


Vol. 1   |   Issue 7   | 13 Morning Star, 5E19

2

this issue
3 - Apocrypha on the Web   |    4 - Editorial    |    7 - Features    |    18 - Correspondence

The Tel Mora Staff 
Editor-in-Chief 
Andrew Watson
reddit: The_White_Guar 

Copy Editors
Luther Weiser
reddit: Darsius01

Mack McGehee
reddit: KhajiitiMM

Lauren Gibbs
reddit: EditorInChef

Content Contributors
Sextus Silanus 
SilenceOfAutumn
Daniel Berryman
Minorem Mutata
Naralis Odrem
Mysticsan

TES: Is it a story or 
a game?

4 

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@gmail.com

or visit
telmoraindependent.net/submit-your-apocrypha
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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@gmail.com for either appropriate 
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“CommJUL2018”  |   Illustration by ARTTAiR , DeviantArt

Would you like to join the Tel Mora staff in TES 
lore discussion? Visit us at The Dreamsleeve 
Facebook group!
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Apocrypha on the Web
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.

The Wall of Mournhold 
 

Chlodovec 

“The sequence of shadows and 
sounds cycle as long as the Light 
Spell is active and the resulting 
light makes contact with the front 
side of the wall. The following 
transcript describes the sequence 
of shadows and sounds that the 
wall displays.”

The Cult of Perrif Sil
 

TheInducer

“I open the doors and am greeted 
by a multitude of devotees, most 
of whom live here. There are three 
types of residential devotees: the 
Perrifans, who adorn red robes 
and sport a multitude of tattoos, 
earrings, makeup, and other such 
accessories across every inch of 
their being. Then there are the 
Silics, who decorate themselves 
humbly with deep blue robes, 

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.

and express their differences 
minimally, with little personal 
ornamentation. The men and 
women of Perrif beam at me and 
chuckle warmly.”

The Dialectic Inexorable

EthosMalevolent
 
“Ayem is dead. She remains dead. 
And we have killed her. What further 
remains to comfort us the violence 
of Ascension? What was most sacred 
and willful of all that the world has 
possessed, now bloodlet under the 
red-black sleep of our daggers. Who 
will wipe this blood off our black 
hands?”

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.

Recent Episodes

Click on the screenshots 
below to view the 
corresponding episodes.

 
To see more, visit the 
Memospore youtube 

channel or RottenDeadite 
on Twitch.tv!

Episode 37:  
Dunmer Culture
This episode looks at 
Dunmer lore, sans Tribunal. 
The Selectives discuss 
Ashlanders, the Great Houses, 
Dunmeri Strongholds, and 
more.

Episode 38:  
Dwemer Culture 
Famed modder and lore 
enthusiast Trainwiz joins the 
Selectives to discuss the Deep 
Folk, their culture, and their 
history.

Episode 39:  
Ayleids and Left-
Handed Elves
The Selectives begin their 
attempt at discussing the 
cultural aspects of the non-
playable Mer races.

“Mulvera the Dark Elf” 
Illustration courtesy of FinnbarrMartin, DeviantArt

http://www.telmoraindependent.net
http://www.telmoraindependent.net
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http://www.telmoraindependent.net/2018/09/09/the-truth-about-the-bretons-an-explanation/
http://www.telmoraindependent.net/2018/09/09/the-truth-about-the-bretons-an-explanation/
http://www.telmoraindependent.net/2019/01/02/a-dialectic-inexorable/
https://www.youtube.com/channel/UChbm-JCx_jii5xn-2f5nwIA
https://www.youtube.com/channel/UChbm-JCx_jii5xn-2f5nwIA
https://www.twitch.tv/rottendeadite
https://www.twitch.tv/rottendeadite
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TdsrdWF5Kbw
https://www.twitch.tv/videos/362890933
https://youtu.be/pMU1V5icakE
https://www.deviantart.com/finnbarrmartin
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a brutal, violent and downright 
depressing. The story of La-
mae Baelfog, for instance, or 
the antics of Sheogorath with-
in the 16 Accords of Madness. 
And this is a good thing. Dark, 
gritty worlds are interesting, 
and they are fun. But they 
don’t always make for attrac-
tive games.

 Let’s get a bit hypothetical 
here. Suppose instead of the 
bright and cheery, although 
somewhat sadistic, presenta-
tion of Sheogorath we get in 
The Mind of Madness, we were 
instead confronted with the 
dark, twisted logic of a mad 
god, who’s whims and desires 
teeter on a knife’s edge, who 
saps your ability to see the 
world as it truly is, who tears 
lives apart with the degrada-
tion of the mind. 

As a first-time player, with 
little to no ex perience with the 
lore of the series, would you 
enjoy this? Or would you turn 
away, finding it too confront-
ing to continue. Imagine the 
same with Molag Bal. 

With Mehrunes Dagon. With 
the Thalmor. If these things 
were presented as they are in 
the lore, through in game texts 
and brief snippets of dialogue, 
then new, inexperienced play-
ers would be turned away.

Bethesda Game Studios is 
a company, and every compa-
ny’s goal is to make as much 
profit as they can off their 
product. As much as we in 
the lore community would like 
it, they can’t do that solely by 
pleasing those who started 
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l Game First

Story Later
SIlenceOfAutumn

Contributing Writer

This is something of a re-
sponse to The White 
Guar’s article on the na-

ture of Sheogorath (Scratch 
That, Cheese for No One), in 
which he argued against the 
general ‘so randum lol’ atti-
tude and memefication of the 
Madgod. And while it is true 
that Sheogorath, from a lore 
perspective at least, should 
be far darker and less whim-
sical than the light-hearted, 
jovial Scotsman we encounter, 
I would argue that presenting 
Sheogorath as such, and to a 
greater extent, expressing the 
lore in its full depth would be a 
bad move for Bethesda to at-
tempt, and frankly, impossible 
for them to do.

One thing we all seem to 
forget from time to time is that 
The Elder Scrolls is a large, 
high-fantasy story, told as a 
game, a medium unlike any 
other of its kind. 

Tolkien’s universe and 
Lovecraft’s Mythos, for in-
stance, are both told in litera-
ture, where the form and style 
are far freer in what the creator 
can do and present to their au-
dience, whereas games, and 
video games in particular, are 
bound by certain rules that 
dictate what the creators can 
include. Things that immedi-
ately come to mind are tech-
nological limitations – cer-
tainly, magic within the lore of 
The Elder Scrolls can reshape 
the landscape, but that would 
be nigh impossible to include 

in a game. But that is the obvi-
ous part of this. 

What I feel is more import-
ant to remember is whether or 
not something included within 
the lore would make for a good 
game.

In my eyes, there are three 
things that are important for 
making a good game. 

One, of course, is story. A 
game with a poor story,  that 
does not engage the players is 
a poor game. Another is game-
play. Janky controls, game 
breaking bugs, even poor voice 
acting can ruin a game. But 
the most important part is the 
game’s “attractiveness”.

Now, by “attractiveness”, I 
don’t mean graphics. I mean 
the game’s ability to attract 
both new and old players. 

With a series like The El-
der Scrolls, there are certainly 
hundreds, if not thousands of 
people who eagerly await the 
next instalment in the series, 
having played the previous ti-
tles, but there are many more 
who will use the latest entry in 
the series as an introduction. 
I, for one, was such a person. 

My first Elder Scrolls game 
was Skyrim, first playing on 
my friend’s Xbox, and more 
recently, a copy of my own for 
the PC. In order for people like 
myself to start the series, to 
get hooked on the story and 
the lore, the game must be a 
welcoming one, and this is 
where I feel that total lore ac-
curacy would be a problem. 

The lore of The Elder Scrolls 
is dark. Things described in it 

http://www.telmoraindependent.net/2018/12/10/scratch-that-cheese-for-no-one/
http://www.telmoraindependent.net/2018/12/10/scratch-that-cheese-for-no-one/
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feasibly see and hear. Things 
on such a vast scale do not fit 
such an environment, where-
as in literary form, the author 
can include this information 
through, as Tolkien did, collec-
tions of notes within the Ap-
pendices of their epics.

The works of Lovecraft 
speak of semi-divine, cosmic 
entities which the mortal mind 
cannot comprehend without 
losing its grip on reality, yet 
this can never be expressed 
through the medium of a 
game, where the character, 
and thus the player, must see 
what is going on in order to 
progress. When the develop-
ers try to show the effects of 
such beings as the Great Old 
Ones on mortals, they strug-
gle to show the burgeoning 
insanity, the sheer terror that 
should be infecting the player 
character, because that would 
change the gameplay, mess 
with how the player experienc-
es the game, and thus throws 
them out of the immersive ex-
perience.

Books, on the other hand, 
are rarely told from the per-
spective of the reader. Even 
when told in first-person, it is 
always the narrator or main 
character of the story regaling 
their experiences. As such, it 

way back and remain existing 
consumers. 

They need to attract new 
consumers, new players, who 
will in turn become regulars. 
This is what every game com-
pany must do. 

As much as we would like 
for the games to perfectly re-
flect the story and lore we love 
so much, this simply isn’t pos-
sible.

The medium of video 
games is not ideal for story-
telling, at least not one on this 
scale. With novels, creators 
only have to worry about keep-
ing the readers interested, be-
cause unlike video games, the 
story is not interactive. With 
video games, the player is im-
mersed, and thus feels much 
more about the story, being 
more emotionally connected. 
Thus, they react more poorly 
to the darker, more intense as-
pects of it.

It is also the case that video 
games struggle to match the 
majesty and scale of things 
described in the epic stories 
and tales that make up much of 
the fantasy genre. Take, for in-
stance, Tolkien’s Middle-earth 
series. The vast majority of 
video games based off of and/
or set in Tolkien’s universe are 
atrocious, almost an insult to 

the source material. While I 
would love to play a good vid-
eo game set in the world of the 
Cthulhu Mythos, almost all fail 
to capture the atmosphere, the 
existential horror so prevalent 
is, so vital to Lovecraft’s work. 

Why are so many of these 
games so different to their 
source then? The answer is 
simple.

Games, especially RPGs, 
are interactive experiences. 
They tell the story from the 
perspective of the player’s 
character, and in a sense, the 
player becomes their charac-
ter. 

Thus, everything begins to 
feel more real, the player be-
comes more invested in their 
character’s actions and the 
information they obtain. But 
because of this, moments that 
seem out of place are far more 
noticeable. 

It makes no sense, for in-
stance, for a character in 
one of The Lord of the Rings 
games to know of Melkor, or 
of the Music performed by the 
Ainur before Eru Ilúvitar, be-
cause these things are so far 
removed from the situation of 
the character. 

The focus of video games is 
on the immediate – the com-
bat, what the character can 

Editorial

Screenshot courtesy of Michael Zeigler
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is far clearer to us the effects 
of events on a character. 

We can see the growing 
madness within the minds of 
Lovecraft’s characters, be-
cause the author can show 
us these effects through lan-
guage, through imagery and 
metaphor, without impacting 
our experience of the medium. 
We can learn of the mystical 
origins of Tolkien’s world be-
cause it makes sense for us, 
an outside observer, to be able 
to know of them. 

But with video games, es-
pecially ones in worlds as 
large as The Elder Scrolls, the 
creators must be careful to 
only include, only mention, the 
things that would be possible, 
that would be reasonable, for 
us, as citizens of that world, to 
know. And while I’m sure we 
would all like to know these 
things, because the world is so 
fascinating, we must ask our-
selves – are we willing to sac-
rifice our experience, our en-

joyment of the game, and the 
enjoyment of others, both new 
and old to the series, in order 
to find out?

The Elder Scrolls series al-
ways has been and always will 
be a game first, story second. 
In order for its beautiful sto-
ry, its vast lore and world to 
be truly expressed, The Elder 
Scrolls would have to transi-
tion from a video game to an 
epic fantasy book series of the 
same length and scope, if not 
greater than, Tolkien’s Mid-
dle-earth, or Pratchett’s Dis-
cworld. 

But because the series 
started as a video game, a vid-
eo game it must remain. And 
as such, it must continue to be 
focussed more on the game-
play, more on the functionality 
than the telling of an epic sto-
ry, in order to fulfil its purpose.

To misuse a famous quote, 
nobody hates The Elder Scrolls 
games more than fans of The 
Elder Scrolls. 

And this is certainly true. 
The Elder Scrolls games are 
not specifically for those of us 
who are long-time fans or, as 
the common  descriptor goes, 
‘lorebeards’. 

They are games for anyone 
who wants to play them, be 
they a casual fan of the series, 
who simply enjoys wandering 
through fantasy worlds, hard-
core role-players who wish to 
storm the lands of Tamriel as 
epic heroes, and yes, even us 
fans of the deep lore, who wish 
to unravel the mysteries of the 
world in which the game is set. 

But a game has limitations, 
far more than any other me-
dium of storytelling, and as 
such, Bethesda must focus on 
the game, rather than the sto-
ry.

Illustration from Bethesda’s Twitter

https://twitter.com/ElderScrolls/status/913776635374997506
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The marketplace laid itself out 
in three parts: trades and 
crafts nearest to the city, the 

meat-market nearest the docks, 
and the grocers and spice-trad-
ers middling between. A clever 
design, both in the neat draining 
of the meat-market’s gore into 
the sea, and in cunningly tempt-
ing customers with a gauntlet of 
distracting trinkets between them 
and their necessities.

Moraelyn observed from the 
wayside alley, mapping the layout 
while he rested on a low garden 
wall. A glassblower spun delicate 
fancies and ornate perfume ves-
sels before an appreciative audi-
ence of children, a furrier brushed 
out a cloak trimmed in what was 
claimed to be summer ermine 
but which was clearly squirrel, a 
jeweller strung vivid blue faience 
beads into a lady’s necklace. The 
markets were busier than usual 
this morning, not that he’d been 
inside this particular city long 
enough to know all of its tides 
and tendencies. With any luck, 
he wouldn’t stay long enough to 
learn. All these tall, straight edges 
felt as inherently wrong to the eye 
as a broken limb, after the end-
less steppes and forests on either 
side of the thrice-cursed, intermi-
nable mountains, and the guards 
were bored enough to notice ev-
ery passerby.

He slid down, as gingerly as 
he could without making his dis-
comfort obvious. Four weeks, 
four blasted weeks he had crept 
and crawled across the Druadach 
ranges, cutting his hands on the 
jagged flint and slate, freezing 
in the wind. Eighty-five leagues 

should have been eight days’ 
hard ride, twelve days to account 
for subterfuge and border patrols, 
before that rockslide had taken 
his mare and damned near killed 
him. If he were a superstitious 
mer– and he was, by the Three– 
he’d say that Skyrim couldn’t re-
sist slinging him one last mauling 
for old time’s sake, bitter bitch-
of-a-hell that it was.

He watched his step, slipping 
between the carts and carriages, 
picking his way down the hill to 
the marketplace near the docks. 
The damp stayed on the cobble-
stones from dawn to midday and 
back, treacherous as a Breton 
courtier’s tongue. His ankle ached 
at every other step, as much as he 
tried to disguise the limp. A trav-
elling surgeon had made sure the 
bone was set correctly, binding 

the joint with rawhide and cloth 
to keep it still, but could only offer 
laudanum tinctures for the pain. 

He’d declined; no matter how 
strong the pain, or how weak the 
laudanum, he remembered his fa-
tal weakness for opium too well.

He wouldn’t trap himself like 
that again. He took a long pull on 
his palm-flask under the cover of 
a passing bullock dray, cold juni-
per gin searing him to the gut.

The sounds of beckoning 
stallkeeps and clattering brass 
scales drew his attention in too 
many directions at once. Fine 
horseflesh stomped and whin-
nied, rattling their traces, impa-
tient for their new masters. A 
series of tiny whines emanated 
from a basket of pups, each more 
darling than the last. Even if one 
could stopper their ears and ren-

The Market by the Sea
Daniel Berryman

Contributing Writer
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“Suran Pawnbroker”  |  Illustration by SpiritHide for Elder Scrolls: Legends, DeviantArt

https://www.deviantart.com/spirithide
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heavy knife, its body twice too 
long for the table. Its head was 
severed and set to the side, the 
stinging barbels clipped off for 
safety’s sake, gaping its bristling 
needle fangs to the sky. The Alt-
mer paused to wash off the table 
with a bucket of seawater, send-
ing the vivid red blood down be-
tween the dock’s boards.

Moraelyn watched him work 
for a moment. “Tight chains and 
full lines, wayfarer.”

“Well met.” The Altmer hefted 
his blade well, chopping loose the 
left fin in a few strokes. “Whaler?”

Moraelyn nodded, stepping 
slightly to the side to avoid the 
splash of blood and brine. “Here 
and there, of a sort. I was a flens-
er.”

The Altmer glanced up at that, 
keen green eyes now carrying 
some speck of curious respect.

 “Oh?” He set the knife down, 
twisting the second fin loose from 
its socket to lie beside its broth-
er. His hands bore rippling scars 
from fingertip to wrist, following 
the veins into his sleeves. Magic-
ka burns, there was no mistaking 
them. “Who’d you cut for?”

Moraelyn leaned against the 
makeshift table. The sea air felt 
good on his face, icy as it was, 
thick with salt and iron. “The dock 
crews for the Abecean Whaling 
Company, until East Empire’s dogs 
crushed them out. Topal Bay, for 
a while.” He ran a finger down the 
deceptively smooth-looking skin 
of the shark’s pointed snout, trac-
ing the line between pearly white 
and storm-marbled slate. The 
black eyes stared out, featureless 
and empty, like black mirrors. “A 
great size to the beast. Your own 
catch?”

“M-hm. Fresh this morning, if 
you were after a pound. Only just 
stopped twitching an hour ago. 
Took him while he was chewing on 
one of our blackfish.” The whaler 
straightened, puffed his chest. He 

der themselves blind, all about 
were the smells of luxury and 
industry to draw the mind from 
bread and meat: sweet-burning 
incense and oils, molasses-thick 
tobacco cut through with saffron, 
the wax-musk of new leather, 
the clean laundry smells of good 
vellum and fine linen. Lingering 
near a potter’s stall to admire her 
glazework, he had to remind him-
self repeatedly of the purpose of 
his being here.

He shifted his basket from 
one arm to the other, mindful of 
the two men in grey by the black-
smith’s bellows. Nondescript in 
stance and feature, they talked 
amongst themselves, drew no 
attention. There was nothing par-
ticularly noteworthy about their 
appearance at all, in fact, which 
was half reason enough to pique 
Moraelyn’s wariness. There was 
almost always something amiss 
about men with faces too unre-
markable to take note of; he’d 
thought much the same the first 
two times he’d seen them. 

His eyes skated to his reflec-
tion in the gutter, making cer-
tain for the dozenth time that the 
wood-ash powder still hid his fa-
cial tattoos, trying not to scowl at 
himself. It had been some time 
since he had last visited a decent 
barber, or coloured his hair. Bright 
veins of silver slashed pale com-
ets into the once-fine ebony, now 
more like black agate, almost 
white at the temples. The beard 
he so hated had grown well past 
stubble, too. Lords, what a ruin…

Admirable self-control 
brought him past the crisp new 
greens, the bright array of fruits 
and vegetables, with only a mo-
ment of temporary distraction 
by a bushel of tender fiddleback 
fronds to slow his progress. 
Saints, traversing the markets 
while still so ravenous was turn-
ing into one of the worst ideas 
he’d ever had; everything looked 

so enchantingly good. The jew-
elled gleam of pomegranate and 
new-peeled persimmon made 
his mouth water, even the little 
grape-leaf packages of lemon 
pieces dipped in sugar. And oh, 
oh, Saints help him, was that the 
smell of the spice traders’ tables, 
piled high and bright with cori-
ander and firefern, tephra pepper 
and turmeric… He adjusted his 
hood and headed towards the 
sea.

The meat-market was thick 
with stalls and enterprise, loud 
with the cries of store barkers 
and the noise of livestock. By 
the south corner, a stockyard 
auctioneer hawked shaggy, nar-
row-hocked cattle for far too high 
a price, while a band of pry-skins 
and knockermen worked the 
hide from a dead carriage-horse. 
Further to the east where the 
hill sloped away, a sea-butcher 
smoked his pipe while his ap-
prentices cleaved meat from bone 
with silent efficiency. Their stall-
hooks dripped heavy with the 
rich, wine-dark flesh of wolf seal 
and bantam-whale, tied bundles 
of bright sea-snake and lancefish 
hanging like intestine, loops of in-
testine hanging like ropecoil. On 
the docks themselves, where the 
ocean mist fell to kiss their stock 
with salt, fishermen and whal-
ers off the Sea of Ghosts chatted 
amiably amongst themselves as 
they unloaded their hauls. Stray 
wharf cats milled ecstatically 
around the dockworkers, twining 
around the coiled moorings to 
sing for cast-off sprats and fish-
guts, or else batting at the many 
keening gulls.

An Altmer in an oil-stained 
whaler’s sash labored at a clean-
ing table, assembled from an old 
door slung across two barrels 
stood on their ends. He seemed 
weary to his bones, despite the 
hour being only noon. A great 
dogtooth shark lay beneath his 
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pointed with his thumb to a jag-
ged gap in the liver-red gill-slits. 
“See here? Threw a harpoon from 
the deck, caught him right here in 
the gills, easily twenty paces.” He 
rolled the shoulder of his blade 
arm with a faint wince. “Took an 
hour to haul him up, mind. He did 
not care for it at all.”

Moraelyn laughed. “I’m sure, 
I’m sure. And you must have quite 
a skill, to throw a harpoon that far 
and that well.”

“Well, you know…” He rubbed 
a gore-smeared hand self-con-
sciously on his breeches, tucking 
down his chin to hide a smile. He 
nodded to a once-clean crew-
patch on his sash, a white dia-
mond crossed with iron blub-
ber-hooks. “I’ve been sailing with 
the Diamond for nigh-on 10 years, 
I’d say. She’s the finest whaler on 
the seas today, not that you can 
tell these old tub-runners that. 
Quickest clipper by a damn sight, 
though, that’s for sure.”

“It must be,” Moraelyn mur-
mured. “I’ve never heard of any 
ship that could travel half around 
Tamriel and back in a single day.”

The mer blinked, shifted. 
“Come again?”

“If you recall, I worked in Topal 
Bay. I daresay I should be famil-
iar with this beast by now, it likes 
the estuaries there.” Moraelyn 
petted the shark’s cold cheek, the 
neutered stumps of its barbels. 
“I don’t doubt you caught it this 
morning, it’s peerless fresh as 
you say. So how does a Topal Bay 
fish turn up on your table?”

“I don’t know what you’re 
talking about,” he muttered terse-
ly, setting back to his work. “Don’t 
think I care for your tone, either. 
We run a perfectly honest ship, 
you can check our itineraries.”

“Ease yourself,” Moraelyn 
soothed, coming to stand a little 
closer. “Do I look like a guards-
man to you? …What I have is a 
proposition.”

Features

hilt of his hip-dagger. “I like you, 
skipjack, but I’m in something of 
a hurry,” he murmured. “Don’t be 
tiresome, I haven’t the time. Can 
you do what I suspect, or not?”

The mer dried his knife fas-
tidiously, until the pitched steel 
gleamed in the sun. He dropped 
his voice to a cheerful mutter, all 
offence washing from him in a 
heartbeat. “Yeah. Yeah, of course 
I can do it. Sorry for the theatrics, 
you never know who’s listening.” 
He handed off his knife to a crew-
mate in a matching sash, wav-
ing for Moraelyn to follow him. 
“Come on. We can use the spare 
whaleboat in the blubber room. 
You’re rowing, though. I’ll need 
my head.”

The gangplank pitched gently 
beneath Moraelyn’s feet. He grit 
his teeth on the spike of pain from 
his ankle, on ancient old terrors 
he couldn’t afford to give into. 
The Altmer held open the door 
to a storage cabin; he soothed 
himself that he would not be in-
side for long. He knew whaling 

The butcher’s 
knife hacked a 
long slit into the 
belly, from gill to 
tailfin. “Piss on 
your proposi-
tion.”

“All I want is 
transport: one 
passenger, one 
destination. Not 
far. Nothing ille-
gal–well, noth-
ing bad. Nothing 
especially taxing, 
even.” Moraelyn 
let his coinpurse 
fall onto the dock, 
kicking it beneath 
the table to hit 
the mer’s boots 
as he pretended 
to examine the 
shark’s teeth. 
“Two hundred,” 
he said softly, “one before, one af-
ter. Fair?”

The guts were hauled out 
hand over fist, dumped into a ba-
sin and set down on the dock. 
When he stood, the coinpurse 
had vanished. “Fair enough.” 
The Altmer’s eyes roved over the 
crowd restlessly as he wiped his 
hands off on a rag. Two men in 
grey were debating the price of 
eel, but no guards seemed pres-
ent. “Suppose it won’t be too hard 
to squeeze you aboard. Where did 
you want to go?”

“I’ve a need to be in Wayrest.” 
Moraelyn smiled. “In five min-
utes.”

He barked a hard, dry laugh. 
“You’re joking, aren’t you?” he 
asked. “No ship can make that 
trip. It’s three hundred leagues 
‘round the Iliac horn from here–”

“–Which would matter if I 
were chartering a ship.” Morae-
lyn came to his side, looking out 
to sea. A storm seemed to be 
brewing further to the east. His 
hand rested educationally on the 9
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ships, knew the thousand-and-
one ways that they were unalike 
to prison barques. He named 
them one by one as he crossed 
the deck: the grease that black-
ened the wood, the harpoons and 
blubber-gaffs lashed to the sides, 
the cooper’s grindstone bolted to 
the deck…

As he slipped inside and 
closed the door behind them, his 
mind mostly on his breathing and 
the stillness of his expression, he 
heard the most pleasant sounds 
he’d heard all day: two men in 
grey being shouted off the ship 
for trespassing. He allowed him-
self a smile.

His new friend dragged the 
oilskins off the whaleboat, a lit-
tle like a wide canoe with room 
for twelve men sat two abreast. 
They climbed into the middle with 
haste, sitting across from each 
other. “Give me your hand,” the 
Altmer whispered, offering his 
own as he glanced back towards 
the door. “And grab the hull. We’ll 
have to do this quick, before the 
ship sets out and I can’t find it.”

Moraelyn obliged, the whal-
er’s calloused fingers feeling not 
terribly different to the wood. “No 
need to strain yourself for accura-

Features
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cy,” he said. He dug his nails into 
the painted hull, closed his eyes. 
“Within sight of the city would be 
enough.”

“You got it. All right, here we 
go…”

First was the static, crawl-
ing over every inch of him, hum-
ming unpleasantly in his bones. A 
whining, ringing sound filled both 
his ears and, somehow, his teeth. 
A disorienting rush overtook him, 
his stomach knotting itself as his 
body insisted he was falling at 
great speed, in several directions 
at once. He kept his eyes shut 
tight, his jaw clenched against 
the instinct to scream even as he 
fell faster and faster–

A splash of cold water hit his 
face with a sudden shock, soak-
ing his hair and beating the wind 
out of him. His eyes opened to 
clear skies and bright sun, a 
sweep of empty, pebbled beach 
curving around them in a shelter-
ing arc. The sound of the ocean 
echoed in the sheltered cove like 
an amphitheatre. In the distance, 
further down the strand, the ship-
yard of a great city bristled with 
masts and smoke.

“Here we are! The Jewel of the 
Bay. And not too far from shore, 

neither, I’ve done you a favor 
there.” The whaler gently pried 
Moraelyn’s fingers from their 
bloodless death-grip around his 
hand, laughing good-naturedly 
at the grinding bones. “You right, 
mate? You mustn’t do this sort of 
thing… Often…”

Moraelyn felt the stare, the 
flinching away. He wiped water 
from his eyes, saw his fingers 
come away gritty with wet ashes. 
He could feel the rest trickling into 
his collar, bearing his vivid red 
tattoos to the light, glaring-bright 
as shark’s gills. He sighed.

“You get your picture drawn 
much?” The mer eyed him differ-
ently now, too still and too wary. 
He seemed pale. His expression 
spoke of old warrant notices. “I’m 
sure I’ve seen those marks be-
fore.”

A cloth sack was tossed into 
the whaler’s lap with a pretty 
chiming of coin. The second half, 
as he had promised. Moraelyn 
gave the mer a thin smile, taking 
up the oars.

“I’m sure you haven’t.”
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The Man and Three Mer

From “Edifying fables 
for Altmeri children”, by 
Kelkemmelian. Published in 
Alinor, 4E 28.

 

Once upon a time, there were 
three Mer. Although the gods 
had departed the world and 

Aldmeris had fallen, they looked 
to the future with hope. For the 
Missing One had been defeated 
and now the children of the 
et’Ada could wander the earth 
unopposed.

“I will travel to the great forest”, 
the youngest said. “I’ve heard that 
it’s full of beauty, and a paradise 
for hunters”.

“I will travel to the ashlands”, 
the middle one said. “I’ve heard 
that they’re the promised land 
where people can grow strong and 
proud”.

“I will stay here”, the eldest 
said. “I’ve heard that the Missing 
One still lurks, and someone has 
to protect our home”.

The youngest settled in lush 
Valenwood. Soon, he discovered 
that it wasn’t as beautiful as the 
western isles, and working the 
land was difficult and unforgiving. 
Because he had always been 
the laziest, he convinced himself 
that the gods didn’t want him to 
embrace agriculture, and from 
that day on he would only eat what 
he could hunt. He became the first 
Bosmer.

The middle one settled 
in barren Morrowind, where 
everything is ash. There was so 
much ash that it got into his lungs, 
and his eyes, and his blood, until 
his very skin turned ashen gray. 
He thought he had been fooled, 
but instead of admitting his 

mistake, he convinced himself 
that the gods had abandoned him 
and turned to the demons instead. 
He became the first Dunmer.

The eldest one stayed in the 
blessed Alinor, where the land is 
gentle and caring. But instead of 
resting on his laurels, he worked 
tirelessly to build architectural 
wonders and to discover the 
secrets of magic. He created 
enchanted weapons and glass 
armor, and always kept watch, 
for he knew that the Missing One 
would strike sooner or later. And 
thus he became the first Altmer.

Of course, the eldest one was 
right. He was Altmer, after all.

At the top of the highest 
mountain, far from unfriendly 
eyes, the Missing One still plotted 
the destruction of Auri-El’s heirs. 
From filthy 
mud, he made 
a mockery of 
an elf, filled its 
innards with 
p o i s o n o u s 
weed and had 
a frost spirit 
breathe life into 
it. He called the 
creature “Man” 
and ordered it 
to bring Sithis 
to the world.

When the 
Man arrived 
to Valenwood, 
it had already 
devoured the 
Mer from the 
North and the 
Mer from the 
H e a r t l a n d . 
Despite this, 
the youngest 
one thought he 
could reason 
with it or, in the 

worst case scenario, hunt it down 
like any other beast. But the Man 
had inherited some of the Missing 
God’s devious mind, and burned 
the Bosmer’s wooden house. 
The youngest one, fearing for his 
life, ran to the ashlands to ask 
his sibling for help. The Dunmer 
mocked the Bosmer and blamed 
his defeat on his naiveté and 
weakness.

“I’m not like you”, he said. “If 
this Man comes to my house, my 
dark gods will give me the power I 
need to vanquish him”.

But when the Man arrived, 
the Dunmer discovered that the 
demons didn’t answer his prayers. 
And because his house was made 
of ash, the Man only needed a 
shout to bring it down.

Homeless and destitute, the 

Misticsan
Contributing Writer
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along with a splash of oil. 
Let this fry together for a 

short while, then add everything 
else save for the mussels or 
other meat. 

When you’ve added the 
soybean paste and the water, 
stir the pot thoroughly to mix it 
into a sauce of homogeneous 
thickness; no lumps! 

Let this boil over a medium 
flame until the vegetables are 
tender. 

Then add the mussels or 
other meat, stirring the pot 
gently. 

What I call “unseasoned 
Kwama scuttle,” may be 
substituted for unseasoned 
tofu by any outlanders cooking 
outside Morrowind.

Let the pot boil just until 
these are cooked through, and 
then serve to your delighted 
guests or family. 

Naralis Odrem’s Fermented 
Soybean Stew is based upon 
a South Korean recipe for 
doenjang-jjigae.

Did you try this recipe? Tell us 
what you think! Any responses 
we receive about this recipe 
will be included in next month’s 
issue!

two Mer fled to the west, to the 
Blessed Isles. The Altmer told 
them:

“Do you see what happens 
when you ignore the warnings of 
our ancestors? This is the Missing 
God’s work, no doubt, and it will be 
our end if we don’t stop it before 
it’s too late”.

His siblings wept, recognized 
that they had been foolish and pig-
headed, and begged the Altmer to 
help them. Their plight moved him, 
and he promised that he would 
take them under his wings as long 
as they respected the ways of the 
ancestors. He armed himself and 
waited for the monster.

This time, the Man was 
puzzled. Brutish as it was, it didn’t 
know how to attack a fortified 
position. It punched the walls, 
with little effect, and kept doing 
it until the metal doors opened 
and the Altmer faced him with his 
enchanted weapons. The Man 
uttered animalistic growls that 
resembled words, trying to scare 
its opponent, but the Altmer stood 
fast. With one single blow he tore 
its heart and killed it. He knew that 
the Missing One would try again, 
but for now his home was safe.

“You’re without a doubt the 
best of us!”, the Bosmer claimed. 
“Truly, the only one worthy of being 
called Auri-El’s heir”.

“I see now that my beliefs were 
wrong”, the Dunmer said. “The 
power of the gods is with you and 
with you alone”.

The Altmer accepted their 
honest praise and invited them to 
a victory feast.

As for the remains of the Man, 
the Bosmer ate them when he 
thought no one was looking. Such 
a thing was boorish and uncouth, 
but everyone agreed that, all in all, 
it was a fitting end for the creature. 
And there was much rejoicing.

A Dunmeri Kitchen Companion: 
Fermented 
Soybean Stew

Herein you shall find many 
recipes of those classic 
Dunmer delicacies found 

in our proud nation’s cuisine. 
They are as authentic as can 
be, and are tested in my own 
kitchen with my children.

Fermented Soybean Stew
This hearty, homely dish 

is one of the most commonly 
requested by Dunmer longing for 
the taste of home. A simple dish, 
made in both a fishwife’s hut in 
Khuul and a Hlaalu mansion, this 
is sure to bring you memories of 
when your mother made this for 
you. Serve with saltrice. 

A medium onion, roughly 
chopped

A medium potato, cubed
Three cloves of garlic, minced
A quarter-cup of fermented 

soybean paste
One green onion, roughly 

chopped
A cupful of water or broth 

(add more if needed)
One small courgette, cubed
A cupful of mussels, roughly-

chopped shrimp, kwama scuttle, 
scrib, fresh fish or whatever else 
you may find; soybean curds is 
great if you have given up meat

One green chilli fruit, finely 
chopped

A splash of oil for frying

Simply start by chopping 
all the ingredients. Then add 
the garlic and chilli (if you are 
serving outlanders or very small 
children, you may omit the chilli) 
to a pot heated by medium flame 

Naralis Odrem
Contributing Writer

Fe
at

ur
es



1312
13 Morning Star, 5E19   |   Vol. 1   |   Issue 7

with brawny Khajiiti sailors, that 
was lightly armed, captained 
by a buffoon, and bearing a se-
cret cargo of refined moonsugar 
in the hold. If they managed to 
capture the lot, they would not 
only make a killing at the slave 
auctions, but would be able to 
attempt their own Anvil gambit, 
and walk away from it all with a 
fine ship to boot. Certainly a step 
up for the common slaver.  

It was then that I realized 
something that chilled me to the 
bone. Something I didn’t want to 
imagine, something I didn’t want 
to believe, something that was 
too incredible, too inconceivable, 
yet which was the only logical 
conclusion that I could consid-
er. The conspirators directed 
the slavers, but who had placed 
the conspirators? How had the 
slavers known about the Anvil 
scheme? Who had payed them? 

All roads led to one man, or 
rather one cat—that wretched 
old cankerwort, Ab’soud. 

“Yes, the captain says it true. 
Ab’soud! Khrajar! Never since 
Rajhin has there been a such 
a scoundrel!” Ya’zin hissed, 
pounding his claws on his knees. 

Everything began to fall into 
place. I had always wondered 
where Ab’soud had acquired 
such a vast sum, in cash no less, 
for his purchase of the Breath-
of-Kyne. If he had had the back-
ing of a Great House, howev-
er, then such an amount would 
have been feasible, especially 
if its investment promised such 
rich returns. Likely it was House 
Dres, Morrowind’s slave mas-
ters par excellence, who gave 
him what he needed. I imagine 

“Pirate Ship 05”  |   Illustration by MystiqueX , DeviantArt

Sextus Silanus

Part V

If you have read up to the end of 
the entries that I enclosed with-
in this letter, then you should 

know that the the unwitting pro-
tagonist of this tale languishes 
belowdecks, wracked by poison. 

But let us not rush headlong 
towards that destination. 

As my final journal entry be-
fore the storm reported, Ya’zin 
rushed into my quarters follow-
ing Drazir’s interrogation with a 
grim revelation, something far 
worse than any mutiny. 

“Slavers, captain, slavers! 
Bastards! Renrij!” he spat, barely 
containing his rage. “But...that is 
not all.” 

The mere fact that we were 
being prayed upon by slavers 
was shocking, if unsurprising. 
They are known to ply the wa-
ters off the wild coasts of Valen-
wood, Black Marsh, and Elsweyr, 
secreting themselves in hidden 
coves and striking out by night 
to prey upon unsuspecting pass-
ersby. But what Ya’zin told me 
next was nigh unbelievable. 

“What more, Ya’zin?” I asked, 
pulling myself upright, my voice 
cracking, “What’s happening? 
Out with it!” 

He sat at the foot of the bed, 
his back towards me, beyond the 
ring of candlelight emanating 
from my bedside table. His voice 
was different than before, small 
and chipped like an old teapot. It 
sent a chill down my spine. 

“We have been tricked, cap-
tain. This one never would have 
thought...this one never could 
have imagined...it is known that 

such things happened, but he 
never guessed, he never con-
sidered...Does the captain un-
derstand? This one has seen 
many things—ugly things, ter-
rible things. He has done many 
things—awful things, dreadful 
things, horrible things. But…” 

“What is it?” I pressed, be-
coming irritated with his reti-
cence. 

What he said next seemed 
too ludicrous to be true. 

Drazir, Jaga, J’Rasha, and all 
of their thrice-damned fellow 
conspirators, the whole lot of 
them were in on the slave trade. 
They had been giving directions 
to the slavers shadowing us 
along the coast ever since we 
departed from Senchal: signals 
in the dark, while the rest of the 
crew was slumbering in their 
beds. This is what Ya’zin had ob-
served during his nightly vigils. 

I immediately remembered 
J’Rasha’s persisting that we hug 
the coast of Valenwood on our 
way to Anvil, and the reason be-
hind it was now blindingly obvi-
ous. In opting for the Goldhorn 
Current, we had undermined their 
plans; had we indeed kept to our 
previous course, we would have 
been easy pickings. But despite 
the change in itinerary, the sla-
vers had still managed to pursue 
us out of sight and into deeper 
waters—all thanks to the mach-
inations of the conspirators. We 
must’ve been quite the prize for 
the rats to venture so far away 
from the coast—such creatures 
tend to favor smaller, lighter 
vessels not meant to withstand 
long voyages or stout seas. And 
it was no wonder—ours was a 
ship, though packed to the gills 13
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that Ab’soud was a slave on a 
Dres plantation, and, after a par-
ticularly savage beating, was 
maimed and rendered useless in 
the saltrice fields. Being the clev-
er little devil that he is, perhaps 
he found another way to make 
himself useful. He was very obvi-
ously no neophyte when it came 
to the realm of commerce, but 
rather something bordering on 
an expert; perhaps he had been 
instructed in the merchant’s art, 
and then sent abroad to ply it 
for Dres’ benefit. I imagine that 
Ma’zaka had been employed 
for the same purpose, and was 
working quietly in Senchal for his 
Dark Elf masters. I remembered 
that Redguard woman who had 
been branded with the mark of a 
slave...What had that meant? 

All of this was, and still is, 
merely conjecture. The simple 
fact is that I will likely never know 
who Ab’soud really was and what 
he was up to. When I returned to 
Leyawiin after our ordeal I found 
our offices and warehouses 
empty, bereft of any sign of ever 
having been there. No one knows 
where he went, but it’s said that 
one morning he simply vanished, 
taking all of the contents of the 
warehouses with him. Since then 

I’ve heard no word of him. 
Had I ever noticed some-

thing off about him? Had I ever 
looked into his eyes and thought 
that this was a person who could 
condemn his own fellows to lives 
of misery, toil, and servitude? To 
a long and torturous death? Had I 
ever wondered if he was capable 
of murder and brutality? Togeth-
er, of course, we had deceived 
others. We had carried out acts 
of petty crime—theft, robbery, 
even arson (on a rival’s ware-
houses; none, I hasten to add, 
were injured). But there are or-
ders of magnitude to such things 
just as there are layers to an on-
ion, and I had never imagined 
that he was anything else than a 
loveable rogue like me. In truth, I 
liked Ab’soud. I considered him a 
dear friend, a kindred spirit. 

And I imagined that he felt the 
same way.

What, in this horrific plot of 
his, did he intend for me? Was I 
to be enslaved too along with the 
rest, packed off to Morrowind to 
work in the fields till I dropped? 
Was I to be captured and brought 
back in chains to the cat him-
self, so that he could gloat at me 
and laugh at my idiocy? Or was 
I merely a footnote? Someone 

expendable, to be gutted and 
tossed overboard as an after-
thought? “Throw the silly man to 
the slaughterfish,”? 

To this day, I’ve never discov-
ered the truth, and I likely never 
will.

Ab’soud’s raspy cackle 
echoed from across the sea. I 
could see the old bastard in my 
mind’s eye counting his fresh-
ly earned septims, puffing on a 
skooma pipe, a whore on each 
arm. In that moment, I think, both 
Ya’zin and I realized the enormi-
ty of our foolishness—I, for ever 
having trusted Ab’soud, for hav-
ing fallen into his trap as blindly 
as a moth to flame; and Ya’zin, 
for not having put an end to the 
traitorous cabal’s scheming ear-
lier, for waiting, for hesitating, for 
allowing a ship of seventy-two 
unwitting souls to be held at 
Ab’soud’s mercy. 

Guilt. Guilt is what we felt. 
And rage, too.
For a Khajiit to sell their own 

littermates, fellow children of 
the moons...there is perhaps no 
greater crime. To impose upon a 
fellow Khajiit the idea that they 
can be owned, that they can be 
bartered and bought and sold, 
that they are property, well...You 
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“Here,” I grunted, handing a 
goblet to Ya’zin, which he took 
gladly. I held my own aloft and 
proposed: 

“To freedom.” 
Down the hatch. 
“Ya’zin,” I began, before a glob 

of phlegm caught in my throat 
suddenly rose to my palate, pre-
venting me from proceeding any 
further.

There was a positively gleeful 
look in the cat’s eye as he que-
ried, almost seductively, “Yes?” 

Finally, I managed to hack 
the stoppage out, accompanied 
by a hearty gob of fresh snot. 
In the firmest tone I could mus-
ter, I looked him square and the 
eye and declared (all while wip-
ing my nose of the unwelcome 
mucus, I might add), “From this 
moment forward until I have 
sufficiently recuperated, you are 
the acting captain of this vessel 
and may make any and all deci-
sions at your own discretion. I’ve 
but one final order: get us out of 
this mess and back home in one 
piece. Is that understood?” 

Ya’zin beamed, his smile as 
ferocious as any lion’s. 

“How is it said? ‘Aye aye, cap-
tain’?” 

“That’s right,” I replied. 
“Very well. This one shall do 

as ordered.” 
At that, he gave a curt nod. 

Then he was gone.

must understand, Albinia, that 
the very notion of property is one 
that does not have much clout 
amongst the Khajiit. Or at least 
our conception of property dif-
fers greatly from their own. And 
to be sure, the concept of slav-
ery is nowhere to be found with-
in their formulation. It is, both 
to them and to myself, a hateful 
thing. It has clapped uncounted 
thousands, even millions, of Kha-
jiit and Argonian souls in irons in 
Morrowind; yet the common man 
or mer in Wayrest or Firsthold or 
(Eight forbid) Bravil only rarely 
turn their minds to thoughts of 
those beastfolk breaking their 
backs in kwama mines or toiling 
beneath the slave driver’s whip 
on Telvanni and Indoril planta-
tions. 

I myself was once the very 
same. 

In any case, the most press-
ing question was what to do 
next. We were a merchant vessel, 
not a warship. We had some ar-
maments, aye, but certainly not 
enough to repel assault by Dark 
Elf slavers. 

“How long do we have?” I 
asked, wiping the sweat from my 
brow. 

“This one does not know...
Drazir could not say where they 
were. This one thinks she is not 
the cat to question,” Ya’zin re-
plied, rising from the bed and 
adjusting his belt. “This one has 
sent his gang after J’Rasha and 
Jaga, but there will not be much 
time to play with them, Ya’zin 
thinks, or to claw the rats from 

their holes. The renrij come while 
the moons are out…” 

He trailed off, and in the half-
light I saw him rest a claw upon 
the pommel of his talwar. 

“We must prepare for them, 
then. Do not be afraid, cap-
tain. This one knows the way 
of such things,” he purred, his 
voice striking a sinister timbre. 
Then, he laughed, a dry and cold 
and bitter laugh, like dry leaves 
crackling underfoot. An intuition 
snuck upon me then, something 
that I couldn’t quite articulate. I 
knew in that moment, more than 
I ever had before, that the crea-
ture standing before me was ca-
pable of anything. 

Good thing that he was on my 
side. 

Ya’zin gave a terse nod, and 
turned to leave. But I wasn’t done 
with him. 

“Ya’zin,” I called out. Stop-
ping in his tracks, he turned back 
around and regarded me with a 
wide grin, his yellowing fangs 
gleaming dully in the candlelight. 

“What does the captain re-
quire of this one?” 

“Bring me that bottle there,” 
I ordered, gesturing to a dusty 
green flagon of antique Chorrol 
brandy that I had been saving for 
the successful completion of the 
Anvil mission. No longer—I want-
ed a drink, and didn’t care if it was 
the finest vintage Alto or firewa-
ter licked from an ogre’s arse. I 
uncorked the thing, grabbed two 
pewter goblets from my bedside 
table, and poured us each a good 
swig. 
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There can be no question; 
Tamriel shall duel. No false 
ban can pray to stamp it 

out. It is as inescapable to us as 
it is to the elk or the bear. The 
questions lie in the form it shall 
take. Savage or refined, costly 
or decisive, illegal or not? The 
answer to these questions hinge 
on your understanding of honor.

Explaining what honor is 
to those who lack it is a fool’s 
errand. But as broadly as 
possible, honor is the value your 
society currently places in your 
existence. Dueling, in an ideal 
world, is one of many methods 
to reaffirm and even grow your 
honor. Especially when it is 
threatened in the eyes of the 
community. The ability to face 
threats competently is intrinsic 
to one’s societal value. If another 
individual poses a sufficient 
threat to one’s value, and various 
cultural norms are satisfied, the 
efficiency and relative safety of 
dueling becomes irresistible.

But what is a duel? At its 
core, it is an agreed-upon 
conflict between two individuals 
where both face the risk of 
pain and, yes, often death. 
The choice of arms is usually 
decided beforehand. Some 
cases may allow for limited 
assistants, typically in equal 
number on each side. If there 
are any assistants, it is likely no 
more than one good friend on 
each side, known as a “second”, 
who acts as a negotiator before 
the duel, and as a squire and 

witness during the duel.
But no matter the 

circumstances, the honorable 
will not enter into a duel with the 
primary goal of harming their 
opponent. The point, rather, is to 
face harm from them. To maim 
or kill the bastard who called 
your mother an n’wah is merely a 
bonus. Between two mer or men 
of honor, a duel is a service they 
owe each other. Each is agreeing 
to act as the instrument for the 
other - although, likely, one party 
will feel they are not getting the 
better deal out of the exchange.

Some situations may 
allow “champions” to fight in 
their place, but in my humble 
opinion, it is rare that a duel 
can involve champions and 
remain honorable. The use of 
champions largely represents 
the bastardization of honorable 
dueling. The notable exception 
to this is where two armies 
agree to forgo battle in favor 
of a champions’ duel. In this 

situation, it only makes sense 
for each army to send forth its 
strongest.

Every society wants to have 
more honor within itself. This 
is why the unwritten rules of 
dueling throughout Tamriel 
invariably serve to allow some 
challenges to be refused, 
conceded, or even answered 
with immediate death at the 
hands of a third party, with no 
loss of face for the unwilling. 
The relative value of one’s 
honor to a society may be so 
much greater that there could 
be no honor gained in having 
it threatened by a challenger 
far below their station. Society 
would only stand to lose honor, 
on balance. So one’s honor may 
be impervious to being devalued, 
being too low or too great for the 
insulter to affect. Conversely, to 
even risk offending your honor 
may merit immediate death, 
based on the characters of the 
insulted and insulter.

Beyond these basic tenets, 
different cultures and classes 
practice duels differently. The 
Nords, the most base of all 
Tamrielic civilizations, provide 
an excellent starting point. Even 
they see the merit of dueling, 
in a variety of forms. More 
importantly, they have standards 
in how it should be done, 
despite appearances. Those 
who criticize the frequency of 
bloody fistfights in the taverns 
of Skyrim should note how rarely 
they escalate into full tavern 
brawls, as they might among 
the Bretons or Bosmer. When 
they do escalate, it is may be 
only because one or both of the 

Tamriel Shall Duel
Part 1: The Nords

Minorem Mutata
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duelers have acted dishonorably. 
For example, drawing a weapon 
during a bar fight would be an 
act of cowardice, breaking the 
unwritten rules and practically 
demanding public intervention. 
Conversely, the barroom is not 
an arena of death, and a dueler 
who would beat his opponent 
to death in such a place must 
be restrained. Although granted, 
others may become involved 
simply because someone 
knocked over a mead that 
should have remained upright, 
in the eyes of its owner.

The Nords have many 
unwritten rules on what 
constitutes an honorable duel. 
And, as the reader may be 
aware, if they had taken the time 
to make these rules written, they 
may not be engaged in a bloody 
civil war now. You see, while the 
Nordic nobility rarely end up in 
bar fights, ancient tradition has 
allowed the Jarls of the land, 
when aggrieved, to travel to the 
High King’s court and challenge 
him to single combat for his 
throne. The legitimacy of this 
Stormcloak Rebellion largely 
hinges on whether Jarl Ulfric 
Stormcloak’s challenge to High 
King Torygg should be viewed 

as an act of honor or avarice.
As an outsider with few 

written principles to rely on, I can 
say nothing definitive. There is 
some merit to the idea that any 
doubts about Ulfric’s challenge 
must be set aside, as no one 
argues that Torygg refused the 
duel. Ulfric’s grievance was real, 
and Torygg’s acceptance of his 
challenge was real. However, 
some would say Torygg had no 
choice but to accept, in which 
case, we must ask whether the 
ancient dueling traditions of 
the Nords were best tailored to 
actually bring about honorable 
duels.

Let us look back on the basics 
of the duel once more. The goal 
is to face harm for the sake of 
one’s honor. Torygg certainly 
met his end of the bargain, for 
he met the end of his life. But did 
Ulfric? Torygg may have been 
the High King of Skyrim, but he 
was also described as a boy, still 
on the threshold of manhood. 
Ulfric was a celebrated fighter 
at the peak of his prowess. 
What harm did Ulfric face? What 
threat could Torygg pose to the 
man? It is doubtful Torygg’s 
blade could have drawn blood 
from the seasoned veteran of 

the Great War in a conventional 
fight.

And, as all know, Ulfric did 
not grant Torygg a conventional 
fight. He brought a great mystical 
force to bear against a boy, one 
who reportedly admired him. A 
Nordic friend of mine, when he 
heard of the duel, was impressed 
by Ulfric’s mastery, but aghast 
at the idea of even using this 
force, this Voice, as anything 
other than a last resort. And 
by firsthand accounts, Torygg 
was immediately knocked down 
by it and then stabbed with all 
the effort and risk one might 
undertake to slit a cow’s throat. 
We must ask, if there is no threat, 
where is the honor to be found?

I cannot advise the Nords on 
their conception of honor. Few 
of them would heed such advice 
from a Dunmer regardless. I 
can only say that, once upon a 
time, if such a duel had occurred 
in my shattered homeland of 
Morrowind, the Morag Tong 
may have taken the exceptional 
step of paying the victor a visit 
for free.
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Tel Mora Correspondence

NightMaestro via r/elder-
scrollsonline says:

 
Love this stuff, keep it up <3

Thanks for the encouragement, 
NightMaestro! We take pride in our 
fair publication, here, and we’re 
certainly glad that people enjoy it! 
Thanks for the response! 

User Black Alit responded to  
The Transubstantiation of ANU 
on our website:

One of the central compo-
nents of the Mundus is how ar-
tificial limits placed on the world 
cause people to strive and sur-
pass those limits, and become 
things that gods never could.

Anu isn’t self-inserting any-
thing. Lorkhan’s Endeavor would 
be more of an apt lore thing to 

get into.
This whole thing feels quite 

forced to be quite honest.

Hi, Black Alit!
The purpose of this essay 

was to explore a “what if,” and 
potentially stir up ideas about 
new interpretations. Yes, much 
of it was intentionally interpret-
ed in ways that allowed them to 
fit the overall idea, but the au-
thors make sure to state that 
they don’t intend to make any-
one believe the theory, and that 
you are free to accept or reject it 
at your leisure.

We like to approach lore from 
a scholarly standpoint, and as in 
many scholarly circles, we enjoy 
looking at media through certain 
lenses, such as we might have 
“a feminist reading of Dracula” 
or something similar.

Thanks for your response!

If you’ve got something to say, by all 
means tell us! 

Comment on our posts on r/ teslore, 
r/elderscrolls, or r/elderscrollsonline, 

find us on Facebook, or send 
Correspondence to  

telmoraindependent@gmail.com!

 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.

 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.

“Anhaedra from The Elder Scrolls”   
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An Aurbic Primer is now 
available at The Tel Mora 
Independent Press!

An Aurbic Primer contains 
the answers to many 
frequently asked questions in 
the lore community, a handy 
timeline to show what events 
occurred when, a simplified 
cosmological chart, and 
links to useful resources for 
casual enthusiasts, dedicated 
lorebeards, and all good folks 
in between!

Download a copy today by 
clicking here!
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