heard him through the Flame).  


  The truth has been lost to time, but the one commonality that all the legends share is that the Flame and the Torch were given to the Direfrost family to protect because of our absolute efficiency in battling witches and their Daedric masters. Even should the Flame go out forever, or the Torch be lost or rent in twain by Hagraven servants of Oblivion, this fact must remain:  


  The Direfrosts must never falter in their task to halt and destroy the worshipers of Daedra wherever they may be found. So long as a Direfrost lives, witches, and all who would commune with Daedra, will have an enemy. Witch-hunting is not the profession of the Direfrosts—it is our sacred calling. And I charge any Direfrost who reads this to continue the battle. It's a battle that cannot be won, but we must ensure the witches never win it, either.   


  




The Distributed Soul


   Abbot Crassius Viria 


   An initiate disturbed my meditations last night, wide-eyed and distraught. "Abbot," cried he, "I have endured the most horrible dream. I was tending to the elders in their cells, bringing them food and water, listening to their soothing songs. The moths' gentle wings fluttered, tranquil as always, when suddenly I was confronted by hideous apparitions! Incorporeal dead roamed the halls, and it appeared to me as if the moths were feeding on them—sucking wisps of ghostly material, perhaps their very souls, into hungry maws! Please, Abbot, tell me this is madness, that this is not so!"


  

  It is not unusual for initiates of our Order to suffer unsettling dreams, especially as they learn more of the nature of our sacred charges, the Elder Scrolls, and the ancestors that grant us the wisdom to approach their infinite mysteries. Though much of the knowledge gained through readings of the Scrolls must be experienced personally to truly comprehend it, and despite being quite exhausted from my daily rigors, I was able to help him set aside his fears about our Order's relationship with mortal souls and the moths that preserve fragments of their erudition from beyond mortality.  


  Not for us are the brutal methods of the conjurer or necromancer, tearing the soul from its vessel, constraining it and forcibly redirecting its energies with no regard for its journey or contents. No, the interplay of moth and ancestor soul is delicate and as natural as the canticle trees themselves, and we are patient and conscientious observers hoping to make sense of the cosmic tapestry by glimpsing its threads. It is through service to the moths and the ancestors that we gain guidance, not through the clumsy coercion of will without understanding the consequences.  


  The soul, I told him, has much in common with the moth—they are a symbolic pair. Though it is typical to think of it as the Aedric essence at the core of every mortal, I advised him to consider the soul in another light, scaled like the wings of the moth, and to imagine it comprised of vessels filled through the events of mortal existence. On release from life on Nirn, it is our belief that a kind of dissipation begins, and it is then that the moths learn the song of a soul's fjyrons, which are shepherded under our care and protected generation after generation.  


  The fjyrons themselves must retain a connection to the grand fabric of creation, to the scattered soul-remnants in all their destinations. Through this link and with patient care, we receive guidance from beyond the present or past and the known world, where time is irrelevant. The moths do not capture or devour the souls of the ancestors, but only repeat to us what they've filtered, like a chorus repeating the verses of a grand song.  


  I could tell that, though the full dawn of understanding had not broken for him yet, his wild fears about the ancestor moths were somewhat allayed. I was pleased to assist him in his journey, and told him he would have ample time to ponder the nature of souls as he scrubbed the silkroom floors for the next week—penance for intruding on my nightly reverie.   


  




The Dominion's Duty: Marbruk


   Anonymous  


   — An Entry by the Altmeri Travel Guild —


  

  Much ink has been spilled, and much information and misinformation spread, about the new city the Dominion has constructed in Valenwood.  


  The most pernicious rumor is that Marbruk has been constructed, not in cooperation with the Wood Elf inhabitants of the region, but as a city for Altmer by the Altmer—an act of Dominon civic aggression.  


  This could not be further from the truth: if Marbruk has been built with Altmeri tastes in mind, it is for the sake of unity, not in spite of it.  


  We can't say, on the one hand, that the Dominion is meant to foster cooperation and amity among Khajiit, Wood Elf, and High Elf, while at the same time keeping our living arrangements separate—the Khajiit primarily in Elsweyr, the High Elf sequestered on Summerset, the Wood Elf deep in Valenwood.  


  Cyrodiil casts a long shadow from the north over Valenwood. Are we to defend our brothers and sisters in Greenshade from a distance?  


  No less damaging is the rumor that the Dominion has paid Altmer residents to move to Marbruk. The only Altmer on the Dominion's payroll in Marbruk are those that have to do with the government and protection of the city, as would be the case in any other Dominion city. Wood Elves and Khajiit are included in this number as well and receive identical compensation.  


  The only payment the Dominion promises to those who will relocate to Marbruk is a spot in the land and housing lottery for the remaining available property. These are in limited quantities, but are given to ensure the thriving of the settlement, as required by trade and the defense of the region.  


  It bears repeating that it is the duty of loyal Dominion citizens to support their queen and their fellow races by joining in the defense of our common territory and shoring up the bonds of unity. Marbruk is only the latest city in the Dominion to symbolize those values. May it ever prosper!   


  




The Dose Makes The Poison


   Zanziba the Clever 


   The key to the poisoner's art lies in a thorough understanding of how a substance's effects on a person vary depending on amount or concentration of the substance. Let us take for an example leaves of Heart's-Ease, a common anodyne found in every pharmacopeia. The leaves are brewed as a bedtime tea by those who have trouble falling asleep. However, if the leaves are dried and converted to a powder, one can create a powerful soporific. Six grains of this, added to a night-watchman's ale, are almost guaranteed to put him in a deep sleep within a quarter-hour. Give him twenty-four grains, and he'll never wake again. 





The Dreamstride


   Anonymous  


   THE DREAMSTRIDE


  

  The Mysterious Alchemists  


  of Vaermina  


  For over a thousand years, the Priests of Vaermina have been masters of the art of alchemy. The complexity and potency of their mixtures are nothing short of legendary. These alchemical treasures are so highly sought-after, that a single draught showing up on the black market can command sums in the tens of thousands of septims.  


  Of the numerous potions that have surfaced to date, Vaermina's Torpor is perhaps the most impressive. A single sip of this viscous liquid places the imbiber in a state known as "The Dreamstride." This condition allows the subject to experience the dreams of another as if they were actually there. The subject becomes an integral part of the dream, behaving as if they belong. To any other entities in this dream state, the subject will be mistaken for the dreamer; the subject will even find his mannerisms, speech patterns and knowledge expanded appropriately.  


  To an observer, after the subject has imbibed the potion, they will appear to vanish. As the subject traverses distances within the dream, they will also be traversing distances in the actual world. When the Torpor's effect has expired, the subject will fade back into reality in the exact location projected within the Dreamstride. Some Dreamstrides have transported their subjects a few feet, and some have appeared thousands of miles from their origin in a matter of minutes.  


  It's to be noted that the Dreamstride is highly dangerous and presents the subject with numerous pitfalls. In certain dreams, subjects have been exposed to life-threatening scenarios such as sicknesses, violence and even death. In most cases, the subject simply fades back to our world without harm, but in some instances, the subject never reappeared and was assumed to have expired or the subject reappeared deceased. It's also quite possible that the subject could reappear in a precarious or hazardous location in reality, even though that location appeared safe within the Dreamstride.  


  Vaermina's Torpor is as mysterious and elusive as the priests that created it. It's unknown whether this unique transport mechanism is a result of the Torpor itself or simply the odd machinations of Vaermina, but the potential for using the Dreamstride to penetrate seemingly impassible obstacles certainly outweighs its mysterious nature.   


  




The Duchess Of Anguish


   Anonymous  


   It became necessary to relocate Sai Sahan when it became clear that standard interrogation techniques would not work. His will is very strong; no doubt forged during the years he spent training in solitude, attempting to restore the ancient Yokudan art of sword-singing. Despite his utter failure to manifest the spirit swords—a task that came as naturally as breathing to the ancient masters—Sai Sahan maintains an unusually strong sense of self.


  

  When it was determined that he could resist or outright ignore physical pain, I had him relocated from the dungeons beneath the Imperial City to a location that might be better suited to break his will and extract the information I seek. My contacts amongst Molag Bal's Daedric servants were receptive to the suggestion; after all, it had been years since any of them had the challenge of breaking a subject with such a strong will.  


  The lovely Duchess of Anguish has a touch that is like razors against the flesh. Her voice sears the mind and soul, her lips are coated in venom, and her intellect is as sharp as her tongue. She has practiced her art for uncounted centuries, and I am confident she will extract the information from the Redguard without killing him.  


  I suppose the Redguard will need to be disposed of when this is over. Once the information is mine, perhaps I will give him to the Duchess as a gift. She will almost certainly kill him, I think, but first she will enjoy him as a plaything for many long years.   


  




The Eagle And The Cat


   Lord Gharesh-ri  


   A wife. A husband. A son or daughter. Mother or father, aunt or uncle: each of us has lost one or more of these. It has touched every family in Elsweyr, the dreadful epidemic, the terrible plague—the Knahaten Flu.


  

  It started in Senchal, on Sweet Street in the Black Keirgo slums, among the skooma-struck. At first the city elders dismissed it as a toxin in the goods, but then it spread to Dagi's Pride and Squint-Eye, and was reported from the docks in Alabaster as well.  


  And suddenly, it was everywhere: Torval, Orcrest, Dune, Corinthe, and all points in between. The Winds of Khenarthi bore the coughing and retching to every ear. We seemed to be witnessing the Death of Cats on Nirn.  


  Slowly, Elsweyr began to fight back against its doom. Clan Mother Mizaba-ko of Corinthe first identified how the flu spread from Khajiit to Khajiit. Rathuni-la Dawnwhisker, a Daughter of Azurah from Riverhold, distilled a sorghum-tea that mitigated the worst of the symptoms. Even I contributed, organizing the remnants of the Mane's Legion to maintain order and put this new knowledge to use.  


  But it was not enough. Everywhere, Khajiit were dying, by the litter, by the pride, by the entire tribe. The Moon Bishops read the portents, and they were dire indeed.  


  Then, past all expectation, help arrived from an unforeseen direction: over the western waves came the Elves of Summerset, bringing physicians, healers, desperately needed supplies.  


  And one more thing: hope. Hope that Elsweyr would survive.  


  At first, many Cats were suspicious. Never before had the haughty High Elves helped the Khajiiti—why now? But their canonreeves passed among us, as if unafraid of the flu, and explained: the Altmer did it not from friendship, but from policy. We needed their help now, and they would need our help later. Invaders were coming to southwest Tamriel, they said, and the High Elves could not repulse them without Khajiiti claws at their side.  


  To fight against mutual enemies—ah, that was a logic we Cat-Folk could understand. So we accepted the aid of the High Elves, and their sly cousins the Wood Elves, and gradually the Knahaten Flu began to recede. And when Queen Ayrenn of Alinor proposed the alliance treaty of the Aldmeri Dominion, we took plume in claw and signed it.  


  Now, fellow Khajiiti, we have been through the forges of torment, and with our new allies, we emerge stronger than ever. We welcome the chance to test blade and edge against these invaders, to spill their blood and take their bright objects.  


  For now is the time of the Dominion.   


  




The Ebon Mage


   Anonymous  


   A young apprentice sought glory dour.


  

  A dark ritual was cast to grow her power.  


  As the great lord fell to plague in death.  


  Undead mage cackled, free of breath.   


  




The Eight Steps Of Mummification


   Fezmani of the Steady Hand  


   — Step the First: Consecrate the body with the Blessings of Tu'whacca.


  

  — Step the Second: Remove all internal organs before they can decay, causing unsightly stains.  


  — Step the Third: Remove all brain tissue. This is to be done through the nostrils using the hook-spoons, so as to avoid damaging the skin of face and head.  


  — Step the Fourth: Dehydrate the body by coating it in parch-salt, and placing packets of parch-salt within its cavities.  


  — Step the Fifth: Replace lost volume within the body with inert material, paying special attention to restoring the features of the face.  


  — Step the Sixth: The layers of wrapping: wrap the body in one hundred paces of linen, then coat the linen with warm juniper resin. Do this three times.  


  — Step the Seventh: The adorning of amulets: array the body in amulets and bracelets that represent the station of the body in life.  


  — Step the Eighth: Place the body in a prepared sarcophagus. Proceed to burial in the necropolis.   


  




The Eldest: A Pilgrim's Tale


   Anonymous  


   In bright springtime, when the ground is drunk with rainwater and the sun smiles on Valenwood, the Wood Elves travel to the Den of the Eldest, an ancient strangler. There, they offer thanks to Y'ffre for the blooming of yet another spring, and they read the history of their home in the branches of the Eldest.


  

  Then, a great festival is thrown by the Green Pact Bosmer, in celebration of the Springtime and the Eldest. Then Elves celebrate long into the night, drinking and regaling each other with stories of past festivals and pilgrims.  


  The tales run both sacred and profane.  


  There's the tale of the notorious warlord whose entire army stopped at the Den of the Eldest and went in to pay their respects. When they emerged, they dropped their weapons to the ground and left them where they lay. They never made war again.  


  But there is also the tale of the impish Wood Elf who spiked the pilgrims' punch with a powder ground from the dung of timber mammoths, that caused the entire gathering to be troubled by the most foul odors from their backsides. Long into the night they groaned as the stink grew unbearable, until they were all so inured to the smell that their groans turned to bursts of laughter that filled the wood.  


  They also tell of the first pilgrims, an old, childless couple who tended the Eldest as their own offspring. They became the first Silvenar and the first Green Lady.  


  There are many more tales the pilgrims tell, but few have been written down. The curious would do best to travel to the Eldest in the Springtime and hear the stories and behold the ancient strangler for themselves.   


  




The Empty Room


   Anonymous  


   Upon excavating the ruins of Rulanyil's Fall, this room was found to be relatively untouched by the ravages of time, and remains largely as it was found. 





The Everfull Flagon Handbill


   Anonymous  


   The Everfull Flagon


  

  Fine Mead. Good Company. Come and Enjoy.  


  FREE MEAD! ASK FOR THE SPECIAL BLEND!  


    


  Turn back. The mead the mead the mead—be wary— 


     





The Everscriven Tome


   Anonymous  


   Penitent, know that the secret knowledge of the world has a guardian. Know that every triumph you achieve in your daily life, every quiet moment of success, is recorded by the One Who Watches. The great tree of life tracing the Altmer people is kept and held close by Xarxes himself, the scribe of the Divines.


  

  To complete your venerations here, intone: "By Five and Three I speak the secret words to the One Who Watches. May each of my days be worthy of script in his tomes."   


  




The Excavation Of Ouze


   Anonymous  


   Ouze's excavation will take place in two parts.


  

  Recover the shapeshifters' corpses from the tar-pits of Ouze. We have not accounted for all the spinners, or any allies the Bosmer may call upon, so have skeletal servants dig while the brethren keep watch.  


  Avoid the Guardian! The other spirits seem helpless against us, but the Guardian could be dangerous.  


  Inside the mine, we should be safe to mine the stones we can turn into animus geodes. Due to the nature of Ouze, these stones that are rare elsewhere should be numerous here. Brethren and skeletons alike are charged with recovering as many of these stones as possible!  


    


  Spirit Shards: 22


  Animus Geodes: 4


  Soul Diamonds: 2 


     





The Exclusionary Mandates


   Anonymous  


   The Exclusionary Mandates of Maruhkite Selection: All Are Equal


  

  1: That the Supreme Spirit Akatosh is of unitary essence, as proven by the monolinearity of Time.  


  1: That Shezarr the missing sibling is Singularly Misplaced and therefore Doubly Venerated.  


  1: That the protean substrate that informs all denial of (1) is the Aldmeri Taint.  


  1: That the Prophet Most Simian demonstrated that monothought begets Proper-Life.  


  1: That the purpose of Proper-Life is the Expungement of the Taint.  


  1: That the Arc of Time provides the mortal theater for the Sacred Expungement.  


  1: That Akatosh is Time is Proper-Life is Taint-Death.   


  




The Experiment


   Sanessalmo of Glister Vale  


   My old compatriots from the Queen's Court have fallen into my open hand. My experimentation has reached entirely new levels! Perhaps there is a touch of revenge present in my actions. They were, after all, the engineers of my downfall. So be it.


  

  Lanitalle, the Queen's Treasurer, finds a beauty in coinage that belies a deep desire for status. Perhaps her low-class upbringing contributed to this. Simply unleashing her on my pile of rare, useless trinkets has allowed me to observe her mind at work.  


  The Queen's Herald, Nuulehtel: a man unable to speak to people on a personal level. He often told me he couldn't sleep the nights before and after a major public announcement. A snowy cave, far from the comforts of home, isolates and crystalizes his deepest insecurities. Should be an interesting experiment.  


  I often thought about Minantille's descent into disgrace. Her wartime heroics are far better documented than the defeat that destroyed her career. It's time I learned the details. Channeling her rage in a volcanic setting should result in interesting phenomena.  


  Merion, my old friend. His weakness is passion. He spoke often of bedroom conquests. In the face of true desire, how far would he go? To his death? I shall create the perfect embodiment of his desires and see how deeply he falls.   


  




The Faceless


   Anonymous  


   He calls my name at night, when the others are quiet.


  

  I serve him. I bring him sacrifices. Only then does he cease calling, for a time. But never for long.  


  They are easy to convince, greed drives them. "Come with me, to Vahtacen," I whisper. "Treasure lies there, for the bold to take. A king's treasure, riches of the ancient Ayleids." By twos, threes, more, they follow me down to the lake and into the catacombs. To Vahtacen, to Vahtacen. But only I return.  


  He spares me, bids his minions let me pass, because of the lives I bring to him. So long as I lead hot blood to his altar, I live. But there must always be more.  


  Come with me, to Vahtacen.   


  




The Falconer's Log


   Anonymous  


   Entry 1


  

  Clear weather. Put out of Southshore with all hands. If any doubt the power of the Gold Fleet, they won't when we cross the horizon.  


  Entry 2  


  Clear weather. By some ill-conceived joke we are to be joined by a squadron of Khajiit-led privateers. Something about "appealing to the natives through diplomatic overture." Surely they have a better use for us than playing nursemaid to ruffians.  


  Entry 3  


  Choppy seas. If we're the pride of the Dominion, the privateers are its disgrace. A more ragtag assembly of barnacle-crusted vessels I've never set eyes upon! We would make better time if we scuttled the lot of them.  


  Entry 4  


  Clear weather. Strange sails on the horizon. We've all heard the reports—a Sea Viper fleet reaving along the coasts of Auridon—though nothing to speak of a presence here. More Khajiit barnacles latching onto our hull? I would not be surprised. The Peregrine dispatched to investigate.  


  Entry 5  


  Rough seas. The Peregrine was unable to locate its quarry and heavy winds will prevent us from pursuing further. Strange, our Sighter indicated clear weather for at least three days.  


  Entry 6  


  Lost ... collided with ... taking on water. First Mate sighted ... ago. No sign of ... Prowler in the mist, but then it was gone. Swears he saw coils in the waves ... belowdecks to sober up.  


  High winds tore ... from the rigging. Mast is gone. No choice but to ... shore. Instructed all hands to ... as is my duty.  


  Queen Ayrenn, I apologize. In this, and ... failed you.   


  




The Fall And Rise Of Reman's Bluff


   Praetor Aemilianus Lector 


   Foreword


  

  Though much has been written of the Imperial Legion's conquest of Valenwood, this treatise is intended to focus upon the mundane effects of Imperial soldiers in an occupied land. It includes collected missives, journals, manifests, and second-hand accounts of a cohort assigned to guard the Imperial fort built atop Reman's Bluff.  


  1. Quartermaster's Manifest (1E 2719)  


  Flour — 100 sacks, Salt — 10 sacks, Dried fruit — 5 sacks, Salted meat — 50 sacks  


  2. Commander's Journal (1E 2720)  


  I am down to a scant twenty men under my command due to illness and desertion. All requests for reinforcement and supplies have gone unanswered. As of today, I am rationing our remaining supplies.  


  We have avoided sending hunting parties out due to the persistent presence of Orcish forces to the northwest, but now we have little choice.  


  3. Quartermaster's Manifest (estimated 1E 2720)  


  Flour — 0 sacks, Salt — 5 sacks, Salted meat — 150 sacks  


  Recent hunting has bolstered our meat supply but some form of insect has compromised and tainted the remaining flour.  


  4. Commander's Journal (estimated 1E 2720)  


  That fool Zantonius shot down an Orc shaman who was approaching us with an offer of treaty. If he wasn't some important land-owner's son, I'd have marched him to the Imperial prison myself. Instead I sent him south with the worst of the shirkers and told him to make camp. Now he's somebody else's problem.  


  I can't  


  5. Quartermaster's Manifest (estimated 1E 2721)  


  Flour — 0 sacks, Salt — 5 sacks, Salted meat — 0 sacks  


  Some type of creature burrowed into our store room and consumed every scrap of meat. All that remains are gnawed bones and the creature's collapsed burrows. Commander thinks it was Orcs. I'm inclined to agree.  


  6. Commander's Journal (estimated 1E 2722)  


  The raids won't end. The heads of any runners sent to request reinforcements show up on Orc spears the next day. We're down to five. Five soldiers to hold a single fort! Once they realize, it will be our end.  


  There is one small victory I can keep from these savages. I shall not allow them the pleasure of killing me themselves.  


  Addendum:  


  The clan of Wood Orcs now residing at Reman's Bluff, known to its inhabitants as Barkbite Stronghold, have no direct connection to the Orc clans who overran the Legion fort in the First Era.   


  




The Fall Of Carac Dena


   Anonymous  


   Many years ago, when I was a young Elf, I came across a book in the ancient Ayleid language that described a magnificent fortress deep within Valenwood. Ever since discovering this book, I have been captivated by the idea of this place.


  

  Unfortunately, the book was lost to me under mysterious circumstances before I was able to commit my translation to writing. But I have transcribed from memory what I can recall of that mesmerizing description.  


  "The great fortress of Carac Dena stood for centuries, held by a hundred Ayleid who had bled into the stone at its creation. The fortress rested high above the coast of Valenwood, a great stone monument and a bulwark against all enemies.  


  "Because of its greatness, it became a wayrest for travelers, a vault for great treasures, and a vast library. It was even said that one could hear singing when one approached the fortress.  


  "... when the great horde* laid siege to the gates, the fortress of Carac Dena stood firm for a hundred years, until the great force beneath threatened to overwhelm the gates. That is when the commander gathered the hundred original soldiers and convened a meeting. The fateful decision was made. One by one the soldiers bled on the stones and brought the great fortress crashing to the ground, destroying the enemy host beneath it."  


  * The text is unclear as to the nature of this horde, and the word used is unfamiliar to me, but resembles the word for "army."  


  I have dedicated my life to finding the location of this great fortress. I am now certain that it must have been swallowed by the land after it fell. And indeed, I believe I have at last narrowed down the location. It only remains for me to gather a fitting group of Wood Elf guides and venture to the spot ....   


  




The Fall Of Queen Nurnhilde


   Helgreir Lute-Voice 


   Sing the glory of Sovngarde! Sing the story of Nurnhilde!


  

  Oh queen dear, beloved of Nord and gods,  


  You stood against the Akaviri, turning back the vile invaders,  


  We wept like weans when your fair head fell,  


  But we know you watch over us from Sovngarde above!  


  Sing the glory of Sovngarde! Sing the story of Nurnhilde!  


  Weep for our beloved queen!  


  — Helgreir Lute-Voice, Bard of Windhelm   


  




The Fall Of Trinimac


   The Faithless One 


   To truly know Mauloch, we must recall the story of Trinimac's fall from grace, and the events leading up to his torturous dishonor.


  

  During the Merethic Era, a cult of Aldmeri dissidents abandoned the commonly accepted worship of Summerset Isle and began following a young prophet, Veloth. Boethiah had been speaking to Veloth in dreams and visions, guiding him to lead a new sect of Aldmeri with the belief that mortals could ascend to become gods. Trinimac's priests condemned the new sect for blasphemy and threatened exile, should they not abandon Veloth. When the priests were to pass judgement, Boethiah appeared, having swallowed Trinimac, and revealed the lies of Trinimac's teachings with Trinimac's own voice. Content the priests were shamed and broken from his revelation, Boethiah relieved himself of Trinimac in front of the assembly to complete his shame.  


  We know not how Trinimac had been defeated, but it is said that after his defeat Boethiah had consumed him and tortured his spirit in her belly. When Boethiah grew bored of Trinimac's torture, she released him from his prison and later exiled him to a plane of choking ash. This torture and dishonor left Trinimac twisted and enraged. Trinimac faded and was reborn as Mauloch, the God of Curses. With his mind bent on revenge, his most devout followers changed to match him and became the Orsimer, cursed to wander in exile, a people without a place.   


  




The Father's Promise


   Anonymous  


   His kiss fell upon your egg-tooth before your first breath. You are one of his blessed children. Embrace your Father, and obey your Mother. For as they have allowed you your first breath, so can they take it away.


  

  In all things, consider the end.  


  In all ends, breathe in its beauty.  


  In all beauty, lies a promise of decay.  


  Do not fear the chill, my child. It is the sign of this gift, the promise of a time where time is no more.   


  




The Fickle Nature Of Mudcrabs


   Anonymous  


   Since first documented, the common Tamriel Mudcrab has always been described as vicious and dangerous, but dispatched by even a lowly farmer, given a sturdy pitchfork. Their chitin is prized by alchemists of certain schools (though I would never use it), and their meat has been regarded as a delicacy in some parts of Tamriel, particularly Morrowind.


  

  By their nature, they seek to defend their rivers, streams, and beaches from what they seem to think is a threat to their territory. They tend to cluster in groups and attack any that come by, fearless, with an overblown sense of their combat prowess. Nothing could turn away the ire of the common mudcrab save for a well-placed strike of an arrow or axe.  


  In my time studying the specimens on the shore of the Bjoulsae, I've noticed an odd tendency in recent months. Where normally, I must tread carefully to avoid their notice lest I am forced to kill the subject, recently, I've been able to make close observations, even so far as to pet the carapace without them reacting.  


  Last week, I sat in the middle of a clutch, unmolested, fervently noting all the details I tend to miss in more distant studies. However, they are not completely docile. They will respond if directly provoked. I observed as a bear tried to pry one open, and a whole clutch came to the defense of their kin, forcing the bear to flee.  


  I am positive that they notice me. It's not just ignorance. One even came over and ran his feelers over on my hands, as if he were studying me! What has changed? Is it a breeding season? Could there be something in the water affecting their behavior? Could the troubled times be affecting them? I will continue my observations to find out more.   


  




The Fires Guide The Way


   Anonymous  


   From this vantage, I see the lights that guide the way.


  

  Look only to that which shines to show you the true way. Darkness only holds lies.   


  




The Fires Of Truth


   Anonymous  


   As a penitent of the Shield or the Heart of Mara, know that the fire of life burns already within you. Do not let it go out.


  

  Show your devotion to the Divines by kindling that fire in this place of worship.   


  




The Firmament


   Ffoulke  


   The Stars of Tamriel are divided into thirteen constellations. Three of them are the major constellations, known as the Guardians. These are the Warrior, the Mage, and the Thief. Each of the Guardians protects its three Charges from the thirteenth constellation, the Serpent.


  

  When the sun rises near one of the constellations, it is that constellation's season. Each constellation has a Season of approximately one month. The Serpent has no season, for it moves about in the heavens, usually threatening one of the other constellations.  


  The Warrior  


  The Warrior is the first Guardian Constellation and he protects his charges during their Seasons. The Warrior's own season is Last Seed when his Strength is needed for the harvest. His Charges are the Lady, the Steed, and the Lord. Those born under the sign of the Warrior are skilled with weapons of all kinds, but prone to short tempers.  


  The Mage  


  The Mage is a Guardian Constellation whose Season is Rain's Hand when magicka was first used by men. His Charges are the Apprentice, the Golem, and the Ritual. Those born under the Mage have more magicka and talent for all kinds of spellcasting, but are often arrogant and absent-minded.  


  The Thief  


  The Thief is the last Guardian Constellation, and her Season is the darkest month of Evening Star. Her Charges are the Lover, the Shadow, and the Tower. Those born under the sign of the Thief are not typically thieves, though they take risks more often and only rarely come to harm. They will run out of luck eventually, however, and rarely live as long as those born under other signs.  


  The Serpent  


  The Serpent wanders about in the sky and has no Season, though its motions are predictable to a degree. No characteristics are common to all who are born under the sign of the Serpent. Those born under this sign are the most blessed and the most cursed.  


  The Lady  


  The Lady is one of the Warrior's Charges and her Season is Heartfire. Those born under the sign of the Lady are kind and tolerant.  


  The Steed  


  The Steed is one of the Warrior's Charges, and her Season is Mid Year. Those born under the sign of the Steed are impatient and always hurrying from one place to another.  


  The Lord  


  The Lord's Season is First Seed and he oversees all of Tamriel during the planting. Those born under the sign of the Lord are stronger and healthier than those born under other signs.  


  The Apprentice  


  The Apprentice's Season is Sun's Height. Those born under the sign of the apprentice have a special affinity for magick of all kinds, but are more vulnerable to magick as well.  


  The Atronach  


  The Atronach (often called the Golem) is one of the Mage's Charges. Its season is Sun's Dusk. Those born under this sign are natural sorcerers with deep reserves of magicka, but they cannot generate magicka of their own.  


  The Ritual  


  The Ritual is one of the Mage's Charges and its Season is Morning Star. Those born under this sign have a variety of abilities depending on the aspects of the moons and the Divines.  


  The Lover  


  The Lover is one of the Thief's Charges and her season is Sun's Dawn. Those born under the sign of the Lover are graceful and passionate.  


  The Shadow  


  The Shadow's Season is Second Seed. The Shadow grants those born under her sign the ability to hide in shadows.  


  The Tower  


  The Tower is one of the Thief's Charges and its Season is Frostfall. Those born under the sign of the Tower have a knack for finding gold and can open locks of all kinds.   


  




The First Day


   Anonymous  


   The First Day I was to become a Razor Master, to replace the one I helped topple. For me, stepping through the Gate was like falling through a crucible of flame.


  

  It burned deep, boiled my blood, and I crashed out in a field, amidst a shower of molten rock and steam. I don't know how it was that I lived.  


  I realized I was clutching a dagger in my hand.  


  "I have given you a means of defense." The voice spoke, but no one was there.  


  "This is all?" I asked the air.  


  "That is all you need. Now prove yourself, and live. Or fail, and embrace a new day."   


  




The First Of The Letters


   Anonymous  


   My love, I can stand it no longer. Though I rebuked you, my heart yearns for your touch. To utter such words aloud is sacrilege, so I put these words down in hope you find them.


  

  Find my second page, and you will find the mate.   


  




The First Scroll Of Baan Dar (Exerpt)


   Yanabir-ja  


   Translation by Jarvus, apprentice to Arkan the Gifted, Daggerfall City, 2E 255


  

  Scholars have labored for years to fully translate the scrolls of Baan Dar, vellum parchments found in a series of alabaster jars near Lake Vread in eastern Elsweyr. I myself can make no claims to this translation's authenticity. Reader beware!  


  — Yanabir-ja, loyal follower of the Boaster  


  - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -  


  Baan Dar, the Legend—thief, warlock, shadowmaster, the Boastful. Mastermind of Nefarious Plots. All these things and more describe the legendary Baan Dar, he who is called the Bandit God. The Exile. The Pariah. But what is the truth?  


  Baan Dar is a much more simple and complex being. I pen this tale as I slowly die of old age and a mortifying arrow wound. I cannot decide if the truth will add to or subtract from the legend that is Baan Dar, nor if the original Baan Dar would want the truth to be known. Therefore, I will leave this tale hidden when I am done and gone, and let Fate (which was ever Baan Dar's true master and motivator) decide.  


  I was a child of twelve seasons when I first met Baan Dar. Orphan of a slaver raid during one of the many inter-provincial border wars. Living by my quick wits, nimble fingers, and the grace of Lady Luck in the back alleys and byways of my birth city. I had just "liberated" a loaf of bread and a few small apples from a local street vendor in the bazaar on the edge of the city, near the tumbled outer wall. I had withdrawn down an ill-lit alley to feast on my bounty when I was beset upon by an older band of my ilk. The older and lazier variety which were wont to engage in the easier and less dangerous art of stealing from the stealers.  


  There were five of the bullies who had decided they were more deserving of my bounty than I, and they were beating me half to death with staves, laughing the whole time. Lying on the ground, curled up into as tight a ball as I could manage, trying to protect my head and groin, I heard a quiet voice ask if they were not "more suited to go down to the wharf and take food from your brother rats, or would you care to try your tricks on game a bit more your size and number?"  


  Since my "companions" had become otherwise engaged with the newcomer and had for the nonce ceased thumping, kicking, and cuffing at me, I looked up to see a dark shadow of boots, cloak, and chainmail hood leaning against the wall at the end of the alley.  


  The others, being what they were, took this as a challenge to their manhood—and easy prey to their superior number with a promise of gold as added reward (else the first part would have been overlooked). The leader of my band of playmates suggested that the stranger take a leap off the aforementioned wharf unless he wished to join me there when they were done with their evening meal.  


  Having drawn chuckles and courage from his underlings, he then proceeded forward with staff at high port. I'm not quite sure exactly what followed, but within a short space of time, Lead bully was lying in the dirt with a thrown dagger in his chest, number two bully had lost three teeth to a boot (I still carry them in a leather pouch as a keepsake), and number three bully was brought short by his own staff applied forcefully up between his toes (the two big ones!). Bullies four and five thought better of the entertainment and departed rapidly for parts unknown.  


  Baan Dar picked me up, dusted me off, and dragged me round to a nearby tavern, where we shared a meal and a mug. I attempted to thank him for saving my life. How can I ever repay this favor, I asked? His reply was short, to the point, and has driven my actions in life ever since.  


  He said, "Never repay a favor, kid. Pass it on to someone else."   


  




The Five Far Stars


   Anonymous  


   [This is a volume of verse collected from wise women of the Urshilaku Ashlanders. It consists of verses composed by Ashlander warriors, champions, and ashkhans, committed to memory by the wise women and transmitted down the generations. 'May I shrink to dust' is attributed to the long-dead poet and warrior Zershishi Mus-Manul.]


  

  Rise from darkness, Red Mountain!  


  Spread your dark clouds and green vapors!  


  Birth earthquakes, shatter stones!  


  Feed the winds with fire!  


  Flay the tents of the tribes from the land!  


  Feed the burned earth with our souls!  


  Yet never shall you have your rule over me.  


  Never shall I tremble or flinch from your power.  


  Never shall I yield my home and hearth.  


  And from my tears shall spring forth  


  The flowers of grassland springs.   


  




The Five Points Of The Star


   Sigillah Parate 


   PROPHECY is her province, and that which is seen by the Night Sky Queen must eventuate, however dimly it may appear to mortal foresight. For mortals are not all given the gift of Crystal Vision, nor can they always endure knowledge of the truth.


  

  DAWN is the time of imminence, when Azura touches us with wisdom and purpose. It is then we speak the Supplication for Guidance, and tremble in fear that it may be answered.  


  ROSE is Her color and Her flower, and Moonshadow Her abode as Risen is the sun. Tend we then by midday our mortal necessities, conserving always some part of ourselves for when the sun slides low.  


  DUSK is when we turn our hands to Azura's commands. Then we praise Her with our dark evening acts, and glorify Her with chastening of noncompliance.  


  FATE is the Book that She writes in to inscribe our worth and deserts. For by our acts do we earn Her regard or disdain, and read our destiny in Her prophecy.   


  




The Five Tenets


   Anonymous  


   Tenet 1: Never dishonor the Night Mother. To do so is to invoke the Wrath of Sithis.


  

  Tenet 2: Never betray the Dark Brotherhood or its secrets. To do so is to invoke the Wrath of Sithis.  


  Tenet 3: Never disobey or refuse to carry out an order from a Dark Brotherhood superior. To do so is to invoke the Wrath of Sithis.  


  Tenet 4: Never steal the possessions of a Dark Brother or Dark Sister. To do so is to invoke the Wrath of Sithis.  


  Tenet 5: Never kill a Dark Brother or Dark Sister. To do so is to invoke the Wrath of Sithis.    


  




The Flourishing Of Elinhir


   Garold Farfly 


   The one place in Craglorn where the light of civilization can be said to shine is the gleaming city of Elinhir.


  

  Instantly recognizable by its ancient mage towers, monuments to a strange and foreign age before Elf or Yokudan laid eyes on Craglorn, Elinhir stands as a testament to the civilizing power of the scholar and the mage on an otherwise wild population.  


  Until the beginning of the Second Era, Elinhir was little more than a wild, lawless backwater. Like most of Craglorn it was settled mainly by those unfit for life inside the Empire. As such, it was a dangerous place, lacking true leadership or even laws to govern it, and constant prey to the predations of bandits and Iron Orc raiders from the mountains.  


  Early in the Second Era, however, a group of mages led by the illuminated Felix "Blackcaster" Augustus, left the comfort and confines of the Mages Guild to practice their arts in Craglorn.  


  Common myth suggests that Blackcaster and his mages were nothing more than unruly, morally questionable, and undisciplined hedge mages, rebelling against Mages Guild authority. This tale is perpetuated by the lawless element that still lingers in Craglorn. They would have you believe that the mages that first settled in Elinhir were no more a civilizing influence than the bandits who regularly raided the city.  


  This could not be farther from the truth! One need only comb the archives of the Mages Guild in the Imperial City to learn that Felix Blackcaster was, in fact, a guild member of high standing. His leaving the guild had nothing to do with any disagreement in discipline or practice, but with the desire to set out to new territories beyond the guild's reach. Correspondence shows that Blackcaster remained in constant communication with his superiors in the guild as late as ten years after the Apex Accord was signed by the leaders of Elinhir.  


  This correspondence sheds ample light on the situation Blackcaster and the other mages found on their arrival in Elinhir and the lengths to which they went to persuade the unruly populace to accept their leadership and protection. I will not go into exhaustive detail, but I will summarize. Blackcaster and his mages, intrigued by the sight of the then-empty Apex Towers in the city, had previously pleaded with the town's mayor (he was really more of a warlord) for access to the towers. Having been denied multiple times, they were despondent and about to give up their quest.  


  Their fortunes shifted, however, when Iron Orcs came down from the mountains and laid siege to the city. Using their considerable power, Blackcaster and his mages drove off the Orcs, quickly winning the love of the fickle people of Elinhir. They acclaimed Blackcaster their new mayor and shortly after the Apex Accord was struck—an agreement that stands to this day and states that the mages of Elinhir's Apex Towers will provide protection for the city for as long as the city supports them in the operation of their mages' academy.  


  Some have argued that the appearance of the Iron Orcs is not all it seemed. They have even gone so far as to declare that Blackcaster and his mages made a deal with the Orcs in order to win over the people of Elinhir. I find this suggestion both dubious and insulting. Such trickery would have been beneath one of Felix Blackcaster's stature and reputation, not to mention the fact that the Iron Orcs are notoriously intransigent in matters of cooperation and negotiation.  


  The truth is that from the time of the Apex Accord until now, Elinhir has flourished under the guidance and protection of the Blackcaster mages, becoming a prominent center of civilization in the wilderness of Craglorn.   


  




The Folly Of Isolation


   Anonymous  


   The Folly of Isolation, Part 1


  

  A fool, believing he knows better than the dashing main character, enters stage left. Before him stands the imposing sight of Heartholdhelm. Within, the three bloodthirsty races of the Ebonheart Pact await. The fool strides forward, facing certain dismemberment by angry swamp lizards and berserk barbarians ....  


  The Folly of Isolation, Part 3  


  A harried-looking High Elven woman sits at a table, surrounded by books. Her eyes are locked on the horizon, starting at nothing. Only the most perceptive would notice that a thin line of drool is sliding from the side of her mouth. Before her sits a massive tome, inscribed with the most intricate of runes ....  


  The Folly of Isolation, Part 6  


  A noble High Elf looks imperiously down her nose at the assembled Mages.  


  RAZUM-DAR: These Mages would depart our borders with critical information, My Queen. They say they seek ... isolation.  


  QUEEN AYRENN: Truly? Perhaps you do not understand the meaning of loyalty, little magelings!  


  The Folly of Isolation, Part 7  


  Herein, the scene where the Hero kills their mother as she kills their father as he kills their uncle (see references at the bottom for subtext).  


  The Folly of Isolation, Part 8  


  Herein, find Act Three, where we have a speech about Covenants. Namely, the covenant a Daedric Prince has with his wedge of cheese ....  


  The Folly of Isolation, Part the Last  


  A noble High Elf looks imperiously over her nose at the assembled Mages.  


  RAZUM-DAR: These Mages would depart our borders with critical information, My Queen. They say they seek ... isolation.  


  QUEEN AYRENN: Truly? Perhaps you do not understand the meaning of loyalty, little magelings!  


  RAZUM-DAR: Where have I heard that before?   


  




The Font Aequiius


   Kinlord Astanamo the Penitent   


   Aldarch,


  

  Water is yours to command with this eldritch chalice. Standing in a pool of water and concentrating can cause the most amazing manipulations of liquid.  


  Please accept it with my appreciation. In the name of Mara, may the blood of life keep pumping within your breast.  


  — Kinlord Astanamo the Penitentt   


  




The Fort Sphinxmoth Ruins


   Calantius of Skingrad 


   The ruins of Fort Sphinxmoth lie hidden in the canyons of northern Elsweyr, near the border with Valenwood. The Reman Empire built this fortress into the side of a mountain so as to have an impregnable base, from whence columns of Legionnaires could be sent out to patrol the borders. The location offered elevation and good source of stone to build the walls of the outside fortress. The result was a large bastion with defensive walls, towers, and a subterranean series of halls, rooms, and dungeons built into the bowels of the mountain. It is said that the Legionnaires outfitted their fortress with many traps of cunning and clever design, to defend themselves should the walls ever be breached.


  

  Fort Sphinxmoth was abandoned by the Legions after the fall of the Second Empire, then was traded back and forth for a generation between warring Bosmeri and Khajiiti tribes, suffering additional damage every time it changed hands. Finally a landslide destroyed much of the upper works, and the fort was vacated by both sides. Word of mouth says that nothing worth looting was left in Fort Sphinxmoth, and today it's no more than an overgrown ruin that's been bypassed by history.   


  




The Founding Of Bloodtoil


   Anonymous  


   We spent the winter in Falinesti, only to return and find our holy site overrun by Drublog squatters claiming it as their own. The faithful of Z'en returned with an overwhelming force of rangers and removed the vile beasts.


  

  Our forefathers' village, renamed Bloodtoil, has been reclaimed. But the shrine is unclean, filled with relics to Mauloch. A new shrine to Z'en will be dedicated shortly.  


  The Orcs threatened to return, but the faithful of Z'en do not fear their petty threats. Z'en ensures debts are paid in kind.   


  




The Founding Of Southpoint


   Provincial Office of Governor Zantonius  


   1st Rain's Hand, 2729


  

  (for distribution to all Imperial Citizens of Southpoint)  


  Southpoint was founded by the great and magnanimous Governor Zantonius. This you certainly know! But in the interest of understanding the magnitude of this accomplishment, you must first understand the man who brought it to fruition.  


  Zantonius was born the eldest son of a Colovian farmer from Kvatch. After her tragic death, Zantonius took a commanding role in his family. Despite these humble upbringings, he was always the bright and cheerful man you may know today!  


  As Zantonius' younger siblings came into adulthood, he tired of his life as a farmer. He soon set out to make a name for himself, traveling to the Imperial City and enlisting in the Imperial Legion.  


  Zantonius' rise in the legion's ranks was swift. His commanders said he was strong as a bear and swift as a fox. Eventually Zantonius was assigned a post in northern Valenwood, where he would prove he had a tactical mind matching the greatest generals of the Second Empire!  


  One dark night in the month of Second Seed, while Zantonius stood ever-vigilant watch in Reman's Bluff, he single-handedly stopped a Wood Orc raid upon his camp! For his merits in battle, Zantonius was given command of a cohort of soldiers and sent to build a fort for the glory of the Empire. At the head of these troops, Zantonius marched south into the Kingdom of Grahtwood.  


  It was the beautiful plot of land at the southernwestern tip of Grahtwood where Zantonius thrust the point of his spear into the soil. "From this day forward, I declare this land to be known as Southpoint. Though sent to build a stronghold of Imperial might, I will instead built a fortified town! All in the Kingdom of Grahtwood will know Southpoint's name."  


  Can anyone doubt Governor Zantonius' word? He has given the citizens of Southpoint strong walls, swift response to Bosmer insurrectionists, and a port that sees far more ships than the backwater trading post of Haven. Next month, Governor Zantonius shall break ground on what will one day become the greatest cathedral in Valenwood!  


  Why, every citizen of Southpoint owes Governor Zantonius for their safety, security, and prosperity! We shall support him in his rightful stewardship of Southpoint, his valiant efforts to make Southpoint the center of Imperial culture in Valenwood, and the increase in taxes which shall take effect at month's end. Though we owe so much to Governor Zantonius for our town, all he asks in return is our loyalty, our comity, and one gold for every twelve earned.  


  For the Empire!   


  




The Founding Of Zuuk


   Ashalaku Marsh 


   Lord Zuuk returned to Shadowfen after the fall of Reman Cyrodiil III, founding a small settlement in the Shadowfen. After five generations of prosperity, our ancestors renamed it Zuuk in honor of our Lord Founder. The original name of the settlement was lost to time.


  

  We know little of Zuuk's time in the Imperial Palace, but his wealth, honor, and generosity were renowned among the Kothringi. May his name be on the lips of his descendants for another five generations.   


  




The Four Abominations


   Vinicius Imbrex 


   By Vinicius Imbrex, Archbishop of Chorrol, 1E 1051—1087


  

  Thus Stendarr looked upon the world of mortals, and he found it afflicted by Abominations. And he made it known unto his priests, resolutes, and templars, that these unnatural profanities are abhorrent in his sight, and are to exterminated by the Righteous without halt or mercy. For these Abominations are each and every the eternal enemies of the mortals of the Mundus, and shall not be suffered to abide among us.  


  And these Abominations are four in kind, and may be known thusly:  


  —The DAEDRA, those unworldly horrors that are not of the Mundus, but come from Oblivion to inflict cruelty and death upon the mortals of Tamriel.  


  —The MANBEASTS, those mortals who through traffic with the bestial Hircine do change their skins for those of animals, preying thence upon the innocent.  


  —The RISEN CORPSES, those restless undead whose rotting bodies persist with loathsome and unnatural vigor, sowing fear and agony among the living.  


  —The DEATHLESS VAMPYRES, who feed horrifically upon honest citizens, regarding righteous mortals as mere cattle to sate their unholy hungers.  


  Know these Four Abominations, O ye righteous, and gather to slay them where're they appear.   


  




The Friend Of All Mortals


   The Resolute Templar of Ska'vyn  


   "Come to me, Stendarr, for without you, I might be deaf to the manswarm


  

  murmurings of thy people, and forgetting their need for comfort and wisdom, I  


  might indulge myself in vain scribblings."  


  Call him Stendarr, call him Stuhn, call him what you will, but the God of Mercy and Justice is the friend to all the mortals of the Mundus, whether they acknowledge him or not. Yea, even the heretic Dark Elves of Morrowind may use his magic of defense and healing, even so the scaled folk of Argonia, for Stendarr in his benevolence draws no distinction between those who rightfully worship him and those who, in their ignorance and error, do not.  


  Join with me, then, in a prayer to Stendarr for guidance, that we may look with mercy upon our fellow mortals, that we may show the compassion to help them at need, and find the strength to eradicate abominations that threaten us all.   


  




The Fruit And The Stone


   Anonymous  


   Hunger. Thirst. Water dripping upon saturated moss. A wound on the Hist tree, oozing sap like slow tears. Golden light, piercing the darkness like an arrow. Lightning. Sparks.


  

  Betzi blinked several times, considering the visions. Why did the Hist show her the same thing? She wondered if her meditations were any use. She touched the fruit, nudging aside the woven twigs forming its nest.  


  They called it fruit, as it came from the Hist, but none ate this hardened lump. This fruit was exceptionally rare, and yet, the Hist wanted her to bring it to Hissmir. To use it, somehow.  


  "Why are you so important?" Betzi asked, turning the dark brown orb in her fingers. She rubbed it softly, marveling at its smoothness. Like scales, but without edges. Like an egg, like glass, like ....  


  "A Zaht stone?" Connections jumbled together in her mind's eye, then spooled into the correct order. Unprepared for the onslaught, Betzi cried aloud.  


  The others glanced at Betzi in irritation, their meditations interrupted by her outburst. And then understanding rippled through them as well. Betzi held the Hist amber aloft and marveled at the simplicity.  


  Zaht stones would protect Hissmir. But how?   


  




The Ghostly Stag


   Anonymous  


   In my travels I came upon the land of Clickyville, a place ripe with the fruits of the earth and free from the grip of tyranny. Though the land was not fully formed, and was so underpopulated as to make me feel lonesome at all hours, I decided to settle down in the little town.


  

  I explored its abandoned buildings, its thriving marketplace, its bountiful farms. But my favorite place, the one I frequented most often, was that of the fishing-hole near the graveyard. Its quiet beauty and calm waters did wonders for my soul.  


  I spent many days fishing there, simply enjoying the quiet and peace. It was on such day that I first saw it - the figure of a stag, barely visible against the grass opposite the docks. Having never seen another animal in all of Clickyville, I was naturally startled, but the beast did not seem to mind. It merely stood there, surveying its territory. As I approached it, however, it bounded off - startled by my movements, I suspect.  


  That was not the last I saw of the ghostly stag, but it did not appear everyday. Rather, its appearance continued to be a rarity, visiting perhaps once a week.There were times I had company on the docks, and the stag would show itself to me, but not to my companion, or the stag would reveal itself to him and not to me. I never was able to approach it without it starting, and so I resolved to enjoy its company at a distance, whenever it would see fit to grant it. I feel that I will never understand the ghostly stag fully.   


  




The Gift Of Arson


   Anonymous  


   Firsthold is the key. Without Ayrenn's men holding the north, our Maormer allies will be free to move.


  

  Burning this little town is just a lark, yes. But it is for you, Lord Dagon. It's all for you.   


  




The Gifts Of Magnus


   Anonymous  


   Penitent, the lives of all living are touched by Magnus, He Who Abstained. Lord Magnus drew up the schematics for our world, intricately sketching the diagrams of Creation. Magnus is with us always, in the magics of Mages and the warming breath of the sun.


  

  To complete your venerations here, intone: "By the Empyrean Light of Aetherius, may the Eye of Magnus always be upon me. Grant me the wisdom to use his gifts, and patience to know his wisdom."   


  




The Glenmoril Wyrd


   Lady Cinnabar of Taneth    


   No folk in Tamriel have been more misunderstood than the witches of the Glenmoril Wyrd—primarily, I believe, because all the scholars who have previously written about them have been men. This is not to say that the groundbreaking work of the Venerable Kigyo of Lilmoth and Professor Barst of Shad Astula are to be entirely discounted, merely that their objectivity has been colored and undermined by their cultural assumptions of male superiority.


  

  To be clear, it is not the fact that I am a woman that makes me somehow emotionally better suited to understand the sisterhood of the Glenmoril Wyrd. On the contrary, it is my proven ability to be objective in the context of traditional gender roles, as shown in my celebrated tract, "Saint and Slave-Queen: Alessia and the Lens of Gender," that makes me uniquely qualified to address the subject of a single-sex society like that of the Wyrd Sisters.  


  The Glenmoril Wyrd are a loose association of female witch covens who revere nature and the natural world and incline toward Daedra-worship. Racially they are almost entirely human, though some covens include human hybrids such as hagravens and lamias, who usually rule the covens they live in. Their preference for life in the wilderness means their covens are usually located far from the agricultural or pastoral enclaves of "civilized" people, which contributes to the lack of understanding of their true natures. This has led to the Glenmoril covens nearly always being described in terms such as uncanny, reclusive, dangerous, inimical, and evil.  


  In fact, the Glenmoril Wyrd are all of these things—except, I would argue, evil. It is true that they are unswervingly committed to a rejection of civilization and civilized ways; it is true they admit no male members to their covens; it is true they regard themselves as enforcers of certain "laws of nature" which only they recognize. This does not make them evil, just strict adherents to moral codes that are different from our own.  


  The fact that the Glenmoril covens seem able to maintain their populations without admitting men into their number is also an object of suspicion for those who live in their vicinities. There is an age-old libel that the Wyrd Sisters replenish themselves by stealing girl-children from neighboring farms, but such a practice has never been documented (except in the case of the notorious Fen Witches of Hjaalmarch—but they worship Molag Bal, and child-abduction is the least of their objectionable habits). My inquiries, which have been extensive, lead me to the conclusion that in most cases covens gain new members when unwanted girl-children are brought to them by distressed parents. (What happens to unwanted boy-children in the northern regions is probably a question best left unasked.)  


  Though the Glenmoril Wyrd are numerically few, geographically they are widespread, from the easternmost Greenspring Coven in central Skyrim to the westernmost coven in the Ilessan Hills of High Rock. Most of the eight or so known covens are adherents of Hircine, but the Hagfeather Coven of western Falkreath reveres Namira, the Markarth Sisters (the only urban coven) worships Mehrunes Dagon, and the aforementioned Fen Witches of Hjaalmarch are followers of Molag Bal.  


  Relationships with the Reachmen, the other main Daedra-worshipers of the northern wilds, vary from coven to coven and from Reach Clan to Reach Clan. The Hagfeather Coven, the Rimerock Wyrd, and the Markarth Sisters all have cordial relations with the Reachmen, but the western covens of the Ilessan Hills and Viridian Woods have a history of conflict with the Reach Clans that dates back thousands of years. This may be accounted for by the fact that the Ilessan and Viridian Wyrd venerate the less-feral aspects of Hircine, and have even been known to provide cures for lycanthropy, whereas the Reachmen prefer Hircine's more vicious side, celebrating lycanthropy as a gift rather than a curse.  


  This, then, is a summary of what is known about the widespread but elusive sisters of the Glenmoril Wyrd. Many questions, certainly, remain unanswered, and much research remains to be done. To address these issues properly, it might even be necessary to leave Taneth and mount a personal expedition into the northern wilds—assuming a generous patron steps forward to finance such a worthwhile scholarly effort.   


  




The Grandeya Is In Custody


   D. at-Nimr 


   The grandeya is in custody, and ready for questioning. I would advise against any rash actions, as the people of Hallin's Stand are quick-tempered, and a bloodbath would not serve anyone's needs.


  

  As always, if you need anything, please don't hesitate to ask.  


  — D. at-Nimr   


  




The Gray Passage


   Anonymous  


   Sing, O Stars, the glory that dwells in the hearts of all people. Beneath Hosiven's stone and the long-quenched pyre of Sarhedil, let their labors find purpose and glory. Know O pilgrim, the virtues of the Stars, for all great deeds cry for blessing. Let the Stars guide the righteous through the Gray Passage, through the caves of Upper Craglorn, to find the prayer markers and their commands.


  

  Heed the Stars, O pilgrim, and undertake their quest. Seek their six virtues, hewn into stone. Bear each command with a noble heart and return with the utmost speed. For only the swift and the just shall receive celestial favor.   


  




The Great Houses And Their Uses


   Tel Verano 


   Living in the Ashlands, you get used to life being hard. Angry kwama, poisonous fungus, tribal raiders—everything wants to kill you. Don't let them.


  

  I've compiled some notes on the Great Houses of the Dark Elves. Use them or don't. It's your decision. Just don't come crawling to Tel Verano if you find yourself in a Dres slave caravan.  


  House Indoril  


  If you're anywhere near the southern shore of the Inner Sea, House Indoril probably runs the show. The dogs of Almalexia control the most powerful house in Stonefalls and Deshaan. The Dres have money, and House Redoran has troops, but don't be fooled. The blue hats control the spiritual heart of the Ashlands.  


  Have you seen their crest? It has wings, to let them fly far above us. That's how they see us: beneath them. Far beneath them. The military in Stonefalls is one of the most powerful in the region, and Indoril's war hero Tanval is right at the top.  


  Loose Coins: Bribe Indoril troops before any others. They have the most clout. Don't try cracking temples. They're like fortresses. Anyone in Indoril robes has serious clout in Stonefalls and Deshaan. Look for easier targets.  


  House Redoran  


  Duty. Honor. Idiocy. Redoran has the common-folk thinking their house is the strong arm of the Pact. Whenever you seen a group of Pact military officers in the field, they want you to think the most impressive hats belong to their noble house.  


  The reality is somewhat different. Red hat troops do drive the Pact armies, but from the ground, not the top. Argonian scouts and Nord berserkers also command a lot of troops. The reason they try to slip this coin under the cup? Redoran nobles are still upset the Pact was formed in the first place. Their martial prowess looks a little thinner compared to Argonian stealth and Nord courage.  


  To quote from one of their proverbs: "Life is hard. Judge, endure, and reflect. A careless life is not worth living." That's all well and good until different-looking folks come along. Then it's time to lie and strut for the commoners.  


  Loose Coins: Redoran troops are humorless, but greedy. Offer one enough, and he'd sell you his own mother. Never insult a Redoran to his face. In fact, never insult a Redoran. They have a tendency to hear things in the training yard. If you're going to pick a pocket, a Redoran is a good target. Just make good your escape, or you'll be meeting with the Three sooner than you planned.  


  House Hlaalu  


  You have to hand it to the Hlaalu. They actually walk the talk when it comes to Pact togetherness. It's not because they suddenly love our ancient enemies and slaves, though. No, Hlaalu's grandmaster is just smarter than most of the rest. An open hand makes it harder to notice the dagger behind your back. Am I right?  


  While Indoril holds claim to the most powerful positions, Hlaalu has a snake's grip on Deshaan. Narsis is one of their greatest cities, and even in Mournhold, they have a lot of clout. Hlaalu public houses and plantations are everywhere south of Stonefalls. Learn their layouts well. A lot of the builders use the same plans over and over. When you learn the hiding places in one Hlaalu public house, you've learned them all.  


  Loose Coins: Hlaalu troops are like kwama queens in Deshaan. Use that against them. Outside Deshaan, Hlaalu housemembers are likely to feel like they're standing in an ashstorm. No matter where you see them, yellow hats make good marks. Take them for all they're worth.  


  House Dres  


  You probably think you know the Dres, right? Heartless slavers with rigid class roles. Arrogant nobles who'd just as soon sell you as look at you.  


  You're pretty much right. "Don't cross Dres" is a good bit of coin you can roll around in your head. I can hear you now, though. "Tel, they have more money than they know what to do with." You're right again. Your average Dres noble has enough jewelry on display to tempt even the most seasoned cutpurse.  


  Restrain your nimble fingers, friend. Dres justice doesn't bother with Ordinators or local guardsmen. You cross the Dres, you disappear. You're dead or a slave on some noble's plantation.  


  Loose Coins: The coins are all tied up in a slavemaster's purse. Don't cross the Dres.  


  House Telvanni  


  There's only one good thing about this house of mages: they don't give a guar about the Pact. They only care about their sanctuary on the Telvanni coast. When the Pact formed, they got their robes in a twist and tossed out every other house trooper they could find. They're no friends of the lizards or the Nords. They wouldn't walk to the other side of the road to save another house's grandmaster. In short, they're the classic ivory tower wizards.  


  Everything else about the brown hats is bad news. They move almost as many slaves as House Dres. To become a noble in House Telvanni, you need serious power. Look at a well-dressed brown hat the wrong way, and they'll melt your face off. They value fabulous magical treasures just as much as books you couldn't trade for a stale loaf of bread.  


  Loose Coins: Rampaging Daedra couldn't make me assault a mage's tower, but if you're desperate to leave Nirn, I suggest buying armor enchanted against fire and frost. Then observe the tower as long as you can. If the mark has any magical defenses in place, he'll probably have to come outside to restore them. You might have better luck on the street, but examine your new loot carefully. Some treasures have their own defenses built in.   


  




The Great Mooring


   Anonymous  


   The door to the Great Mooring, the linch-point of the Great Shackle, must remain locked while the magicka conduits draws energy from the living spark encased in the collection prism.


  

  The only way to open the door is to completely drain the energy from the living spark, or to disengage the conduits and cut off the flow of power.  


  Never reverse the flow of energy through the conduits, however. Such a procedure could have disastrous effects on both the living spark and the energy collection apparatus, and it could set back the Planemeld by years, if not centuries, due to the amount of work that went into the system.   


  




The Great Siege Of Orsinium


   Anonymous  


   Ra Gada fought the tusky folk


  

  From Hammerfell they drove them  


  In wrath withdrew they northward to  


  Orsinium, Orc city  


  Where found they welcome at the hands  


  Of King Atop the Scarpment,  


  Golkarr, mighty, Orc of wiles  


  Who thought to take advantage  


  To use infusion of new blood  


  To broaden Orcish holdings  


  Demands he made of Bretons south  


  Along the Bjoulsae River  


  For tariffs, tolls, ransoms, fees,  


  Or down would come Orc hammer  


  But Joile, the king in Daggerfall  


  Rejected Golkarr's dictum  


  Sent to Gaiden Shinji of  


  The Order of Diagna  


  Urged him with the Bretons join  


  To siege and sack Orc city  


  Marched they then to Wrothgar Scarp  


  Orsinium invested  


  They thought that Orcish walls could not  


  Withstand their worthy weapons  


  But city high upon the scarp  


  Was triple-gate defended  


  Obdurate Gates: each one greater  


  Than the one before it  


  Smelter, Hammer, Temper, they  


  Were called, by Orcish stonewrights  


  The folk of Mauloch stood atop  


  And hurled down baneful missiles  


  And Breton, Redguard, smitten sore  


  Drew back to lower regions  


  Laughed then the Orcs, and bared their tusks  


  At warrior Men confounded  


  While Golkarr smiled in high Scarp Keep  


  And praised the Wrothgar clan-kin  


  But Gaiden Shinji and King Joile  


  Were not abashed or shaken  


  They summoned grandees, knights, and counts  


  To bring their armsmen thither  


  Orsinium surrounded they  


  And settled in to siege it  


  While plots and plans were schemed and made  


  The walls and gates, to breach them  


  The Orcs were quite content to wait  


  From Jugular well-watered  


  And fed by fertile fungus fields  


  In Caves of Dark Abundance  


  The Men, they thought, would tire and leave  


  To go back to their families  


  They reckoned not the fire that burned  


  In Joile and Gaiden Shinji  


  Ten years their men sieged outer gate  


  And finally Smelter faltered  


  A decade more at second gate  


  Till Hammer then was broken  


  Ten years again were spent in toil  


  Till Temper fell asunder  


  Then wrathful Men at last went in  


  Orsinium to plunder  


  Golkarr prayed in Grudgement Hall  


  For Mauloch to defend him  


  But King Joile took him by the hair  


  And Gaiden Shinji slew him   


  




The Great Warmth


   Anonymous  


   Bow to the great warmth


  

  Pray to the great warmth  


  Give to the great warmth  


  The great warmth is your father  


  The great warmth is your master  


  The great warmth watches  


  There is no life without warmth   


  




The Green Ladies' Abode


   Anonymous  


   Entry Donation: 1 gold


  

  Welcome to Deepwoods, abode of the former and current Green Ladies of Malabal Tor!  


  Our first Green Lady, Finoriell, was revealed as Green Lady later than customary, by which time she lived in Velyn Harbor. She served well, and upon her passing, the search began for the next Green Lady.  


  Blessed Deepwoods proved once again to foster the fortitude required in Finoriell's niece, Gwaering, who demonstrated the physical prowess, cunning, and strength expected of the Green Lady.  


  Within Deepwoods, you may see Gwaering and Finoriell's home, as well as many of the places where they once hunted. Gwaering in particular showed early aptitude with the bow, with a high kill ratio from her tenderest years.  


  The Green Lady is not a mere symbol of virtue, she holds within her the ability to channel her strength to the Bosmer as needed upon completion of her investiture.  


  Within a fortnight of her selection, preparations began for Gwaering's handfasting with the Silvenar.  


  The celebrations will continue for many months following the formal handfast ceremony, which takes place in the city of Silvenar.  


  Please enjoy your visit to Deepwoods, however long or short your stay!   


  




The Green Pact And The Dominion


   Anonymous  


   Just like trees grow toward the sun and you can hear different birds singing when the moons are out than when they are not, every Wood Elf born in Valenwood (and indeed, nearly every one born outside of it), knows of the Green Pact.


  

  The Green Pact is the agreement between the Wood Elves and Y'ffre that has guided our existence from the beginning of the great story.  


  Its rules are clear. Do not harm the forest. Do not eat anything made from plant life. Eat only meat. When you conquer your enemies, eat their flesh. Do not leave them to rot. Do not kill wastefully. Do not take on the shape of beasts. You are Wood Elves. Your form is sacred.  


  This is the Green Pact. In exchange for keeping to this Pact, the forest, which we call the Green, has provided us with ample food and shelter. Y'ffre has given us the limited gift to ask the forest to shape itself to our needs. We have been amply blessed.  


  But now, we find ourselves in a new situation. Our new allies—the High Elves and the Khajiit—do not hold to the Green Pact. They live in houses made of thatch and timber. They eat all manner of fruits and berries and drink wine made from grapes. They find the devouring of one's enemies barbaric.  


  How are the Wood Elves of Valenwood to accommodate these new allies, while keeping to the Green Pact? It is a question that perplexes many Wood Elves today, especially in the newly-erected city of Marbruk. In the past, we have fought wars over lesser defilement of the Green.  


  At the same time, we recognize that at the time of the Dominion's founding, the Green Lady and the Silvenar spoke on behalf of the Wood Elves and the Green Pact. We remember that we have a powerful mouthpiece in the Thalmor, Woodhearth's own Treethane Fariel.  


  These are the leaders we should look to in this uncertain time. They have shown us through their actions an example which we can all follow. We must welcome these allies with true Wood Elf hospitality. We must not pick fights with them. We must try not to steal from them (many of them do not appreciate the rite of theft, but that is a subject for another essay). But at the same time, we should not shy away from speaking out in our own interests, and in that of the Green.  


  Because of Treethane Fariel's powerful voice, much of the timber and all of the thatch for Marbruk was brought into Valenwood from other parts. For many the fact that so many trees had to be felled to clear space for the city is unforgiveable, but Fariel saw that accommodating our allies is the first step to a strong defense of Valenwood against those who would surely destroy it.  


  Queen Ayrenn's willingness to listen is a sign of her wisdom and respect for the Wood Elf people. We should repay her by being willing to trust her leadership.   


  




The Green Singing


   Anonymous  


   The Bosmer Spinner stood before the rising moons, a shadow fingering a belt of glittering shells.


  

  "Heavy-bearded Y'ffre, speak through me. Tell us of the time before time. Let the story grow in me. Let my heart echo to the pounding of your feet along the story-lines, the bones of the world. I will walk Your steps, and know Your story."  


  The Spinner's eyes flickered closed. His fingertips slid along the belt, picking out the shape and orientation of the shells. He raised a foot, and with deliberation stamped it on the ground.  


  "Speak through me, Y'ffre. Tell us of the drum-play of Mara, who beat out a pulse against the darkness that gnawed Old Ehlnofey. Mara, whose eyes glitter like hot coals, known of mer and knowing mer, mother of a thousand-thousand children. She who looks at Arkay's form and does not blush, but breathes deep the scent of Him."  


  The Spinner took thumping, methodical steps across the hilltop, eyes closed, hands tracing the patterns of shells wrapped around his chest. His voice shamed the night-calls of nearby insects to silence.  


  The others watching were reverently silent, eyes closed, swaying in time with the Spinner's steps. His feet slowed, pounding deep footprints in the earth. He no longer spoke; he sighed. He whispered.  


  "'We are who we are,' the taller tribe says, in a voice made of leaf-shivers. 'We taste the earth and feel your steps over us. We were the land of green singing before the bones were set. Before the before-and-after.'"   


  




The Guise Of A Woodcutter


   Anonymous  


   The guise of woodcutter has served me well. The guards at the gate of Ghartok passed me through without a second glance. This camp has proved an excellent vantage point to spy on the movement of troops from the Southern Morrowind gate. General Khamagash should reward me well upon my return.


  

  The ruined houses to the north and northwest offer even better views of the main routes for troop movements, but I risk much for those vistas. Why would a simple woodcutter be crouching among the still-smoldering ruins? Even the dull-witted Pact guards would question such a thing. My luck has held thus far, as no eyes have spied me, no cry has arisen. May Onsi continue to watch over me.   


  




The Handfast Song List


   Anonymous  


   Alanaire


  

  A Queen's Memory  


  The Tide of Times  


  Laen  


  Leaf and Branch, Blood and Bone  


  Ballad of the Spirit Hunters  


  Buzul and Dadazi  


  One Becomes Two  


  Dreams of the Moons  


  Requiem for Thunder   


  




The Heart Of Love


   Anonymous  


   Know, penitent, that Mara is always with you. Within your breast beats her love and affection. The symbol of her floral star adorns the walls at the wedding chapel. Her priests tend to the needs of husband and wife. And always is her gaze upon the young.


  

  To complete your venerations here, intone: "Fivefold blessings upon the lost and lovelorn. The Heart pumps the blood that connects us across the aurbis. May her grace always be upon me."   


  




The Heartland Of Cyrodiil


   Phrastus of Elinhir 


   The fertile farmlands of central Cyrodiil, around Lake Rumare and the Nibenay Valley, the region commonly known as "The Heartland," is temperate in climate, supporting the crops and livestock that feed all of central Tamriel. Rain and thunderstorms are frequent, but the region is free from the sandstorms of Hammerfell to the west or the monsoons of Black Marsh to the southeast.


  

  Much has been made of the classical author Heimskr's characterization of Cyrodiil as a jungle or rainforest. My studies indicate that the use of the phrase "endless jungle" to describe Cyrodiil appears to be an error in transcription. Close study of the original, badly faded manuscript reveals that the phrase was miscopied, and should be more accurately rendered as "extensive uplands." The adjectives "an equatorial rain" as applied to the Nibenese forest do not appear in the original manuscript at all, and I would posit were added by the scribe in support of his previous erroneous use of "jungle." Lady Cinnabar of Taneth, of course, takes issue with this exegesis, but the flaws in her methods of scholarship have been well-documented elsewhere.   


  




The Hidden Key


   Salianna  


   Jonoren,


  

  Lady Lleraya has finished casting her veil within the ruins. Count Ravenwatch and his lackeys will never be able to find their way now!  


  As commanded, I locked the trap door that leads to the chambers below. If you need to go down there, I hid the key in a backpack and stuck it in the north tower. Remember, the veil will affect you, just as it will Ravenwatch. So if you find yourself in the chambers below, be careful. The veil may be a shadow, but it hides very real dangers!  


  And don't leave this note lying around. If I wanted anyone to see it, I wouldn't have hidden the key in the first place.  


  — Salianna   


  




The Hidden Trials


   Anonymous  


   They who would master the Way of the Blade must seek the hidden trials.


  

  In the depths of the pits, beasts tear flesh from limb.  


  On the heights of the rooftops, a challenger awaits.  


  These are the Trials of the Seeker.   


  




The Hidden Tunnels Of Orsinium


   Grilbar the Architect 


   From "Secrets of an Orc City"


  

  By Grilbar the Architect  


  When next the Orcs decided to rebuild the city of Orsinium, they determined to create a series of tunnels beneath the streets that would serve as an escape route should the city ever again fall under siege. These tunnels still exist in the current day, with the newest stones of Orsinium being laid atop their foundation.  


  As the king's workers continue to build the city, some of the tunnels have been sealed off or even collapsed. But many of the tunnels, hidden beneath the ancient foundations of older structures, continue to crisscross below the city streets. One of the most famous of these tunnels, described in the fictional account "The Battle of Orsinium", is the Temple Tunnel, which was said to run from beneath the temple in Orsinium to the mountains behind Scarp Keep.  


  According to the work of fiction mentioned above, a secret passage guarded the way to the tunnel. To access the tunnel, at least in the story, the high chief's son had to solve a riddle to open the secret passage.  


  I look forward to a time when the priests of the temple allow me the opportunity to attempt to open the secret passage. Then we can determine once and for all whether Bangor the Liar's tale is based on facts or truly is a complete work of fiction.   


  




The Hidden Twilight


   Anonymous  


   The City of Inkseeds rose from the desert, shining and decadent. Somehow, it still stood. I crossed through the gate, and the beast knew exactly where to take me: the way worn by beggars and poets. The only place a man of my appetites can find satisfaction. I'm not proud, but then, nobody ever is.


  

     


     





The Hind-Quarters Registry


   Anonymous  


   Entry 2


  

  — High Elf pilgrim checked out.  


  Entry 3  


  — Group of Maormer sailors checked in.  


  — All beds filled. No vacancies.  


  Entry 4  


  — Khajiiti merchant and guard checked out. Claimed they were "encouraged" to do so by the Maormer.  


  — Two Maormer sailors checked in immediately after merchant's departure.  


  — All beds filled. No vacancies.  


  Entry 5  


  — Entire Maormer contingent checked out. Refused to pay for final week! Will send a bill to Ambassador Ulondil.  


  




The Hist's Fire


   Pegareem  


   Many ask us how we find our mates, as though Argonians cannot experience joy the way the mer do.


  

  Though this seems absurd, I myself met my husband in an unusual way. I believe the Hist spoke to both of us, to ensure we would both be where we could not help but meet and fall in love. This despite my innermost belief I'd never marry.  


  The first stir caught me by surprise. I put away items in the shop, organizing what I could amongst the clutter, when suddenly I heard my own voice in my mind say, "Wait for him."  


  "For ...?" I asked aloud, startled out of my reverie.  


  Silence.  


  My quiet sensibility replaced by confusion, I turned abruptly, knocking over the lamp, which flung an arc of burning oil across the room.  


  Oil landed everywhere, from the piles of fabric, to the litter of papers, and the straw scattered over the floor. In a single moment, a modest light source turned the crowded room into a fire pit.  


  Coral tongues licked across the dried herbs hanging from the ceiling, and I realized I'd been standing still, slack-jawed, as smoke and heat and flame swirled around.  


  The hut had never seemed so large as it did then. Dark with smoke, bright with fire, its air filled with a dull, creaking roar. I squinted against the elements, my hand across my mouth, and staggered toward the ever-receding door.  


  "Anyone in there? Anyone?"  


  "Me!"  


  I reached the door as it burst open, causing the flames to surge upwards and out with an almost celebratory leap. A dark hand grabbed mine, pulling me out and away.  


  "Are you hurt?"  


  Coughing, I shook my head. "I'm all right. But the store ...."  


  We both turned to look. The fire, so unruly within the confines of the hut, had met its match with the wet thatch roof.  


  "Thank you for helping me," I said, turning to face my rescuer at last.  


  Our eyes locked in recognition. The Hist had chosen us for each other, and neither of us would need to wait any longer.   


  




The Hoarvor Pit


   Anonymous  


   I don't know how long this creature has been trapped down here, but the stories of the hoarvor pit go back as far as my grandfather's grandfather. It's been down here the entire time, and they've been feeding on it.


  

  What else could Daedric blood do to hoarvors but make them mean? And large. I doubt I'll be able to find a way back out; they nearly killed me on the way in.  


  At least the hoarvors will have something different to eat for a change.   


  




The Holy Vessel


   Tidyn Arthalen 


   Be very careful when you handle the holy vessel. It is the most important relic in our temple and the reason why our temple exists at all. Saint Veloth is best known for wielding his hammer, Veloth's Judgment, but he also carried this vessel in his time. Like many objects the saint blessed, it has the power to heal. But it also possesses a variety of other interesting magical properties. Indestructibility is not, unfortunately, one of them.


  

  —Tidyn Arthalen   


  




The Holy Wamasu: Care And Feeding


   Anonymous  


   While the holy wamasu will eat anything, a wise keeper ensures a variance in its diet to keep the sacred beast happy and content. When the wamasu is content, the keeper is happy ... and safe.


  

  Do not overfeed the holy wamasu, however! A bloated lightning dragon discharges its excess in several ways. Some are distasteful; others are dangerous.  


  Experiment with a mix of mud crabs, kagouti, and Bosmer. Remember, the holy wamasu prefers a live diet, so keep its meal both healthy and whole until feeding time.   


  




The Homilies Of Blessed Almalexia


   Anonymous  


   Young Sotha Sil, while playing in the egg mines, saw a number of scribs in a deep shaft, and he began to cast stones upon them, snickering as they skittered and scattered, until one of the scribs, lifting its head up in agony, cried out to Sotha Sil: "Please, please, have mercy, little boy, for what is sport to you is suffering and death to us."


  

  And so Sotha Sil discovered that the idle of amusements of one may be the solemn tortures of another.  


  A shalk and a kagouti were strutting back and forth in a foyada, casting aspersions of one another's looks. "You are the ugliest creature alive," the shalk told the kagouti. "No, YOU are the ugliest creature alive," the kagouti told the shalk. For each thought himself most handsome, and the other most ugly.  


  Then Lord Vivec chanced by, and settled their dispute. "No, you BOTH are the ugliest creatures alive, and I will not have my pleasant sojourn spoiled by your unseemly squabbling." So he dealt them both mighty blows, shattering their skulls, and silencing their argument, and went merrily upon his way.  


  And thus Lord Vivec proved that ugliness is as much in one's manner as in one's appearance.  


  It is said that if a kagouti steps into a boiling pool, he will leap out immediately to avoid harm.  


  But if the kagouti is standing in a pool, and a wizard slowly raises the temperature, measure by measure, to boiling, the kagouti will calmly stand in place until he is boiled.  


  Thus we see that we must be alert not only to the obvious danger, but also to the subtle degrees by which change may result in danger.  


  Once upon a time, a Telvanni issued forth from his tower and proclaimed to all the world that he was a mighty and learned healer, master of all alchemy and potions, and able to cure all diseases.  


  Lord Vivec looked upon this wizard, and listened to his boasting, then asked him, "How can you pretend to prescribe for others the cure to all diseases, when you are unable to cure yourself of your own manifest arrogance and foolishness?"  


  The Guar were so tormented by the other creatures they did not know where to go. As soon as they saw a single beast approach them, off they dashed in terror.  


  One day they saw a pack of Nix-hounds ranging about, and in a desperate panic all the Guar scuttled off towards the sea, determined to drown themselves rather than live in such a continual state of fear. But just as they got near the shoreline, a colony of Mudcrabs, frightened in their turn by the approach of the Guar, scuttled off, and threw themselves into the water.  


  'Truly,' said one of the Guar, "things are not so bad as they seem. For there is always someone worse off than you."  


  A wounded Netch lay himself down in a quiet corner of its feeding-ground. His healthy companions came in great numbers to inquire after his health, yet each one helped himself to a share of the fodder which had been placed there for his use; so that the poor Netch died, not from his wounds, but from the greed and carelessness of his erstwhile friends.  


  And so it is clear that thoughtless companions may bring more harm than help.   


  




The Horse-Folk Of Silverhoof


   Doctor Nabeth al-Gilane  


   I scoffed, of course, when I heard the rumors. A lost colony of Redguards on the northern coast of High Rock? Patently absurd. But the rumors were so persistent, so consistent, that eventually I was moved to take a sabbatical from my pedagogic duties at the Academy and travel north to see for myself.


  

  And behold, by the tears of Morwha, it was so! All of the scholarly details will be found in my forthcoming paper "Sevenfold Truths of the Tribe of the Herd-Mother," but I shall summarize the main points here, as I feel this tale is too wondrous to wait upon the slow march of scholarship.  


  On the northwest coast of the High Rock region of Rivenspire, some leagues west of the city of Shornhelm, is a pastoral basin known as the Vale of Silverhoof. Abiding there, as they have for the past three thousand years, is a tribe of Redguards who go by the simple name of the Horsemen.  


  How did they get there, and when, and why? Unfortunately the Horsemen have no written records, but their oral traditions are strong, and I have recorded those that have been passed down from one generation to the next. The elders of the tribe were generous with their time, particularly two named Muzar and Yalaida, and from their tales I have been able to piece together the following tentative history.  


  The Horsemen originally came from Yokuda, of this there can be no doubt. Though they have become unavoidably "Bretonized" over the centuries by contact with the Nedic folk who surround them, they retain a number of Yokudan words in daily speech, all spoken with that drawl in the vowels we associate with the steppes of old Akos Kasaz. A few examples will suffice from their riding terminology: to tell a horse to turn left, the Horsemen say "Netu;" to turn right, "Netu Hu;" and to halt, they say "Selim." Of course, "netu" is Old Yokudan for "turn," while "anselim" means to stop or to cease.  


  So the Horsemen are of Yokudan descent, most probably from the herding clans of northern Akos Kasaz. The elders of the tribe maintain detailed oral accounts of their genealogy, and from the number of generations they record, it is possible to date their arrival on the shores of Tamriel to the early sixth century of the First Era. This was a period of upheaval in High Rock, when the Direnni Hegemony was in its death throes and the Breton kingdoms were just establishing themselves, a time when a colony of determined settlers could find a niche and establish itself before it could be driven out or absorbed by the indigenes. And according to the tales I heard from Muzar and Yalaida, this is exactly what happened in the Vale of Silverhoof, nearly two centuries before the Ra Gada came to Hammerfell.  


  Why the Horsemen came to this land is harder to determine, for on that subject their tales veer into the legendary or even mythical. Here I must speak about the tribe's unorthodox religious beliefs, for they are central to their traditions and identity. For the Horsemen do not worship any of the Old Yokudan gods as we know them, instead venerating a sort of divine animist spirit they call the Herd Mother. This equine entity acts as the tribe's guiding and protective deity; young Horsemen must commune with her on a vision journey they must partake by themselves that acts as a rite of passage to adulthood (similar to our own tradition of Walkabout). This "Herd Mother" is otherwise unknown to modern scholarship, but of course the vast majority of our cultural records were lost in the cataclysm that swallowed the Old Isles.  


  The Horsemen's tradition is that the tribe left lost Yokuda in order to preserve their worship of this Herd Mother, which was somehow endangered in the Old Isles. Their stories describe the journey from Akos Kasaz in a flotilla of "swimming horse-ships" given them by the Herd Mother, in which they "crossed seventeen seas" before reaching Tamriel. We may discount this tale as somewhat fanciful, but the Horsemen claim to have brought their eponymous mounts with them from the Isles, and this I do not doubt. For to the eye of this connoisseur of horseflesh, the steeds of the Horsemen are unmistakably identical to that breed we call the Yokudan Charger, and could have come directly from the Aswala Stables in the Alik'r.   


  




The House Of Troubles


   Anonymous  


   Among the ancient ancestral spirits who accompanied Saint Veloth and the Chimer into the promised land of Morrowind, the four Daedra Lords, Malacath, Mehrunes Dagon, Molag Bal, and Sheogorath, are known as the Four Corners of the House of Troubles. These Daedra Lords rebelled against the counsel and admonition of the Tribunal, causing great kinstrife and confusion among the clans and Great Houses.


  

  Malacath, Mehrunes Dagon, Molag Bal, and Sheogorath are holy in that they serve the role of obstacles during the Testing. Through time they have sometimes become associated with local enemies, like the Nords, Akaviri, or Mountain Orcs.  


  Malacath is the reanimated dung that was Trinimac, Malacath is a weak but vengeful god. The Dark Elves say he is Malak, the god-king of the orcs. He tests the Dunmer for physical weakness.  


  Molag Bal is, in Morrowind, the King of Rape. He tries to upset the bloodlines of Houses and otherwise ruin the Dunmer gene pool. A race of monsters, said to live in Molag Amur, are the result of his seduction of Vivec during the previous era.  


  Sheogorath is the King of Madness. He always tests the Dunmer for mental weakness. In many legends he is called upon by one Dunmer faction against another; in half of these stories he does not betray those who called him, further confusing the issue of his place in the scheme of things (can he help us? is he not an obstacle?). He is often associated with the fear other races have of the Dunmer, especially those who, like the Empire, might prove as useful allies.  


  Mehrunes Dagon is the god of destruction. He is associated with natural dangers like fire, earthquakes, and floods. To some he represents the inhospitable land of Morrowind. He tests the Dunmer will to survive and persevere.  


  The worship of these four malevolent spirits is against the law and practice of the Temple. However, the Four Corners seldom fail to discover those greedy, reckless, or mad enough to serve them. By ancient Temple law and custom, and also by imperial law, the lives of witches and warlocks are forfeit, and Imperial garrisons join Ordinators and Buoyant Armigers of the Temple in tracking down and destroying these foul covens in the wilderness refuges and ancient ruins where they conceal their profane worships.   


  




The Hunger Of Sep


   The Unveiled Azadiyeh   


   Look, my child, at the beetle I hold in my palm. It scuttles, and tickles, and looks busily for food. Would you like to hold it, child? I swear, by Tava's red feathers, that it shall not be hurtful to you. It is quite harmless, this beetle.


  

  At this size.  


  For it will grow—yes, even as you will grow, so will this beetle. As you grow and grow until you reach woman's height, so will this beetle grow and grow.  


  And in the fullness of time, you will cease to grow. But the beetle will grow on.  


  It was not ever thus. In far-off Yokuda, in times of yore, when all walked in step with the gods, these beetles were the friends of our houses and the amusing companions of our children. They were named Samara Scarabs. And they grew, yes, but only to the size of an ample millet-loaf, for it was not needful for them to grow larger. For were they not favored of the children? Did they not scamper, and race, and sing the clickety-song? And were they not well-fed therefore, on seeds and savory dung-pellets?  


  Aye, it was so.  


  And the lives of the people were good, for though the land was harsh, the people followed the will of the gods, and thus were vouchsafed enough to live well, and a little more. And the Divines were reverenced as it was written they should be, and all things were in their proper places.  


  But some there were among the people who decided that a little more than what they needed was not as much as they did want. And in their avarice they fell away from proper reverence, and were taken, yea, body and soul, with the Hunger of Sep. And this was an ill thing, for the Hunger of Sep can never be sated.  


  Then evil came to Yokuda, and red war, and forbidden rites were practiced, and fell things were summoned that should never have been called forth. It was a Time of Ending. Satakal arose from the starry deeps, and Yokuda was pulled down beneath the waves.  


  But after every End Time comes a New Time, and it was even so in this case. For some of the people were permitted to sojourn to Tamriel, where we took Hammefell for our own. There we were given a chance to once again worship the gods in proper reverence. And we brought our Samara Scarabs with us, that we might delight the children and remember happier days.  


  And the Hunger of Sep was left behind—for a time, my child, for a time. But it is deep in our mortal core, and may ever arise again. So the gods gave unto us a warning, yea, even unto the smallest children. For in this New Time, in this New Place, our little companions grew to the size of an ample millet-loaf, as was meet. However, they then continued to grow, and burgeon, and sprout hurtful claws and rending mandibles. And then, with tears, we drove them from our homes and into the wastes, where they flourished and became baneful.  


  Yes, my child—the Assassin Beetles that plague the empty places are our own Samara Scarabs, smitten by the gods with the Hunger of Sep. They are a lesson to us, an awful warning to those who would become too avid.  


  Be happy, then, and forego all avarice—for here we have enough to live well, and a little more.   


  




The Ice Elder Of The Ogres


   Anonymous  


   I've spent a fair amount of time researching the wildlife of Tamriel, from the common (and fickle) mudcrab to the powerful and beastly wamasu of Argonia. When I was invited to Orsinium, I jumped at the chance to explore its untamed wilderness.


  

  Before we even arrived at the city of Orsinium, my caravan was attacked by those filthy Winterborn. My protectors were either slain or fled into the hills, so I tried to follow. I soon found myself lost. In my panic, I fell into a small ravine.  


  That was the last I remember before waking up, surrounded by blue-furred giants. They seemed to take interest in my well-being. Either that, or they were keeping me alive so that could devour me later. Ogres, while technically of the Goblin-kin, are not known for their intelligence, but they are far smarter than most animals. As a rule, I do not study the intelligent races. Circumstances being what they were, I was intrigued enough to record what I was able to observe.  


  From what I saw, the ogres of the Wrothgarian foothills are far more advanced than the crude brutes I've occasionally encountered near Wayrest. Several of them, elders I suppose, seemed to practice some sort of crude totemic magic that involved the manipulation of ice. One of them approached me and studied me with as much interest as I showed in them. That was when something amazing happened.  


  My leg was broken and bleeding from my fall, and I couldn't move. The elder raised his hand in the air and I braced for a strike. Instead, a beam of energy coursed into my leg, freezing it. I could feel the wound stitching together and the bone mending. The pain was excruciating, but I found it to be exhilarating at the same time.  


  As I stood up upon my mended leg, I heard grunts of panic and excitement from the ogres nearby. I thought I had frightened them, but there was a commotion from outside. The ogres, while not capable of conversing in the common speech, do grunt and vocalize. They all repeated the same thing. "Urkazbur. Urkazbur!" It was surreal.  


  I exited the tent to find a scene of carnage. A larger, angrier ogre was fighting the other ogres. The large one had bony claws strapped to his arms. He slammed them into the ground. Ripples of ice shot out from the impact sites, slamming into the others and knocking them down. The ogre who had healed my leg tossed what appeared to be a glowing ball of snow at the larger one. When it hit him, he reared back and shouted. He gestured and the the snow around him rose up and formed into crude simulacrums and joined him in the fight.  


  While the Orcs were distracted by all this violence, I escaped. Perhaps one day when I've recovered fully, I'll return to see what became of "Urkazbur" and his snow simulacrums.   


  




The Illusion Of Death


   Anonymous  


   [Fragment]


  

  ... then, because he had toyed with the ape-maiden Dulsa, did Maruhk spend his Century of Penance upon the Stonemeadows, and his sight was seared, and his tongue was swollen, and his pelt was mottled, and his left thumb pointed ever at the stars of the Tower. And ever did the shade of Al-Esh speak to him, serrated words that rasped his concept-organ and brought him to wisdom through affliction.  


  And he recorded her words in his simian gore with glyphs on the Beseeching Scarp, and the fire in his blood did etch the lithic face with the Seventy-Seven Inflexible Doctrines. And though the labor depleted, yea, even consumed his very substance, he stinted not, for he knew that death is an illusion. For did not Al-Esh persist, speaking knives, though dead? And had not Pelin-Al been witness to her death, although dead himself at the death of Umar-Il? Then did Maruhk know a Right Reaching, that one devoted to Proper-Life and Ehlnofic Annulment shall persist beyond the illusion of death—for indeed, the drive to expunge corruption can conquer even the Arkayn Cycle.   


  




The Interment Of Feremuzh


   Anonymous  


   Know, O Descendant, the difficulties faced by your ancestors in their own lives. Herein follows the tale of Feremuzh. Feremuzh abandoned the tradition of his ancestors to join the unholy undead. He became a creature that degraded itself to hide from the sun and consume the blood of the living. He plagued the land, consuming life and turning the dead he created into his own followers.


  

  Your ancestors were bound to tradition—they could not lift blade against the honored dead, they could not resist the plague that Feremuzh had brought with him. The wisest of your ancestors, O reader, were gathered. In time they concluded that there was only one method to deal with the villain Feremuzh. A group of the strongest males would have to seek out the lair used by Feremuzh to hide from the bright Alik'r sun.  


  The strongest men were assembled, and sent forth to seek out the villain's lair. The men were instructed to only travel in the protection of the sun, and to hide under the moon when Feremuzh would be out to hunt. The men were wise to follow their elder's advice, and they remained unfound and untouched till they happened upon Feremuzh's lair.  


  Know, O reader, that what ensued is unclear, but what is clear is that the men sacrificed themselves to bring the lair down upon Feremuzh. In doing so, your ancestors trapped Feremuzh in a tomb of earth for time eternal. That earth has been deemed unholy and accursed. Know the marks of the cursed land so you may avoid it. The entrance is tucked into the base of a sharp cliffside, at the end of a path cutting through the rocks. On a bright day one can see and hear the nearby shore, don't let the sea lull you in a false sense of security. Ruins of our ancestors watch over the cursed land. Avoid this place, and leave the damned to rot.   


  




The Interrogation Of Henghild


   Anonymous  


   The following is an account of the events encountered during the interrogation of the witch Henghild of Wittestadr by Garmath, Witchhunter of Direfrost.


  

  The interrogation was unremarkable for a time, and the crone had no unusual reaction to the various implements of torture beyond the expected screaming and pleading. It was when her blood first spilled that the manifestation began.  


  The witch grew suddenly still, as if in a trance. At once, a chill wind filled the chamber, and the flame of the braziers turned an unearthly shade of green. Echoing all about, yet seemingly coming from no discernable source, all present heard a guttural, but unmistakably cogent chant, almost like a religious invocation. Upon reflection, I suspect that this was the language of Oblivion; the obscene tongue of the Daedric Princes.  


  The iron chains that bound Henghild to the slab crumbled, impossibly, and fell away. Her back arched and her eyes rolled back in her head. Slowly, her body rose with no visible means of levitation, suddenly hovering several feet above the slab.  


  After a moment, her mouth opened and she began to speak. But it was not the voice of the crone that issued forth, but rather the voice of a Daedric abomination. Her words were transcribed by no fewer than three witnesses. I record them here, in their entirety:  


  "Pain unto innocence. Screams in the dark. Nocturnal is here.  


  "My loyal servant is tortured and burned, bound and tormented, bereft of her life.  


  "The clan called Direfrost think themselves righteous, but Nocturnal has seen their wickedness.  


  "My curse be upon you, and your descendants.  


  "Your judgement will first be rendered in the form of an Ice Queen who comes in the guise of a pauper.  


  "Your blood shall be frozen. Your torment long and painful.  


  "And when your savior comes to release you, know that your true suffering has only just begun.  


  "There will be a reckoning between past and present, and the name Direfrost will lie in tatters before the end.  


  "A new Ice Queen will bring unto Direfrost all the anguish of Oblivion, and you shall know true suffering."  


  At this moment, the crone's body burst into green flame, and crumbled to ash.   


  




The Ivory Lord: A Hero Born


   Anonymous  


   The Ivory Lord: A Hero Born, V. 1


  

  The soldier waited with bated breath. His hand gripped the blade haft tightly, turning his knuckles ashen white. His sword arm shook nervously as he stood behind the others, waiting for his chance to strike. Any moment now, the Alessian patrol would pass by. He had to wonder, though, what exactly had he gotten himself into?  


  His name was Erric Deleyn, and even he didn't know where his part in all of this began. An innkeeper's son barely of age, his family tree was literally dripping with proud horse breeders, farm hands, and—like his father—cooks. He had as much warrior's blood flowing through his body as he did muscles in his arms and back. Which is to say, almost none. Yet here he stood, armor hanging loosely on his thin frame, holding a sword he barely knew how to use.  


  Erric wished he could say that he had joined the militia to gain revenge or honor. That his father and mother had been slain in an Alessian attack. Or that the love of his life was taken to the slave camps of the evil Alessians. By the Eight, he would have settled for any excuse in which the Alessians wronged his family.  


  But, no. Erric's family was safe and sound. His pleasantly plump parents happily ran an inn in one of the small towns that dotted High Rock. And the love of his life? Well, there was none. He had never felt the embrace of a damsel or tasted the kiss of serving wench. So why did he want to fight the Alessians? Well, he had heard bad things about them, but as far as he was concerned it was all rumors and innuendo. He had lived a sheltered life.  


  No, the reason Erric stood next to Kish'na the fierce Khajiiti maiden and Calinden the handsome Ayleid knight wasn't quite so lofty. It was more mere chance and accident that had led him to this time and place. He had been sneaking off into the woods at night to practice the same fighting techniques he'd seen the city guard practice. He wanted to learn how to fight, but he didn't want anyone to see him doing it. There was too much of a chance someone would make fun of him. After all, he was just a cook's son. So every night Erric would grab his rusty sword and mismatched armor and head into the woods to train.  


  But tonight would be different. There would be no more practice.  


  As Erric ran through back alleys to reach the hole in the wall he knew so well, he turned a corner and almost ran right into them. His breath caught in his throat when he saw them. A handful of men and women from different cultures all huddled together, whispering. They wore impressive uniforms and carried even more impressive weapons.  


  Cautiously he approached them, but Erric had little skill or grace. He tripped over his own feet and landed in a puddle with a loud splash. The warriors turned as one, weapons drawn and eyes hard. But they saw his armor and weapon and assumed he was there to meet them. Being too afraid to say otherwise, Erric was welcomed into their group.  


  It was simply a case of mistaken identity. Later, he might have called it fate.  


  But tonight? Tonight was the night Erric Deleyn was going to die. And that event would change the world around him forever.  


   The Ivory Lord: A Hero Born, V. 2  


  The sound of clanking armor and approaching footsteps echoed through the dark streets. It was obvious that the marchers didn't care if they were heard. In fact, it sounded like they were trying to make more noise than was necessary.  


  Erric Deleyn closed his eyes and listened. He tried to count how many armor-clad boots were pounding toward them. Not that the numbers mattered. If there were two Alessians or ten, Erric knew it would how this was going to end. "Someone's going to stick a blade right through my head," he thought.  


  Erric felt a hand touch his shoulder and he opened his eyes. Calinden, the mercenary Ayleid knight with the long-flowing golden hair squeezed his shoulder reassuringly. "Stick close to me," Calinden said.  


  A sense of calm came over Erric as he nodded in response. It was as if the Ayleid knight knew exactly what Erric was thinking. Erric would have taken more comfort in that thought if the sounds of the footsteps weren't getting closer and louder.  


  Kish'na, a Khajiiti warrior on Erric's other side, pulled two blades from their sheaths and held one up. She wanted them to hold for her signal. The other mercenaries in the alley shifted back and forth, excitement and fear shining in their eyes as they waited for the order to attack.  


  More steps. Louder. Louder. And then silence.  


  Erric looked around in surprise. Why had the unseen marchers stopped? The rest of the mercenary band seemed as confused as he was. Except for Kish'na and Calinden. Kish'na's raised blade did not move.  


  Erric would later learn that what happened next is what usually happens when you hire people willing to stab other people with swords and daggers. The mercenaries grow impatient and become eager to spill blood so they can collect their gold. Usually, this break in discipline brings such hired soldiers to their end that much quicker. And, unfortunately, it was Erric's group that broke first.  


  "Kill those bastards!"  


  The yell rang out from someone behind and to the left of where Erric was standing. Suddenly they were rushing forward, more a tangled mass than a fighting formation. Erric was pushed to the side as weapon waving mercenaries shoved past him.  


  "What are those idiots doing?" Kish'na demanded as the mercenaries left the cover of the alley. She shook her head in frustration but run out after them, her twin blades drawn and ready.  


  Calinden turned to Erric. "Remember what I said." And with that, the Elf pulled the large blade from the sheath on his back and ran to join the fray.  


  Erric felt panic overwhelm him and he stood frozen in place. The clang of weapons and shield. The roars of battle. The screams of pain. Everything sounded muffled to Erric's ears. His feet felt stuck to the cobbled street. The war had arrived, and Erric could only watch it unfold before him.  


  After an eternity that really only lasted a few seconds, Erric was finally able to move. He lifted one foot and placed in front of the other. Slowly, deliberately, he repeated this action until he reached the edge of the alley wall. Erric took a steadying breath. Then he peered around the wall.  


   The Ivory Lord: A Hero Born, V. 3  


  Everywhere Erric looked, he saw white armor and Alessian banners. It wasn't a scouting party that the mercenaries attacked—it was an entire cohort of Alessian soldiers.  


  The mercenaries fought hard, but they were undisciplined. They lunged at the wall of armored soldiers like drunks in a tavern brawl. They were cut down, one after another, with relative ease. The Alessians simply blocked and parried each attack, taunting their foolish foes before cutting them down.  


  The only members of the mercenary band that appeared to be having anything close to success were Calinden and Kish'na. The Ayleid knight Calinden's massive two-handed sword sliced through armor, flesh, and bone with equal ease, while the Khajiit Kish'na's twin blades twirled around her in an exotic dance of death.  


  Erric watched in awe as the battle played out in front of him. He knew that if he charged in to help the mercenaries, he would be cut down before he could so much as scratch an Alessian shield with his rusted sword. But if he turned and ran, and if any of the mercenaries survived, he would be remembered as a coward and a fake. They might even come after him, looking for revenge. All these thoughts and more bounced around and collided inside his head, leaving him frozen with indecision and fear.  


  But nothing brings clarity of mind like a sharp blade cutting through the air in front of you and rushing toward your face. Erric barely dodged out of the way, just as an Alessian soldier backed into him and knocked him to the ground. The rusty blade that Erric had been holding so tightly flew from his hand as he landed on his back. His helmet slammed into the wall he had been standing next to, and for a moment everything went black.  


  The next thing Erric knew, Calinden was standing beside him and lifting him to his feet. The street around him was littered with Alessian corpses. The Ayleid knight said nothing. He simply turned and walked back into battle.  


  Erric had seen enough. He couldn't take it anymore. With growing frenzy, he looked for a path of escape. He could count the number of remaining mercenaries on one hand, but the sea of Alessians seemed as wide and deep as the waves that crashed along the Daggerfall coast. At that moment, Erric knew that he didn't want to die. He picked a direction and started to run—right past the most frantic and bloody fighting.  


  As Erric's legs carried him past the combatants, he reached down and grabbed a sword lying near one of the many corpses. Drawing on reserves he didn't know he had, he increased his speed. He focused on reaching the nearest open doorway or getting around the next corner. He knew that he could lose himself in the back streets if he could just get away from the fighting. He was close. He was going to make it.  


  As Erric turned the corner to make his escape, the sword he carried before him slid into something soft and wet. He was staring into the face of an Alessian officer who looked as surprised as he was. The officer wore multiple badges of honor, but not one of them had been enough to save him. Erric's blade had slid into the space between where the officer's armor connected front to back, slicing between ribs and puncturing a lung. The officer gasped as his eyes rolled back and his knees buckled.  


  As the officer dropped to the ground, he let go of the ivory horn he had been holding. It rolled to a stop next to Erric's right foot. Erric stared at the horn for a moment, then he picked it up and stowed it in his belt. He had no idea what he was going to do with it, but it seemed like a good idea at the time.  


  That's when the arrow buried itself in Erric's back. He stumbled forward as pain radiated from the point of impact. Already, his vision was starting to blur. He saw the Khajiit and the Elf run toward him. He saw an army of Alessians chasing after them. He tried to breathe but that made everything hurt even more.  


  And then everything faded and Erric saw nothing at all.   


  




The Journal Of Darien Gautier


   Darien Gautier 


   My first entry in a brand-new journal! How should I begin? Should I write in a stiff, formal tone? More conversational? So many decisions to make! How will I manage? And what am I supposed to do with what I write? Do I read it later and reflect on my true feelings? Damn it! Why did I let Alinon talk me into starting a journal?


  

  Alinon said that writing things down would help me with my nightmares. Damn liar. He probably just wants me to write down my secrets so he can share them with the guard and have a good laugh.  


  That's not a bad idea, actually. Good for him for thinking of that! I'll need to keep that in mind as I write my entries.  


  * * *  


  Cheese  


  Bread  


  Fresh Herbs  


  Beef, Best Cut Available  


  Yes, I know. This is a grocery list, not my thoughts and feelings. But I needed to write this down somewhere, and the journal was near at hand. Might as well make the thing useful as well as therapeutic.  


  * * *  


  Reminder: Meet Prescilla at the tavern at dusk for drinks. Don't forget!  


  * * *  


  Reminder: Meet Shelli at the tavern at dawn for drinks. Don't forget! Forgetting did not turn out so well with Prescilla.  


  * * *  


  All right. Time to use this journal for its intended purpose. (Note to self: when you write down notes to remind yourself of something, you actually have to go back and read the notes or the reminding thing doesn't work.)  


  Alinon assured me that he was not going to steal this book and share its contents with the rest of the guard. He actually wants me to write down anything I remember about the nightmares I've been having. I still think he's pulling my leg, but I'm willing to give anything a try. I'm losing too much sleep not to try something!  


  I don't remember anything in vivid detail. Only vague glimpses of the nightmares I've been having since winter. I can't tell if they belong to one long dream or many separate ones, but they all have something in common: the bright light right before I wake up. I want to say that it speaks to me. That I can hear what it tells me. But when I wake up all I can recall is a glowing orb with light so intense that I have to shield my eyes.  


  Other things haunt my dreams. Dark images and frightful events. I've seen the sky turn dark and split apart to allow giant shackles to crash into the earth. I've seen armies of Daedra and undead swarm our cities, killing anyone who stands in their way.  


  Other times I've seen the face of death itself, its fangs dripping with blood as it stared at me. I've felt them sink into my neck and watched the creature burst into flames as it drank my blood. And then I see a cold, blue land. Jagged rocks that float in the alien sky. A sky I've never seen in the waking world. I hear screams in the distance. And everything is cold and death and nothingness.  


  Then the light appears once more, as if to guide me to safety. To tell me something. To say ... and that's when I wake up.  


  I exhaust myself. I drink too much. And still the nightmares come to me. I really need to get a good night's sleep!  


  * * *  


  Onions  


  Tomatoes  


  Bread  


  Damn! I did it again. Oh well. It's been a while since I've had one of those nightmares. Maybe this journal thing is working after all.  


  * * *  


  I can't believe it. It's happening. It's actually happening. I don't know if I should be horrified or, well, I don't know what to think. All I know is that this isn't a dream.  


  Anchors from the sky are falling all around Tamriel. We're being invaded! May whatever gods favor us watch over us. My nightmares are coming true.  


  I can't let Alinon know about this. He'll think I'm some sort of prophet or something and make a big deal. I definitely don't want that to happen!   


  




The Journal Of Indring The Patient


   Indring the Patient 


   The city will return. I know it. We've been waiting for so long. All we need is a sign. Something to let us know what happened and allow us to bring Falinesti back!


  

  - - - - - - - - - - - - -  


  I'm so tired of listening to the hopes and prayers of some of the Faithful here. They seem to think that's all they need to bring back the city, but there has to be something more. There must be.  


  - - - - - - - - - - - - -  


  Today a group from the Mages Guild set up a camp nearby. They are here to investigate the site, led by an Altmer named Telenger. They call him the Artificer. I think I've heard of him, a little. I'm curious what they'll discover. We'll have to watch them closely.  


  - - - - - - - - - - - - -  


  Telenger uearthed a Daedric temple in his excavations. I knew it! This must be the reason why Falinesti hasn't returned. We must get inside. I've formed a group of the Faithful that will speak to Telenger with me. We can finally get the city back!  


  - - - - - - - - - - - - -  


  The Artificer is a fool! He refuses to allow us to attempt to open the temple. I know it's the reason why the city hasn't returned. I can feel it calling to me. There's something inside, and once unleashed, Falinesti will return!   


  




The Journal Of Vivien Armene


   Vivien Armene 


   Another day in this cold, miserable land of Nords and mead, and I'm still no closer to the prize I've come so far to find. I'm tempted to return to Glenumbra, but I refuse to give up now.


  

  My research indicates that the bones of a great dragon lie buried beneath this strange, circular mound. Imagine the things a necromancer of my abilities could do with the remains of an actual dragon!  


  Maybe a few more draugr will make the digging go faster?   


  




The Judgment Of Saint Veloth


   Magistrix Vox 


   A number of powerful healing relics are associated with Saint Veloth the Pilgrim. Of these, perhaps the most famous and well-remembered artifact remains the Judgment of Saint Veloth. This mighty Daedric warhammer stands as a shining symbol of everything Veloth embodies as the patron saint of outcasts and seekers of spiritual knowledge.


  

  Stored with other holy artifacts in the protected vaults of the Tribunal Temple, the Judgment of Saint Veloth served the prophet and mystic well in life, but has gained legendary powers since his ascension to sainthood. The God-Kings of Morrowind watch over the relics, keeping them ready for the day when their powers would be needed in defense of the realm.  


  Saint Veloth personifies daring, and those who follow the lessons of his life and teachings learn boldness and cultivate an adventurous outlook. He defined the difference between good and evil Daedra, and even negotiated the original arrangements with the good Daedric Princes. This ability to distinguish the good from the bad was a hallmark of the living saint, as was his penchant for healing and healing items. Both of these aspects combined into his personal symbol of power, the warhammer known as Judgment.  


  Veloth's Judgment rang with authority throughout the land, using its enchantments to cleanse corruption from the souls of those it struck down. It was a weapon, of that there can be no doubt. But Veloth was able to wield it with the same precision that a surgeon uses to wield a scalpel, removing the corruption from a soul and leaving the remainder alive and healthy. The warhammer stored the corruption for a time, turning it into energy that could be used by the wielder to enhance the power of the weapon.  


  Of course, in the wrong hands such a powerful artifact could accomplish more harm than good. For this reason, among many others, the Tribunal keeps the Judgment and other artifacts locked away. It has been suggested that instead of being used as an instrument of healing, the Judgment could be used to siphon a living creature's entire soul, thus making the wielder infinitely more powerful. This conjecture has never been put into practice, and if the Tribunal has its way, it never will.   


  




The Key To Projection


   Abnur Tharn 


   Lavinia,


  

  I've enclosed the crystal used to imprint your image on the illusion gear. You'll need someone to focus the crystal on you as you speak. Be sure to hang on to the main crystal. Should you need to change your speech, you'll need to use it to reattune the projection.  


  This is delicate spellwork. Do not lose the crystal. Your part in the plan is not so critical that you cannot be replaced.  


  Tharn   


  




The Key To Shada


   Anonymous  


   With the pattern of stars laid out in the room before,


  

  Come and light the way.  


  Only then will Shada's path be opened and her healing powers imbued upon us.   


  




The Knighting Ceremony


   Anonymous  


   I completed the research, my lord. We can accomplish what you desire.


  

  The spirits of all noble-born warriors will be bound to their liege lord. This process masks the binding incantation as part of the knighting ceremony. The enchantment in the knight's sword and shield compels the spirit to serve, whether in life or death. With this citadel full of willing thralls, Loriasel will never be overrun.  


  As per your instructions, my lord, I poisoned every apprentice assisting in the binding incantation's devisement. The secret shall be kept between us alone.   


  




The Knightly Orders Of High Rock


   Lady Cinnabar of Taneth    


   The Breton passion for feudal hierarchy pervades every aspect of High Rock society, from the lowliest peasant farmer to the High King in Wayrest. Nowhere is this more apparent than in the curious phenomenon of the Breton knightly orders.


  

  Here in Hammerfell, we Redguards sensibly award equal citizenship to every man or woman who knows which end of the sword to grasp. Oh, we have our governing class, of course, as civilization must be ordered and maintained, but below this aristocracy there are few distinctions.  


  Not so in High Rock, where everyone is aware of their degree of nobility, which is invariably traced back to those Breton families who led the region's liberation from the overlordship of the Direnni Elves. High Rock cultural history is founded on tales of the noble and chivalrous "Breton Knights" who flung off the yoke of their Elven masters. After these knights drove the Direnni back to Balfiera Island, they founded the knightly orders to carry on the tradition of nobles-in-arms, and to ensure that High Rock would have able and ready defenders in times of trouble.  


  So the stories go, at least. Today, every petty kingdom and duchy in High Rock has its own knightly order, with traditions that supposedly date back to the glory days of the Breton Liberation. The Knights of the Dragon in Daggerfall, the Knights of the Flame in Alcaire, the Order of Saint Pelin in Evermore—the list goes on and on.  


  And what, nowadays, do these knightly orders do to justify their gleaming greatswords and shining mail? If we look beyond the banners and pageantry, we find that the chivalric orders fulfill two main purposes in High Rock society.  


  First, they provide an acceptably "noble" calling for the excess sons and daughters of the aristocracy. Over time, as trade has made High Rock prosperous, the profession of merchant has become an accepted alternative to feudal lordship for the children of the nobility, but frankly, not every baron's son has a head for numbers and negotiation. For these spare heirs, there's always a membership available in the local knightly order.  


  Second, the bestowal of a knighthood on a lower-class man or woman is a convenient way to reward outstanding contributions to society (or to the elevating lord), and confers a measure of that nobility so prized in Breton society. Where the commoner is rewarded for achievements other than in conflict—and this is the case in the majority of knighthoods—the membership in the local knightly order is only nominal, and the new sir or dame is not expected to take up sword and shield. However, if their achievements were in the all-important realm of trade, the new "merchant knight" is expected to contribute heavily and regularly to the order's financial maintenance.  


  So if you're visiting Wayrest or Evermore on a mission of diplomacy or trade, don't be surprised if the head of a shipping company is introduced as Sir Doric, or the owner of a string of hostels is called Dame Lizabette. You're simply meeting one of the fabled Breton Knights of High Rock.   


  




The Lamia Threat


   Underil  


   We spotted lamias skulking about the outskirts of the ruins. This could be the prelude of a concerted attack.


  

  Should they breach our defenses in force, abandon the prisoners and retreat to the designated rally point. Perhaps the poor wretches will buy us enough time to escape.  


  — Underil   


  




The Last King Of The Ayleids


   Herminia Cinna 


   The Ayleids, or Heartland High Elves, ruled Cyrodiil in the long ages of Myth before the beginning of recorded history. One of the earliest recorded dates, in fact, is the Fall of White Gold Tower in 1E 243, which is commonly assumed to mark the end of the Ayleids.


  

  Although Ayleid rule over all of Cyrodiil was indeed broken in 1E 243, this was only one of the most obvious stages near the end of a long decline. The first two centuries of the First Era saw increasing strife between the great Ayleid lords of Cyrodiil. Alessia appears to have taken advantage of a period of civil war to launch her uprising. Imperial historians have traditionally attributed her victory to intervention from Skyrim, but it appears that she had at least as much help from rebel Ayleid lords during the siege of White Gold Tower.  


  The popular image of the Ayleids as brutal slavemasters is based in fact, of course, but it is less well-known that a number of Ayleid princes continued to rule parts of Cyrodiil after 263, as vassals of the new Empress of Cyrodiil. This suggests either that Ayleid rule was not universally detested, or that Alessia and her successors were more pragmatic than is traditionally believed, or perhaps some of both.  


  In any event, excavations at a number of Ayleid sites show continued occupation and even expansion during the so-called Late Ayleid Period (1E 243 - c. 498). At first, many Ayleid lords continued to rule as vassals of the new human regime. In some cases, Ayleid supporters of Alessia were even rewarded with new lands taken from slain enemies. It is not clear to what extent human slavery continued under the Cyrodilic Empire. Humans continued to dwell in the Ayleid-ruled areas of Cyrodiil, but there is nothing definitive to show under what terms.  


  This was an uneasy relationship from the beginning, and was not destined to last long. Resentment at the continued presence of Ayleid nobles within the Empire was a contributing factor to the rise of the so-called Alessian Order founded by Maruhk. The first victims of the Alessians were the Ayleids of Cyrodiil. In the early 300s, the surviving Ayleid communities in human-ruled areas were obliterated one by one, the refugees temporarily swelling the power of the remaining Ayleid lordships.  


  Then in 361, the Alessians gained control of the Empire and enforced the Alessian Doctrines throughout its domain. The Ayleid lordships were abolished. Enforcement of this decree does not appear to have required much direct violence -- it seems that by this point the balance of power was so overwhelmingly against them, and their fate so long foreshadowed, that most of the remaining Ayleids simply left Cyrodi