Yngling manor, Vivec St. Olms Canton

Monologues
Faulgor
Faulgor: Where are the thrice-damned Heather petals? I need my tea!
Faulgor: (burps softly) Valenwood… oh Valenwood, I miss you every day.
Faulgor: (struggling to keep vomit inside his mouth) Why did I drink all that Sujamma? What the Dunmer say is true, it isn’t made for N’wahs.
Yngling
Yngling: I hope for Star’s sake that he fed the rats himself this time… 
Yngling: (moans loudly) shouldn’t have tried some of Faulgor’s brew, that stuff is a brain-smasher!
Yngling: (yawns) I can’t sleep anymore… they’re just waiting to strike (tries to hold back tears)
Star
Star: Yet another letter from Winterhold… “Your crimes are forgiven, please come back”. Poor father, you’re so desperate (laughs)
Star: I swear, if Shagar keeps singing that stupid song of hers, I will fling her so high she will bounce off of Masser and crash into Akavir!
Star: With spells and steel… even after all this time I haven’t forgotten it.
Shagar gra-Snargaz

Shagar gra-Snargaz: (playing lute) Gah! I tuned it wrong again, do sounds like a re! This is hopeless
Shagar gra-Snargaz: (singing Skyrim main theme) Dohvakiin,Dohvakiin, naal ok zin los vahreen… got it wrong again! What is my problem?
Shagar gra-Snargaz: (singing softly) The Hlaalu striders are soaring! Above the mighty… shoot! Got the notes wrong (grumbles)

Conversations

Yngling and Faulgor

Yngling: Faulgor… have the teapots been put into the closet?
Faulgor: (sighs) yes, they have.
Yngling: Excellent… and did the mudcrabs pose any threat?
Faulgor: No sir, they didn’t. (whispering) Why do we have to keep talking like this?
Yngling: (Whispering) Shush! We can never be too sure… Now get back to work!

Yngling and Shagar gra-Snargaz

Yngling: Ah! Shagar, I was looking for you!
Shagar gra-Snargaz: Yes my lord! What can I do for you? Should I perform my new piece for you? It’s called the Ride of the Hlaalu Striders!
Yngling: You’ll have to do it some other time; I need you to feed the game rats.
Shagar gra-Snargaz: Oh… I’ll get right to it then.

Yngling and Star
Yngling: I trust everything went smoothly in last night’s mission?
Star: (laughs slyly) yes, everything did.	
Yngling: Have you settled the little ‘spat’ between those thugs and I?
Star: Of course! Who do you take me for, some kind of degenerate Ashlander?
Yngling: (laughs) Indeed that was a foolish question. Carry on.

	Shagar gra-Snargaz and Star

Shagar gra-Snargaz: G-g-greetings Star, I have a message from Lord Yngling.
Erm… It has been brought to Lord Yngling’s attention that you have been forcing me to feed the rats instead of you.
Star: Is that so? Then would you kindly tell him that I have better things to do, and that in my absence you will work in my place?
Shagar gra-Snargaz: Of-f course… I w-will do it-t right now.

Star and Faulgor
Star: You don’t talk much, do you?
Faulgor: No, I don’t.
Star: May I ask why that is?
Faulgor: Because I am often pestered by brutish Nords with muscle in place of brains.
Star: (grumbles) Go and rot! I am of a higher breed that those barbarians over in Skyrim!






Yngling and Shagar gra-Snargaz

Shagar gra-Snargaz: My lord, I am incredibly sorry to bother you, but I just have to say something.
Yngling: Does it have something to do with the “teacup” delivery?
Shagar gra-Snargaz: Yes, it does. I can’t do it! It’s simply not right; I don’t want to harm any prie-.
Yngling: (interrupting) I don’t have time to deal with this again! Now go do your job and stop whining!


Yngling talking to his rats

Yngling: Oh! Here’s my little rat-scals (giggles stupidly) Melisa! Stop teasing your brother right now! Bad rat! Oh, I can’t stay mad at any of you. You are too so cute and fuzzy. Oh oh! Looooks like someone’s fur needs a little brushing! Where did I leave the brush? Oh well, I’ll send Shagar to brush you later, I’ll also make her bathe you, you silly little dirt piles! Well, I have deals to conduct, I’ll see you tomorrow.
Yngling talking to his rats

Yngling"There are my precious little pets! Did you have a good meal? Yes? Ooh, Melisa, you're looking a bit bare-bones. [laughs] I wouldn't have you any other way, my sweet. Oh, and there's Torbe! How are you doing, you inquisitive scamp? I hope for your sake you didn't eat a double portion. Who's a chubby little thing? You are, you are! Well, I have to attend to things, but I'll be back soon, don't you worry!"

Yngling and Faulgor

Yngling: Look at that bow! Almost makes me want to pick up archery
Faulgor: Impossible, your hands are those of a bumbling troll, not those of an archer.
Yngling: Hmph! You’re lucky you’re the best agent of the whole canton, or I would be having your head served on a silver plate.
 


Shagar gra-Snargaz and Faulgor
Shagar gra-Snargaz: Faulgor, could I try some of that brandy? It looks quite…good.
Faulgor: (scoffs) This is Cyrodillic Brandy! Too expensive to be wasted on types like you; besides, you couldn’t even stomach the damn thing.
Shagar gra-Snargaz: (talks as if about to explode) I may be a lover of culture and music, but I am still an Orc! Now, you will hand me over that brandy, and apologize, you tree-loving bastard!
Faulgor: WHAT DID YOU JUST CALL ME?
Shagar gra-Snargaz: (panicking) Nothing! Nothing! (long pause) I’ll just leave you alone.
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