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We here at The Tel Mora Independent Press strive 
to deliver the best and most recent additions to 
the collective  Elder Scrolls community and its 
works.  

Do you have some art to share? A narrative, essay 
or poem to publish? Cosplay? Music? 

Send your entries to 
telmoraindependent@telmoraindependent.net

or visit
telmoraindependent.net/submit-your-apocrypha

“Skyrim Civil War background”   |  Illustration by Sucho and HarryPartridge, NewGrounds

Every issue we share the best recent 
submissions available on our website. 
Some are humorous, some frightening. 
Some are myths, some are narratives. 
Some are long and some are short. It is 
these works that we honor here in the 
hopes that they will not be ignored.  

To view these works in their entirety, 
visit telmoraindependent.net or click the 
titles to visit them directly.

Serenity:  
A Khajiit Myth 

 
Fruityloops 49 

“The Horned Cat then looked unto 
others who offered different shapes 
to the Cat-Folk. He looked at the 
Cats who spun in circles and spoke 
in riddles. He knew he could do these 
tricks to impress the Children of Nirni 
and ignored his heart’s reproachful 
beat a second time.”

The World of the Father
 

The White Guar

“I made my way down the dusty 
savannah road, the sunset creating 
streaks of oranges, pinks, and purples. 
Dayoku was known for its sunsets. The 
beauty of it all mocked my fear. Not for 
the war, but for the news. The war was 
another life–certainly not mine. Not 
anymore.”

AT-AHKU-ELAR
Phantasmak 

 
“Behold AT-AHKU-ELAR,

Sacred Diarch and Monad in One!

I am He who Holds the Secret Fire,

And is adorned in the Light of Royalty.

I wear my Philosophy as Vessel for 
Revelation.

In these Words I die the Second Death,

That which is before all Light and 
Sound and Matter.”

Photo courtesy of RottenDeadite

Every two weeks, (usually) 
the Selectives convene on 
RottenDeadite’s Twitch channel to 
stream an episode of The Selectives 
Lorecast: A Casual Elder Scrolls 
Podcast. 

In every episode, a group of some 
of the best lore afficionados in the 
community discuss aspects of Elder 
Scrolls lore.

A Meeting Between 

Almalexia And Boethiah 

Hyacinthus

“B: “If only. Well then, Dunmer, think of 
me as the better half of your dear Mother 
Morrowind if that makes it easier for 
your simple mind. I suppose this means 
that you would be enthused to serve me, 
doesn’t it? A delightful opportunity…”`

The Selectives Lorecast takes 
a long hard look at lore from as 
many angles as possible. Seldom do 
episodes extend beyond an hour and 
a half. 
Click on the screenshots below to 
view the corresponding episodes.

Recent Episodes

 
To see more, visit 
the Memospore 

youtube channel or 
RottenDeadite on 

Twitch.tv!

Cover art: “Ancano agent for the Thalmor”  |  Photo courtesy of zstedjas, DeviantArt. Photography by Tamara Lehker

Want to contribute to  
The Tel Mora Independent?

Art Policy:
The Tel Mora Independent Press always makes the utmost effort to ensure that the 
rights of artists are respected and taken seriously. All pieces used in The Tel Mora 
Independent Press are used by express permission of the artist unless the artist 
cannot be reached. In all cases, the artist will be noted along with the title of the piece 
and the site it came from. The name of the artist will be hyperlinked, as well.  
If an artist cannot be found, it will be noted on page 2 that the source is unknown.
If your work is featured and uncredited in an issue of The Tel Mora Independent Press, 
please send us an email at telmoraindependent@telmoraindependent.net for either 
appropriate credit, exchange, or removal of the work.

“Horned Cat” | Illustration by Jessica Bowman, Behance

“Under Sun and Sky, Outlander”  
 Illustration courtesy of velothii, DeviantArt

Episode 32:  
Orsimer Lore
The Selectives again 
reconvene, this time to 
discuss Orsimer culture and 
their place in TES.

Episode 33:  
Breton Lore
In this episode, the Selectives 
discuss the Bretons and the 
culture of High Rock. What are 
their outlooks? What does it 
mean to be a “manmer?”

Ashore 
in Senchal

8
“khajiit fan art”   |  Illustration courtesy of Nahelus, DeviantArt 

Episode 31:  
Bosmer Lore
In this Lorecast, the Selectives 
discuss Bosmer and their 
culture. What is the Wild Hunt? 
Who is Y’ffre? What is Green-
Sap?
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take a side at all, you’re missing the 
point of Skyrim, of The Elder Scrolls.  
 All too often, people miss the 
bigger picture. And that’s what really 
matters.
 

tribalism is stupid. Like really stupid. 
The only reason anyone likes the Nords 
at all (in the context of the Civil War) is 
because they likely have identified with 
them as a race of humans. 
 Being human ourselves here 
in the real, it makes sense that any 
story about conflict between Men and 
some other alien race is likely to be 
interpreted with the Men as de facto 
protagonists. 
 We attach our own human 
identities to the identities of these 
fictional “humans” because as social 
animals, that’s how our psychology 
works. It doesn’t take long for this 
mentality to extend to othering the 
opposition. “They’re against my 
perception of the human identity! 
They’re evil animals!”
 Speaking as a lore enthusiast, 
we tend to approach lore like a 
historian might look at history. No 
self-respecting historian looks at 
conflict and sees “good guys” and “bad 

Editorial
Ed

ito
ria

l

The Skyrim Civil War
Andrew Watson
Editor-in-chief

 Take a glimpse into the 
goings-on of any Elder Scrolls group 
on Facebook, Reddit, or nearly any 
other social platform, and you’ll likely 
encounter discussions on the Skyrim 
Civil War. Some argue that Ulfric was 
a Thalmor plant and that means the 
Empire is the clear moral superiority, 
and others will argue that complicity 
with the Thalmor is worse than directly 
fighting against them. 
 Pro-Empire combatants will 
say that the Empire needs to remain 
united to fight the Thalmor, and the 
pro-Stormcloak folks will say that the 
Empire has no claim to Skyrim and has 
no right to infringe upon the rights of 
its Sons.
 Both groups engage in the 

same sorts of debate instant-replays 
that you’ll find anywhere else--if 
you’ve seen one, you’ve seen them all.
 I’m here to tell both groups 
that none of that matters. And I have 
two primary schools of thought as to 
why.
 To start, it has been my 
experience that people take this 
issue very seriously. They become 
legitimately angry at people who so 
much as like the opposing side, be it 
Empire, Stormcloak, or even Thalmor.  
 It turns into some sort of 
pseudo-RP where the lines between 
fiction and reality have blurred. People 
who argue in defense of the Thalmor or 
Empire are called fascists and people 
who support Stormcloaks are called 
racists, and both sides call members of 
the other stupid in one form or another. 
 Right out the gate, this faux 

guys.” Instead they look at the facts. 
What really happened? What were the 
results? It’s not a matter of which side 
was right morally--such questions 
are the demesne of philosophy, not 
history.
 And the same is true of lore. 
It’s alright to have favorites. Hell, 
it’s alright to like one side over the 
other or to agree or disagree with the 
motivations of one group. 
 But when you look at two 
sides of a fictional conflict like this 
one and take sides, you’re not really 
engaging in lore. Lore involves all 
sides, all truths, not just who was right, 
and talking to someone who prefers 
the opposition to your preferred side of 
the aisle doesn’t make them stupid or 
wrong.
 Instead of worrying about 
which side is “better,” it might merit 
investigating each side. Understand 
them both. Why do the Thalmor seem 
to hate the Nords so much? Why is 
the Empire playing along with it? Why 
are the Stormcloaks so angry at the 
Empire? What does “Skyrim belongs 
to the Nords” mean? Understand the 
motivations of each side, and you 
begin to enter true lore.
 The second approach is a bit 
more meta. 
 Let’s approach it logically. 

If history is any indication, The Elder 
Scrolls games have a history of 
offering their players choices. 
 In Daggerfall, we saw a main 
storyline with six possible endings, 
depending upon the player’s choices. 
Bethesda decided, come the next 
installment (which is technically 
Redguard) that they wanted to avoid 
invalidating the experience that any 
single player had. Did you give the 

“Both groups 
engage in the 
same sorts of 
debate instant-
replays that you’ll 
find anywhere 
else--if you’ve 
seen one, you’ve 
seen them all.”

“Battle for Solitude“ 
Illustration by LordHayabusa357, DeviantArt

“Zukira” | Illustration by Aihito, DeviantArt

“But when you 
look at two sides 
of a fictional 
conflict like this 
one and take 
sides, you’re not 
really engaging in 
lore.”

Totem of Tiber Septim to Mannimarco? 
Did you give it to Gortwog? The 
Underking? Uriel Septim? 
 Whatever your choice was, 
imagine being told by Bethesda that 
your choices didn’t actually happen, 
and that the Totem being given to King 
Eadwyre is what is canon. Doesn’t that 
downplay the whole point of choices in 
a game world like this one?
 Bethesda’s response to this 
conundrum was an elegant (if not 
controversial) one: Dragonbreaks. 
 Because of the gravity of the 
situation in the Iliac Bay and the role 
of the Numidium, time was literally 
shattered, which allowed all these 
outcomes to occur simultaneously. 
 The Agent granted the Totem 
to Mannimarco, ensuring his transition 
from the King of Worms to the God of 
Worms while simultaneously giving 
it to the Underking and receiving the 
Necromancer’s Amulet, giving it to 
Gortwog and granting the Orsimer 
people freedom, et cetera. 
 All the endings occurred, and 
the result is referred in future games as 
“The Warp in the West” or “The Miracle 
of Peace.”
 My point is that the end result 
of the game, particularly the part that 
offered the most drastic choices, 
is referred to vaguely. The same 
happened with the Nerevarine. They 
defeated Dagoth Ur and then faded into 
obscurity and rumor. The Champion of 
Cyrodiil, too; they mantled PELINAL 
and became the Mad God and that’s 
the last we hear of them. 
 Turning back to the Civil War, 
how might Bethesda refer to it in such 
a way so as not to invalidate your 
playthrough or my playthrough? A few 
answers are likely--they might decline 
to mention it at all, they might vaguely 
reference the conflict without naming 
a victor, or most likely, they’ll say the 
Civil War ended in a stalemate and both 
sides lost innumerable casualties. 
 Playing the middle ground 
doesn’t ignore that you killed Ulfric or 
General Tullius. They’ll probably say 
that both men died in the fighting with 
little mention of the Last Dragonborn 
at all.
 What we’ll end up with in 
all likelihood is that the Civil War 
happened, people died, and the 
Dragonborn killed Alduin. And that’s it.
 In short, the whole “controversy” 
around the Civil War is a non-issue. 
No matter what side you take, if you 

Why it doesn’t matter

“war around Dovahkiin“  |  Illustration by keterok, DeviantArt
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held. He’d tried to tell the Argonian 
stranger that the lantern wasn’t his, 
that he needed to throw it back into 
the swamp probably, although he was 
shivering so badly that the words came 
out jumbled and half-drowned.  
 He’d stopped when he saw a 
blue rag just slipping out from under 
the cuff of the Argonian’s sleeve. It was 
still wet from the swampwater, soaking 
little dark patches into the Argonian’s 
workshirt. In the glass of the lantern, 
tilted in just the right way, he’d seen 
the stranger’s reflection, and the two 
glowing points of orange light where the 
eyes should have been.
 He’d dropped the lantern and 
run as fast as he’d been able, until his 
lungs tore themselves ragged on his 
ribs and his breath came like fire, until 
the sweat had half-washed the mud 
from his skin. And then he kept running, 
until the fog rolled back into the hills 
and the sweet, sensible waters of the 
Odai called him home. 
 It was only once he’d made it 
back to Balmora, tearstained and filthy, 
exhausted in the dirt beside the silt-
strider tower for his father to find, that 
he had realised he’d left the damned 
crayfish nets behind.
 He caught all manner of trouble 
for that. They were his father’s nets.

Fe
at

ur
es

 There was talk of either 
spectres or witchcraft, out on the 
floodland south of town. There usually 
was. The damp places between Seyda 
Neen and Balmora had always drawn 
eerie superstitions: tales of ghostly light 
in the nighttime fog and of the haunting 
cries of hanging, self-slain mer, eerie 
faces in the moonlight and strange 
noises to curdle the blood, malignant 
histories buried with the bones that the 
rivers sometimes pulled free from the 
mud. 
It would seem a nonsensical kind of 
horror.  
 How could Dunmer, a people 
whose culture held their ghosts so 
beloved, ever hold such silly terror over 
talk of spirits in the southwoods? 

 Easily, it turns out. 

 The swamps were where 
strange things danced and howled, 
where unmourned and untended souls 
wandered: mad with despair or rage, 
or the ministrations of witches. The 
spirits set upon the living like ravenous 
kagouti, it was said, tearing out the 
warmth felt owed to them. 
 Other times, a wraith would 
lock its glowing eyes with a living mer 

Where the Draggletail Grows Thick
Daniel Berryman

Contributing Writer

last to vanish. That morning, a guard 
had found what was left of him in the 
river, barely more than blue rags and 
bones. A few said he had been taken 
by slaughterfish, gnawed clean in 
the night, but most knew better. The 
governor had not spoken a single word 
since, something the good folk of the 
city crooned a tragedy; only in private, 
hissing over cheap flin, would they 
admit that they were glad for the quiet. 
Some were even taking bets on how 
long the governor would last.
 Moraelyn had barely spoken, 
either, though no one really noticed with 
all the drama and whispers surrounding 
this latest tragedy. His brother Drerrin 
had queried why he had been spending 
so much more time in his room than 
usual, but had not pressed for much 
more than a weak claim of ill health. 
Drerrin knew when not to ask questions. 
He was grateful for that.
 He checked his reflection in the 
window-glass. He did look rather drawn. 
Maybe he was sick, after all. He still 
felt the cold, wet press of flesh against 
him in the dark, the mud on his skin. He 
shouldn’t have been out there…
 He’d been fishing with some 
friends, that was all. The others had all 
turned back for home when the crickets 
had started to sing, but he’d wanted to 
stay behind a little longer, just to check 
the crayfish traps. The deep mud had 
sucked him down at every step, the 

“Bitter Coast”  |   Illustration by lukkar, DeviantArt
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“Why don’t you ask me nicely, muthsera?” 
 Illustration courtesy of valcabre, Tumblr

and, thus invited, follow them to their 
home to whisper into their ears as 
they slept. You kept your eyes down 
if you had to walk outside the city 
walls at night, or else a weeping spirit 
might come to leave you aching with 
unnamed sorrows, a deep lethargy and 
a monstrous, inconsolable longing for 
the swamps: for a deep pond to swim 
in and a heavy stone to hold, for the 
crooked limbs of a gallows-oak to sway 
from, for lightless holes in the earth 
as welcoming as a mother’s arms. 
The common wisdom says that coda 
flowers bloom only where a suicide 
has fallen, and it is not called the Bitter 
Coast for nothing.
 Dunmeri couriers and 
merchants would often wholeheartedly 
refuse to travel through the wooded 
swamplands and deeper hills at night, 
no matter how well they were paid or 
how harshly they were threatened. 
Travelling adventurers, being entirely 
without sense, often scoffed at the local 
warnings and set off in the late evening, 
only to return pallid and shivering 
by midnight, rambling about wild 
drumming and shrieking they’d heard 
in the wet-woods. There were always 
the ones that did not return at all, which 
only fed the many stories all the more, 
and set the local mer to knowing looks 
and fretful tsk-ing.
 A governor’s son had been the 

lengthening shadows turning him all 
about, and before he knew it, the sun 
had dipped below the treeline and the 
fog had started to roll in. 
 He’d lit a lantern he’d found 
hanging from a tree branch– only for 
a second, he was only looking around 
to see which way the path was, he was 
going to put it right back where he found 
it– and he’d seen them.
 Ghost-lights, pale orange and 
green, all along the water a little ways 
from him, just far enough to only see 
colour against the black. There were so 
many. Dozens, easily. From the stories, 
he’d always assumed they were rare 
things, and rare things were almost 
never in big groups or they stopped 
being rare at all. They shone with an 
odd, sickly shimmer, just slivers of 
burning colour in the dark, casting no 
light of their own.
 He’d known that he mustn’t 
look too hard at strange things in the 
swamp but he froze, and no matter how 
his mind screamed at him, he could 
not make himself move. His legs were 
sunk half to the knees in the cold, black 
mud, his arm still stupidly holding up 
the lantern he’d found as though a little 
candleflame might cast enough light to 
protect him. The crickets screamed all 
around him, a numbing drone that made 
it all feel less than real, and he just 
couldn’t stop staring…
 Then he watched as two of the 
lights rose from the water, and slowly 
turned towards him. Then two more. 
And two more.
 He’d looked down immediately, 
clutched the lantern to his chest to 
keep the light as close to his heart as 
he could. Stumbling prayers tumbled 
from his clumsy mouth, as many as he 
could think of, begging gods and saints 
and a dozen half-known grandfathers 
to keep him safe. There were sloshing, 

heavy strides heading towards him in 
the dark and the mire; his guts turned 
to icewater. He’d stared hard into the 
lantern until the candlelight had scalded 
the sight from his eyes, hoping that the 
blind, even just temporarily-so, might be 
exempt from the attentions of things in 
the swamps.
 A hand had reached into his 
tiny circle of light, smeared in clay and 
something stickier, blacker than clay, 
shreds of blue cloth clinging around 
its wrist like riverweed. He’d closed his 
eyes tight and wept, sobbing that he 
was sorry, that he hadn’t meant to be 
here so long, that he didn’t mean to take 
their lantern, and that he’d put it back 
if they just let him go home and didn’t 
make him drown himself in the mud.
 Things touched him, held his 
shoulders, pushed him this way and 
that. He’d stumbled in the waters, trying 
to go where he was told without opening 
his eyes– that was surely the trick, after 
all, and besides he hadn’t wanted to 
see what was touching him with such 
cold, slimy-wet hands. He’d tried not to 
whimper too much in case it annoyed 
them, even though there wasn’t much 
he could have done to stop.
 All at once, it seemed, 
everything had let him go. There were 
noises he did not understand all around 
him, too close by to dare open his 
eyes: horrible, guttural sounds, like 
stones and raw offal tumbled together 
in a barrel. Then it had just been his 
own heavy, hiccuping breath and the 
crickets. He must have stood there 
in silence for a dozen minutes, still 
clutching the lantern to his chest, before 
he realised he wasn’t standing in water 
anymore.
 “Are you lost, child?”
 A voice had come from further 
ahead, the rasped, polite cadence of an 
Argonian startling him more than any 
monster’s snarl might have done at that 
moment. He’d kept his eyes and mouth 
shut and nodded, trying not to tremble 
too badly.
 “Come this way. The road isn’t 
far. Can you walk?”
 He’d gulped down a sob and 
nodded again, mutely holding out a 
hand towards the voice. Dry, smooth 
skin had wrapped around it gently, 
leading him from mud to pebbles to 
smooth-packed dirt. “There, there,” that 
comfortingly-flat voice had said to him. 
“Do not cry. Do not be scared, now.”
 Moraelyn had opened his eyes, 
looking down at the lantern he’d still 6

“Draggle Tail” 
 Illustration courtesy of ValaSedai, DeviantArt
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Captain’s Log—Turdas, 4th Last 
Seed, 2E 806

 A riotous day.
 We came into port at Senchal, 
precisely according to my predictions, at 
mid-morning. 
 Dawn broke scarlet and glowing 
like embers on the horizon—never a 
good augury. But the crew seemed 
unperturbed, groggily going about their 
tasks. We found, however, after clearing 
the silt from our eyes, that we had drifted 
out into open seas, whereas we had 
fallen into our beds with land in sight. 
Our pilot, Za’nir (an aloof fellow, with 
a coat of gleaming white flecked with 
grey, but a good enough sort), took a 
sight and related that it was nothing to 
worry ourselves over—we had drifted 
off course by a slim margin, and were 
separated from our object by the span 
of a mere twenty leagues. With another 
strong wind at our backs, we would 
be delayed by an hour or less. Thus, I 
quickly shrugged off the dawn’s portent 
altogether.
 “This one thinks, Captain,” Za’nir 
offered coolly, squinting through the 
cross-staff, “that those Khajiit who kept 
the watch last night should not drink 
mannish firewater with their supper.”
 I told him that I’d speak to 
Ya’zin-dar about it, and he nodded 
before trailing off in a mutter of Ta’agra.

Features

“Commission Painting Khajiit ESO Character”  |   Illustration courtesy of Entar0178 , DeviantArt

From the Journals of Captain Sextus Silanus: 
An Adventure of Magic on the High Seas

Part I
In which a voyage sets forth, and halts 
briefly at a most infamous port-of-call 

Captain’s Log—Middas, 3rd Last 
Seed, 2E 806 

 We struck out from Leyawiin 
this morning with fortuitous winds, 
bearing south-southwest towards 
Senchal—I suspect we’ll make port there, 
on the morrow. Ab’soud was adamant 
that the sugar can be got there for 
the cheapest rates, if one is willing to 
countenance the fecund surroundings. 
The whores too, from what I’m told, so 
the men—or rather, the cats—should well 
appreciate a brief idyll before we settle 
into the long haul. Or so I hope.
 I know they chafe, and I can 
sympathize with that sentiment. To toil 
beneath a Niben captain, an Imperial (as 
ironic as that appellative might sound 
these days), must recall… unsavory 
associations. Imagine, poor, lowly Sextus 
Silanus, mandating, voice deep with 
feigned authority, that a cat-man (more 
jaguar than a cat), spotted musculature 
rippling, eyes drawn and cold, swab the 
poop deck! Pah! What a farce!
 They could claw my throat out 
without a moment’s delay.
 I’ve lived amongst them—the 
Khajiit—for a spell. I’d even be so bold 
to claim that I’ve earned the esteem 
and friendship of more than a few of the 
more cordial specimens of their race.
 But I don’t understand them. 
Not a bit, I’m afraid. Further, I’m dubious 
that I ever will. And how I came to 
captain a vessel in such a manner, 
crewed solely by Khajiiti seamen… Well, 
I cannot be certain whether or not it be 
some caprice of fate or some cruel plot 
by that wretched cankerwort Ab’soud. 
Perhaps he’s cackling even now.
 Weather has been fair. Scarcely 
a cloud on the horizon, warm, vaporous. 
Positively paradisiac. We made good 
progress while the light and the wind still 
held; but the blusters abated shortly after 
sunset, and we now coast along lazily 
at a port tack, with a balmy westward 

breeze, the vast Quin’rawl Peninsula 
distant in the dark to starboard. I 
estimate that we’ll make Senchal by 
mid-morning, perhaps sooner if the wind 
picks up once more.
 I’ve dined in my quarters. No 
stomach for sugar tonight, and the crew 
dined on sweet meats and some manner 
of mash, no doubt likewise saccharine.
 I myself supped on some cold 
chicken, well adulterated with chili oil (a 
most succulent affair), and a smattering 
of cheese and dried fruits. Drowned it all 
with brandy, of course. Perhaps a touch 
too much. 
 I’ll test the waters with them 
on the morrow. Not that I dislike Khajiiti 
food. I’ve had my share of honey stew 
and moon-yam pudding...
 Tomorrow. They’ll be up to 
the whiskers in whores and drink—well 
lubricated. We can share a round, as it 
were. By Azura, we’re all sailors—and 
I’ll be damned if we don’t have more in 
common, fur and tail notwithstanding, 
than we don’t. Tomorrow.
 I’ll have to keep an eye on 
that Ya’zin-dar, though. Known as the 
“Clever-Cutter”. Ab’soud assures me of 
his fidelity but…  An odd sort of fellow—
wiry, skittish, dangerously fleet, a Suthay 
if there ever was one. Possible skooma 
fiend.
 He also happens to be my first 
mate. And with that, I say goodnight.

 I found Ya’zin-dar taking his 
breakfast while carefully eyeing a spritely 
Suthay-raht (or so I suppose—even now, 
the Khajiit and the elaborate moon-
bound hierarchy that dictates their 
nature and birth confounds me) scaling 
the rigging. For a long moment, he did 
not turn to regard me, though I knew he 
was aware of my presence—our smell, 
like so many other things, disagrees with 
them. 
 Then, without warning, “Ra’jhera 
the Khajiit call ‘The Swift’. This one 
agrees, though Ya’zin-dar hopes it is 
not so when he is with his bed-mates.” 
He snickered through gold teeth while I 
followed his gaze to the foremast, where 
Ra’jhera (who I then remembered to be 
the bosun—those damnable names, all 
sound the same), whistled orders down 
to the hands and prepared to unfurl the 
foresail.
 It was a puerile witticism, really; 
I had thought the Khajiit were renowned 
for their oral tradition. But, I returned 
with a remark of my own in good humor, 
hoping to curry some favor with my first 
mate.
 “He’ll need all the stamina he 
can get when we lay anchor in Senchal, I 
daresay.”
 “Fusozay var var,” Ya’zin-dar 
replied knowingly, fingering his curled 
tail.
 I must confess that my grasp 
of the Ta’agra is, lamentably,  slippery 
at best. I was unfamiliar with the 
expression.
 “It is a traditional saying of the 
Khajiit,” he said, eying me as if I were a 
child, “It means, this one thinks...‘Enjoy 
life’.” He grinned again.
 Or, lives, in their case. But I gave 
a curt nod in agreement. 
 A weighty silence grew between 
us then, and so I clove right to the heart 
of the matter, expressing mine and 
Za’nir’s concerns over the behavior of 
the night watch.
 Ya’zin-dar shook his head. “The 
Captain wounds this one. Za’nir was 

awake nearly all night with this one and 
the watch, recounting Khajiiti stories. It 
was not ‘till Jode’s face was hiding that 
little Za’nir curled into his hammock, and 
the watch was changed. The watch-
cats did not realize because there were 
many clouds, and because they are no 
salty sailors, not because they drank the 
man-water. This one saw, but did not tell 
Za’nir because he was sleeping. And this 
one did not tell the Captain because he 
was sleeping too. Man is mad when he 
is awoken, no?” 
 Ridiculous. “Certainly I do not 
enjoy being awoken in the night, but if 
the ship is driven off course and the pilot 
is abed, you can be sure that I expect a 
report. Is that clear?” 
 “Very well, Captain,” the cat 
replied, inspecting his nails.
 “Good,” I continued, “And you? 
You did not take to your quarters last 
night?” 
 At that, he flashed a vulpine 
smile and purred, “Oh no, Ya’zin-dar 
lay awake waiting for the Captain allllll 
night.”
 I was growing more and more 
irritated with his attitude, but I decided to 
put a lid on it. Best to cultivate a friendly 
relationship; after all, it was a jest made 
in good humor. However, I made a 
mental note to make our positions on 
the ship clear if such behavior persists 
in future. For the nonce, I merely snorted, 
then further probed him about the 
watch’s alleged indulgence in firewater.
 “Fusozay var var,” he 
said, shrugging, his eyes vacant of 
comprehension.
 But I wouldn’t let it go, and 
pressed him. The Khajiit scoffed at 
Za’nir’s protests, claiming that the watch 
had simply mixed sugar with too much 
bad wine, and, as a result, had cried 
out, falsely, that dreugh were assailing 
the ship. They were sent below decks 
posthaste, and the watch changed.
 I cautioned that in future, should 
there be any change of course, he was 
to inform Za’nir or myself, regardless 

of whether we’re awake or no. Further, 
that the watch will no longer indulge, 
whatever the vice, whilst on duty.
 Ya’zin-dar nodded, chuckled 
warmly, and, with an air of conspiracy, 
whispered, “The Captain preaches 
temperance, yet he takes the ship to 
Senchal. This one wonders…why?”
 “To get it all out of your system,” 
I returned, turning to walk down deck, 
handily dodging a hulking cat, without 
doubt a Cathay-raht, carting a water 
barrel back to the hold, “There won’t be 
whores and wine for many moons after!” 
He nodded after me, before barking 
an order in Ta’agra at some skulking 
deckhand.
 It was a trifle, in truth, the whole 
affair. Scarce harm had been done, and 
our course had been corrected within 
a moment’s breath. But it made me 
feel such a fool...Just like the dismal 
dawntide augury, it was by no means an 
auspicious beginning. Marinating in the 
bitter juices of embarrassment I took my 
breakfast and did some reading in my 
quarters. 
 Within the span of another hour 
or so, we had made Senchal. By then, 
the day was clear and humid. As we 
approached the eastern harbor (the city 
is home to three) and the vast collection 
of sun-caked stilt houses (bright as 
wildflowers and as multicolored) came 
into view, I began to recognize that it 
would be a hot day indeed. 
 The first smell that hits one is 
that of rotted fish—succeeded by shit, 
frying oil, and flaming rubbish. Even this 
early in the morning, the city was alive 
with a maddening cacophony of activity. 
Sailors from every nook and corner of 
Tamriel crowded the wharves, barking to 
one another in an impenetrable garble of 
Tamrielic tongues, creoles, and pidgins, 
unloading their cargoes, all stripped to 
the waist and gleaming with sweat. Still 
others jostled to enter the wineskins, 
trying to get an early start to their 
debauchery—raising my flask, I took a 
swig of brandy in a show of fellowship. 
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 As we laid anchor, I spotted 
the first corpse, bobbing weightily in 
the lapping waters off the bow, heavily 
discolored and bloated—a Dark Elf, 
perhaps? The hilt of a dagger could be 
faintly discerned protruding from behind 
what had been the shoulder blades. 
While I filled out the docking papers, a 
pole boat piloted by a pair of fishercats 
in bright green smocks hooked the body 
with a spear and dragged it ashore.
 I granted the crew the day for 
shore leave, but cautioned that the ship 
would be departing after nightfall. Before 
they scattered, I instructed Ya’zin-dar 
to accompany the quartermaster, the 
cook, and a handful of strong-arms 
to the bazaar in order to oversee the 
provisioning; the pilot, Za’nir, I ordered to 
come with me.
 As the others lost themselves 
in the labyrinths of Senchal’s furtive 
marketplace, the pilot regarded me with 
raised eyebrows and an air of confusion.
 “The Captain has need of 
Za’nir?” he asked.
 In truth, I didn’t very well know 
why I had elected the pilot. But he struck 
me as trustworthy, and it would do well 
to have an interpreter and an additional 
blade in the case of an altercation. I told 
him as much.
 “This one is no great fighter,” he 
replied frankly, “Za’nir is a sailor, not a 
warrior.”
 “Even so,” I riposted, flashing 
him my most winning smile, “Every 
seaman knows how to handle 
themselves in a scuffle.”
 The pilot turned away my 
enthusiasm with a blank look, his 

derision apparent.
 “Za’nir is a cat, not a man.”
 I gestured to a press of jostling 
folk congregating before a canopied lane 
lined with vendors, and we dove in.
 Bedlam—absolute bedlam. 
Hawkers perched atop perfumed 
divans, bartering kwama eggs and 
skooma pipes and colored sands; 
mendicants, naked save for their greasy 
headscarves (to display the fur of 
the body is considered a grievous ill), 
shivering in their sugar stupors, pissing 
themselves or miming lewd gestures at 
passersby; great vats of bubbling j’aga 
oil, gleaming with frying jewels of sugar 
pasties; bristling posts of moon sugar 
caramels, colored like peacock feathers; 
liveried Imga pirate-barons, sheltering 
beneath silken parasols, paraded about 
on lacquered palanquins, contesting 
their bejeweled quatrains; hedge 
mages dazzling kittens with colored 
smokes and plumes of fire; whores of all 
denomination, hawking their goods or 
dancing about veiled in green silks; great 
clowders of dirty kittens darting and 
playing through the mess of it all.
 All was framed by the black, 
spindly husks of the city’s old quarters, 
burned and left fallow after the great Flu 
struck nearly three hundred years ago.
 It was beautiful, and ugly too. 
I’d visited the city before, but I hadn’t the 
courage to venture much further beyond 
the sailors’ wineskins and bordellos that 
lined the quayside, where, amongst a 
staggering variety of tongues, Nibenese 
was spoken.
 It is a city of scoundrels, of 
rogues and thieves and corsairs and 
whores. It is shit and spices. Unique in 
all the world. 
 And I love it.
 Za’nir, of course, was not so 
keen; I had felt a sneaking suspicion that 
he was not one for the pleasures of the 
flesh when I had first laid eyes on him 
back in Leyawiin. I had thought, in all my 
stunted judgment of Khajiiti character, 
him to haughty, an inwardly drawn foil to 
the more boisterous and bawdy leanings 
of the crew—but then again, as we say 
in Niben Bay, “The better the pilot, the 
tighter the arse.” Perhaps he secretly 
wanted to be a poet. 
 I saw my supposition realized 
in every scowl that played upon Za’nir’s 
grey-speckled visage.
 In his manner, he did not voice 
complaint until he had grown weary of 
our wanderings.
 “Upon what errand do you lead 
Za’nir?” he asked, voice betraying no 

tinge of emotion as I popped a caramel 
into my mouth.
 So I drew up a stool at a small 
sugar vendor and ordered a pot of tea 
and a plate of cakes for us. I thought it 
wise to disclose all before we embarked 
upon our true purpose in Senchal. 
After all, we ventured to the heart of the 
infamous Black Keirgo.
 Once again, the pilot maintained 
his sangfroid air, warming his paws 
with his steaming cup (I could scarce 
countenance the brew, hot and thick as 
the air was).
 “Za’nir does not think it wise, 
Captain,” he began, regarding me with 
cool eyes, “It is a dangerous place, even 
for Khajiit. For men, this one does not 
want to imagine…”
 I told him what Ab’soud had 
told me—that he had a friend (if they still 
lived) by the name of Ma’zaka (Ma’iq? 
Ma’zik? By the Eight, their names do 
tax the tongue) who would give us a 
good price on sugar. And not just any 
old sugar: heirloom, pure, fresh. Carted 
directly from the plantation and refined 
on-site. Ab’soud swore to me that if I 
acquired ten jars of the stuff, along with 
our other cargoes, I’d come back to 
Leyawiin with a haul to rival a treasure 
fleet. The Anvil markets were starved of 
that kind of product (Colovians are, after 
all, a race of straight-laced arse lickers); 
they’d go stark raving mad for the stuff. 
“Ab’soud will be the prince,” he had 
joked, manufacturing a false crown with 
a knobby crust of bread, “And Sextus will 
be…a count. Yes, a count.”
 I thought a higher title would 
suit me better, but no matter.
 Thus, our aspiration was to 
waltz right into the Black Keirgo, find 
this “Ma’zaka” (Ma’isha? Ma’jadr?), 
acquire ten jars of fine moon sugar, and 
somehow port them back to the ship 
before nightfall.
 Za’nir eventually acquiesced. As 
we paid and the empty teak trays were 
carted away, I heard him faintly utter 
something in Ta’agra.
 I assumed it meant, “At the first 
sign of trouble, I’m throwing you to the 
lions.”
 And the pity’s that that that was 
not an altogether unimaginable notion.
 (Here a few ill-formed letters 
and blotched ink mark my attempts 
to ward off sleep—failed, as per usual. 
Brandy should be categorized as a 
soporific rather than a stimulant.)
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Tel Mora Correspondence

Brancyxy from the r/ElderScrolls 
subreddit says:

“Omg I love this, I’d love to see these 
printed just for fun, it’s real newspaper 
quality.” 

 Hi there, brancyxy! We’re glad 
that you enjoy our work! It takes a lot of 
effort and logistics to get something like 
this published on a regular basis, but the 
fact that people enjoy them at all makes 
it that much more fulfilling.  
 Funnily enough, our editor in 
chief has worked on several newspapers, 
and has experience in things like 
copyright law, newswriting, and page 
layout. Needless to say, those skills have 
been extremely useful in bringing this 
project to fruition and ensuring that that 
“newspaper quality” is there.
 As much as we’d love to put 
them in print, printing is expensive, and 
we are but a collection of simple lore 
enthusiasts with other day jobs and 
lack of expendable income. However, 
the web-based nature of The Tel Mora 
allows more fluidity in what we can 
do with the pages--for example every 
image caption includes a link to the 
webpage of the artist in question, and 
the Selectives Lorecast section on 
page 3 includes links to the individual 
episodes. We wouldn’t be able to make 
that work in print, so going digital not 
only saves money, but expands the 
possibilities of what we can do in the 
actual publication.
 Thanks for reading, and I hope 
future issues meet your expectations!

NamelessFaraam from r/ElderScrolls 
says:

 “I loved the articles! Especially 
the one detailing the Dwemer and their 

aims with the Numidium in the 1st issue, 
and the article on Sithis in the second 
one. Some really interesting things to 
ponder about. I find something strangely 
appealing about the concept of Lorkhan 
roaming around as a ghost/wraith and 
reappearing time and time again on Nirn 
in the form of aspects (Shezzarines), 
not to compete with his brother, but to 
save him. It adds another layer entirely to 
the already mysterious nature of Sithis/
Lorkhan and the latter’s motivations in 
the Creation of the world.
 The Day Zyr apocrypha really 
piqued my interest with the foreboding 
theme, so I would love to see a 
continuation of that one. The Antique 
and Sleeping Dragon apocrypha were 
really entertaining reads.
 I also agree with Michael 
Zeigler’s views on canon. TES has 
always been a world of do what you 
want, be what you want as our lord and 
saviour Godd Howard put it. Everyone 
has their own world and that has always 
been respected by BGS. Outlandish as 
some apocrypha may seem, everyone 
has their own views and dreams for their 
own ideal TES world. That’s the beauty 
of this universe. It lets you make and 
live your own stories, and people should 
encourage the sharing of such stories 
(whether or not they accept the stories 
as a part of their own world).
 All that being said, I want to 
contribute something, maybe a scholarly 
text or narrative fiction. But the only 
problem is I don’t have much experience 
with writing Apocrypha. In fact I have 
almost zero experience in that field, with 
the closest thing I wrote on r/teslore 
being a speculative article comparing 
the numerous similarities between 
Trinimac and the CoC. I do have some 
ideas for apocrypha that I’d like to try 
writing out on r/teslore, and I’ll see the 

 The Tel Mora Independent Press is a 
publication that thrives on the submissions, creativity, 
and artistry of the Elder Scrolls community. Without 
our content contributors, without submissions from 
writers new and old, without the stunning artworks of 
the Elder Scrolls fanbase, we would be unable to form 
much of anything, let alone a literary journal of quality 
and caliber.

reception. I would then love to contribute 
to one of your future issues!

 Hey there, NamelessFaraam! 
I’m glad you’ve enjoyed the issues so far! 
They take a lot of work to produce, and 
are the culminations of the dedication of 
a number of people, so the fact that they 
are enjoyed is good to see.
 Landfall: Day Zyr is a story that 
was initially started by Michael Kirkbride, 
but he abandoned the project and 
allowed some friends to continue writing 
it. There are other bits out there. The first 
story is here, and the rest, I understand, 
is hosted in Michael Zeigler’s c0daverse. 
Mojonation1487 provided the piece you 
read, and I think that bodes well for the 
continuation of the project.
 As to what Zeigler had to say 
on lore subjectivity, you are absolutely 
right. We as a publication fully endorse 
the notion that lore is what the individual 
makes of it, and arguing about what’s 
“canon” or not only detracts from the 
enjoyment of the art itself. Current 
Zenimax Online Studios loremaster 
Lawrence Schick has said much the 
same, and that the TES universe is just 
as subject to our interpretations as to 
the interpretations of characters who live 
within the universe.
 I fully encourage you to write. 
The best thing about writing is that it’s 
entry-level--no experience required! 
If you have a story you want to tell, 
put it to paper and we’ll host it for 
you! Additionally, we do offer editing 
and writing tips for those who seek it. 
Generally we edit pieces that end up in 
the final publication, but we don’t mind 
helping out a fellow lore enthusiast! 

Thanks for reading, and we hope to hear 
from you soon!

 Not everyone feels the need to contribute 
creatively, and there is nothing wrong with that, which 
is why we have this Correspondence section of The Tel 
Mora.
 Readers of all sorts can use this space as a 
way to interact with us and with our fair publication, be 
it with questions, concerns, comments, arguments, or 
responses to past issues. Co

rr
es

po
nd

en
ce

https://www.deviantart.com/servalt
https://www.deviantart.com/servalt
https://www.reddit.com/user/brancyxy
https://www.reddit.com/user/NamelessFaraam
https://www.reddit.com/r/teslore/comments/926yar/the_champion_of_cyrodiil_and_trinimac/
http://landfalldayzyr.com/palaver.pdf
https://www.facebook.com/AKhajiitC0DAverse/
https://www.reddit.com/user/mojonation1487

