Suran miscellaneous dialogue



Monologues

Neldris Llervu: (speaking in monotone) The Sixth House has returned… Dagoth Ur has returned, hope has returned.
Neldris Llervu: I shall ascend… I shall become a being without need for slumber. A higher life awaits me.
Neldris Llervu: Nerevar’s betrayal shall not be forgotten; he shall burn… burn like the fires of the Red Mountain.

Bula gra-Muk: Blasted atronach cracked part of my pauldron! Hope no one notices…
Bula gra-Muk: Glass is not like Orsimer steel! At least it’s very easy to clean with no rust.
Bula gra-Muk: I only need a few more coins to buy myself a silt strider!

Elvil Vidron: What have I done to you Azura? Why don’t your words reach my ears?
Elvil Vidron: Azura…Your followers fail to recognize me! I just need something to prove myself to them.
Elvil Vidron: The Tribunal hunts me as I speak, help me my princess! Help me fight them.
Elvil Vidron (after the player has proven he isn’t the Nerevarine) I have been misled, but it all felt so real! Who would want to mislead me, and why?
 
Garothmuk gro-Muzgub: (grumbles) where did I leave the Sword Of White Woe? If that S’Wit of a guard took it, I’m chopping his head off!  (this is a reference to the sword of white woe found at the guard tower)
Garothmuk gro-Muzgub: I’ve been waiting for that shipment of Nordic armor for weeks! I spent five hundred septims on those, and I want to get my money’s worth. 
Garothmuk gro-Muzgub: I can’t believe Bula still hasn’t shown up with the money, I don’t give out glass armour for free, you know.

Goldyn Belaram: It’s been months since someone has sold me something special… (chuckles) I remember the time someone sold me a Dwemer cog.
Goldyn Belaram: Ouch! Stepped on an Orcish nail! Who the hell sold me this?
And most importantly, why in Molag’s name did I buy this?
Goldyn Belaram: I ought to sell my merchandise to someone, if I don’t’ I will drown in the stuff!

Ranosa Gilvayn: Oh no! I forgot to polish the weapons… if that happens again I’ll be seeing stripes of rust covering my weapons. 
Ranosa Gilvayn: Ah! I forgot to put on one of my pauldrons, how could I forget such an important piece?
Ranosa Gilvayn: Wasn’t I supposed to collect that glass sword last week? Oops.

Verara Rendo: Hammerfelian silk, you don’t get much of that these days; too many bandits between here and Hammerfell.
Verara Rendo: Dunmer cloth is too dusty, but who can blame them? They live right under the tallest volcano in the world.
Verara Rendo: This is the finest piece I’ve yet made! Fine enough to be sold to Almalexia herself, I tell you.


Ibarnadad Assirnarari: Note to self: durzog meat and bristleback Leather causes blindness, (muttering to self) learned that the hard way.
Ibarnadad Assirnarari: (muttering bitterly) Mixing coda flower and ectoplasm sounds like a good idea, but wait until you drink the poisonous sludge you just created!
Ibarnadad Assirnarari: Wish I could just brew a potion of levitation an fly away… too bad my debts chain me to the ground.











Conversations

(Bula gra-Muk and Neldris Llervu)

Bula gra-Muk: Neldris, have the dreams stopped already?
Neldris Llervu: No, and for that I am glad. I have finally found a purpose in life, I feel like a phoenix reborn from its ashes
Bula gra-Muk: Just a few weeks ago you kept screaming about you having no respite from them, what has happened to you?
Neldris Llervu: Just like a phoenix, I was burnt by the fires of the Red Mountain and have been reborn from my own ashes, I feel young again.
Bula gra-Muk: Ugh! I hate that you’ve started speaking in riddles! I hope you get better, take care Neldris.


Neldris Llervu and Elvil Vidron (only before Elvil’s quest)
Elvil Vidron: Begone! I shall have no followers of Dagoth near me.
Neldris Llervu: So, you are the one who calls himself Nerevarine (laughs), such a bold claim. I am afraid you have been misleading yourself; I see no spark of Nerevar in you.
Elvil Vidron: Do not try to fool me! I know what I have seen, now get out of my sight!
Neldris Llervu: As you wish, false incarnate.

Bula gra-Muk and Elvil Vidron (only before Elvil’s quest)

Bula gra-Muk: (mockingly) Hail Lord Nerevar! I pledge my sword to thee, and swear my lif-(starts laughing uncontrollably) 
Elvil Vidron: Mock if you wish, many others already have, but know that my spirits are as high as sails, and that nothing you do can lower them!
Bula gra-Muk: Fine, I believe you… but could you explain why the Nerevarine himself is only wearing a pair of brown pants? (starts laughing again)
Elvil Vidron: I won’t stand here to be mocked! Have you nothing better to do other than poke fun at men of faith? You truly sadden me, orc.





Bula gra-Muk and Elvil Vidron (only after Elvil’s quest)

Bula gra-Muk: Well, well. Look who had his dreams crushed by the real Nerevarine. (Sighs), such bad luck
Elvil Vidron: Are you still mocking me after all this? Nerevar himself has utterly humiliated me, and you keep mocking me? You are scum!
Bula gra-Muk: Calm down! I’m just kidding you, I really admire what you did, it takes a lot of guts. 
Elvil Vidron: (speechless) Thank you, I appreciate that.
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