	Name
	Race
	Class
	Notes

	Dranas Sarathram
	Dunmer
	Merchant
	Slave trader

	Jeelus-Tei
	Argonian
	Slave
	

	Seewul
	Argonian
	Slave
	

	Tim-Jush
	Argonian
	Slave
	

	Yakov
	Altmer
	Slave
	Only male Altmer slave in the game


Conversations
Conversation 1: Dranas Sarathram-Yakov. Dranas remarks on the rarity of Altmer slaves, while Yakov chastises him for keeping a fellow mer in bondage.

Dranas Sarathram: You are surely one of the only Altmer slaves on Vvardenfell. I feel absolutely giddy thinking of the money I’ll make.
Yakov: You should be ashamed, Dunmer. It is bad enough that you and your kind subject the Argonians and Khajiit to the ignobility of forced labor, but I am a fellow mer! We are alike, though separated by events historical and magical. Have you no honor?

Dranas Sarathram: And an eloquent speaker. I can charge a few more drakes for that. You’ll make a fine house slave, once I’ve ironed out those unfortunate personality traits.
Conversation 2: Jeelus-Tei-Seewul. The Argonian slaves share melancholy thoughts of home. Note: I have no idea if it is technically feasible for the characters to speak between prison cells. If not, replace with the single lines following this.
Jeelus-Tei: What does it remember of the Marsh?

Seewul: There are many things, but this one thinks most of the mists in the air. Here, it is so dry.
Jeelus-Tei: This one remembers the smells. In this land, there is only the scent of ash and rock. In the Marsh, it can taste all life in one breath. The warmbloods cannot understand this feeling.

Seewul: Perhaps it will know this feeling again someday.

Jeelus-Tei: Yes; that is this one’s greatest wish.

Mutterings

Mutterings 1: Tim-Jush. The Argonian decrys the lack of sun in the market.

Tim-Jush: The cold of the shadows and stone, it bites… this one only wishes to feel the warmth of the sun.
Mutterings 2: Dranas Sarathram. Dranas voices some thoughts about improvements to his business.

Dranas Sarathram: Maybe a few windows over there? It would probably make the Argonians look healthier. Healthy slaves are better for business, after all…
Mutterings 3: Argonian poems. These are short poems meant to be recited by any of the Argonian slaves. They are mostly about Black Marsh and freedom.
The water flows with a glistening sheen
And who can guess what the currents mean?

But the secret is there, wherever it roams
It all goes to the Marsh that this one calls home

The Dark Ones, they keep us
Hunt us, work us, mistreat us

But one day soon, this shall be moot

When they feel the vengeance of those of the Root

To see once again, the shoots, the trees
The smells of life upon the breeze

The Marsh and its ever flowing mist
A canopy made up of Hist
A light in the distance, what does it mean?

A single light? Pay it no heed

But joined by another? That’s something to see

For it could show the path to make this one free
