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Join us on Facebook as 
we explore all aspects 
of the Aurbis.
The Dreamsleeve is a growing hub 
of the lore community, join Tel 
Mora Independent staff members 
and contributors, community 
veterans, and new fans alike, as 
we deep dive into the uncharted 
depths of The Elder Scrolls.

facebook.com/groups/
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Greetings, 
outlander.

s the Quintessential Elder Scrolls Literary 
Journal, our goal for The Tel Mora Independent 
Press is to promote community cohesion and  

 give talented Elder Scrolls fans a place for their work 
to be celebrated. 
As part of our quest to bring you the best, longtime 
community veteran Adam Fields joins our staff as Art 
Director in our effort to develop and augment The Tel 
Mora’s aesthetic presentation in Volume 2. 
This facelift will help propel The Tel Mora Independent 
Press forward, where we will continue to be bringing you 
the best community content, be it prose, poetry, recipes, 
music, paintings, cosplay, and offering a place for members 
of the community to share their work with the world; if it 
expands our understanding of what The Elder Scrolls can 
be, it belongs among these pages. 
In short, we’re here to get you involved and bring us all 
together, be it through our Facebook group, Discord server, 
or anywhere else Elder Scrolls lore holds sway. 
We are here for you, dear reader, 
and we’re thrilled you’re here to 
experience this with us.

Andrew Watson 
Editor-in-chief 
(aka The White Guar)

Want to contribute?
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  
telmoraindependent.net/submit-your-apocrypha

Cover Art courtesy of Mikhail Pabor 
for The Tel Mora Independent Press
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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. 

Recent EpisodesEpisode 46:  
Akatosh
This week, the Selectives talk 
about the Time God Akatosh 
and how time and dragons 
influence the Elder Scrolls.

Ep 45: Vampires  
& Werewolves
In this episode, the Selectives 
discuss two classic monsters 
and their role within TES.

Episode 47:  
Arkay
The Selectives discuss the 
God of Birth and Death and 
the importance of cycles in 
TES.

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, taking a 
long, hard look from a variety of 

perspectives.

Click on the screenshots below to view  
the corresponding episodes on YouTube

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

https://www.twitch.tv/videos/426583946
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=LTrLkee5258
https://www.youtube.com/channel/UChbm-JCx_jii5xn-2f5nwIA
https://www.youtube.com/channel/UChbm-JCx_jii5xn-2f5nwIA
https://www.twitch.tv/rottendeadite
http://www.youtube.com/memospore
http://www.twitch.tv/RottenDeadite
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uuW_f58QILI


Monarchies 
Throughout Tamriel 
and the Justification 
of Their Rule

A_Wild_Wurmple

 hroughout the history of 
Tamriel and its civiliza-

tions, no form of government has 
become as widespread or as long-
lasting as the monarchy. 

very 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 full, please 
visit telmoraindependent.net 
or click the buttons to visit them 
directly.

Treatise on Time 
Travel: Inquiries 
into Dwemeri 
Daedrology

avereyscoccia1

s I’m sure some of you may 
know, I had the privilege 

of leading numerous guild exca-
vations of Dwemer cities in High 
Rock, Hammerfell and Skyrim 
where we made countless note-
worthy discoveries.

Continue Reading 
On Tel M ora

Continue Reading 
On Tel M ora

Even more Elder Scrolls Literature

Apocrypha 
on the Web

Dwarven Lord 
Art by IgorLevchenko, DeviantArt

Dwemer 6 
Art by Le-caide, DeviantArt
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Tribalism: 

Beyond  
the Other
The old laws of what 
constitutes canon might 
be over, but tribalism is  
still a raging fire within  
the community. 
Can we grow past our 
differences?

Atharaon 
Contributing Writer

READ ONLINE AT 
TE LM O R AI N D E PE N D E NT. N ET

http://www.telmoraindependent.net/?p=2821


f all the systems of 
belief that human-
kind has utilized 

to understand our place in 
the world, the concept of 
necessary dualism is surely 
one of the most enduring. 
Whether we structure our 
thinking in terms of good 
and evil, masculine and 
feminine, true and false or 
simply us and them, the 
world almost lends itself to 
this kind of binary under-
standing. It permeates 
our religions, our national 
myths and especially our 
sense of self. We define 
ourselves against the Other, 
that entity we deem to 
embody opposition to our 
personal truth. 
In the past, this way of thinking may 
well have been necessary for our sur-
vival. Tribal societies depend upon 
group coherence and loyalty, nor-
mally defined against the danger of 
outsiders who may not have our best 
interests at heart. Unfortunately, 
this simplistic approach does not 
aid us when we attempt to engage in 
mature discourse in pursuit of the 
greater grasp of a complex subject. 
When we approach the world in this 
spirit, we often do more harm than 
good to both our ability to learn 
and to each other. Dualism literally 
reinforces itself: it is a double-edged 
sword.

Unsurprisingly, The Elder Scrolls 
reflects this familiar aspect of our 
nature within its own fictional nar-
ratives. It is a commonly held belief 
within the setting, not to mention 
within the lore community itself, 
that the world is a battleground in 
which a great conflict is continu-
ally fought between two primor-
dial opposing natures. Duality is 
said to be the foundation of the 
Aurbis, a necessary concept frac-
tally embodied at ever lower gradi-
ents within the cosmos. At its centre 
is the Arena, the realm where both 
cosmic forces will finally have the 
chance to prove their inherent cor-
rectness, bringing a conclusion to an 
endless war.

This battle plays out in the reli-
gions, cultures and politics of the 
inhabitants. If the series has a run-
ning theme, we often assume it’s 
that of the philosophical schism 
between the worldviews of Man 
and Mer, which mirrors the even 
more abstract split between Stasis 
and Change. We see this dualism 
reflected time and time again in the 
lore in the work of scholars (“Anu-
Padu theorem”), in religious beliefs 
(“Anu and His Other”), in folklore 
(“The Light and the Dark”), in war 
(The War of Manifest Metaphors/
The Great War) and in a multitude 
of other ways. “Mirrors indeed,” 
said a goddess whose own role 
involves uniting opposite sides in a 
harmonious whole.

 Is it any wonder then that we so 
easily identify with one side or the 
other when it comes to debating the 
lore? The Elder Scrolls would seem 
to encourage our inherent desire to 
distinguish between the two sides 
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in any argument, one right and one 
wrong. There can be no middle 
ground when the world depends 
on choosing a side for survival. 
Unfortunately, this overwhelming 
emphasis on dualistic clashes just 
does not stand up to scrutiny. Its 
deceptive simplicity merely ignores 
that which does not fit the pattern. 
How should we incorporate Nir of 
the Anuad, or Magnus and the Ge 
into this system of thought? On 
whose side do we place the so-called 
“beast” races, the alien Hist or even 
neutral parties in the various wars 
which erupt between Tamriel’s 
diverse factions? In order to main-
tain this narrow-minded viewpoint, 
anything that undermines the tidy 
idea of conflicting opposites must 
be conveniently filed under “Not 
Relevant” for the duration of the 
argument. When we ignore the very 
nature of the Grey Maybe itself for 
the sake of a win, Tamriel becomes 
very bland indeed.

 If we lose touch with the multi-
faceted complexity of the setting, we 
do both it and ourselves a disservice. 
Not only do we rob the series of its 
wealth of creativity and expression, 
we lose touch with one of its most 
beautiful elements: the unreliable 
narrator. The developers strive to 
provide us with a multiplicity of 
views from diverse people, cultures, 
religions and backgrounds on what 
is “true” from their perspective. 
These “truths” coexist, sometimes 
clashing, sometimes collaborating 
and sometimes just plain ignoring 
each other. They breathe life and 
vitality into a dynamic setting, 
allowing us to interact with myriad 
beliefs and philosophical ideas 
about our own existence, many of 
which we may never otherwise be 
exposed to in our daily lives. The 
Elder Scrolls universe, much like the 

Ashlander 
Art by Arthur-Panshi, DeviantArt
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eponymous counterparts in-game, 
has never been about one correct 
answer or one objective truth. To 
paraphrase one of the great writers 
of this series, “the magical nature of 
Nirn frowns on absolute answers. 
With a hammer this big.”

 If we acknowledge that the setting 
frowns upon absolute truths, why 
do many of us find it hard to accept 
this when it comes to lore discus-
sions? Why do we so often see lore 
fans clash with each other in trivial 
arguments where it isn’t enough 
to simply convince the other side, 
they have to be shut down entirely 
for wrong-thinking, stupidity or 
a grievous lack of knowledge? Is it 
because the writers have been so 

successful in immersing us within 
this setting that we develop extreme 
emotional attachments to certain 
factions? Is it because it highlights 
greater ideological conflicts beyond 
the realm of fiction, leading to 
strongly held real-life views melding 
with our lore opinions? Why do we 
get so heated about fictional con-
flicts within a fantasy setting that 
does not do simple good versus evil?

Like many great works of fiction, 
The Elder Scrolls does not shy away 
from controversial topics. Murder, 
abortion, blasphemy, genocide, 
rape... the list goes on. It rarely 
provides a ready-made opinion on 
how we should judge these issues, 
meaning our own morals come into 
play when interpreting the lore. 
Strongly held real-life positions on 

When we ignore the 
very nature of the 
Grey Maybe itself 

for the sake of a win, 
Tamriel becomes very 

bland indeed.

issues of morality, religion, poli-
tics and so on will naturally meld 
with our lore positions. However, I 
would argue it’s not quite as simple 
as that. None of us can be impar-
tial judges all of the time. Just like 
in reality, our moral values can be 
tested when it comes to acts of vio-
lence or wickedness committed by 
our “side”. For example, we might 
display a willingness to point out 
the horrors of the Falmer attack on 
Saarthal while acting as apologists 
(in the Stendarrian sense) for the 
genocidal words and actions of the 
Atmorans and their successors, the 
Nords. We might be incapable of 
seeing the colonialist mentality of 
General Tullius and the Empire’s 
trammeling of the concept of 
self-determination, while pointing 
at the potentially racist overtones 
of Ulfric’s cause and demanding his 
execution for limiting the rights of 
refugees in Windhelm. 

It is inevitable that such issues 
lead to discussion and debate, and 
rightly so. These conversations can 
be fruitful for many reasons: they 
help us to comprehend a complex 
issue from multiple points of view; 
they allow us to see the deficien-
cies in our own interpretations and 
thereby stress-test our theories; they 
introduce those less well-versed in 
the lore to the numerous reasons 
used to justify the actions of those 
responsible for these events; and 
most importantly, they help us hone 
our critical thinking skills so we can 
continue to engage effectively with 
others in the future. Of course, this 
relies on our willingness to respect 
other points of view in the way 
we wish ours to be respected. We 
interact constructively, listen atten-
tively, consider the arguments pro-
posed and respond appropriately.

When we choose not to respond 

like this, these discussions can 
become utterly pointless. If all 
we intend to do is speak past one 
another and repeat ever louder our 
own opinions in the hopes of shut-
ting the other person up, we would 
be better served by not bothering to 
discuss the lore with others what-
soever. Why have an intellectual 
conversation with another if not to 
mutually learn or inspire? If we wish 
to impart our “wisdom” on another 
lore fan, best to be sure it’s actually 
wisdom we’re selling and not folly 
or we’ll look a fool and alienate our-
selves from the community.

If we care more about the debate 
than our own ego, we’ll surely be 
willing to suffer indulging in some 
basic civility for the sake of sharing 
knowledge. There is nothing schol-
arly about relentless sarcasm, abuse 
or ad hominem attacks. Nor is it 
particularly helpful to pontificate 
from on high about why a fellow 
fan’s ideas are just “wrong” without 
offering any valid reasons why this 
is the case. Yes, the onus is on the 
proponent of the theory to justify 
why they hold that position, pref-
erably citing sources and so on, 
but this does not absolve the critic 
from properly explaining why they 
believe it is wrong. Appeals to pop-
ularity or the authority of a partic-
ularly renowned “lorebeard” hold 
no weight. Like personal attacks, it 
simply shows the weakness of our 
argument. 

Some of us might be confused 
by this, assuming a weak argument 
is one that provides no firm answer 
rather than one that has no sub-
stance. There is a difference between 
the two. Bear in mind that there can 
be no absolute answers to many lore 
questions. This is simply the way of 
things. This situation encourages 
us to offer our thoughts, theories, 
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suggestions and oftentimes multiple 
answers to the same query, from 
which others may pick and choose 
what appeals to them. The best 
responses contain sound reasoning, 
reference to sources and logical 
extrapolations, but we have room for 
those which inspire us and romance 
us too. Engaging in futile arguments 
over questions we cannot defini-
tively answer but insist upon giving 
one anyway rarely allows for this 
experience. These answers depend 
not on sound reasoning but on sheer 
partisanship. It tends to devolve into 
yet another boring argument of “us 
versus them”, which in my opinion 
barely qualifies as scholarship at all. 
For one such example of tribalism 
in our community, please look back 
at Volume 1, Issue 3 - ‘The Skyrim 
Civil War: Why it doesn’t Matter’ by 
Andrew Watson.

I’m sure we can all name examples 
of arguments on various forums that 
run out of all proportion due to ever 
escalating argumentation that com-
pletely goes against the basics of rea-
soned debate. Ad hominem attacks, 
appeals to authority, refusal to pro-
vide evidence because something 
is deemed obvious, accusations 
of thought crime for supporting 
or criticizing a particular group - 
most if not all of these will make 
a star appearance at some point. 
They tend to be in response to the 
same old questions, often those 
which inherently presume cosmic 
dualism. Is Lorkhan evil? Who will 
win the Second Great War? Who 
is more powerful, elves or men? 
I’m willing to bet that if you care 
whatsoever about the lore, you’ll 
either be a passionate supporter of 
one of these opposing positions or 
else despairing at the thought that 
a series you love can drive your 
fellow humans to such a frenzy for 

the sake of a shared fantasy. Those 
of a particularly cynical persuasion 
might now be thinking that acting 
bizarrely for the sake of a shared fan-
tasy is a hallmark of human culture.

I realize a few self-proclaimed 
“lorebeards” out there regard them-
selves as the authority on everything 
in The Elder Scrolls, but I believe 
most of us will openly admit we 
do not know it all and in fact enjoy 
seeing serious, considered and intel-
ligent discussion and debate. We 
derive joy from it, we are intellectu-
ally stimulated by it and in turn we 
formulate our own ideas to share. 
This is made possible because Tam-
riel mimics Earth. Many aspects of 
its world are subjective in nature 
rather than straightforward and 
rarely are we gifted with the obvi-
ously “correct” answer. If we were, 
our conversations would be nowhere 
near as entertaining, enlightening or 
even profound. It would be boring, 
less likely to provoke fascinating 
thoughts and theories and the only 
reason people would contradict it 
would be for the sake of contrari-
ness. That may well appeal to some 
people but I personally find it sad.

 Each of us will undoubtedly 
bring to any discussion our own 
unique life experiences alongside 
our knowledge of the lore. We have 
our own emotional responses to 
certain topics, our own ideologies 
and beliefs, our own frameworks 
of understanding right and wrong 
and so on. Just like in real-life, we 
can use these things to enrich our 
interactions with others or to shut 
them down. We all share a love for 
The Elder Scrolls and if we pro-
claim to have any interest in the lore, 
surely we also share a passion for 
scholarship. We each bring a new 
perspective to the lore as it filters 
through our own perceptions and 

we have the chance to share this in 
a positive way, so that we all grow 
and develop our imaginations and 
thinking skills. Why not try put-
ting your own preconceived ideas 
and preferences to the test? Why 
not try to look at the lore through a 
new ideological paradigm? If you’re 
a fan of Dunmeri philosophy, why 
not try to understand the world as 
an orthodox Altmer? If you’re a fan 
of the Daedric worship, how about 
approaching the lore through the 
lens of a religious devotee of the 
Nine? This is the beauty of Tamriel, 
that we can explore its many facets, 
wear new faces and experience an 
entirely different story. You never 
know, you might even find you come 
to disagree with your own treasured 
beliefs and can engage with the lore 
community afresh.

Hookah Smokers 
Art by IgorLevchenko, DeviantArt
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benefit of protecting the corpse 
within. This is not true reanima-
tion, however, and thus is beneath 
those of us who have studied the 
higher mysteries.

Finally, there are the rumours of 
certain followers of Namira who 
are able to, through power gifted 
by their patron, control the very 
decay present in any dead flesh, and 
sometimes in living flesh also. These 
necromancers, if the term can truly 
be applied to such persons, do not 
dominate the souls of the bodies 
they use, and as such do not follow 
the traditional doctrines we “tradi-
tional” necromancers ascribe to.

us, so little more need be said, here.
It can be theorised that Her-

maeus Mora is the sole entity with 
complete knowledge of these tech-
niques, however bartering for this 
information, as with all Daedric 
deals, would perhaps end badly for 
any mortal foolish enough to make 
an attempt.

There are also tales of a witch 
bound to the service of Sheogorath, 
who, following unknown paths to 
knowledge, discovered the means 
to create golems of flesh, much 
like the atronachs our Summoner 
cousins are so fond of. These tales 
speak of crafted sections of a body, 
sewn together with thick stitching. 
The method of creating these limbs 
is unknown, but it is said by those 
whomst have survived an encounter 
with these fantastical constructs, 
that the flesh is carved with strange 
symbols, which suggests some 
ritual method of manipulating the 
flesh. These golems have not, to my 
knowledge, appeared anywhere on 
Nirn, and can only be found within 
the realm of the Mad God.

There have been cases of so-called 
necromancers utilising Destruction 
magic to animate their corpses, 
encasing the body in a shell of ice, 
or flame for the more flamboyantly 
inclined, and using this shell as 
an exoskeleton that has the added 

Additional Skills Required for the 
Successful Necromancer
Sergius Leviticus 
Contributing Writer

n this, my final 
volume, I will 
present to you, 

Brother, Sister, alternative 
means to reanimate a body, 
some without the need of 
conjuration magic. Some 
are considered advanced 
magic, and thus are not 
for those lacking skill or 
experience, and learning 
these techniques, if even 
possible, poses a poten-
tial danger one should 
weigh carefully before 
proceeding.

As any necromancer knows, the 
Ayleids, or “Heartland High Elves” 
for those unfamiliar with the one 
time rulers of the Imperial province, 
were well versed in, as they called it, 
flesh sculpting. This skill is all but 
lost to time, and little is known of it, 
though rumour tells of those who 
are able to practice this art today, if 
you can find them.

Dwemer automatons may also be 
considered here, for they are often 
powered by souls, through some 
unknown means. Yet, the ability to 
craft such beings is also lost, much in 
the same way flesh sculpting is lost to 

Red Wolf 
Art by Krovav, DeviantArt

READ ONLINE AT 
TE LM O R AI N D E PE N D E NT. N ET
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On the Fungi  
of Skyrim

xcerpt from  
“On the Fungi  
of Skyrim,  

A Compendium”,  
by Hakan Toraldsson

Mora Tapinella
Mora Tapinellais a bracket fungus 
found throughout Skyrim, prized 
for its alchemical properties, partic-
ularly in boosting Magicka. Do not 
be fooled by its Imperial-sounding 
name, it is indeed a native fungus 
to Skyrim, though my sources indi-
cate its range spreads further south 
beyond the Jerall mountains, as well 
as into the eastern extremes of High 
Rock and Hammerfell.

Physical Description
A small fleshy bracket fungus, its 
fruiting bodies vary from 1 to 4 
inches in width in fully. Initially a 
soft brown cap with creamy white 
gills, changes occur as they age, with 
the upper surface darkening and 
toughening, particularly after frosts.

In colder, more northern holds, 
the normally thin, dry and spongy 
layer that forms just under the outer 
skin is found to be thicker - I can 
presume this is to protect its inner 

essences from the cold.
After extensive study of their 

spawning cycle, I have determined 
that, in Skyrim’s climate, the 
fruiting bodies take a year to fully 
mature before the gills open to reveal 
pale creamy spores that drift on the 
wind. Their reproduction cycle is 
slow, but established colonies fruit 
prolifically and throughout the year.

Habitat
While Mora Tapinella is a wide-
spread fungus in Skyrim, it most 
certainly has preferred habitats.
In Falkreath Hold, the large 

forests provide ample deadwood 
from which the fungus derives some 
of its sustenance. The moist and 
shady conditions, with a mild cli-
mate, are ideal for the growth phase 
of the fungus.

It is hardly found in the Rift, 
where there are drier conditions, 
but primarily the fiercely competi-
tive Scaly Pholitia prevents it from 
gaining much foothold. The fungus 
demonstrates a clear preference for 
coniferous wood - it can barely be 
found in the birch forests of the 
Rift. Interestingly, Mora Tapinella 
can also be found in the Reach, 
despite the barren landscapes which 
lead to dry and windy conditions, 
colonies seem to thrive in certain 
areas where upwellings of magicka 
from deep within Nirn come to the 
surface, resulting in increased levels 
of background magicka.

Biology
Mora Tapinella’s fruiting bodies 
are in fact the last stage in their life-
cycle, though they can sustain these 
caps for a long period of time, with 
mature specimens producing spores 
continually until death. The bulk 
of their growth phase consists of 
long, threadlike roots that burrow 

Hakan Toraldsson
Contributing Writer
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through their host deadwood like 
spiderwebs.

While experimenting, I was sur-
prised to find that the amount of 
wood they consumed as they grew 
was far smaller than the mass they 
gained - indeed, an isolated specimen 
in a sealed jar actually increased the 
total mass contained within the jar 
by small amount!

In an effort to understand this 
strange phenomenon, I contacted a 
colleague who works in the College 
of Winterhold. With his assistance, 
I was able to determine that the 
fungus in fact draws on the local 
magicka in the environment as part 
of its metabolic processes.

Intriguingly, it stores this magicka 
in a spongy mass near the fruiting 
body’s center, in the form of a 
mucosive clear liquid. Based on my 
measurements of the growth rates 
of specimens, I have concluded that 
the network of threadlike roots are 
what allows the fungus to collect so 
much magicka, with greater areas of 
growth resulting in larger yields of 
Magicka.

I hypothesise that it uses this store 
of magicka to maintain a tempera-
ture above freezing within itself, 
for indeed, even in areas with heavy 

snowfall, I have only seen a thin 
dusting covering them, that did not 
last long.

Alchemical Properties
The fungus stores magicka in its 
core as the aforementioned mucus, 
but direct consumption of this fluid 
does not yield much of its actual 
magicka contents. Raw Mora Tap-
inella is in fact poisonous and con-
tains mild hallucinogens (of which 
the latter are used by Illusion casters 
to loosen their minds, allowing 
them greater insight into the spells 
they cast).

Many alchemists treat this fungus 
differently, but the highest yield of 
magicka per pound of Mora Tapi-
nella, I have found through the fol-
lowing method:

Finely mince the mushrooms and 
put them under a light oil - air con-
taminates the essence and reduces 
the yield

Lightly heat the mixture until a 
colourful metallic sheen appears on 
the surface - drop the flame and let 
it simmer - this destroys the essences 
from the root system that draws in 
the magicka against the concentra-
tion gradient. When isolated alone, 
these essences make a powerful 

inhibitor that prevents the regener-
ation of a mage’s magicka.

Strain off the liquid and leave in 
a settling flask - the essences will 
separate from the oil, which you can 
skim off the top.

Before the air contaminates too 
much of the mixture, mix in an 
extract of Red Mountain Flower 
petals - this catalyses the breakdown 
of the essence into a form that is no 
longer as reactive with air, but also 
allows the imbiber to utilize a hun-
dredfold more of the stored magicka 
than the unrefined extract.
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Interview  
with the Hist
Basks-in-Moonlight
Contributing Writer 

Basks-in-Moonlight finds this 
“ interview” most intriguing. The 
Hist is not normally something 
that can be understood or inter-
preted to place into simple words. 
The emotions and feelings the Hist 
elicits, especially to we Saxhleel, 
are incredibly deep and complex. 
That one of (what appears to be) 
non-Saxhleel origin can appar-
ently commune with the Hist in 
such a way could be potentially 
groundbreaking. The era this 
piece was written in is unknown 
to me, but the interviewer appears 
to be of human origin. Regardless, 
the specific “rogue” Hist tree they 
have described has not yet become 
known to me, so the entire inter-
view could just be a clever fab-
rication. Perhaps the author, as 
skilled with words as they may be, 
should wean off the skooma and 
moonsugar. 

— Basks-in-Moonlight,  
Imperial Archivist  
of Argonian Lore

Shadowfen Meditation  
Art by SallyGreeneva, DeviantArt

READ ONLINE AT 
TE LM O R AI N D E PE N D E NT. N ET

https://www.deviantart.com/sallygreeneva
http://www.telmoraindependent.net/2019/08/31/interview-with-the-hist/


 approached the tree 
warily. I had been 
travelling for weeks 

- for a time, which now felt 
long ago, with an Argonian 
Saxhleel guide; though he 
left my journey some time 
ago, wary of what lay ahead 
in our travails. 

It would have been oppressively 
dark if not for the moonlight eking 
out between leaves and wooden 
limbs vibrant with life. Torchbugs 
hung in the air, humming and 
whirring in motion with the breath 
of the swamp. The tree sat in the 
middle of a small clump of rounded 
land that could barely be described 
as an island, barely large enough for 
the tree itself and its many twisting 
roots. The “rogue” Hist tree that 
had been described to me so vividly 
in detail now lay before me, resolute 
in its eudaemonia. Ringed around 
it was a shallow bed of dark green 
water, teeming with life and activity. 
I hiked my trousers and sloshed past 
cattails and lilies that lay previously 
undisturbed in the water. Though 
the tree had many great leaves that 
hung above it, knit close enough as 
if it were a thatched roof, a curious 
ring of moonlight exposed the area 
just around the trunk. Finally I 
made my way onto the small bank. 
As I approached, though, I could 
feel something. Not feel necessarily, 
but sense. I reached my hand out 
tentatively, my breath caught in my 
throat.

HIST: It seemed as if the Hist was 
communicating already to me. The 
smallest movements of its leaves, the 
quiet creaking of its great trunk, the 
subtle swaying of its many vines and 
roots. Each motion seemed almost 

to convey some notion or idea. 
This particular Hist was alive with 
thoughts and feelings.

Though the swamp surrounding 
us was practically a cacophony of 
nighttime activity and noise, it felt 
as though the entire world had gone 
silent. I gulped in the moments 
in between action and reaction. 
Finding my voice, I finally spoke for 
what felt like the first time in days.

ME: “Do I say something aloud? 
Is this how we may convene, oh wise 
tree of the Hist? Though perhaps 
the title of “Hist” is not one you 
would prefer now.”

HIST: I felt a sense of warmth 
crawling up my neck, now in ret-
rospect realizing it as a reply. A 
whispering pervaded the innermost 
recesses of my mind.

I did not at first understand what 
was happening, and whirled around, 
attempting to find the source of the 
noise. Upon realizing what had just 
overcome me, I turned back to the 
Hist.

ME: “Do you understand lan-
guage? Is it possible for your being 
to communicate with one like 
myself in such manner?”

HIST: It felt as if someone were 
suggesting quiet thoughts directly 
in my ear, persuading me in the sub-
tlest of ways. The formless, shape-
less whispering grew - not louder, 
but more conscious to me - as I 
approached the tree again.

Finally, after another moment’s 
hesitation, I laid my hand upon 
the mossy tree trunk. Though it 
did not move beneath my palm, 
it felt positively alive with activity 
and thought that should not have 
been possible. It did not, as I had 
expected, feel sinister in any way - 
this was not the “rogue” nature of 
this tree I was informed of. I sensed 
eagerness coming from somewhere 
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deep within the tree itself, as if it was 
excited and ready to commune with 
me.

HIST: Not quite emotions, but 
notions flooded my mind, telling 
me in ways without words that I 
was lucky to be allowed such com-
pany, and that the barbaric nature 
of speech would not be necessary in 
their presence.

As the connection between me 
and the Hist grew, I began to feel 
like an extension of the rich green 
tree limbs. Intensely concentrating 
on my own existence, my own one-
ness apart from this Hist, I con-
tinued, now using the only form of 
communication I knew - language 
- in my head.

ME: “Do you understand what 
you are? What I am?”

HIST: The Hist did not reply 
with language as I had, but with 
thoughts and memories that were 
not my own. Flashes of Saxhleel 
clutches, eggs hatching and new life 
being brought into this world. All 
that was known to them was the 
Swamp. They believed the entire 
world an extension of the Swamp. 
They basked in the sunlight, swam 

in the even sun, and celebrated joy-
ously in the vibrant moonlight.

Out of shock I removed my 
hand from the Hist - I could tell at 
once that my connection had been 
broken. With my hand on the Hist I 
had nearly forgotten who I was, what 
my purpose was. Now it seemed as if 
silence had fallen on the world again, 
the only thing left in its void being 
the notions of notions that sat in the 
back of my head at the behest of the 
deceptively simple tree that stood 
before me. This was a thing not to 
be taken lightly, and I felt foolish 
in having only just understood that 
fact. Gathering myself, preparing 
for what I now knew lay before me, 
I slowly placed my hand back onto 
the ancient trunk.

HIST: Immediately I could sense 
the connection reforming. This was 
a truly eager being, if being was 
even the word to describe it. It knew 
it was something more - something 
beyond simply being, beyond  casual 
existence. This was not a thing with 
essence - it was essence itself.

I began to understand that 
communication through words 
and language was a base form of 

Shines-Like-Stars
Art by LordDessik, DeviantArt
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communication. Henceforth I 
simply used emotions, feelings, and 
primal thoughts and urges to com-
mune with the tree. I will attempt 
to transcribe what occurred to me 
within and without from this point 
on using the only descriptions I 
know.

ME: While connected to the Hist, 
I realized that time itself was of no 
consequence. I let my innermost 
thoughts and feelings describe this 
question (if it can even be called as 
such) to the Hist. Essentially, “What 
is time to you, if it has become 
nothing to me?”

HIST: For the first time since our 
“conversation” began, it felt like I 
received what can only be described 
as a “mundane” answer. I knew the 
answer, not from the tree’s reply, but 
from within me, as a part of the Hist 
itself. “TIME IS NOT.”

I shuddered, the connection 
between me and this rogue Hist 
strengthening with every moment. 
For what must have been hours, 
though in all likelihood was most 
likely only mere moments, I “spoke” 
with the tree, sharing my memo-
ries and emotions with it, though 

it already knew them all. And in 
its own way, the Hist tree spoke 
back, providing me with primordial 
answers I realized I had always had. 
Finally, after much deliberation, I 
reached the question I had intended 
to ask it from the start. It knew the 
quandary before I had even begun 
to think about it.

ME (translated from basic 
thought and emotion): “Why did 
you go rogue? Why delineate from 
the Hist?”

HIST: My mind felt close to 
bursting, experiencing what must 
have been every thought, every emo-
tion, every feeling of all of the Sax-
hleel people to ever exist and beyond. 
I felt anger, lust, the deepest depres-
sion and the highest joy. All of cre-
ation and uncreation and whatever 
lay between and beyond whirled 
before and around and inside me. 
I could not see but feel the history 
of everything laid out before me - 
past mingled with present which 
mixed with future. The world sat 
within my head, disc-shaped at one 
moment and a pyramid of being the 
next. There was nothing but every-
thing. The dead and the living and 

the never-were and the soon-to-be 
danced together before my mind’s 
eye in the grandest of life’s majesty, 
enclosed within a chitinous, swamp 
water-filled hypersphere of convales-
cence and energy. I felt everything 
anyone and anything must ever have 
felt.

I had not become the universe. 
The universe had become me.

Again, as before (though which 
now must have been eons ago), it 
appeared that the Hist replied with 
one, simple answer.

“BEING.”
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On Khajiiti  
Marriage
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eyra! Meyra 
where are 
you?”

“Im here, mother!” The little Kha-
jiit girl jumped up and ran towards 
the entrance of her family’s home 
where her mother’s voice came from.

“Meyra, my sweet daughter, come 
here, we have to get ready. Your sister 
has her big day.”

The girl fluffed herself up and 
declaimed: “After many phases, 
Fadomai said to Ahnurr, ‘Let us 
wed and make children to share our 
happiness.’ “

Her Mother helped Meyra put her 
dress on. It was of clean white and 
azure. Meyra was bouncing up and 
down. “Hurry, mother, hurry!”

“You need to learn patience, little 
one.” the mother said and took 
Meyra by her hand. “Now let’s get 
your sister, shall we?”

Her sister was all grown up 
already, a beautiful Cathay as her 
grandmother always emphasized. 
She too was wearing a dress, but it 
was so much more detailed.

It had white tassels with the black 
image of Alkosh on them, for he is 
the time, and love was, is and will be 
in all times.

And her sister wore a light blue 
haze with the image of Khenarthi 
that was flying in the air just like the 

goddess of the skies herself. For love 
is free and irrepressible.

On her belly there was an image 
of Magrus‘ eye for it would watch 
over her and her children. The eye 
was held by the Mother Cat, because 
who would be better at helping to 
watch over the children than Mara 
herself?

And on her back there was an 
image of S‘rendarr, because what 
would love be without mercy?

Meyra looked at her sister with 
glowing eyes.

The three went down the streets to 
the temple of Ahnurr and Fadomai 
and on half of the way the future 
husband of Meyras sister joined 
them with his family. His dress was 
purple.

On his left arm there was an 
image of Hermorah for prediction is 
needed to protect your family.

And on his right arm there was 
an image of Hircine, because a good 
father has to be a good hunter to 
feed his family.

He, as well, had Mara and Alkosh 
on his dress for the same reasons as 
his wife.

The two families entered the 
temple and the Clan Mother Ahnissi 
led the bride and the bridegroom to 
the altar. She took a tie and banded 
the two together.

She turned towards the bride and 

said. “Shazita, will you vow to not 
betray your husband and never lie 
to him like Fadomai did, so your 
family will never fall into darkness?”

Shazita vowed and Ahnissi turned 
to the bridegroom. “Harashur, will 
you vow to never strike your wife 
and to not try to limit her love as 
well as yours, unlike Ahnurr, so your 
family will never fall into darkness?”

Harashur vowed and the crowd 
cheered.

Meyra‘s mother gave her some 
petals to throw on the way the new-
lyweds were walking on.

“Praise Jode and Jone.” she 
cheered.

It was late in the evening when 
they finally stopped walking around 
the city and Meyra got very tired. 
So tired her mother had to carry her 
home and lay her in her bed. Meyra 
would dream of Khenarthi flying 
above all of Nirni and watching over 
it’s children.

Shugarmoon
Art courtesy of AgentJericho, DeviantArt
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Mythopoetic 
Enchantments
Uncommonality 
Contributing Writer

reetings, dear 
reader.  
My name is  

Mylenar Turrianus, and  
I am Assistant to the Head 
Enchanter at the College  
of Winterhold.

My colleagues and I have 
recently had the opportunity to 
study several artifacts belonging 
to the Solitude Museum, in an 
effort to understand their unique 
properties.

Of special interest were Daedric 
Artifacts (under the supervision of 
the Arch-Mage, her Head Wizard, 
and several Dawnguard clerics), 
and the axe, Wuuthrad, on loan to 
the museum by the Companions of 
Whiterun.

Many an enchanter has heard of 
the legendary Daedric Artifacts 
with otherworldly powers, such as 
the mythic blade of Dawnbreaker, 
or the enigmatic Ohgma Infinium. 
To the layman, Dawnbreaker is 
a blade of unidentifiable metal, 
with a hilt made of unidentifiable 
leather and a radiant core of energy. 
Said layman would describe an 
“eerie” feeling in proximity of the 
weapon, as well as a slight compul-
sion to pick it up and perforate a 
Draugr or two.

Dawnbreaker, and indeed many 
other daedric artifacts, are exam-
ples of a specific type of enchanting. 

They are formed 
from oblivial essence 
by the Prince or entity in 
question, and then imbued with 
a task. In most daedric items, the 
task is too complex and convoluted 
to describe in any mortal tongue, save 
for dwemeris, and is also influenced by 
the personality of its creator.

For instance, while Dawnbreaker creates 
a compulsion with an inherent authority, an 
item like Mephala’s Ebony Blade is more insid-
ious, and does not make itself known imme-
diately, only feeding the deeper parts of the 
mortal conscious.

Daedric items have also been known to 
take on a life of their own, as seen with the 
legendary sword Umbra, which rebelled 
against its creator.

This type of enchantment is given 
power by the item’s creator in the first 
place, but it can be altered over the eons, 
or through specific processes. This effect 
can be seen in the darkened Star of 
Azura, which was permanently tainted 
by necromantic magic. Scholars have 
been debating on the exact process used, 
and a general consensus was that Malyn 
Varen attempted a heavily modified 
version of the ritual used to darken 
ordinary soul gems, which resulted 
in its deteriorated state, and his soul 
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trapped within. Only when his 
soul was purged from the gem 

could the ritual truly 
take hold, and perma-

nently wrench the star 
from Azura’s ethereal 
fingers.

The second Aspect of 
this type of enchantment 
is true mythopoeia, unca-
talysed by the whims of a 
Daedra Lord. The main 
difference between this 

type of enchantment and 
Daedric Artifacts is their 

material basis, as well as 
their method of aetheriali-

sation: Where Daedric items 
are formed from the oblivial 

materia, in essence the body, of 
the entity in question and then 

enchanted using pure force of will 
on their part, a true mythopoetic 

item manifests itself over centuries 
inside a specific, identifiable object, 

as its legend grows.
The axe Wuuthrad, once carried by 

the Nord hero Ysgramor, is one of the 
best examples of a true mythopoetic 
item. Because of its usage as a weapon 
of mass destruction upon the snow 
elves, its legend grew independently of 
that of its wielder.

Many things are attributed to the 
axe, but the most consistent part in 

every story it is featured in is 
its ability to kill those of elven 
descent, which has no equal. 

Analysis of the axe by the senior 
enchanter and various other spe-
cialists show an enchantment-like 
construct that weaves itself inexo-
rably into the material of the axe. 
The strongest Imperial seers, in 
concert with College enchanters, 
were unable to find an end to the 
complexity of the enchantment, 
which seems to grow ever more 
complicated the deeper one peers.

The current running theory is 
that through the ages, as the axe 
sat in splinters across the northern 
reaches of Tamriel, it has absorbed 
the tales of its supposed and not so 
supposed deeds, and was altered 
through an unknown, but uni-
versal, mechanism into a form 
theoretically capable of fulfilling 
those deeds.

It is based on these two finds that 
I and a conclave of other College 
enchanters have proposed a theory 
of the “Enhancement of Material 
Objects by Usage of guided or 
coincidental Mythopoetic Effects,” 
or “Mythopoetic Enchantment”.

It does not need to be mentioned 
that, if one gained the ability to 
direct a mythopoetic enchantment 
in any meaningful fashion, their 
works would literally become the 
stuff of legends.

Ysgramor Statue With Axe  
Art by Adam Adamowics
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This final chapter, only a fragment of a long-for-
gotten book written by an unnamed Dissident 
Priest, is a fictionalized account of the death of 
St. Nerevar the Captain and the events following 
directly after. As is expected of a Dissident, the 
tale is not presented as the Tribunal tells it, but 
instead through the belief that the death of Indoril 
Nerevar was at the hands of Lord Vivec the Poet 
himself. The reason of existence for this book is 
currently unknown, though it may have been for 
nothing more than to pass the time with an inter-
esting story.

— Lorius Petrellian,  
Imperial Archivist  

of Morrowind Lore

he Heart Chamber lay silent, 
stoic in its resilience to deny that 
such carnage had just rampaged 

through its halls. Indoril Nerevar sat with 
one knee to the red stone floor, measuring 
his breaths with long, rattling gulps. The 
burning air tore at his throat, but it did 
not matter. The bubbling lava, stories 
below him, sat gurgling deep within the 
open pit of the Heart Chamber. Nerevar, 
his aged axe still in hand, put the edge to 
the floor as if it were a cane to give him 
leverage. Painfully, taxingly, he rose him-
self off of the ground, supported by his 
makeshift crutch.

He could not even bring himself to look at the body. 
Nerevar knew exactly where it lay - just a few paces 
behind him, out of sight, and currently out of mind. 
The Devil. The Sharmat. Dagoth Ur. He also knew 
there was another body that should be laying next to his 
- but the Heart had seen to it that Dumac’s body would 
never exist again.

They had dueled for three days and nights, and it had 
left him empty in both mind and spirit. Nerevar sighed, 
a great, deep sigh. One to release years of building ten-
sion. His radiant golden skin was stained and dirtied 
with blood and sweat. The sharp angles of his face 

lorius Petrellan
Contributing Writer

The Death  
of Indoril 
Nerevar 
Part I
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hollowed out his gaunt features even more in the harsh 
light of the Heart Chamber. One of his long, pointed 
ears was all but gone, torn off by the Devil in the heat 
of battle.

Finally, after what must have been years, Indoril 
gained the strength to turn around. The corpse of 
Voryn Dagoth, later known as the Sharmat Dagoth Ur, 
lay broken on the warm rock before Indoril. The Dev-
il’s dull yellow skin looked black as night, shaded from 
the radiant energy that flowed about the room from 
the lava below. The great golden mask that Dagoth Ur 
had worn in the end to hide his true face was placed, 
shattered, beside him. Perhaps he had worn it to stop 
Nerevar from remembering his treachery. It had been 
cleaved perfectly in two with Indoril’s sword, True-
flame. The blade did not survive the strike, though, and 
so the Dwarf King Dumac’s wedding gift that had been 
bestowed onto him lay in pieces around the body.

Perhaps it had been some irony that it was Dumac’s 
sword that had been shattered, for he had been the true 
threat in the Battle. But Dumac and his people were 
destroyed - erased from time - through the powers of the 
Heart of Lorkhan. In the early stages of the Battle, when 
Indoril had to face both the Dwarf King and Dagoth 
Ur, great Azura, daedric queen of Dawn and Dusk, 
had come to his aid and helped Nerevar use the Heart 
to wipe the Dwemer from the world, with Dumac fol-
lowing his people into their bitter non-existence.

Though one threat had been defeated, it was not, 
as Nerevar had hoped, the end of the war. Dagoth 
Ur, beguiled by Dumac’s charm and enthralled by the 
potential of the Heart, turned on Nerevar and the 
people of Resdayn. He had been corrupted, and only 
the Hortator stood to stop him.

Returning to the present, Nerevar turned, preparing 
himself to leave the Chamber. He gathered all his 
strength to force his broken and battered body across 
the floor to the way out of Red Mountain. Suddenly, 
a great flash of light filled the room, blinding Nerevar. 
He moved his arm to shield his eyes, and when he had 
lowered it, a cross-legged figure sat, suspended in the air, 
before him. The Poet’s brilliantly shining face surveyed 
Nerevar curiously.

“So,” Lord Vivec began. His voice, though quiet, 
exuded power with every syllable. “It is done. The 
traitor Dagoth Ur is defeated valiantly by your hand 
and the fool King Dumac has been erased from exis-
tence alongside his people.” A mirthless smirk spread 
across the living god’s face. “They shall sing about this 

for ages to come, my dear friend.”
“Lord Vivec,” Indoril replied, straightening himself, 

gritting his teeth through the pain of the effort, “I am 
sorry you missed the final clash - it was truly something 
to behold, but I am sure you were quite busy with other 
duties befitting your stature.”

Vivec was silent for a moment, his face cold and calcu-
lating. “There was a time where I would have rewarded 
your cheek with an equally cutting insult,” he said dan-
gerously, his glowing eyes flashing with anger, “but, as 
you are no doubt in the middle of basking in your own 
glory, I shall refrain from saying such harsh words.”

Nerevar had no time for these trifling matters. Ur had 
been defeated, the battle was won - the Great Ghost-
fence was being constructed as they spoke to forever 
prevent the Sharmat from returning. Resdayn was free 
from his torment. “My Lord, allow me to pass and we 
may speak of these dealings when I am better rested.”

Again, silence clung heavily to the Chamber. The 
heat of the room was becoming unbearable - Nerevar 
needed fresh air, or else he felt his throat would close 
forever, never to breathe again.

Vivec lowered to the floor, his bare feet reaching the 
ground gently, unharmed by the extreme temperature. 
Not saying a word, he pulled his great spear, MUATRA, 
from his back. He took one simple step towards the frail 
figure of Indoril Nerevar, First Councillor of Resdayn 
and Great Hortator.

Nerevar, in turn, took an uncertain step backwards. 
“What are you doing, Vivec? The deed is done, Dagoth 
Ur’s body lies before us.”

“I truly am sorry, old friend. But it must be like this.” 
MUATRA’s tip lowered, levelling with Nerevar’s chest.

His heart.
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Blood &  
Moonlight

ook at you...” 
The hooded man 
peered into the 

wagon, his hands gripping 
onto the metal bars of the 
cage. His companion, a 
heavy set woman, held a 
torch for him to examine 
the contents. Both of them 
were clad in the generic fur 
armor that I had seen so 
many of the bandits in that 
area wear, but they were set 
apart in other ways. Their 
weaponry was a shiny silver 
and radiated a heat that I 
could feel even from the 
opposite end of the wagon. 
Their helms were made of 
tough fur, bones, and an 
elongated wolf snout. The 
way they looked over the 
woman in the cage in front 
of me was sickening. They 
were the Silver-Hands our 
captor wouldn’t shut up 
about.

The bandit that escorted the 
wagon spoke up, his drunken voice 
like a shout across the silent snow-cov-
ered hills, “Got that one outside 

Whiterun. Thinkin’ she’s one of ‘em 
Companions. My boss said he’s seen 
her with ‘em a couple times.”

“Is that so?” The Silver-Hand 
woman slipped her arm through 
the bars to cast the torch inside. As 
she did so, I watched the captive 
woman slide as far back into the cage 
as her restraints would let her. Her 
breathing quickened and I was sure I 
heard a cry leave her lips as she stared 
back at them. She was scared, and 
rightfully so, but her terror seemed 
to do nothing but excite the barbar-
ians more. “She’s going to cry! Some 
Companion, eh? It won’t take much 
to break this one.”

Her name was Dahlia. I didn’t 
know her before we found ourselves 
within adjacent cages, but ceaseless 
traveling and mutual fear gave us 
reason to talk. Well, she did most 
of the talking, but I didn’t mind it. 
She was a warrior and knew how to 
kill with bow and sword, but her 
passions lay in art, music, and life. 
She was a bard initially, but joined 
the Companions when she realized 
she wanted to protect people rather 
than entertain them. She guarded 
life viciously, from the highest of Jarls 
to the sickest of lowlifes. The Com-
panion was probably the gentlest soul 
I had ever come into contact with.

I think that was why I couldn’t 
stop myself from snarling at her 
aggressors. I was always one to sulk in 
the shadows and wait. I tried to avoid 
trouble; I never went out of my way 
for anyone. Yet there was something 

about that woman that I wanted to 
protect. Dahlia was young, naive, 
and by-the-Eight far too blameless 
for anything those Silver-Hands had 
in store for her. “Daedra-hunters” 
they called themselves, but they were 
no mightier than the bandits in the 
bowels of Swindler’s Den! Even the 
Vigilants killed quickly, but these 
monsters had no such honor. Their 
eyes betrayed the sick machinations 
of their thoughts. I couldn’t contain 
myself from shouting at them when 
they reached into her cell, “Don’t 
touch her!”

The Silver-Hands pulled back 
from the bars at my sudden outbreak, 
the sounds of my chain restraints 
going taunt likely scaring them just 
as much as my demand. If I had been 
any stronger, I would have broken 
the chains that wrapped around my 
wrists and secured me to the floor. I 
had just enough slack to stand, but 
I was fighting for inches. “What in 
Oblivion-!” The male had moved 
several feet away from the wagon, 
but returned when he realized I was 
just as secured as Dahlia. He scoffed 
as he leaned against the bars again, 
staring at me as I tried my hardest to 
get closer to the terrified woman in 
front of me. “You didn’t say you had 
two of them.”

The drunk bandit shook his head. 
“Nah, she ain’t for you. That one’s the 
only werewolf. The one in the back 
I’m gonna’ take to the Dawnguard.” 
My eyes narrowed as the man as he 
continued, “You don’t gotta worry 
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about neither of ‘em. The vampire’s 
blood-starved and sun-burned and 
the werewolf’s too scared to fight 
back.”

“That so?” The Silver-Hands 
looked at one another, exchanging 
knowing glances. The woman asked, 
“Why don’t we take the vampire?” 
I couldn’t help the growl that bub-
bled from my throat. Those vampire 
hunters and their traitorous harlot 
scout were always a pain in my side, 
but I didn’t think they would stoop 
so low to barter with thieves and 
murderers. Still, they were the lesser 
of two evils. At least with them, I had 
a chance to bargain my freedom.

The bandit scratched his beard. 
“Thought you lot only did the 
wolves? Eh, well, The Dawnguard 
is willing to pay me twice as much 
for her than for your werewolf...” He 
smirked slightly, the only thought 
on his mind money and mead. 
He didn’t care about what the Sil-
ver-Hands would do to us, just like 
the Silver-Hands didn’t care how he 
obtained us. They were a disgusting 
trio and I could think of nothing that 
would please me more than tearing 
into their throats.

The Silver-Hand woman stared 
at me for a long while as her partner 
whispered something to her. She 
nodded slowly, a look of devilry 
replacing her blank expression. “We 
might be able to get you a couple extra 
coins. It’ll save you a trip to Riften 
too,” she purred to the slaver. His 
liquor caused him to fall blind to her 

forced charm and he took little time 
in considering the offer. With his nod 
the woman exclaimed, “Good! Let’s 
head inside, out of this cold, and I’ll 
get your payment. We might have 
some more ale lying around too.”

My eyes tracked the trio as they 
made their way back into the fort. 
Left in peace for a few moments, I felt 
whatever adrenaline fueled strength 
I had leave my limbs just as quickly 
as it filled them. I winced when my 
knees gave out under the weight of 
the chains and I hit the floorboards 
of the wagon. “Enoril?” Dahlia whis-
pered as she heard me fall. I heard her 
chains rustle as she turned towards 
me, her face slightly obscured by the 
bars separating us. “Are you... Are 
you going to be okay?”

I frowned. Despite the situation she 
found herself in, she had the audacity 
to ask that. What gave her the right 
to concern herself with me when the 
people outside our cages looked at 
her as a starved wolf looks at a lamb? 
She was annoyingly selfless.“Worry 
about yourself,” I snarled in a tone 
much harsher than I intended. My 
eyes couldn’t meet hers for several 
seconds as I immediately regretting 
snapping at her. When I did look 
at her, I saw her teary eyes looking 
back at me, completely unmoved by 
my irritability. I sighed heavily as I 
told her, “They’re going to kill us in 
there.”

Dahlia kept her tone soft. “I know.”
Her response didn’t satisfy me. 

I was afraid she didn’t understand 

the gravity of the situation. “They’re 
going to torture us and force us to tell 
them whatever they want to hear and 
then they’ll kill us.”

“I know.” She repeated, just as 
softly. As I stared at her in disbelief, 
she simply sighed, sliding herself 
over to the corner of the cell and 
motioning me to do the same.

I abandoned my stubborn reluc-
tance as I saw her callused, bruised, 
shaking hand slide through the bars. 
I moved over to her, giving her my 
own to try and calm her nerves. She 
was trying to appear composed for 
me, but I could sense her salty tears 
and silent sniffling. She looked over 
her shoulder towards the fort as I 
whispered, “You’re going to have to 
do it. If you want to get out of here, 
you’re going to have to transform and 
kill them.”

“I can’t,” she responded in a near 
silent whisper. “I can’t control myself. 
I could kill anyone. I can’t risk it 
again. Not... Not after what hap-
pened in Whiterun.”

She never outright told me what 
happened; her guilt forced her to 
quiet every time she tried. I gathered 
that whatever ritual those Compan-
ions put her through hadn’t gone 
well. 
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he Yokudan and 
Redguard pan-
theon is one of the 

least-known, least-explored, 
and least understood of 
the pantheons in the Elder 
Scrolls universe.

Those who know me know I am 
fascinated by them and constantly 
try to unlock their mysteries and 
secrets and metalore. One of the 
great travesties rendered unto the 
Redguards and Yokudans is to 
simply assume that there are direct 
equivalents with the mainstream 
Imperial Pantheon. You have no 
doubt read comments or entries 
along the lines of “Tu’whacca is 
just Redguard Arkay” and “Sep is 
Lorkhan, and Tall Papa is Akatosh/
Auri-El.” I’m going to discuss the 
latter, as I find it to be increasingly 
untrue based on my studies and 
research. I believe - among many 
other heretical thoughts - that 
there is a case for Tall Papa being 
Trinimac-Who-Came-Before.

First, we need to talk about some-
thing that has been brought up in 
the community before; Trinimac 
and his seeming connection to 

The Case for  
Trinimac as 
Tall Papa
Banu Hanimasaishi
Contributing Writer

Mithra/Mithras. I want to stress 
that the Roman cult god Mithras 
is not at all like the Persian divinity 
Mithra. Roman Mithras was defi-
nitely inspired by Mithra, but the 
iconography, rituals, stories, and 
cosmic spheres are all wildly dif-
ferent except for their common 
association with the Sun in some 
capacity. Related to his position as 
protector of truth, Persian Mithra is 
a judge (ratu), ensuring that individ-
uals who break promises or are not 
righteous (artavan) are not admitted 
to paradise. Persian Mithra is a 
member of the ahuric triad; Ahura 
Mazda, Mithra, and Apam Napat. 
I’m going to assume that most 
people in this community have 
some awareness of Mithra/Mithras 
and Ahura Mazda, but most have 
probably not heard of Apam Napat.

Apam Napat is the “child of the 
waters” and is described as the cre-
ator of all things in the Rigveda, 
one of the four main Vedas of Hin-
duism. He also shares an association 
with Hara Berezaiti, the legendary 
mountain around which the stars 
and planets revolve. Hara Berezaiti 
is the “High Watchpost,” and she is 
the source of all mountains and all 
the waters of the world (hence the 

Tall Papa, Ruptga  
Illustration by William Weird, TR
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Papa, and Sep. But first, a bit of 
background and a heretical thought; 
Akel, ‘The Hunger’, is more like 
AKA and it’s implied in Satakal 
the Worldskin that ‘The Hunger’ 
equals the advent of time. Also, the 
Redguards and Yokudans viewed 
the Anu/Padomay dichotomy as a 
fused singular concept or entity that 
became Satakal. 

“As the old world died, Satakal 
began, and when things realized 
this pattern so did they realize what 
their part in it was. They began 
to take names, like Ruptga or 
Tu’whacca, and they strode about 
looking for their kin. As Satakal ate 
itself over and over, the strongest 
spirits learned to bypass the cycle by 
moving at strange angles.” So these 
are spirits, and the Redguards and 
Yokudans hold the view that the 
Aldmer have; these are our ances-
tors, we got tricked into staying on 
this ball in mortal form, therefore 
we need to break free from it.

Aldmeri belief holds a similar 
story; that Time begins with the 
advent of Auri-El which allows for 
other spirits and aspects to under-
stand their natures, limitations, 
and roles. So if time begins with 
Akatosh/Auri-El, then he’s part 
of the Worldskin according to the 
Redguards and Yokudans, and not 
a separate ancestor spirit. Trinimac 
was also more popular than Auri-El 
in some places, and was recognized 
by some as the strongest of the 
ancestor spirits. Even the Mono-
myth mentions the Yokudan partic-
ularity with regards to a part of the 
Worldskin: 

connection to Apam Napat, the 
“child of the waters”). 

On a related note, Mithra is also 
in Hinduism, known as Mitra or 
Mitra-Varuna in the Rigveda. In 
the Rigveda, he shares the same 
attributes as Varuna which means 
he is seen as a principal guardian of 
truth and order. In later Vedic texts 
and the Brahmanas, Mitra becomes 
more associated with the light of 
dawn and the morning sun, whereas 
Varuna becomes more associated 
with the evening and night. From 
the Rigveda:

“Mitra-Varuna are conceived as 
young, they wear glistening gar-
ments, are monarchs and guardians 
of the whole world and their palace 
is golden, with a thousand pillars 
and a thousand doors. They sup-
port (and are frequently invoked 
next to) heaven and earth, and the 
air between heaven and earth. They 
are lords of rivers and seas, and they 
send rain and refreshment from the 
sky. They wet the pastures with dew 
of clarified butter (ghee), and rain 
abounding in heavenly water comes 
from them. Their domain has 
streams that flow with honey, and 
their pastures have cattle that yield 
refreshment. They afflict those that 
disregard them with disease. They 
are asuras, and (like all asuras) wield 
their power through secret knowl-
edge (māyā́), which empowers them 
to make the sun traverse the sky, 
and to obscure it with clouds. Their 
eye is the sun, and they mount their 
chariot in the highest heavens, which 
they drive with the rays of the sun 
as with arms. They have spies that 

are wise and undeceivable. They are 
maintainers of order (ṛtá, “truth”), 
they are barriers against falsehood, 
which they punish. They are leaders 
of the seven Ādityas (the celestial 
sons of Āditi).”

Hopefully this extreme crash 
course in Indo-Iranian Mithra rep-
resentations have shown the stark 
difference between Mithra as loyal 
oathkeeper, truth-teller, judge, pun-
isher, and maintainer of order versus 
Mithras, the Roman military cult 
god, bull-slayer, and his association 
to the Roman god Sol Invictus. 
Michael Kirkbride himself has said 
“Trinimac is probably one of the 
least understood underpinnings of 
the whole pantheon. I like him that 
way, but I would study Mithras if you 
really want to find out more.” I can 
see how a lot of people would want 
to default to the Roman Mithras 
due to his association with the sun 
and being a god worshipped by war-
riors, or in this case, Roman legion-
aries. The tauroctony, the slaying of 
the bull, would also be easy to accept 
at face value with regards to Trin-
imac slaying Lorkhan, even though 
the context and comparisons are 
wildly different and not in any way 
appropriate. I hope I’ve shown that 
Mr. Kirkbride was likely referring 
to the Indo-Iranian Mithra as an 
important underpinning, rather 
than the Roman Mithras. After all, 
Truth, or rather what you make of 
Truth, is very important in the Elder 
Scrolls universe.

With all this out of the way, we 
can finally get back into our uni-
verse and talk about Trinimac, Tall 
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“Anuiel is also perceived of as 
Order, opposed to the Sithis-Chaos. 
Perhaps it is easier for mortals to 
envision change than perfect stasis, 
for often Anuiel is relegated to the 
mythic background of Sithis’ fan-
cies. In Yokudan folk-tales, which 
are among the most vivid in the 
world, Satak is only referred to a 
handful of times, as “the Hum”; he 
is a force so prevalent as to be not 
really there at all.” 

This is rather fascinating as it 
reveals a fundamental difference 
between the Yokudan and Aldmeri 
view of Auri-El/Akatosh and that of 
the other races of men. For the native 
races of Tamriel, Akatosh is an ever-
present and venerated force. To the 
Yokudans and Aldmeri of old, he’s 
barely there, in the background of 
the world; present, albeit barely. 
We also need to remember that the 
Yokudans and Redguards view 
things differently; Satak and Akel 
were two who became One after 
the first cycle, rendering them fused 
into a single entity whereas Tamri-
elics view them as two separate and 
opposing forces. This should also 
change how we see Anuic and Pado-
maic subgradients through the eyes 
of the Redguards and Yokudans, 
as they hold a different place and 
importance.

So after the first cycle, we have 
these spirits trying to figure things 
out. They do eventually get the idea, 
and Tall Papa ends up needing help 
with all his spirits. And he’s called 

Tall Papa because he sired lots of 
children (i.e. spirits), because he’s 
an ancestor, like Trinimac was. And 
this is happening separate from 
the AKA/LORKH dichotomy 
we have going on with Satakal the 
Worldskin. Needing help, Tall Papa 
creates a helper, Sep, out of previous 
skins. If we’re trying to subscribe to 
the idea that Tall Papa is the Aka-
tosh equivalent, this is basically 
saying that he created Lorkhan 
which is just plain wrong, so who 
are these two? Sep, second serpent, 
is basically a living husk of multiple 
AKALORKHS. After all, “Sep had 
much of the Hungry Stomach still 
left in him, multiple hungers from 
multiple skins.” This means that 
right from the get-go, there can’t 
be a “battle between Akatosh and 
Lorkhan” because they are com-
bined into the singular deity Sep. 
Again, I want to stress that Tall Papa 
is clearly an ancestor spirit, and not a 
subgradient.

Now let’s look at how Trinimac 
and Lorkhan (and the daedra) inter-
acted and how Tall Papa and Sep 
interacted and evaluate the striking 
similarities. Lorkhan ‘lies’ to the 
spirits, trapping them in Mundus. 
Sep lies to spirits, trapping them on 
the skin-ball (Nirn/Mundus). Trin-
imac calls Lorkhan and the Velothi 
liars and disagrees with them. “Tall 
Papa just shook his head.” Lorkhan 
is struck down by Trinimac, and has 
his Heart removed “with more than 
hands.” Tall Papa squashed Sep with 

a big stick for leading so many into 
a place where they could not reach 
the Far Shores, and Sep’s hunger fell 
out.

Now let’s also evaluate their fol-
lowing actions and their spheres. 
Trinimac was this sword-wielding 
warrior ancestor god. The Red-
guards and Yokudans pride them-
selves as a martial people. Malacath, 
the being Trinimac was twisted 
into, is a harsh deity who demands 
strength and generally makes life 
difficult. This is something Tall 
Papa does as well. When Tall Papa’s 
son Zeht (an agricultural deity) 
renounced him, he made it hard 
to grow food. Leki is his goddess 
daughter, and the goddess of aber-
rant (i.e. abnormal) swordsmanship. 
This kind of implies that Tall Papa 
was a warrior of some kind, and his 
interactions with Sep more closely 
mirror those of Trinimac than 
Akatosh/Auri-El.

I’m going to go out on a limb and 
assume that the ‘big stick’ is the 
Yokudan equivalent of Adamantia 
tower, implying Convention and 
therefore an inability to ‘return’, 
hence the “new ways” they need to 
find to reach ‘Heaven’ again. How-
ever, this brings up new, difficult, 
and very interesting questions. First 
off, what’s the enantiomorph in this 
case? Who is the Rebel, the King, 
and the Observer? I believe that 
Tall Papa AE Trinimac is the King, 
‘The Hunger’ is the Rebel, and Sep 
is the Observer. After all, Sep has 
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“multiple hungers from multiple 
skins” and he’s kind of a “two for 
one” deal in this regard. It is ‘The 
Hunger’ that drove him mad and 
made him create the skin-ball. It is 
‘The Hunger’ that falls from Sep’s 
mouth and it is Sep that is maimed 
in the story, for he is forced to “slink 
around in a dead skin.” Tall Papa 
the victor, the Hunger defeated (and 
was the only thing left of the Second 
Serpent), and Sep maimed. Again, 
things are a little different in the 
Redguard view.

I also want to address that it’s only 
the Forebears who have equated 
some -but not all - of their gods 
with Tamrielic ones. There are 
connections made between Zeht 
and Zenithar, Morwha and Mara, 
and Tu’whacca and Arkay though 
these appear to be limited to the 
Pocket Guide to the Empire, which 
do appear to be written from the 
perspective of an imperialistic and 
somewhat ignorant Cyrodiilic out-
sider. However, they do make some 
degree of sense with regards to 
their spheres and to the established 
lore tidbit that the Forebears more 
readily adopted the ways, language, 
and beliefs of Tamriel for better rela-
tions with their neighbours. Again, 
let us remember that most Forebear 
lands are on the coasts that are close 
to High Rock and Cyrodiil. Curi-
ously absent so far is Trinimac.

Another interesting question 
raised by the idea that Trinimac is 
Tall Papa is how does he die? In fact, 

does he die at all? Well, this is tricky 
and sadly open to wild interpreta-
tion as there is simply not enough 
information on the subjects at hand. 
On the one hand, some say that 
Trinimac clearly ‘dies’ in Tamriel’s 
history since he’s twisted into the 
new being Malacath. Others might 
argue that he doesn’t die but under-
goes a form of transformation not 
unlike one of the Walking Ways. In 
any case, we know of no such story 
that exists in Redguard folk tales, 
nor are we given any reference to a 
similar event in Yokudan history. At 
least, not in any official sources…

In the out of game text known as 
Lord Vivec’s Sword-Meeting with 
Cyrus the Restless, it is revealed 
that Vivec is the Ansu-Gurleht, 
a renowned demon warrior and 
greatest student of the Ansei. 
Again, there aren’t many details 
and this comes from an out of game 
book, but the idea that Vivec could 
have filled the space of a Daedra in 
Yokuda is a thought you are more 
than welcome to explore. It was nec-
essary for Trinimac to die in Tam-
riel so that we could have Malacath, 
the Orsimer, and the Dunmer. In 
Yokuda, would that have been nec-
essary? Perhaps not, but we do not 
know for sure. What we do know is 
that the Redguards have an enemy 
god named Malooc who led the 
goblins against the initial Ra Gada 
invasion of Hammerfell. This is all 
we know of the god. We don’t know 
where he came from, how he came to 

lead the Goblins, or if it just a form 
of cultural allegory with the goblins 
actually being Orcs and Malacath 
being appropriated into the Red-
guard pantheon as an enemy god 
along the lines of Sep.

Do I myself believe that Tall Papa 
is Trinimac? I don’t know. It’s cer-
tainly a topic worth exploring and 
one where there is a decent amount 
of evidence. Sadly, there just isn’t 
enough information either way, 
which is part of what makes Elder 
Scrolls lore so fascinating and fun. 
New secrets and revelations and 
connections are being made all 
the time by members of the com-
munity, with new and interesting 
heresies being met with thoughtful 
nods and beard-stroking as others 
mutter “hmm, interesting” instead 
of scoffing “that’s not canon.” Is Tall 
Papa Yokudan Trinimac? Maybe. 
Would I love to be invited to lunch 
with Kirkbride, Kuhlman, Schick, 
and Tuttle and pick their brains over 
this? Maybe.
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hose born in the 
season of Hearthfire, 

(September) 1st - 30th.
 
Soul color: Rose/pink.
Temperament: The Lady is 
hesitant and sometimes appearing 
to be indecisive. Before making 
a decision, those under this sign 
analyze outcomes and facts first. 
The introspective nature of The 
Lady may come off as self-centered 
only because the positive or 
negative mood of the sign affects 
everything around them. They are 
very intelligent, and often do have a 
very solid idea of what they need to 
feel comfortable. 
Abilities: A very magnetic 
personality that is actually more 
proficient with a sword then magic. 
Usually those under this sign prefer 
a light, lithe, style of fighting. 
Using their maneuverability and 
endurance to moreso ‘dance’ in 
battle. They are usually the most 
graceful and honest fighters.
Friendships and Family: Those 
knowing The Lady might describe 

them as ‘difficult’. Very headstrong 
in their ideas of comfort that might 
not include other’s preferences. At 
times those under this sign will 
refrain from speaking their mind 
only to keep the peace among 
their allies, however when asked 
directly they are much obliged 
to tell the truth (unless they feel 
interrogated). The Lady feels that 
it is appropriate to analyze their 
friend’s and family’s lives for the 
sake of their own good. This can 
come off as very controlling when 
unwarranted.  
Success:  A highly analytical mind 
and a pure, unabating professional 
demeanor makes The Lady one to 
fear in success. They fit in well in 
investigative positions that require 
interrogation or research. When 
confronted with a problem in 
their professions, The Lady will 
pick apart the pieces and settle 
discrepancies among associates. 
Romance:  If you seek the 
romantic attention of someone 
under the sign of The Lady, you 
must realize your intellectual 
prowess and impress them with 

Serpentwined
Contributing Writer

Astrology Meanings of Aurbis
The Lady

“T he Lady is one of t he Warrior’s Charges and 
her Season is Heart fire. T hose born under t he 
sign of t he Lady are kind and tolerant.”

— T he Firmament

engaging conversation. This sign is 
a natural warrior and will challenge 
a partner often on their own 
constitution, often to see if they 
will remain strong. The Lady may 
take years in a trusted relationship 
to be open with emotions and 
strongly dislikes the prodding of 
their mind in return.
Struggles: Inflexible, sometimes 
immovable. The Lady may come 
off as cold, manipulative and 
micromanaging of other’s lives. The 
opinions of others are always met 
with skepticism and often come off 
as bullies. If this sign does not learn 
to open up and make decisions 
without the fear of results they may 
not be fulfilled, searching for new 
places to settle. They have spent 
many a night to themselves with a 
tear soaked cloth. 
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T he Festivals & Holidays of
Hearthfire

st of Hearthfire
The Rites of Moawita 
are performed by the Psijic 
Order, essential means of 
empowering salutary spirits 
and debilitating unclean ones.

Elksday
On the first of Hearthfire, 
people in northern Skyrim 
celebrate nature and the 
creatures that allowed their 
ancestors’ suirvival. This 
often includes dressing as 
Elk the Greybeard Deer and 
setting out potpourri to ward 
away Mauloch the Mountain 
Fart.

rd of Hearthfire 
Tales and Tallows — A 
celebration of Necromancy. 
Many citizens fear this day, 
and avoid the streets.

th of Hearthfire
Every town and fellowship in 
the Wrothgarian Mountains 
celebrates Khurat, the 
day when the finest young 
scholars are accepted into the 
various priesthoods. Even 
those people without children 
of age go to pray for the 
wisdom and benevolence of 
the clergy.

rd of Hearthfire
Nocturnal’s Holy Day, it 
is wise to aknowledge the 

Mother of Night, Ur-Dra 
amongst Princes, aspect of the 
original void, in one’s evening 
prayers.

th of Hearthfire
Riglametha is celebrated 

on the twelfth of Hearth Fire 
every year in Lainlyn as a 
celebration of Lainlyns many 
blessings. Pageants are held on 
such themes as the Ghraewaj, 
when the daedra worshippers 
in Lainlyn were changed to 
harpies for their blasphemy.

th of Hearthfire
Children’s Day is celebrated 

in Betony.This happened over 
a hundred years ago, and the 
holiday has since become a 
celebration of youth.

Morning Star  |  Sun’s Dawn  |  First Seed  |  Rain’s Hand  |  Second Seed  |  Mid Year  
Sun’s Height  |  Last Seed  |  Hearthfire  |  Frost Fall  |  Sun’s Dusk  |  Evening Star 

he ninth month, sometimes called Hearth Fire, 
Heartfire or Heart Fire, is characterized by a descent 

into Autumn as Summer makes its Setting.
The air becomes crisp, the leaves of deciduous trees in High Rock, Cyrodiil, and 
parts of Morrowind, Skyrim, and Valenwood begin their many-colored ritual as 
they slowly prepare for the chill of winter.
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Anhaedra from The Elder Scrolls  
Illustration by psyjick, DeviantArt

EVEN 
DISTRIBUTION
Imo, Oblivion has the perfect 
balance in terms of gameplay. 
Less monotonous than 
Skyrim, and less dense than 
Morrowind. That’s the one I 
never tire of playing.
RandomNerdAlert, r/teslore

HELPING HAND
Even though it was less of 
an intellectual success in the 
fact that it watered down 
the storytelling, gave us a 
spell as an always-available 
get-out-of-jail-free card 
for when we’re lost (in the 
form of Clairvoyance), and 
included the map markers 
and fast-travel that Oblivion 
introduced, the game did 
extremely well at market.
You know, the way the 
Editorial is worded, it sounds 
as if introducing things such 
as map markers or fast-travel 
should have hurt Skyrim’s 
market chances, when it’s 
exactly the opposite: it makes 
the gameplay more amenable 
for the majority.
I’ve confessed several times 
in the past that my first 
experience with Morrowind 
was less than stellar. While the 
open world impressed me, 
I found the gameplay 
tedious, boring, 

difficult and dull, and I didn’t 
pay attention to the lore. 
Morrowind was too alien, 
too weird for me to enjoy it. 
In time, however, I learned. 
I came back to TESIII and 
appreciated its otherwordly 
atmosphere, its rich lore, its 
cast of citizens that made the 
country feel real.
But the gameplay? Yeah, it’s 
still tedious, boring, difficult 
and dull. Maybe Oblivion 
and Skyrim dumbed things 
down and made the gameplay 
less complex, but that was 
a change for the better. But 
don’t take my words for 
it; Mark Nelson, one of 
Morrowind’s developers, 
worded it better than I 
could.
So, yeah, when I read that 
Skyrim was “incredibly dull”, 
I can’t help but find the 
statement unintentionally 
hilarious XD.
Misticsan, r/teslore

hank you for writing in 
RandomNerdAlert and 

Misticsan!
When it comes to “easiness” in the 
games, I understand that different 
gamers have different tastes. For me 
- and many gamers of my generation 
- the challenge is part of what makes 
the game worth it. Without the 
struggle, why should we care about 
a payoff we didn’t earn? It makes 
rewards hollow.

Perhaps given the sales of Skyrim in 
its first month alone, that sentiment 
is slowly shifting out of vogue. What 
old farts like me have to say on the 
matter may just be our raging against 
the dying of the light.

Editor’s Response

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

Comment on our posts on  
r/teslore, r/elderscrolls, and  

r/elderscrollsonline. 

Send us an Email at 
telemoraindependent@gmail.com, 

and you can find us  
on Facebook, 

Your say on T he Elder Scrolls

Thank You 
For Reading!

Talking 
Tel Mora

CorrespondenCe

https://www.deviantart.com/psyjick
https://www.polygon.com/2019/3/27/18281082/elder-scrolls-morrowind-oral-history-bethesda
https://www.polygon.com/2019/3/27/18281082/elder-scrolls-morrowind-oral-history-bethesda
https://www.facebook.com/telmoraindependent



