NO NAME CLUB, HLAALU CANTON, VIVEC

UPSTAIRS
Lliram Alvor: Ohn harig lah medelel’lih neetch, Traldrisa?
(You have some information about netches, Traldrisa?)
Traldrisa Tervayn: *irritated* Ku’ilm ohn nufig? Os shog’neif mugag, ohn s’wit. En el edur bahr indur. 
(What do you think? I certainly do, you s’wit. And it’s not free.)
Lliram Alvor: Aww, yaglag ghar Traldrisa! Osuhn adur—
(Aww, come on Traldrisa! We’re—)
Traldrisa Tervayn: —bahr daeljuuhn. Tolkig yi sint havag gahkho. 
(—not friends. Pay me or go away.)

Brathus Dals: Ju’okor edur Banor mugakam bar gher Balmora tosk siin?
(How is Banor doing over in Balmora these days?)
Lliram Alvor: Juli, os nulfig. Albur fut gan. Os e nulfikam am duhnakam taljed Sovor—oas edur eshtik jikhikam ilu Traldrisa. 
(Good, I think. Same as before. I’m thinking of travelling to see Sovor—he’s more helpful than Traldrisa.)
Brathus Dals: Hmm. Os leyshe’ag oas edur gher ot maeb bulor dashilu Mathesa have’ag. Os harig lahzuil sut Banor ist captuyir, eri ohn muganich. Os jikihin ohn lah flin devod enhi Sovor, en ot hla ota balmarid shog’nei el rekhig diru.
(Hmm. I’ve heard he is in a bad place since Mathesa went. I’ve something for Banor that must be taken, if you can. I’ll give you some flin to share with Sovor and a little coin to make certain it arrives there.
Lliram Alvor: Ist edur juli enhi os!
([Lit.]That is good with me!)
(That’s fine with me)

Brathus Dals: Huh, oas wine’ag oas hariar el ru kasin…mephakam fetcher.
(Huh, he promised he’d have it by today…lying fetcher.)
Brathus Dals: Ugh, ist shein edur bahrlom…haritar jihadi’ag el siin gan. 
(Ugh, that brandy is off…should have traded it days before.) 

Traldrisa Tervayn: Tosk julders sekhes-jakesh...nulfikam yi julkhes am shogah yaglag sut bahrzuil. *laughs* Et julihn…
([Lit.]These young wide-eyes…thinking my wealth of knowledge comes for nothing. *laughs* So innocent…)
(These young upstarts…thinking my wealth of knowledge comes for free. *laughs* So naïve…)
Traldrisa Tervayn: Nesiyir lah’aln shotelad ist shokhahn sut lo…ot itam lacor ist edur bahr’feyal sut yi ald duruu hij.
(Must send someone to find that book back for me…a journey like that is impossible for my old bones now.)

Lliram Alvor: Neibahri ot itam bivi wah de Balmora edur gher arihn…
(Maybe a journey back out to Balmora is in order...)
Lliram Alvor: Ugh, os nulfi’ag nix abahr maeb…os molhan bahris enhi ot netch ascif! 
(Ugh, I believed nix-hounds were bad…I’ll never fight with a netch again!)




DOWNSTAIRS
Nevos Urns: Os hari’ath lehji devehr Helvi ist as khan edur’bahr juli iam jiha’luud jee.
([Lit.]I have had word from Helvi that the chief is not good with our packages sizes.)
(I’ve had word from Helvi that the boss isn’t happy with our shipment sizes.)
Rarvela Teran:  Isk edur bahrsa’eltim! Os shogahag sut ot alni jiha’luud osuhn nesi’ath ebahr bahrgui.
(That’s ridiculous! I know for a fact that each shipment we’ve sent was flawless.)
Nevos Urns: Huh, edur isk et? En iru os nulfikam el ebahr un am… nifuun joual.
(Huh, is that so? And here I was thinking it was because of…sneaky changes [administrative discrepancies].)
Rarvela Teran: Neibahri kol oam dimi! As balgan edur shog’neif bahr iru enhi yi baldefud, os homag ohn.
([Lit.]Maybe at his end! The problem is certainly not here with my work, I tell you.)


Llavesa Drom: Os nulfi’ag ohn abahr eshtik juli ilu busad ekilaam, er el hulog wah ohn adur abehntik ilu guar argal! Os talje’ag ohn binthikam kol eal—bahr ohn sehteg el, ohn julekil am ot netch!
([Lit.] believed you were more good than other men, but it turns out you are less than guar argal! I saw you looking at her—don’t you deny it, you son of a netch!)
(I thought you were better than most men, but it turns out you’re worth less than guar argal! I saw you looking at her—don’t you dare deny it, you son of a netch!)
Belos Falos: Llavesa, muhri bahr ot s’wit— 
(Llavesa, don’t be an idiot—)
Llavesa Drom: Oh, et ohn nulfig os e ot s’wit hij? Os ebahr muhrhe’ag bahr ochisin, os shogahag ku’lim edur havakam ghar.  Osuhn adur et bar.
(Oh, so you think I am an idiot now? I wasn’t born yesterday, I know what is going on. We are so over.)
Belos Falos: *exasperated sigh* Ikalaam! (Women!)

[bookmark: _GoBack]Gilan Daynes: Eri alnef Falos ebahr ot eshtik juli miramer…hariar bahr khayad yi telsad balmarikam oas ruhrtuukh.
(If only Falos was a better thief…wouldn’t have to waste my time making him lockpicks.)

Llavesa Drom: Hadik oas mugag edur wehbig! Os bahr captun el bahr’eshtik.
(All he does is complain! I won’t take it anymore.)

Rarvela Teran: Ot hagil telmin muhriar juli. En neibahri lah hagil halduhn… 
(A new dress would be nice. And maybe some new shoes…)

Belos Falos: Os ean ot gah miramer aln sin…
(I’ll be a great thief one day…)

Nevos Urns: Eas markakar eshtik maridan…er oas edur bahr ot juli sorilk. Neibahri…hmm. Bahr, ist bahr juli. 
(She could use more practice…but he isn’t a good challenge for her. Perhaps...hmm. No, that’s no good.)


