The lizard’s head tavern idle banter

Monologues

Arvyn Llerayn: This is the best brew Vivec has to offer? You can’t be serious…
Arvyn Llerayn: Even drunkards would scowl at this piss they call flin.
Arvyn llerayn: Even the falmer offered me better than this, and I was their captive!

Ennbjof: Just one last sip of mazte, that’s all I ask…
Ennbjof: Aghh! My liver! You only need to last a few more days, come on!
Ennbjof: (burps and then sighs) That may have been the last burp I will ever make.

Maesa Gabinia: Those Dunmer morons can’t appreciate good singing!
Maesa Gabinia: I’ve barely enough to afford bread!  I have Manara to thank for that.
Maesa Gabinia: (singing) The night of Nocturnal… Oh god! I almost became a heretic by singing that!

Manara Othan: (sniffing) This flin is foul! Thank god no one drank from it.
Manara Othan:  Maybe I should take that lizard head down… Naah!
Manara Othan:  Fifty two, fifty three, fifty four… where’s the fifty fifth coin? Teegla must have stolen it.

Teegla doesn’t say anything, but it is justified because he would be killed if he spoke out of line.
	
Conversations

(Arvyn Lleravyn and Ennbjof)

Arvyn Lleravyn: How can you keep drinking that sludge? I’m sure that Argonian pees in every drink he serves.
Ennbjof: Sod off! I’m trying to drink some mead here, and I don’t need a snooty Telvanni to ruin my appetite.
Arvyn Lleravyn: Outlanders… (chuckles), here try this out (electric sound effect)
Ennbjof: What in Oblivion did you do to my drink? 
Arvyn Lleravyn: Why, I simply galvanized it. I used to always do it in my younger years.
Ennbjof: You smug bastard! This is (sips at the drink) hmm… not bad.

(Ennbjof and Teegla)

Ennbjof: Teegla! My old friend, I have an amazing secret to tell you! I only need you to swindle a jug of mazte for me, you people know how to do that…right?
Teegla: (hisses) This one apologizes, speaking to warm-bloods is forbidden.
Ennbjof: No, wait! I have to confide this secret to someone before I die! Just hear me out for a second.
Teegla: This one has drinks to serve, farewell.

(Arvyn Lleravyn and Teegla)
 
Arvyn Lleravyn: Manara has been saying that my payments always come a few septims short of the full price, do you know anything about it?
Teegla: This one knows nothing about this, for this one is an honest worker.
Arvyn Lleravyn: As honest as a slave can get… did you steal my septims?
Teegla: This one is telling the truth! He swears it on this one’s very own life.
Arvyn Lleravyn: I hope that’s true… for your sake.

(Maesa Gabinia and Ennbjof)
 
Maesa Gabinia: What’s wrong Ennbjolf? You’re crying! Is something wrong?
Ennbjof: (sobs) I’ve gotten some bad news from the healers: I have mazte poisoning.
Maesa Gabinia: WHAT? How many bottles did you drain… twenty?
Ennbjof: A Dunmer dared me to it! That bastard said an N’Wah like me couldn’t even stomach beer… I am a Nord for Talos’ sake!
Maesa Gabinia: (scowls) what are you going to do? You have to find a cure!
Ennbjof: There is none (sighs).  I am going back to Solitude; I want to die in my own house, not a cheap tavern in Vivec! Leave me now, I want to think.

(Teegla and Manara Othan)
Manara Othan: Can’t you do anything right? You spilled the drinks on a guest!
Teegla: (voice trembling) Th-this one apologizes, w-wont let ha-happen again.
Manara Othan: You better look where you’re going next time then, or do I have to make you sleep next to Grud’s head?
Teegla: No! This one will pay more attention in the future.

(Manara Othan and Maesa Gabinia)
Maesa Gabinia: Well, I’ve performed twenty songs… you know what that means?
Manara Othan: (sighs) it means I have to pay you; here’s ten septims.
Maesa Gabinia: Only ten septims? I have been playing for almost an hour, and you give me ten measly septims?
Maesa Gabibia: Well, then maybe you should find a tavern you won’t get kicked out of for being an outlander. Get back to work!

(Maesa Gabinia and Teegla)
Maesa Gabinia: Teegla, you look tired. Didn’t you get any sleep last night?
Teegla: This one tried to, but found it impossible. Sounds were heard in the night, from below.
Maesa Gabinia: From below? You mean the canalworks?
Teegla: This one thinks so; he heard metal clinging and clanging in the depths. 
Maesa Gabinia: Strange…I wonder what it is.
(reference to the dwemer centurions in the canalworks monster lab)
  
(Maesa Gabinia and Arvyn Lleravyn)
Arvyn Lleravyn: Maesa, I have a song request. Could you play As Dun Hla Gahmerdohn for me?
Maesa Gabinia: (groans) you know I hate singing in Dumneri! I always pronounce everything wrong.
Arvyn Lleravyn: If you also sing Ot F’lah Enamor, I’ll pay you five septims.
Maesa Gabinia: We have a deal!

(Arvyn lleravyn and Manara Othan)
Manara Othan: Arvyn! It’s time to pay up; you owe me one hundred septims.
Arvyn Lleravyn: (scoffs) charging that much is a crime! I will give you fifty.
Manara Othan: Do I have to call the guards to teach you a lesson?
Arvyn Lleravyn: Do I have to have to call Lord Xantrosilkat to teach you a lesson? I thought not.

(Ennbjolf and Manara Othan)
Ennbjolf: I have a bone to pick with you, Manara.
Manara Othan: Is this about your mazte poisoning?
Ennbjolf: You’re damn right it’s about that! You let me drink myself to death, and just kept selling drinks. I demand you at least buy me a ticket home.
Manara Othan: What happened is not my responsibility. You were the one foolish enough to drink twenty flagons of mazte. I owe you nothing!
Ennbjolf: If there is an afterlife, we will meet again, and trust me, it won’t be pleasant.
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