Yngling manor, Vivec St. Olms Canton

Greetings
Faulgor
Faulgor: Would you like to have an arrow implanted in your skull? No? Then get the hell out of here!
Faulgor (to Bosmers) : Just because you are of my kin, don’t expect any privileges.
Faulgor: Leave me be! If I wanted to talk to some drooling moron, I would have stayed with the Imgas. 
Yngling
Yngling: You’re not working for the Tribunal, are you?
Yngling: If you need an archery trainer, go to Faulgor. He’s the best archer in all of Vivec, but also the rudest.
Yngling: (to characters dressed as ordinators or guards): Get out of my house!  Or you will see why they call me Yngling Half-Troll.

Star
Star: Unless you are here to meet Lord Yngling, I calmly suggest you leave…now
Star: I greet you, but only out of politeness; remember that.
Star: I swear, if Shagar keeps singing that stupid song of hers, I will fling her so high she will bounce off of Masser!
Shagar gra-Snargaz

Shagar gra-Snargaz: Hel-… I mean BEWARE! Beware of my unscrupulous wrath if you… Oh, who am I kidding …
Shagar gra-Snargaz: Nice day isn- sorry, I meant to say DON’T YOU DARE STEAL ANYTHING, (coughs loudly) by the Nine, this isn’t good for my voice
Shagar gra-Snargaz: (singing softly) The Hlaahu striders are soaring! Above the mighty… I wasn’t singing! I was just cursing you under my breath.

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 Hlaahu Striders!
Yngling: No, nothing like that. 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 hallucinating Khajiit?
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: Really? 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 extremely sorry to bother you, but I just have to say something.
Yngling: Does it have something to do with the “frying pan” delivery?
Shagar gra-Snargaz: Yes, it sadly 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 rats! Are you hungry? One of my pawns will bring something later. Now, what would you prefer? Mudcrab meat? Alit meat? Or would you prefer some cheese? Yes! That’s what you want, isn’t it? It’s decided, CHEESE FOR EVERYONE! I’ll see you later.


Yngling talking to his rats

Yngling: There you are! I hope you had a good meal today, especially you Melisa, you are a bit bare-bones, aren’t you? (laughs) I wouldn’t have you any other way. And Torbe! I hope for your safety you didn’t eat a double portion. 
Well, I have to go now. See you later!

Yngling and Faulgor

Yngling: Look at that bow! I ought to ask you to train me
Faulgor: Impossible, your hands are those of a bumbling troll, not those of an archer
Yngling: Hmph! You’re lucky you’re the sneakiest elf in the canton, or I would be having your head served as my dinner.
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