Dagon Fel


Street dwellers :

Itar the Gentle (to Mette) :Hello, Mette, I’d be careful strolling around those dwarven towers, I’ve heard there’s a necromancer in one of ‘em
Mette : Thanks Itar, but I can take care of myself...those good-for-nothing guards could do something about it though...

Anja Swift-Sailer(to Haema Farseer) : So when are we going on that fishing trip, visitors to this island are so rare  we could actually have a bit of fun between friends, right?
Haema Farseer : Maybe, but there’s a visitor right here  as we’re talking, we’ll see some other time…

Hjoldir(to Itar the Gentle) : I don’t know what the gods were thinking when they decided to create all  those rocky spires, by Shor, this is a sailor’s nightmare!
Itar the Gentle :Aye, it must be really tricky navigating a ship this size  around here… Haema is one of a kind..

Hjoldir(to Itar the Gentle) : By Ysmir, are you mad? You want to go in that dwarven tower to see who’s in it?
Itar the Gentle : I can’t sleep tight until I know what's going on in that tower, we could get in the guard barracks and steal some weapons...
Hjoldir : I don’t want to die yet, I’m sorry Itar…

Mette(to Hjoldir) : Are you alright Hjoldir?
Hjoldir :Yeah, it’s just that damned slaughterfish that almost ate my foot when I was fishing yesterday..
Mette :I thought you would have been aware of their sheer numbers by now, they’re not rare like in Skyrim or Cyrodiil..

Itar the Gentle(to Anja Swift-Sailer) : Hail, Anja, why don’t you come and  grab some ale with me  by the tavern tomorrow, I’d like to know more about you…
Haema Farseer : I see where you’re getting at Itar,  don’t play me for a fool.. better luck next time..
Itar the Gentle : Shor’s bones, looks like i’ll have to revise my plan…

Mette(to any imperial guard) : When are you going to deal with those strange people in that tower?
Imperial guard : Our primary assignment is to guard the settlement.
Mette : You lazy oafs…
Imperial guard : Yes,yes, I'm glad we're on the same line, now move along..
Mette: *groan*



The End of the World tavern(Renter rooms) :

Hreirek the lean(to Hjotra the Peacock): I think Heifnir suspects something, every time I come by, he never sets his eyes off me until I'm gone.
Hjotra the Peacock: *Sigh*,  I like you Hreirek, but maybe you should stop stealing from his shop, why do you think he hired a guard?

Hreirek(to Hjotra the Peacock): There's been another brawl last night upstairs, the guards don't even bother anymore...
Hjotra the Peacock: Hah! If a dragon attacked Dagon Fel, those guards would still not give a damn about it...

Hjotra the Peacock(to herself): *long sigh*

Hreirek(to herself):What in shor's bones am I doing here? Even the tavern's insignia is depressing...

The End of the World tavern:

Frynhild(to Sarnir the Clerk): Sarnir, don't forget to replenish the caves tomorrow, you know how fast a bottle of mead gets emptied in here...
Sarnir the Clerk:  Aye, I'll try to keep that in mind.

Sold Fine-Hair(to Vongvild):  Hey Vongvild, when are you going to teach me that move that got me knocked out last fight we had?
Vongvild: I can teach you right now! just make sure you pay for my mead until you have learned! I think it's gonna take a while with you.
 Sold Fine-Hair: You sneaky bastard!*laugh*

Vongvild(to himself): The guards sure don't look joyful around here, weather's probably too cold for these milk drinkers..

Vongvild(to Sold Fine-Hair):  I walked upon that unfriendly orc shrine not long ago, I almost got hit by one of those pig-faces...
Sold Fine-Hair: And you didn't fight back?
Vongvild: I would have, if he was alone, but the entire lot of them came after me...










