TEL ARUHN, UNDERGROUND
CONVERSATIONS:
Manilian Scerius: It’s a great pity that there aren’t more rich travellers through Tel Aruhn.
Menelras: What are you talking about old man? Do you want to spend the rest of your days working your fingers to the bone?!
Manilian: I’ve been here for 3 years, Bosmer. I’d like to see the sun before I die, even if it is as a recent purchase. Anything is better than this.
Menelras: You’re madder than a sugared-up ‘jit! I, for one, am quite happy to stay here.
Manilian: *sighs resignedly*

Davina: Hey, Jadier, could you move over a bit? I’m so cold, it’s always freezing down here. 
Jadier Mannick: Hmph, why should I? I find it just as cold down here.
Davina: Are you serious? Ugh. *mutters*…stuck-up…no good…selfish!...Breton…

Llaals Ores: I don’t pity that sister of Davina’s…poor girl, shipped all the way to Suran…
Ciralinde: Whatever do you mean by that? Desele seemed like a most benevolent mistress to me.
Llaals: *laughs* Oh, you poor naïve Elf. Used to the high life. Every heard of Desele’s House of Earthly Delights? You’ll find that in Suran. I’ll let you figure out what that means for Caminda.

Urzoth gra-Bargamph: Ugh, I tire of hearing that damned wood-elf squeak all the time. Gives pains to my head.
Mogak gra-Ugruma: *laughs* Pity no one’ll buy that one. The mistress might let us shut ‘im up for a while though.
*both snigger maliciously*

Mogak gra-Ugruma: I hate these Telvanni towers. Makes the bread mold more quick.
Urzoth gra-Bargamph: *grunts in assent* …wait, you got bread? When? Weren’t none in the last shipment.
Mogak gra-Ugruma: Huh, y’didn’t look well did ya? Don’t matter now. It’s moldy already. *

*This conversation is intended to take place while the guards are sitting down, probably at night when the slaves are asleep. I’m currently drafting a new floor plan for the Underground to include bigger slave storage and a sleeping/living area for the guards so this is possible. 
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SOLO:
Ciralinde: If I ever get my hands on that *spits name out* Urunya Velas, I’ll turn her inside out!
Ciralinde: I dread being someone’s property…especially a Telvanni wizard’s. Who knows what they’ll do to me?

Davina: If only I’d stood up straighter…smiled…then maybe…*sighs*…if only.
Davina: This prison is so bad for my skin…I need the sun. Perhaps Mistress Imayn will put me outside tomorrow?

Jadier Mannick: *sniffs* ugh, this place is sooo distasteful. And the people even more so.
Jadier Mannick: What I wouldn’t give for a pen and paper…though my memoirs wouldn’t be particularly interesting. Anything to alleviate the tedium down here.

Llaals Ores: Even the mines were better than this. At least there was a chance to get outside…and no stench of fungi.
Llaals Ores: Always knew these Telvanni were crooked. And they must have ties to the Cammona Tong, or I wouldn’t be here.

Manilian Scerius: My back does ache so…and I don’t even have to work yet. 
Manilian Scerius: The glorious sun…the brilliant moons and stars, the refreshing rain! *sigh*

Menelras: All the others, always whinging about being in here. Honestly, I must be the only one with any sense.
Menelras: *whistles an extremely irritating little tune*

Mogak gra-Ugruma: Don’t know why I agreed to this job…

Urzoth gra-Bargamph: So boring down here…never any fights to break up. Or start.

