this issue
3 - Apocrypha on the Web | 4 - Editorial | 6 - Features | 14 - Correspondence

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

The Madgod:
where does
madness truly lie?

Copy Editors
Luther Weiser
reddit: Darsius01

4

Mack McGehee
reddit: KhajiitiMM

Content Contributors
Sextus Silanus
Rethar Saryon
Kira Fox

“Sheogorath” | Illustration by Uncle-Leik , DeviantArt

Cycles of the Spirit

Would you like to join the Tel Mora staff in TES
lore discussion? Visit us at The Dreamsleeve
Facebook group!
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Want to contribute to

The Tel Mora Independent?

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

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@gmail.com for either appropriate
credit, exchange, or removal of the work
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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.

Song of Atmora
HelloMyNameIsEd
“In elder days, the world was young;
No mead was drunk, no songs were
sung;
The toils of Men were not yet known;
When Atmorans woke, they walked
alone.”

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

Men of the Wyrd
Hyacinthus
“I figured that because I’m starting a new
life, it may be fitting to start a new journal.
I’ve never really kept up with my old one
much anyway. Hopefully that habit is
one I learn to break, as it’d be nice to one
day deliver this journal to my parents; let
them know what their son’s been up to.
I wonder if the Wyrd would take issue
with that? They do tend to be rather
secretive.”

“The Champion of the Guardians”
Illustration by GrimweaverArt, DeviantArt

Strategic Plan for
Bypassing the
Stormcloak Crisis
Dimitar Vidolov
“Many of us have tried to devise a longterm strategy in order to change the
position the Mede Empire ended up
in after the long years of hardship it
endured. After spending several years
of slowly trying to analyze the situation,
I have come up with a plan that will be
the most effective way to deal with the
current problems.”
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

“Arctic Tundra” | Illustration by Orofjallkuni, DeviantArt

To see more, visit
the Memospore
youtube channel or
RottenDeadite on
Twitch.tv!

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.
The Selectives Lorecast takes

Episode 38:
Dwemer Culture

Famed modder and lore
enthusiast Trainwiz joins the
Selectives to discuss the Deep
Folk, their culture, and their
history.

Episode 37:
Dunmer Culture

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

9 Evening Star, 5E18 | Vol. 1 | Issue 6

Episode 36:
Argonian Culture

In this episode, the Selectives
find themselves woefully
underqualified to discuss
Argonians and the Hist.
But they do it anyway.
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Scratch
that,
Cheese for no one
I

Andrew Watson
Editor-in-Chief

t has become his rallying cry.
His standard-bearers chant it in
comments throughout the internet, the keystroke war drums herald
the asinine giggles and the “XD” that
are sure to follow.
Cheese for everyone.
Sheogorath, the Daedric Prince
of Madness, the Madgod, the SithisShaped-Hole-in-the-World. In lore,
he’s a fascinating member of the
Daedric echelon, and the mortals in
Mundus are wary of his unpredictability. He is the embodiment of mental
illness and is the father of insanity.
Despite this thundering reputation
and stories hinting at the abject horror
surrounding him, the Sheogorath we
see in the games (particularly Oblivion
and onward) has become, bluntly put,
a joke.
The main issue I take with Sheogorath is in his presentation. From a lore
perspective, Sheogorath is terrifying.
For anyone who has ever battled mental illness or watched a loved one do
likewise, Sheogorath is no laughing
matter.
According to the National Alliance
on Mental Illness, one in five people in
the United States deal with some form
of mental illness or another. Speaking
personally, I’m one of them--anxiety
and insomnia are my personal brain
chemistry cocktail. While these traits
of mine may not encompass “insanity” (and honestly they’re not unmanageable), they do serve to strike a
point. Ask anyone with severe issues:
schizophrenia, Alzheimer’s, depression, bipolar disorder, dissociative
personality disorder; these are a far
cry from funny Scottish accents and
dairy-centered humor. For many people, these inner demons yank their
hosts into a personalized approximation of hell, where their grip on reality is less than firm and they no longer control of their own thoughts and
emotions.
I had a grandfather who died of
dementia--the namesake of one of
the two halves of the Madgod’s Shiv-

ering Isles. Over the course of two
years I watched as my grandfather, a
man with whom I’ve shared a multitude of childhood memories, photos,
and home videos, slowly lost himself
in some mute abyss within his mind as
his brain rebelled against him.
I can imagine no fate more terrifying; to die piece by piece, memory by
memory, until nothing remains of who
you used to be. The last memory I have
of my grandfather was of him asking
me how life was in New York. I’ve never
lived in New York. I had said as much,

“

A bitter
mercy, perhaps,
but a mercy
nonetheless.

”

and he shrugged, losing interest and
examining some wall art instead. Not
five minutes later, he asked me again.
“So Andrew, how’s life in New
York?”
“...It’s great, Grampa. Thanks for
asking.”
In that brief hesitation before responding, my heart broke. I couldn’t
imagine the changes his mind was undergoing, and I was only thankful that
he was completely oblivious to it.
A bitter mercy, perhaps, but a mercy nonetheless.
Had I corrected him, he would only
have asked again within a few minutes,
and it was simply easier for everyone,
especially my grandfather, to let it run
its course rather than resist it. There
was nothing to be done.
Before I move on, let me reiterate--I
am not implying that people with mental illness in any capacity are “crazy”
or “mad” or “insane,” rather that these
negative-sounding words are an archaic way to refer to otherwise unorthodox brain chemistry and psychological issues, and these stigmatic phrases
happen to be the phrases with which
Sheogorath is associated.

In my mind, it would make sense
for Sheogorath to embody this sort
of mute horror--the terror of going to
bed and wondering who would wake
up or the fear of being unable to face
the morning at all--and instead we
get “cheese for everyone?” Maybe my
literary tastes have been darkened
by the likes of Poe, Lovecraft, Stoker,
du Maurier, and Faulkner, but I think
Sheogorath needs a little more attention paid to his more terrifying aspects.
Most in Tamriel fear Sheogorath, and yet we get a dashing elderly gentleman who encompasses the
“so randum lol” of my mid-2000’s
adolescence. Insanity isn’t about
random-access humor. Yes, to the
uninformed layperson, whose only experiences with truly severe mental illnesses come from pop culture and societal stigma, randomness can appear
to fit in an adequate fashion. However,
when it comes to Uncle Sheo, I think a
literary universe like The Elder Scrolls
can do better.
In the “Myths of Sheogorath,”
found in the Shivering Isles expansion
of Oblivion, Sheogorath invents music when he rips a woman apart and
creates instruments from her entrails
so as to endow mortals with the gift
of song. I can only speak for myself,
but this is metal. Terrifying, but metal.
Where do we see this sort of dark, deranged behavior in Sheogorath’s presentation? Sure, he threatens to skip
rope with the player’s entrails at one
point, but that’s tame when compared
with outright evisceration to satisfy
a fleeting desire to offer mortals the
ability to mimic birdsong.
I want to see bloodstains and
terrified shrieks and the type of symbolism that makes Crowley cower. I
want to see mothers smothering their
children and cannibals feasting upon
their lovers. I want to see the horrors
of addiction and the imperceptible
logic of madness. I want to see these
in Sheogorath. The cheese isn’t cutting it.
Now that I think on it, I want a
character who’s more like the Joker.
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“Sheogorath“ | Illustration by Erika-Xaro, DeviantArt

Insidious, deranged, highly intelligent,
and willing to do whatever it takes to
prove his point. Sheogorath should
laugh at the suffering of mortals, applaud the most heinous of crimes--not
because he is “evil,” by any stretch, but
because when one’s personality is so
colored by mental problems, is morality even a thing anymore? How can we
expect the moral standards of neurotypical people to apply to a being that
epitomizes the most severe of mental
illnesses?
What we often see in works such as
“The 16 Accords of Madness” is a deific
figure who, despite being the father of
insanity, has a roundabout way of seeing and understanding what others
don’t. He’s always playing the long
game, always calculating and anticipating. Perhaps the madness gives
him a unique view on strategy?
We catch a slight glimpse of
this in ESO’s Mages Guild questline,
where Sheogorath rewards the Vestige for completing challenges by
giving them rare tomes that are to
be translated by Valaste. As it turns
out, the tomes turn Valaste mad, as
Sheogorath knew they would, and in
the end the Vestige is left to make
a decision: save Valaste from her
madness, or let her go to the Shivering Isles in exchange for a couple
extra Skill Points.
Among the more terrifying parts
of Sheogorath, in this White Guar’s
humble opinion, is that Sheogorath considers mental illness to be
a benefit. To be freed of the constraints that a firm grasp on reality
lays upon the shoulders of mortals;
a deranged notion in and of itself, to
be sure. How could anyone prefer
mental illness at all? I can guarantee

you that my grandfather, had his wits
not left him, would have been aghast
at the thought of losing his consciousness and memories piecemeal until he
was left to assume room temperature,
as it were. That terror, that foreboding--it’s dark. And while not all mental
issues are doom and gloom--by which
I in no way mean to imply that mania
or illnesses like it are a good thing, only
that they manifest themselves in states
of euphoria rather than depressive episodes--even those with manic issues
can lose a grip on reality, be it stepping
out of a car while on the freeway, or donating the entire family’s life savings
to charity with no thought to the re-

“Sheogorath“ | Illustration courtesy of nocturna152, DeviantArt
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“Mental Breakdown“ | Illustration courtesy of Foolish-Hearts, DeviantArt

percussions. These are only examples,
but with some imagination, one can
certainly understand why mania is not
in the least bit “positive.” The pain and
suffering and loss that mental illnesses
as a whole wreak upon the afflicted and
their loved ones is incalculable.
Although much of what I’ve said
has placed the blame on Bethesda, it
is not entirely Bethesda’s doing that
made Sheogorath the definitive Elder
Scrolls meme that he has unfortunately
become; the fans of the franchise have
their weight to bear, as well. Wes Johnson’s portrayal of Sheogorath has become an iconic part of the Elder Scrolls
baseline, and Sheogorath himself has,
as a result, become the typical favorite
for the casual fan.
Perhaps this meme-ification of
Sheogorath is a microcosm of our society’s feelings on mental illness in
the first place? We make jokes about a
friend’s (or our own) OCD or depression
or anxiety or throw around words like
“retarded,” intending them to be used
as insult, whether seriously or not.
As a man with formal training in
the field of education, I have removed
such words from my vocabulary, reason being that using these words in
this way changes our attitudes toward
them and the people who unfortunately must deal with them. In many cases,
it devalues their struggles and implies
that they are somehow lesser for
reasons beyond their control or ken.
Now when we think of these issues as “funny,” a fact that I think
underlies the Sheogorath meme, it
does not only Sheogorath, but ourselves a disservice. For the reasons
aforesaid, mental illness in any capacity shouldn’t be taken lightly,
and yet the fanbase continues to do
so, either willingly ignorant or unaware of the connotations nestled
within.
As I realize the extent of this
epidemic of empathic inadequacy
among the ranks of Elder Scrolls
fans, I wonder if perhaps this very
thing is Sheogorath’s overarching
point. We ignore what is important
and coat it in humor, unable to look
honest tragedy cold in the face. We
laugh at what shouldn’t be laughed
at because we are the mad ones.
Sheogorath has simply shown us a
mirror, and that, my friends, is what
is truly horrifying.
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Cycles of the Spirit
Master Rethar Saryon
Wizard-Lord of Thenim’s Tower, Head
Librarian of the Telvannic Athenaeum

“O

n the ritual of occasions,
which comes to us from the
days of the cave glow, I can
say nothing more than to loosen your
equation of moods to lunar currency.”
This is the advice given to us by the
Magic Hermaphrodite in the Scripture
of Love. But his words often fall on deaf
ears among those who wish to reach
Heaven, which is to see the Aurbis sideways. For to escape it, one must watch
the Spokes and understand the forces
that make the Wheel turn. These are the
lattices of the Lunar Economy which
you must violate, and so to escape you
must first understand their nature.
Lunar Currency is unlinked to the
sundered carcass of the Trickster. It
was nym’d so by the Warrior-Poet, for
the lunar god paved the road to enlightenment, which is to say the curse of
mortal death, and rebirth of the AE happens according to the blood-stained
dance of the moons. Lunar Currency
is the transaction of spirit upon mortal
death and the Economy is the realm in
which it is used.
WHAT IS SPIRIT
Spirit dwells within us. It is the

House of Will and within living beings
it is crystallized into the spirit-creatia
complexes that animate the body. In
this constellation, the spirit mass becomes AE and molds creatia into an animus. Whether we are walking by foot or
levitating by spell, we are always moved
by our animus at the behest of our AE.
The former is the arm, the latter the
mind that wills it to move. The distinction is nominal until the soul is cloven
upon death.
The AE is tied to the Dreamsleeve.
The nature of this is extraurbic, but
Arkay took a branch of it and grafted it
onto the Mundus along with his limbs.
This was his gift-curse to mortals,
which set in motion the mundrial Spirit
Wheel. The Sleeves of Arkay store the
memories of the AE. The strings that
connects the two are volatile, but those
who can grasp them can travel to the
Dreamsleeve and enter the memories of
others.
The nature of the soul’s constituents is a matter of much debate among
scholars. The subject is saturated with
influence from false dogma, leading to
numerous misconceptions. Some number the constituents of the soul as many
as 7, but we see only the treble image
of an armed man lost in thought. Spirit
is the Will and Mind, the immortal water of the milling wheel. The animus
is the star-shaped arm and its fate is

“Sermone 21“ | Illustration courtesy of 1ndajone5, DeviantArt

abandonment. Memory is external and
dreams forever in Aetherius.
WHAT IS DEATH
Death is the trisection of the soul.
To the unaligned spirit, death is of little consequence. The AE simply forms
a new animus from available creatia. It
does not undergo Dreamsleeve erasure
and retains its memories. But for many
of the lesser souls of Tamriel, it is the
source of great fear and anxiety, for their
death is governed by the Gift-Limbs of
the Aedra. Upon death, the AE-Animus
bond is interrupted and the AE will be
carried on by the spirit-wheel, which is
to say the Earth-Bone of Arkay. It may
be deterred from passing by way of obscure psycho-entrapment, but this secret must be learned elsewhere. Without
a will to guide it, the animus disperses,
except in extraordinarily dire circumstances where the animus may turn
into a ghost. A ghost retains part of the
bond between its psychic constituents
and may remain on Nirn for centuries
before the connection finally breaks and
the spirit can pass on.
THE DREAMING SLEEVE OF REBIRTH
If the alignment of the deceased
spirit is to the planet-gods, it will be
reappropriated and reborn by way of
Dreaming Sleeve erasure. On the occasion of death, or amnesia, the wheel
turns and the ties between AE and
Memory are cut. The AE becomes pure
spirit sans identity. This is the reason
why non-sleevic communing with the
deceased is only viable for a time: The
AE is soon recycled. After a while, it will
be reappropriated back towards the
Mundus. That is the blessing-curse of
the mortal: To be born anew. However,
Memory lingers perpetually in the vast
waters of the Dreaming Sleeve.
THE SPIRIT WHEEL
Thus spins the Wheel of Spirits:
From Mundus to Mortal Death to Rebirth Unmantled. And yet it is believed
by some that it is their fate to live forever
in the bright land of Aetherius. This is,
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THE LUNAR ECONOMY
Before you now is an image of the
perfect mill-wheel. No water is spilt by
the perfect spirit wheel; even the lost
drops of haunting ghosts climb back
unto it eventually. The lunar deficit is
null. The wheel spins forever.
However, the perfect image is but a
didactic sketch. The wheel has cracks
and leaks through which spirits escape.
One such crack is Aedric afterlife, though
it is likely small. Greater is the leakage
of black psycholitic entrapment and
some forms of ancestor worship - as
these practices bind souls to the mundrial plane and prevent Dreamsleeve rebirth - but the most menacing leakage

Features

for the most part, a Western lie, a consolation for short-lived Men. Though
some have reported experiencing afterlife, this is but their memories mirroring themselves in the still waters of the
Dreaming Sleeve, much like an eternal
sleep.
“But,” the northern heretic rudely
interrupts, “what of the manifold accounts of Aetherial Sovngarde? This is
proof that my soul will live forever!”
To this I answer, “No, false believer,
this is proof that only some souls live
forever.”
The spirits of certain Aedrically
aligned mortals may be removed from
the Spirit Wheel by the Planet-Gods to
be reappropriated onto the God-Planets. The nocturnal firmament proves
the existence of Aedric planes, and
much like their Daedric counterparts,
the Aedra extract select spirits from the
mundrial psychocycle to grant them afterlife. However, afterlife for all is counterproductive to the true purpose of
Tamriel, and thus it is purely exceptional: Only the greatest votaries enter the
Hall of Valor.
The Spirit Wheel is substantiated
by its explicatory force. It elucidates
the occurrence of reincarnation and explains the demeanor of Daedric Princes.
Through the meddling of powerful spirits, individual AE-complexes may repeatedly pass through the dreamsleeve
undivided and with (or without) their
memory-links intact. The recurring
births of Shezarrines can hardly be explained by those who dream of Paradise.
We must now stand back from the
single wheel we have been studying until now. To achieve full understanding of
the Lunar Economy, one must study all
the cartwheels on the trade route.

“LKHAN - All Creation is Subgradient“ | Illustration by Lattauri-El, DeviantArt

is Daedric alignment. On death, spirit
is reappropriated towards its aligned
AE, and if this AE constitutes a Daedric
planet, the spirit leaks into Oblivion.
The
Daedric
Princes
have
wheel-prisons of their own, constructed
in mimicry of Arkay’s bones, and spirits
enter these upon reappropriation into
Oblivion. Keep in mind that each plane
of Oblivion is a carriage which may have
many wheels. This is supported by the
experiences of Empress Annaïg during
her imprisonment in Umbriel. She reported the existence of a Somniform
spiritual cycle for the Umbrielic paupers: Spirits were reborn unmantled by
Memory, though not via reproduction.
The Umbrian lords were Daedric and
retained their memories upon reincarnation. The carriage of Sheogorath is
multirotate as well: Aureals and Mazken reform according to an independent
Daedric pneumatocycle, which is to say
rebirth unobliviated, and mortal Madmen live and die according to Somniform spirit cycles, which is to say rebirth
unmantled. Whether the reappropriated
spirit enters one wheel-prison or another is up to the discretion of the Prince.
The secret about lunar agents is
this: They are spirit gluttons. This demeanor is clearest in the House of
Troubles: The Oblivion Crisis and the
Planemeld were transliminal incursions
unto Nirn in pursuit of lunar currency
to bolster the ranks of their hordes and

fortify their own principal mytho-magical capabilities. Dagon and Bal seek to
do so through brute force, while other
lunar agents seek to lure mortal souls
into their glamourous carriages with
sweet promises and auspicious deals.
Be not fooled by this, for they are truly
just gilded cages from which there is no
escape. Nirn is the hunting grounds of
the spirit hunters, for it is easier to lure
the soul of a mortal than an immortal
Daedric vestige.
The hazards of lunar leakage cannot be emphasized enough: It is the
death of Royalty. To be reborn onto a
Daedric plane is eternal imprisonment
for the spirit. Even the most benign of
the Princes will not allow a true King
to rise within their realms. The virtue of
the Eight-or-Nine is non-intervention in
mundane events; only in the Arena can
ruling kings roam freely. An unspirited Mundus would mean the end of the
Psijic Endeavor, for it is impossible to
irritate the sun from within the maw of
a Daedroth.
Thus it has been shown: The eternal
spirit moves in the manner of water in
a mill-wheel. The maximization of spirit
explains the demeanor of the Princes.
Even to propitiate slightly towards the
Daedra is to risk eternal damnation of
the spirit. There can be no ruling kings
in Oblivion.

9 Evening Star, 5E18 | Vol. 1 | Issue 6

7

Kira Fox
Contributing Writer
By Falx Volrina, Former Assassin
of the Dark Brotherhood

T

here are many things you
learn about a man when you
are the one to midwife him
from this life to the next. You learn
what he cares about and what he’s
willing to part with in exchange for
his life. You see if he will accept his
fate with dignity or if he will blubber
in vain.
You even come to learn his darkest
secrets, but it matters not, because
they will die and that much has been
preordained. I say this not because I
cared about the individuals who I had
been sent after, but because that is

“The Dark Brotherhood Rogue” | Illustration courtesy of StoryKillinger, DeviantArt
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Betrayer

the way it has always been and
the way it must always be.
So sayeth tradition, and tradition shall be adhered to. There is
a great deal of misunderstanding
about what it is to serve the Dark
Brotherhood.
I say this in no small part due
to the blasphemies of the Morag
Tong who still have not accepted
us as their equals, but merely as
a renegade splinter faction who
have yet to wither and die as they
so desperately wished.
It is a pity that they hold us
in such low regard when such
rivalry is one-sided, even when
their transgressions against us
surmount and our patience for it
grows thinner which each pass“Morag Tong“ | Illustration courtesy of Adoar, DeviantArt
ing bit of blood spilt, but they are
not blameworthy in this.
They are taught that their
So long as there is life, there too
way is the only way and that the only must be death. So long as the anteblood spilt should be the blood of lope lives, there too must be a lion.
those whom the State has sanctioned These are truths of the world that
execution of. They voice prayers most would much prefer to shy away
to Daedra knowing not that every from, but we are those who not only
flick of a knife across a throat is embrace them, but embody them. But
a prayer to Sithis.
even we are not beyond the bitter, unThey are a pitiable sort, en- feeling reality of these truths, as I will
tangled in the webs of their own share with you.
self-aggrandizing lies and no
I am a betrayer of our most sacred
longer able to see beyond them; of oaths. As I have said, every flick of
I do not hate the Morag Tong so a knife across a throat is a prayer unto
much as I wish only to cut the the Dread Father, but what I have not
webs that blind them from the said is that not every prayer is viewed
truth that they are no different the same.
than we.
The killing of a Dark Brother by
But I speak too much on the one who has not sworn themselves
Morag Tong and should return into the Brotherhood is perhaps the
to what matters today, not what most treasured of all prayers, behas mattered for the duration cause it is the culling of the weak by
of an era. I tell you of what it is those whose blades are unbound by
like to kill a man because for the our laws.
entirety of my adult life, it has
But for that same Dark Brother to
been my profession. I have been be killed by another of our Order, that
the Midwife of Death and he who is the most sacrilegious of all acts,
gives the Last Rites of Sithis unto because it is defilement of the natural
those about to become Not in his order which we are sworn to uphold.
Perfect Emptiness.
We do not feed upon one another, beThese are the duties of every- cause then there will be none to feed
one who takes up life in the Dark upon those who must be fed upon.
Brotherhood; our lives become
But I have done such. I have sent
nihilistic mirrors of our peers. unto the Dread Father a perversion of
They go on to create life and we our prayers by taking the life of one of
go on to destroy it.
our own, but I do not apologize for my
They pass on their wisdom transgressions, for my acts were just
and we cull those who learn from and necessary for the good of us all.
it. We are the agents of the AnThe Brotherhood serves a purtithesis of Life and it is a duty we pose within society that no other ordo not because we choose to, but ganization does; we are the heralds of
because we must.
his Perfect Emptiness.
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There is a saying amongst the
Yokudans that he who is best with a
blade is he who is most free, because
there is none who can exert their will
upon him. That is true and it inspires
their people to study the Blade to such
an extent that they are now renowned
across the Empire as some of the best
swordsmen in Tamriel, because all
men yearn to be free, but their yearnings are such that they and they alone
are most free.
We are the reminders that no man
is truly free, because no man is beyond
the reach of the Brotherhood. But the
Dark Brother whose life became a
perverse prayer unto the Dread Father
thought he and he alone was beyond
reproach, because he had sworn the
oaths and surrendered himself unto
his Perfect Emptiness. But he was
mistaken, as all who think they are
beyond the grasp of the Brotherhood
are.
He believed that he could deliver
prayers unto the Dread Father at his
whim, but it is not at the whim of the
Brotherhood that these prayers are
given unto his Perfect Emptiness. We
are but his hands in the world, but this
Dark Brother thought himself to be his
voice.
He thought himself more worthy
than the Night Mother, for he acted of
his own accord without regard to She
Who Hears the Dread Father.
He thought himself greater than
She and for his acts, and I made him
into a prayer unto Sithis.
Perverse though that prayer may
be, I hold no sorrow for my actions, for
I did what my duty and what my honor dictated, and now I await my own
midwife who will bring me to become
Not before his Perfect Emptiness, but
I do not meet this with fear. I meet this
with the dignity that the Dark Brother
who thought himself greater than the
Night Mother did not meet it with.
I accept that I shall become Not
before his Perfect Emptiness because
such was preordained, as all life is
preordained to become Not before his
Perfect Emptiness.
I leave you with a farewell, dear
reader. There is a knocking upon the
door and it is the knocking of the one
who shall administer my Last Rites
unto me and I shan’t keep he who
knocks waiting any longer.

How clever thou wast to sunder cruel Ahnurr’s
Joy with a trick worthy of Fadomai, thy
Mother blest! Litters sundered by thy guile!
Foolish First: dead, fled, and bound; hard-hearted Twain:
Whole but cold; favored Third: properly ensconc’d.
Nirni sought thine aid, for she wanted a den
Where she might give birth. Thou remembered thine own
Den, Darkness Great, fondly. What else couldst thou do
Except prepare from thy Heart a likewise place?
Alas, crafty Lorkhaj, thou in turn wast too
Sundered, savaged by surviving First LitterMates! Their brutish efforts shalt avail them naught,
For thy Heart is the World’s, and one satisfies
The other; to the Great Darkness, whence thou sprang,
Shalt all the World return—thou the author, and
I the perfecter! From the Void, my works—rot,
Decay, and entropy—endure forever
To one end: the scuttling of all creation.
‘Til then, though most blaspheme, and thee name “Moon Beast,”
Mine Darkened Litter-Mates art to thee attuned,
And, by their dance, work to tell: mortality,
‘Tis a gift beyond sugar, sands, and Twin Moons.
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From the Journals of Captain Sextus Silanus:
An Adventure of Magic on the High Seas
By Sextus Silanus

Part VI
A letter penned to an errant lover
Loredas, 16th Sun’s Dawn, 2E 807
To my dearest Albinia,
I realize that this must come as some
surprise to you. I can see you now, grimacing at the sight of my name scrawled
upon this parcel, scrunching your nose
the way you always do. I remember fondly how you used to do that whenever you
scowled at me.
Sorry for that. I’m only on the 4th line
and I’m already apologizing. I suspect
that this letter will be riddled with such
pleas for forgiveness. But, if you are able,
I pray that you will find it in your heart to
read what I have written.
At this point, of course, you have
crumpled this letter and cast it to the
floor in anger. He infuriates me! you cry.
I promised myself, never again! Never
again!
You have every right to be angry. I
have lost count of the innumerable vagaries of our love—the affairs, the false
truces, the glorious ecstasies, the tearstained skirmishes. As a soldier, I have
not obeyed the unwritten laws of war.
After our last conflict I would not be sur-

prised if you were to plunge this envelope
unopened into the nearest brazier. Ultimately, I tread upon ground familiar to us
both. What does it matter if I have finally
recognized how deeply I have wounded
you? The heart is fickle, promises frivolous, and words capricious. What makes
this anything more than one more brief
reprieve in a war spanning decades?
At times, I think, there are tensions
in our lives that build to a head and burst
and break. Just as water poured into a
glass rises and spills over in excess, so
are we too like glasses and like water, only
willing to accept so much before we run
over and are emptied. And, my dearest
Albinia, the waters of my life have spilled
over, and with them have gone the infernal dregs which have lain on my heart for
how long I do not know. The sea has delivered me and scoured me clean. Unlike
ever before, I am empty, without course,
without direction, caught in some kind
of doldrums. But, perhaps undeservedly,
that gives me the hope that the wind will
fill my sails once more, and I will run freely
over blue seas, at peace.
I pray, Albinia, that you read this letter.
You’re the only thing I have left.
I direct your attentions (should I
command them at all) to the packet enclosed with this letter. Within is contained
my captain’s journal. This you should
read before all of the rest. On the island,

maintaining a chronicle of the day’s
events quickly became an...untenable
proposition, especially considering my
tendency towards ornament. I attempted to write, from time to time, but these
rough sketches hardly yield anything
useful. This account, however, which has
been the project of several weeks’ writing
(without a drop of brandy passing my lips,
I should note—a condition of my convalescence) feverishly all throughout the
day and deep into the night, will fill in the
cracks.
I should explain myself though, briefly, before anything else. Allow me to begin
at the beginning...
I have recently survived a shipwreck.
But, I fear, that is not all.
After I left you that night in Kvatch—
stealing into the darkness as if I were
some vagabond—I went to find a ship.
I will not ruminate upon my reasons for
abandoning you, for you know them already. And I invoke Stendarr’s mercy for
that grievous sin.
But I digress.
As you may well recall, I had then
come into a modest, but quite comfortable sum of septims at the behest of my
aunt’s unfortunate, albeit profitable demise, in an equestrian accident (may she
rest in peace, the moldy old hag). Ideal-
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ly, I would have reclaimed The Piebald
Pate, but she was nowhere to be found.
I still rue the day I sold her to that Breton
rogue—you remember the one, Baltazar
or Bartholomew or something like that,
the one with the pot belly who stank of
yeast—and shall until the end of my days.
She was the best ship I ever sailed on. But
I found one better, or so I thought, at the
shipyards of Bravil.
Her name was Breath-of-Kyne, the
nom de guerre of the bull-god Morihaus.
A Nibenese brigantine, made of strong
timbers from the Jerrall. Fast and sleek,
but made to stand a battering too. Her
previous master had obviously loved her,
and she exuded an aura of quality, charisma and character. There were a few
holes to patch up, of course, but nothing
irremediable. I went to Bravil searching
for the sea, and I knew that I had found it.
But someone had gotten there before me.
His name was Ab’soud, a Khajiit. He
was a merchant, the owner of a shipping
firm in Leyawiin, and was eager to expand
his margins. I was surprised to meet a
Khajiit so interested in commerciality,
though I remember thinking—About time.
You must know that they do not share our
understanding of property. This Ab’soud,
however, was decidedly cut of a different
cloth.
Despite a pitched mêlée, he simply

had more coin in his possession than I
could have ever hoped to muster. The
ship’s caretaker was obviously pleased
with our sport, and urged us on until he
was suitably indulged. The bidding began at 100.000, which I thought a high,
but reasonable price. She was worth
it—the Breath-of-Kyne oozed craftsmanship from every board. But Ab’soud was
insatiable. I fell behind at 160.000 and
was left in the dust, while the cat batted
away tepid offers from less impassioned
bidders. The agreed upon sum was finally set at 230.000 golden septims, which
drew gasps of astonishment from the
audience and cries of ecstasy from the
owner. To further our bewilderment, this
Ab’soud produced the agreed upon coin
from some compartment of his robes,
and paid the man in gold septims, hard
cold imperial cash, right before our eyes.
And even more riotous, he immediately
approached me, agog as I was, and offered captainship of the vessel and employment in his firm.
One might say it was a spectacle.
I knew that in Ab’soud I had made the
acquaintance of a clever little fiend. He
appeared to be an older cat, with patches of silver streaking his coat of ruddy
brown. His eyes were small and quick, the
color of red gold. He walked about with a
limp, as if he suffered from an old injury.
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I once suggested that he make use of a
cane, but he was quick to shrug off the
idea.
“Khajiit do not walk with man-stick.
We stick man. Hahaha!”
It would be safe to say, I think, that we
were fast friends. Likewise, it would be
safe to say that I was, and am, a fool.
Ab’soud’s firm was in Leyawiin, and
it was decided that the Breath-of-Kyne
would be based there.
I was somewhat bewildered by the
city. I had passed through the place, to
be sure, but had never spent any real time
there, as I’ve always preferred Bravil as a
port-of-call. Although for nearly all of its
history it was a mannish city, the few centuries it has rested in Khajiiti dominion
seems to have removed all traces of our
ever having been there from the Mundus.
Or should I say its mannish populace?
A great many structures remain dating
from the Second Empire and earlier. Say
what you want about the Khajiit, but one
cannot claim that they have no eye for
aesthetics. The new buildings complement the old with a gratifying unity, and
the city on the whole is quite beautiful,
despite the hogwash you might hear that
it’s been turned into a skooma den. I’ve
been to quite a number of skooma dens
myself (as, I hasten to add, have you), and
thus I can attest to the falsehood of that
claim.
Though many Imperials, and indeed
many of the mannish and merish races,
can be found crowding the wharves, we
are a rarer sight in Leyawiin proper. I rented a small room,little more than a closet,
above a tavern which had been standing
since the time of the Longhouse Emperors. It was owned by a leonine Khajiit
named Karjazz, who had been raised in
the Heartlands and even spoke in the first
person. His inn was open to travellers of
all races, and he kept a number of small
rooms for rent upstairs with Cyrodilic accouterments for the odd Niben ship captain.
I found life in Leyawiin fascinating,
if difficult. Karjazz eagerly conveyed me
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about the city, trying—and failing—to
teach me Khajiiti culture. It was overwhelming, to say the least. It is said that
at first brush, one is enamored with a foreign culture and finds its pleasures bottomless; but given time, like fermenting
fish, its more unsavory perfumes begin to
reach one’s nostrils. It is easy to become
disillusioned, and such frustrations can
be doubly potent among the Khajiit.
But I acclimated, after a time, and
came to terms with the things that at first
had perplexed me. The food was the first
thing. At the beginning, I was repulsed
by Khajiiti cuisine’s sickly sweetness. I
even remember an idyll in Senchal during
which I’d lived off nothing but bread and
wine. But after a time I came to savor it,
even crave it, though I do not claim that it
is anything more than an acquired taste.
With it came an appreciation for sugar itself, though I fear that I am as susceptible
as all men to its psychotropic properties.
The rest followed suit. Even so, my understanding of their culture is rudimentary at
best. Hard to teach an old dog new tricks,
especially when cats are involved.
But as usual, I tell far more than necessary.
I found, to my surprise and initial dismay, that Ab’soud, although appearing
to have been a wealthy man, had spent
much of his funds on the purchase of the
Breath-of-Kyne, along with the rent for
his newly acquired warehouses—which, I
should note, had nothing in them to ship!
At first, I thought that I had been bamboozled. Yet the cat had a way with words, a
way of stymying one’s fears with the flick
of his tongue. I questioned whether or not
I should remain in Leyawiin after that. But
despite everything, I stayed for the ship.
Ab’soud had a great deal of connections both in Leyawiin and in greater
Nibenay. On top of my own, we had quite
a portfolio. To build up capital, he loaned
the Breath-of-Kyne out to various clients
in and around Topal Bay—the Brothers
Petritatus of Bravil, for instance, for whom
I conveyed some shipments to Morrowind and various entrepôts in Black Marsh.
Then there was Martius Lucius, a rare

Cyrodiil operating out of Leyawiin, whose
own ship was in the process of being
repaired but whose crew was able and
whose orders needed delivering. For him
I laid anchor at Stros M’kai, Wayrest, and
Auridon. You would be surprised, I think,
to know how much coin one can earn as
a courier. Port dues are oh-so-bothersome.
Yet I was baffled at just how much
Ab’soud was able to procure through his
own channels. It seems peculiar now,
even wretched, at how much we reveled
at the expense of others. Within the span
of half a year we had gathered the necessary funds to begin financing our own
expedition, and much of it was gained by
illegality, deceit, and plain cheating.
One night, we celebrated in a particularly raucous manner in the warehouse.
Ab’soud had a hankering for whores, and
we had them. It was rather late into the
evening, and the whores had gone to bed.
The moons (as they know them, Jone and
Jode) peeked through the high windows.
It was humid, sweltering even, and the
wine had done nothing to assuage the
issue. I was prattling off some drunken
nonsense when, all of a sudden, the cat
fixed me with a curious look that, even in
my inebriation, caused me to pause midbawdy and ask, “Well, what is it?” It was
then that Ab’soud’s plan was hatched.
I admitted that pawning moon sugar
off on the Anvil black market would be a
brilliant gambit, if it could be pulled off.
Despite Anvil’s ill-repute, the city has, as
you might know, in the past decade has
come under the sway of a rather prudish
administrator by the name of Kilben Vass,
who recaptured the city from the Red
Sails with the aid of mercenaries paid for
by Kvatch.
This Vass, of course, is just another
of those upjumped warlords with delusions of restoring the Empire that’ve been
sprouting up along the Gold Coast like
mushrooms. An ostensibly pious man,
he has tried to pull out Anvil’s evils, which
have dug themselves deep after years of
pirate rule, by the roots.
To some degree he has succeeded

in that endeavor. All ships coming into
port are subject to exhaustive searches
that, for the most part, result in damages
to the ship which go uncompensated by
the port authority. Whatever “unsavory”
cargoes discovered are confiscated and
placed under lock and key in the municipal warehouses, though I’m certain they
don’t remain there long. The word is that
Vass himself sells the stuff at foreign
markets (such as Senchal), using the coin
to fund elaborate building projects and, of
course, lining his own pockets in the process. One can’t say that he doesn’t have
the right idea.
It is an undoubtedly ingenious
scheme, at least theoretically. The trouble
is that the man has no sense of subtlety—after all, he is Colovian. A pity, really.
I hope he’s enjoying his brief time in the
sun.
In any event, Anvil, previously a haven
for the damned and the n’er-do-well, had
been and still is starved of a most precious commodity: moon sugar. Oh, certainly the craftier thieves have managed
to smuggle some of the stuff in (where
there’s a will, there’s a way, so the saying goes), but it was simply not enough
to sate the rabid appetites of the skooma
fiends and sugar junkies of the city. What
we envisioned was a kind of mass injection of product into the market, bought
cheaply from Ab’soud’s trusted sources
in Senchal, and sold at exorbitant rates.
Simple, of course, but it was the right
place and the right time. Allegedly, Vass
was implementing even more stringent
deterrents against smuggling, though no
one could say what they were. If our little
scheme could be carried out, we had to
do it now, before the gig was up.
But could it be done? From what I’d
heard, Vass struck me as one of those
fools blessed with dumb luck. Even the
most carefully laid plans are upset by
his machinations, or so the story goes. A
thick chain is stretched across the harbor
mouth, patrolled by a handful of warships
packed to the gills with kitted out men-atarms. Secret compartments and Illusion
spells were foibled early on, and every
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plan also involved the usage of a Chameleon spell as camouflage, and a Feather
enchantment, which would allow our
“courier” to convey the cargo of moon
sugar with relative ease. Both would’ve
been taxing to maintain along with a potent Levitation spell. While we had the
means to hire a good mage, even considering that we had to provision the ship
and buy the cargo, Ab’soud argued that
the task could be completed simply and
comparatively cheaply with a scroll of
Icarian Flight, which he could have made
by a trusted enchanter who owed him a
favor. (Perhaps you’re beginning to see
that Ab’soud had many “trusted associates” and “contacts”). I thought that such
an important part of our mission (indeed,
the entire crux of it) should be entrusted to a capable mage, but once again,
Ab’soud dismissed my concerns. Only
later did I realize that his refusal to enlist
a mage for our voyage was deliberate in
more ways than one.
The whole thing would be carefully
choreographed. It almost felt like we were
planning a mananauts’ voidwalk rather
than a heist to sell illegal goods on the
black market—and, in a way, we were.
Ab’soud brought in one of his many associates, a Khajiiti mathematician who
had studied at the University of Gywlim
(or so she said; I have reason to doubt
that anything Ab’soud said was true) to
take measurements and plan out the minutiae: how many nautical miles out from
port we should launch from, accounting for wind speed, drag, velocity, speed,
momentum, the weight of the cargo and
of the “courier” themselves (who I later
found out was Ya’zin-dar; you’ll come to

know him in time), when precisely to cast
Slowfall, etc., etc. Eventually, a trajectory
was calculated. Ab’soud’s contact on the
ground in Anvil, an Imperial merchant by
the name of Lucius Decimus who was
sympatico with the city guard, would arrange for the landing zone to be cleared
for two minutes. That was all the commandant of the guard could promise. If
we failed to make it within that window,
the courier would be arrested, interrogated, and likely tortured, and Decimus
would squawk so as not to be implicated—the commandant had him by the
balls, to say it crudely. Consequently, the
ship would be impounded, and the whole
thing would have all gone to Oblivion. If,
however, the courier reached the landing
zone safely, Decimus would have him
conveyed to the safe house, and the commandant would turn a blind eye—for a cut
of the sugar, of course.
In short, it was an incredibly risky
enterprise. However, if we pulled it off, if
it was possible...we’d be rich. Perhaps
I was drunk out of my wits, too naive, or
too much of a damned fool—but I agreed.
Preparations were made, a crew was
gathered, an itinerary made, provisions
purchased, and by Last Seed of last year,
we were off on the high seas.
And that’s how it all began. If you’ve
reached this point, you may begin reading
the diary. It is a painful slog, which will no
doubt make your eyes roll and your frown
deepen, but I assure you, it is crucial to
understanding what really happened.
Then I’ll tell you how we were betrayed.
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crew is Silenced upon coming into port. A
mesh barrier, suspended below the chain
and enchanted to detect both Life and
Magicka, rules out Water Breathing divers or magicka-propelled submersibles.
To boot, the landward side of the city is
equally well-fortified: a ten o’clock curfew and martial law by night, the entrance
to the sewers under constant guard, the
battlements patrolled by crossbowmen,
battlemages, and sharpshooters, and the
city perimeter heavily mined to prevent
burrowing beneath the walls. The whole
place is as tightly wound as a puckered
arse. It seems that the only way to breach
the city’s defenses is by force or a master
stroke of subterfuge.
Ab’soud’s solution, frankly, was ridiculous, but just ridiculous enough that
it might actually have worked. We would
enter the city neither by land nor by sea,
but by air. The method would make use
of an obscure spell by the name of Icarian Flight. The thrust of the thing is simple
enough: once cast, the user may launch
themselves at immense speed high into
the air for the duration of seven seconds
or less. Then, they come tumbling down.
For our purposes, it had a number of advantages over typical Levitation. For one,
we prioritized speed above all, as well as
height, in order to avoid detection by the
sentries posted atop the walls and Vass’
Life and Magicka barriers. While one
could theoretically reach such heights
and speeds with Levitation, one would
either have to have a lot of time on their
hands, or be a rather powerful mage. We
had neither of those things; thus, Icarian
Flight provided us with what we needed
most for a lesser premium. Ab’soud’s
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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.
redlink1979 via r/elderscrollsonline
says:
Congrats for being committed to roleplaying, mate! I will spread the word
about the publication! #Following
Much obliged, redlink1979! Our
publication is not 100% roleplay, as
every issue we do have out-of-universe/
character opinion articles that analyze
some aspect of TES lore, and we also
host articles that explain fundamentals of
metaphysics and other things, which are
also written out-of-universe/character.
Thank you for the comment!
Contributing writer Dan Berryman
commented on our website in response
to Vvardenfell Dialects in Dunmeris in
the 3rd Era.
I genuinely adore this kind of
‘small’ worldbuilding, the fine details
that really help inform the experience
of actually living in Tamriel. Accents
are something that many don’t think
terribly hard about in relation to TES,
and yet they say so much about a

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.

person’s cultural, geographic, class and
educational differences, I can’t imagine
how they wouldn’t be considered vitally
important to any character design.
I’m delighted to find this article is
not only incredibly well-written and a
pleasure to read, but also happens to
dovetail nicely with my own headcanons
on the subject. If I may offer an idea or
two of my own to the author in thanks
for their work:
“Due to the city’s nature as a riverbased trade hub, the Balmoran Hlaalu
dialect carries more than a little of the
junk-trader’s drawl from the southern
estuaries, as well as the faintest
lingering traces of ancient Redoran
inflection amongst the city’s elderly,
owing to the city’s former status as a
Redoran seat of power. The whole is a
casual but rich creole, a lilting amalgam
of urban efficiency and old tradition,
studded with foreign loan words and
newspeak-y abbreviations chosen
more for pronouncability than logic or
comprehensibility.”
Thanks again, and looking forward
to more!
Thanks for the comment, Dan!
These sorts of worldbuilding pieces
are always fun to play with, and we’ve
found that whether an individual wants
to accept them or not, they are still
interesting additions into how we see
and interact with this fictional world
that we call The Elder Scrolls.
Personally, we’d love to see more
pieces like this submitted to us on our
site.
HINT HINT, READERS!
User Svart commented on our
website in response to CHIM & The
Dark Triad.
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Tel Mora Correspondence
Cool article, congratulations!
According to MK, the Sithis was
”At its basest, […] complete and utter
misanthropy”. He rejects everything
except himself.
Sithis is the First Void incarnate
and he incarnated himself into Lorkhan,
last born of Padhomay and “filled
with the Great Darkness” in the khajiit
cosmogony.
Lorkhan is a lesser form of this
primordial misanthropy. If we stick to
your analysis, it makes some sense:
Lorkhan wants everyone else to become
so small that they will disappear, like
what someone could wish about some
rodents. And he didn’t relocate nor shut
himself to seek peace, he tried to trap
everyone (even the Stars in Craglorn) in
an honey trap.
Egocentric personnality, amorality,
cold and scheduling torturer… We could
say he has it all. But it could be wrong
too: Lorkhan also have followers who
loved what he did. He even have [sic]
wives.
Did he used [sic] their love to blind
(and bind) them, to make them sacrifice
on their on [sic] free will to save this
plane or the beings inside? Or did he
trully seek freedom for everyone? That’s
the question.
That’s an intriguing stance, Svart,
thanks for commenting!
Sithis is a complicated subject
and we are attempting to view Sithis
through a lens of a complicated subject
matter, that being psychology.
Would it be safe to suggest that
Sithis, as part of a larger whole,
represents a mind’s own dismissal of
itself, or perhaps the embodiment of
self-destructive behavior?
What would Freud have to say on
the subject, do you think?

Vol. 1 | Issue 6 | 9 Evening Star, 5E18

14

