Skywind Redoran Waistworks Dialogue

Elms Llervu:  Brother to Dronos and Guls.  Might own an ebony mine.
Balen Andrano:  Dunmer trader, hates Jeanne for undercutting his prices.  Fan of voodoo. (dwemer bone)
Savard:  Nord male smith 
Nelmil Hler: Dunmer commoner and ‘sleeper’
Ulveni Daram:  Noble dunmer female
Relms Gilvilo:  Dunmer priest
Brildraso Nethan:  Dunmer female  Drillmaster wife of the cowardly Rothis Nethan in Scout and Drillmaser
Minglos:  Bosmer male scout in Scout and Drillmaster
Ulyno Uvirith:  Dunmer female master at arms in Scout and Drillmaster
Guril Retheran:  Dunmer male assassin (not Morag Tong) with a writ for his execution in Flowers of Gold (married to Faral Retheran)
Rothis Nethan:  Dunmer male savant who doesn’t want to face Hlaalu fighter in a duel, husband of Brildraso Nethan in Flowers of Gold
Sorosi Radobar:  Dunmer female Owns the Flowers of Gold
Talis Drurel:  Dunmer barbarian in Flowers of Gold

Solo lines
Elms Llervu:  The market’s good; it might be time to sell.
Balen Andrano:  The brown plates last too long - I’d sell more of those blue ones.
Savard:  No horses here.  I wonder if I could ‘shoe’ guar?
Relms Gilvilo:  Saint Meris, lead us out of turmoil, that we may know peace.
Relms Gilvilo:  What would Meris do? 
Brildraso Nethan:  I swear I’ll kill him myself.
Minglos:  They can’t call it ‘breaking and entering’ if they leave the door unlocked, right?
Ulyno Uvirith:  Father would have wanted it this way.
Guril Retheran:  Doesn’t feel right.
Rothis Nethan:  Death is just so… permanent.
Sorosi Radobar:  Oh, the kanets are starting to wilt.
Talis Drurel:  If I mix all three, I could drink sheinjammazte.

Dialogue

Minglos:  Bril, you feeling okay?
Bildrano Nethan:  I’m fine - just worried.  I don’t know what to do.
Minglos:  I’m here for you if you need me.

Brildrano Nethan:  Why should we care about honor?  Honor doesn’t raise children.  Honor doesn’t feed a family.  Honor is just an excuse for the death of good men.
Ulyno Uvirith:  Honor is what makes a good man, Bril.
Brildrano Nethan:  Rothis was never a fighter - that’s not why I married him.  There are too few men like him.
Ulyno Uvirith:  You’ll get through this.

Minglos:  Where’d you learn that trick with the fire?
Ulyno Uvirith:  My mother is a Telvanni pyromancer.
Minglos:  Telvanni?  But you’re Redoran.
Ulyno Uvirith:  My father was a Buoyant Armiger.  Had a thing for fiery redheads.

Talis Drurel:  Sorosi, imagine this - “Cyrodilic Flindy”.  One part flin, one part brandy, in a clear glass with a comberry.
Sorosi Radobar:  That sounds terrible!  Brandy and whiskey are completely different!
Talis Drurel:  But you could market it as ‘flindy’.
Sorosi Radobar:  You’d just ruin the flavor of each individual beverage by mixing them.

Guril Retheran:  Faral told me about your little duel, Rothis.  Don’t bring shame on Redoran.
Rothis Nethan:  Any advice?
Guril Retheran:  Brethas wears bonemold, complete with a helmet.  It restricts his vision, so try to get behind him and go for the kidneys.
Rothis Nethan:  It would be easier for both of us if he could just accept an apology.

Rothis Nethan:  I need a drink.  Best vintage you’ve got.  It might be my last.
Sorosi Radobar:  Cyrodilic brandy, 3E 389.  So, you’re going through with it?
Rothis Nethan:  I… I don’t know.  I’m not in a real hurry.
Sorosi Radobar:  Just be careful, Rothis.  You’re one of my best customers; I need you alive and thirsty.

Talis Drurel:  I had this idea.  You take a dreugh carapace, stuffed with a mud crab, stuffed with a molecrab.  Decadent, right?  We can call it a molemudreugh.
Rothis Nethan:  Talis, I have other things on my mind.
Talis Drurel:  I know the name isn’t that good.  What do you think we should name it?
Rothis Nethan:  I don’t care about your triple crab combination… whatever.  I just need some time to think.
Talis Drurel:  Triple crab combo - that’s good.

Brildrano Nethan:  Rothis, why did you accept that challenge?
Rothis Nethan:  I know.  I’m sorry, Bril.  I should have thought this through, but he was just such a… eugh!  I can’t stand those Hlaalu nix-hounds.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Brildrano Nethan:  It’s not worth it, Rothis.  I need you.  You don’t have the right to throw your life away.
Rothis Nethan:  It won’t happen again, Bril.  I can promise you that.

Sorosi Radobar:  Blessings of the Three, Elms.  How’s that business of yours?
Elms Llervu:  Big plans, Sorosi.  My investments are about to pay off.
Sorosi Radobar:  Sounds like you need a drink to celebrate.
Elms Llervu:  Sounds like a plan.  I’ll take a shein.

Elms Llervu:  Such beauty - you look stunning, serjo.
Ulveni Daram:  Oh, thank you.  The silks are imported from Cyrodil.
Elms Llervu:  What are you doing later?
Ulveni Daram:  Well that’s all up to you.  Look me up if you get any ideas.


Plaza: 
Tedur Hlarar:  Dunmer male pauper
Tenaru Romoren:  Dunmer female scout member of Redoran
Brevosi Indalen:  Dunmer female rogue
Dralor Manor
Favela Dralor:  Dunmer female noble (wife of Beldrose Dralor)
Galviso Heran:  Dunmer female warrior
Uthrel Sarys:  Dunmer male commoner
Saren Manor
Arns Saren:  Dunmer female noble (married to Toris Saren)
Thoryn Samori:  Dunmer male commoner
Toris Saren:  Dunmer male noble (married to Arns Saren)
Redoran Vaults
Beldrose Dralor:  Dunmer male noble (father of Drelse Dralor, husband of Favela Dralor)
Drelse Dralor:  Dunmer male noble (son of Beldrose Dralor)
Treasury
Faral Retheran:  Dunmer female agent married to Guril (writ on his life) lots of quests

Solo Lines

Tedur Hlarar:  I wonder if a septim could have rolled under there?
Tenaru Romoren:  Eugh - I need to get this bonemold cleaned.  It’s starting to stink.
Brevosi Indalen:  I don’t think it’s supposed to be that color.

Favela Dralor:  Dark times, dark skies.  Now this.
Galviso Heran:  That meat was bad.  What rubbish bin did Uthrel raid for it?
Uthrel Sarys:  This place is an absolute wreck.  It will take me all day to clean up.

Arns Saren:  He’s always overreacting, but in this case…
Toris Saren:  That whore, she’s not worthy of the family name.
Thoryn Samori:  It’s just like in my dream…

Beldrose Dralor:  If I join the Armigers, she won’t be able to resist my charms.
Drelse Dralor:  I think it’s past time we changed the locks.

Faral Retheran:  They need to learn the meaning of duty, gravity, and piety.
Faral Retheran:  An honorable death is the best any of us can hope for.
Faral Retheran:  This air is too clean.  It’s making us soft.

Dialogue

Tedur Hlarar:  You look like you know how to fight.  Do you offer training?
Tenaru Romoren:  Yes.
Tedur Hlarar:  Free training?
Tenaru Romoren:  No.

Favela Dralor:  What did you tell that harlot, Nalvilie Saren?
Galviso Heran:  I told her if Beldrose ever catches her eye, he’ll be keeping it in a jar next to his bed.
Favela Dralor:  Good.  Half of the men in the canton have heard her playing their flutes.  I’ll have my son deaf to her siren’s song.

Favela Dralor:  Uthrel, I have need of you.
Uthrel Sarys:  Yes, Lady Dralor?
Favela Dralor:  I have had a long day, and I require a long soak.  Essence of fire petal, and sload soap for lather.  The water I want hot enough to melt dreugh wax.
Uthrel Sarys:   Of course it shall be just as hot, Lady Dralor.  I shall draw the bath for you immediately.

Drelse Dralor:  Our son is expressing an interest in becoming a Buoyant Armiger like my brother, Enar.
Favela Dralor:  The Armigers are only a fraternity of reckless and obscene individuals; hanging off the edge of the Ghostgate, drunken on Mazte and their own youthful exuberance.
Drelse Dralor:  Nonsense.  Direct service to Lord Vivec is a privilege reserved for the proudest Redoran blood.  There is honor to be had in their ranks, Favela.
Favela Dralor:  Oh the words we tell ourselves.  Spoken enough, we begin to believe them.

Favela Dralor:  Beldrose, your hair has become unruly.  What became of that set of combs I gave you?
Beldrose Dralor:  I like my hair like this.
Favela Dralor:  No, girls like your hair like that.
Beldrose Dralor:  Well, maybe some of them do.  I don’t know.  It’s just who I am.

Beldrose Dralor:  Father, I’ve made a decision.  After all the training you’ve given me, all the lessons you’ve taught me -- I want to be a Buoyant Armiger, like Uncle Enar.
Drelse Dralor:  Our family has a long history of military service, but few have had the privilege of joining the Buoyant Armigers.  You think you can handle that responsibility?
Beldrose Dralor:  I know I can, father.
Drelse Dralor:  And I know you’ll make proud, son.

Faral Retheran:  [whispered]  Watch your back, Guril.  Please.  We’ve made a lot of enemies, here.
Guril Retheran:  [whispered]  And we’ve made corpses of those enemies.  If they want to get you, they’ll have to go through me.
Faral Retheran:  [whispered]  No, Guril.  They’ll use you to get to me.  This isn’t like it was back in Soluthis.  There’s another life at stake, now.
Guril Retheran:  [whispered]  Shhhh.  Faral, it’s alright.  I promise, our child will know her father.  I’m not going anywhere.

Guril Retheran:  Faral, all this stress isn’t good for someone in your… condition.
Faral Retheran:  It’s not a disease, Guril.  My ‘condition’ does not preclude me from fulfilling my duties as a House Cousin.
Guril Retheran:  Did I say it did?  No.  I just said that all this stress isn’t doing either of you any good.
Faral Retheran:  All this stress?  You’re the one who’s stressing out here!  And your stressing out, stresses me out!  So stop stressing out!
Guril Retheran:  No stress here!  I’m as calm as a kagouti!
Faral Retheran:  Kagouti aren’t calm, you s’wit!
Guril Retheran:  It’s a dead kagouti!
