Vivec Telvanni Waistworks


MONOLOGUES

Auden Valius (before rat extermination quest): Be quiet! You’ll scare the customers away.
Auden Valius (before rat extermination quest):  (sighs)they had so many places where to poop, and they chose to do right where I usually stand…
Auden Valius (after rat extermination quest): Peace at last… no more scratching and squeaking in this place!

Endul Rathandus: Dry bread is no feast, but it’ll do for now.
Endul Rathandus: Been years since I had ash yam soup… wish I could have some now.
Endul Rathandus: Won’t anyone spare change for an old beggar?

Favani Faryon: Wish I was a Telvanni… could just blast the ordinators to Oblivion.
Favani Faryon: The real life is on the plaza upstairs, not here “where the sun don’t shine”.
Favani Faryon: Damned Tribunal makes me pray every day! I’m getting sick of them.

Fevyn Ralen: (before invisible son quest) (grumbles) Cheap N’Wah bastard… (laughs) no one tricks me and leaves unscathed.
Fevyn Ralen: (shivering) should have used thebridge… damn levitation spell gave out halfway.
Fevyn Ralen: Those ordinators are robbing me blind! Maybe disintegrating them might teach them a lesson.

Galuro Baen: More sales drops? If this keeps going I’ll lose everything!
Galuro Baen: Can’t afford falmer ears anymore, or anything exotic for that matter.
Galuro Baen: Gah! This batch is utterly ruined,  (grumbles)poured too much resin…	

Garas Seloth. Galuro’s failure is a godsend! I haven’t had sales this good in decades.
Garas Seloth: Just one more drop of jelly and… voilà! A perfect antidote…
Garas Seloth: Think Garas think! Come on, you know this: where to find Bungler’s Bane… The bitter coast! That’s it.

Golveso Senim: Never should have become a monk! The robes are not warm enough.
Golveso Senim: Ouch! I’m starting to regret practicing my punching on bricks.
Golveso Senim: I’m tired of eating bread! For once I would like some meat.

Melie Frenck: Bless us Sotha Sil, bless me Vivec, bless me Almalexia…
Melie Frenck: I need a magicka potion! Healing quickly drains your energies.
Melie Frenck: So many people haven’t made it in these past months…

Salver Lleran: The Tribunal won’t let me summon any Daedra… not that I really care about their warning.
Salver Lleran: Vivec is beautiful in the morning, but you can’t see a thing down here.
Salver Lleran: Maybe a little flin might cheer me up!

(Dialogues)


(Endul Rothandus and Favani Faryon)
Endul Rothandus: Could you spare a coin for me? The saints will smile on you…
Favany Faryon: You know, I might actually hand you a septim if I gave a rat’s ass about the Tribunal.
Endul Rothandus: Oh! We’ve got ourselves a heretic in our hands. T’would be sad if someone ratted on him.
Favany Faryon: (hurried tone) Here you go, take them all.

(Auden Valius and Golveso Senim)
(Golveso steps into store)
Golveso Senim: Greetings to you, I am in need of some gloves that will protect my fists better.
Auden Valius: You shall have it, and for free too!
Golveso Senim: Thanks… what’s the catch?
Auden Valius: You’ve gotta help me! These rats are ruining my life, and I’m desperate.
Golveso Senim: I’m sorry, I’m a monk, not an exterminator. Besides, you can’t really punch a rat to death.




(Galuro Belan and Endul Rothandus)
Galuro Belan: Did everything go according to plan?
Endul Rothandus: Sure did miss! I dumped them on some guy in the foreign district. Now, could I have my reward?
Galuro Belan: Of course, here’s your bottle of cyrodillic brandy.
Endul Rothandus: Nice! I’ll sip this one slowly, gotta enjoy these things, you know?

(Melie Frenck and Favany Faryon)
Favany Faryon: Melie! Thank the Tribunal I found you, I think I may have got the droops! Praise Vivec and So-
Melie Frenck: It’s okay Favany; you don’t need to pretend you’re a believer for me.
Favany Faryon: Oh thank you! The last priest I went to forced me to baptise myself!
Melie Frenck: It’s all right! But I think you really should come to pray more often.

(Golveso Senim and Galuro Belan)
Golveso Senim: Galuro! Lately I have been seeing all in red, do you have something to do with this?
Galuro Belan: Me? No! While it is true your payment is late, I would never do such a thing.
Golveso Senim: Here’s the payment, and you can go and rot you piece of-
Galuro Belan: I would mind my tongue if I were you.

	
(Endul Rothandus goes into The Lizard’s head to talk to Manara Othan?

Endul Rothandus: Could you spare a small drink for a poor old beggar in need of warmth?
Manara Othan: Here, have some flin.
Endul Rothandus: (sniffs) No, not this crap! I may eat garbage, but I expect something better!
Manara Othan: If you don’t want that, I have a good slap in store for you.


(Garas Seloth and an ordinator)

Garas Seloth: That’s all I can spare for you! I don’t have any more ingredients.
Ordinator: My order does not take no for an answer.
Garas Seloth: This isn’t no! It’s just that it’s impossible.
Ordinator: Then make it possible! Do anything you have to, but get it done!


(Garas Seloth and Favani Faryon)

Favani Faryon: Hello Garas, I dropped my key into the lake, and need a potion of water breathing to get it.
Garas Seloth: I’m sorry; the ordinators took every one of them.
Favani Faryon: The ordinators? What in Oblivion do they need them for?
Garas Seloth: Apparently it’s to catch argonian fugitives, or maybe just to swoop up the coins people throw down.

(Golveso Senim and Endul Rothandus)
Golveso Senim: You look filthy! Where were you, in the sewers?
Endul Rothandus: Precisely. Was looking for swag, but it didn’t turn out so good.
Golveso Senim: What happened?
Endul Rothandus: I was on the border of the canal, trying to get a peek at a barrel, when I start hearing these metallic noises. I turn around, and see this weird metal man just about to punch me. Next thing I know I’m almost drowning and my nose hurts.
Golveso Senim: The sewer water must have had skooma in it, that can’t possibly be real!

(Salver Lleran and Teegla from lizard’s head inn)
Teegla: My master has sent this one to pick up a new slave bracer.
Salver Lleran: Right, you have the jug of mazte I asked?
Teegla: This one has even brought two.
Salver Lleran: Mmm… take this bracer; it doesn’t have a shred of magic left in it.
Teelga: This one is eternally grateful to you.
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