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A Khajiit CODA

Part |

[soundtrack: https://www.youtube....h?v=0h5pEidouvl ]

Ald Sotha Below, 5E911

Clan [redacted], duly noted under the digital house,

Whirling School Prefect Approval — [redacted]

Chronocule Delivery: souljewel count: 9699-00-20-00-005

“Where were the Khajiit when the world broke? Khajiit watch. Khajiit record.

“But some Khajiit...fought.”

The empyreal night slips down Khajiit's back and nestles in his spine — he feels it tingle
there, though it is so far away. The weight of the stars, the myth-whispers of the lost gods,
weeping in their hollow grave-plane(t)s...Khajiit feels them. Tickle him, do they not? No,

perhaps you do not understand.

Khajiit watches the marriage vows, the healing of the priest-who-is-not-a-priest, and

knows that nothing has changed. Like the waxing and waning moons all Time moves like a


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0h5pEidouvI

bored Khajiit chasing his tail. Yes, this is true, exactly true. Time —that old skooma-addict —

chasing his tail till he can bite it. And how the world bleeds then, no?

Khajiit watch. Khajiit record.

Khajiit climbs. He climbs with his weary limbs. It is the Landfall season and too long
since last he saw the Clockwork world. The moon shifts beneath him, he can feel the next
phase of lost-Khajiit mocking him — the season will end soon. He opens the hatch and steps

into the magic of eternal shadow.

Khajiit wonders. Before the Fall did his brothers and sisters look to where he stands in
awe? Did they wonder at the cycle of Khajiit and the chains of the crazy tail-chasing-cat? Or
did they know? Had the arrogance of the Thrice-headed shown them what was coming?
Always Khajiit watch, always Khajiit record and always Khajiit know. In the space between
Dawn and Dusk lives the broken-tail-chaser who hungers for his own flesh. It is too painful to
look. Even the lJills cannot erase the memory of what was once his home. Khajiit reaches for
his pouch and finds only a trace of the sugar; the flavor makes the old wound hurt even more,

and for him, the pain is exquisite.

Closes the hatch behind him. There is revelry below, the bride-goddess dances with her
toy-boy-husband. How long, Khajiit wonders, until she wearies and sinks her fangs into him?

How long before the wound opens anew? How the world will bleed...

We are the Khajiit. Our blood is registered, by force, with cOda. And though the world

forgets...Khajiit remember.



Part Il

[soundtrack: https://www.youtube....h?v=HYGNsMubQ3g ]

Nirn, Tamriel, The Starry Heart; 5E804

[Jill-resonance requested; potential Age-erasure impending]

Clan [redacted], duly noted under the digital house,

Whirling School Prefect Approval — [redacted)]

Chronocule Delivery: souljewel count: 7662-00-80-00-000

Khajiit remembers...

A thoughtvoid exploded to his side, tossing him like a rag-doll into the Cyrodiil corpse he
has just made. Ra’zhiin grunted as the swarmform residuals clawed fervently at his Memory,
but he had been prepared and it merely tickled him at the edge of consciousness, leaving
seedlings of doubt. Had the Cyrodiil survived his blade he would surely have zero-summed in a
spectacular spray of null-casings. The Khajiit shoved himself off, pausing to brush the dust from

his armor. Lifting his head he watched as the candle towers surrounding the White Gold Tower


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HYGNsMubQ3g

fired world-refusals at the Aldmeri belief-engines, and felt a small glimmer of mischievous glee

as they bounced off. Millennia of fighting the Big Walker had taught them well.

“Insurgency One,” roared the tokbox in his ear. “Approach has been rendered. You are

clear.”

“Acknowledged,” Ra’zhiin said, hearing the assents of his litter-mates. Bending down he

wrenched the moonstone blade from the Cyrodiil’s corpse and continued his approach.

Flashes of killing light hurled themselves into the sky as a sunbird whirled from its vector
to spray fire on the candle towers. Below the walls he could see scores of Aldmer troops
chewing through the Imperial lines, eschewing honor with fratricide and slaughter. The towers
poured light into the sunbird’s glimmering skin and explosions erupted along its flesh,
shattering the roar of battle with mind-numbing sprays of coruscating light that were once
lives. For a moment it hung suspended as if by belief alone, then slowly turned, falling past a
tower — severing it mid-spine — before crashing into the heart of the Aldmer line, trailing
carnage and Elven blood in its fiery wake. A high-pitched whine erupted in his tokbox and
Ra’zhiin pulled it out. Screams of triumph went along the Imperial walls until a trio of sunbirds

emerged from disbelief, and victory turned to horror.

This was the fall of the Imperial City.

By the time he reached the walls they had already been breached and Ayleid revenants

were feasting on the surviving Imperials. Ra’zhiin walked past them, confident in his



preparation, and never once did they pay him heed. Faces etched in terror watched him as he

passed through the old Market District and made for the Green Way.

Pulsating shadows cast by a thousand explosions of magicka greeted him past the
District gates. Swarms of soldiers rushed at one another, as though lovers to embrace, the
requisite screams both pleasure and pain. Vaaj-na was already pulling up one of the sewer
covers and Ra’zhiin did not bother to say anything before leaping down. He splashed into the

river of sewage as his eyes shifted to darksight.

The old sewers wound for miles and miles above, below, and around the city streets,
but the Khajiit had not come all this way to seek the knowledge washed into the shitholes of
the Cyrodillic capital. Moving down a fetid avenue he heard Vaaj-na drop behind him, and re-

inserted his tokbox. “Kaasha,” he whispered. “We are in. What is your vector?”

“Check your nine,” came the reply and Ra’zhiin saw her form detach from the shadows.

“Alduwae found the entrance up ahead,” her voice said through the box. “This way.”

The Khajiit stalked through the sewer, sounds of battle echoing down from above. Now
and then the ceiling would shake with the familiar thunder of a thoughtvoid or the more solid
thud of a Dwemeri walker. “They were quite a shock,” Alduwae had said in the briefing. “Who

knew the Imperials could mimic Dwemer tek?”

“Mimesis has always been their strength,” Kaasha had observed knowingly, and even

the Altmer had to cede her his respect.



Now the Little Walkers were tearing through the Aldmer, by the sound of their screams.
Ra’zhiin almost wished he could see it. “We’d better hurry,” he said instead, and the Khajiit

pushed on.

They found Alduwae torn in half by the secret door.

No sooner had they seen him than the waters erupted with Argonian shock troops
dressed in Altmer skin-magic. Kaasha had enough time to draw her blade before a tree-lizard
gutted her. Ra’zhiin side-stepped a vertical slash of a lightblade before slamming his shoulder
into the flickering image of the lizard, knocking it off balance long enough for him to look at it
sideways and stick his blade in its eye. To his left he caught an image of Vaaj-na slashing at a
senchizard roaring maw — the Khajiit was laughing and singing a song as the giant creature’s
face slid off its head. A lightblade nearly shaved the nose from Ra’zhiin’s face, and for a time he

was too busy to worry about his brood-mate.

He was not sure how long they fought, but in the end they were drenched in lizard
blood and only they were standing. Ra’zhiin kicked the leviathan’s faceless head. “A dirty trick,

that,” he grunted.

“They were all killed in the last war,” Vaaj-na sounded confused.

“There is a kind of philosophy that uses nothing but disbelief,” Ra’zhiin observed. Vaaj-

na shrugged.

“We’d best get moving.”

They left their sister to flesh-beetles and entered the sacred crypt.



Part Il

[soundtrack: https://www.youtube....h?v=PbXFSzBmLDw ]

Nirn, Tamriel, The Starry Heart; 5E804

[ill-resonance requested, potential Age-erasure impending]

Clan [redacted], duly noted under the digital house,

Whirling School Prefect Approval — [redacted]

Chronocule Delivery: souljewel count: 8501-00-00-00-000

Khajiit remembers...remembers it is never good when there is magic.

A storm of myriad lights awaited them.

There was no time to take in the vaulted ceilings, the intricate stonework, or the avante-
garde splattering of blood washing the whole place like some mad Bosmeri smear-art. Kaasha
would have loved that, especially. She had always been enamored of the Wild Hunt with its

chaotic spirituality. But no, their eyes went immediately to the trio of individuals encircling the


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PbXFSzBmLDw
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central altar, and its radiant Heart throwing beams of belief-ecstasy against the Aldmeri void-

magnifiers. Long shadows fell from the robed Altmer as they chanted in their nullifying tongue.

“Proto-nymic soul-phage, embrace the aether of your un-existence!” cried one of the
Elves, throwing his hands into the air. Dreams of innumerable world-systems glittered through

his fingertips. “We reject your broken visage and its stultifying imperitude!”

“Embrace the aether of Unitive transcendence in Merethic bliss!” cried another, her
eyes closed in a miasma of euphoria. Ra’zhiin stepped past the shredded remains of an
Imperial knight, still clutching his Akaviri blade. From the corner of his eye he saw Vaaj-na

approaching the altar.

“Erase even the possibility of Man,” screamed the third Elf, “to return the Ur-self!” He
threw his hands wide as the Heart seemed to shudder and the lights and world-betrothals

pouring from it flickered. “Yes!” he shouted. “Yes!”

And then there was a blade emerging from his chest.

Vaaj-na lashed at the second priest with his blade, but the Altmer was too quick for him.
Pivoting on his heel he turned sideways , evading the thrust, before turning the full brunt of the
void-magnifier upon the Khajiit. Ra’zhiin could only watch as his brood-brother melted into a
sludge of if-thens and what-ifs. He turned the edge of his blade flat, slicing in a wide arc that
severed the Elf’s arm, sending the void-magnifier to the ground. A moment later the Altmer’s

head fell to join it.
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A blast of green magicka whirled past him and Ra’zhiin dodged to the side, bathing
momentarily in the hope-forms of the Heart. The female elf sent wave after wave of energies
at him, but the Khajiit was quick. But even as he rolled through the if-remains of his brother he
saw one of her bolts tear through the Heart, and felt the world tremble as if in denial. The look

of glee on her face echoed madness.

“Why?!” she roared. “Why would you turn on us now? Why when we’re so close to
what we’ve wanted to achieve? A new world, an old world...a better world...” She circled
around the altar and aimed her void-magnifier at him. “Tell me that before | send you to

Oblivion.”

Void light burst from her magnifier but he was no longer where she aimed. His
preparation shielded him with belief and suddenly he was behind her, thrusting his blade

through her heart, holding her up to whisper in her pointed ear, “Better the Devil you know...”

The Heart trembled as an explosion rocked the ancient crypt and Ra’zhiin was thrown to
the ground as Its light turned the darkish hue of disbelief. “No,” he whispered. It was almost a

prayer. “Not now...”

A voiced lilted down behind him.

“Maybe | can help.”

Part IV
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[soundtrack: http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=e3fgEO1YYWs ]

Nirn, Tamriel, The Starry Heart, 5E804

[ill-resonance requested, possible Age-erasure impending]

Clan [redacted], duly noted under the digital house,

Whirling School Prefect Approval — [redacted]

Chronocule Delivery: souljewel count: 9711-00-00-00-100

Khajiit remembers...the fires.

With a blast of protonymic-curses the god cleared the exit of debris and they stepped

into a world of ash and light.

Above them the last of the sunbirds were being shorn apart by vehkships’ thought-
cannons even as the lesser-Numidiums turned on their masters. Everywhere the blood of Men
and Mer flowed together to form a crimson epistle on the streets. Welling up from beneath
them a sudden thunder sent the Khajiit to his knees and Ra’zhiin saw a huge shadow loom in
the distance, an impenetrable darkness with death-by-erasure for eyes. To his side a wounded

Altmer screamed in agony, dissolving into a pile of infinitesimal contradictions.


http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=e3fqE01YYWs
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“Ancestroscythe,” said the god, pulling him up. “We’d best get to the ships.”

Sweeping down through swirls of smoke and effluvial gore, the vehkships were landing,
boarding ramps choking with frantic survivors. Few, if any, of the soldiers were fighting now;
the battle had dissolved into a chaos of corpses. “Mara preserve us,” the Khajiit whispered as a
band of Bosmeri ahead of them began to shift and swirl like serpents in water, transmogrifying

and emerging as forest-demons.

“Mara abandoned this sphere a long time ago, Khaaj,” the god said, and then, “Watch
out!” A bonemold gauntlet shoved the Khajiit down as a shadow blotted out the sun. Behind
him came a sound like breaking glass, a death-screech, and a symphony all at once. “The

dreamshields have fail...fff...RUN.”

Ra’zhiin risked a look over his shoulder and saw the White-Gold Tower cracking. There

was light pouring out of it; the dark light of disbelief.

He ran after the god as Numidium drew nearer, trailing the screams of Dwemeri souls.

For a long time after that, he was cold.

There were thousands of them, packed like slaughterfish eggs in the holds of the
vehkships. Soldiers, merchants, children, beggars, skooma addicts, holding each other as if they
were family; weeping as though their tears mattered. He had not noticed — his armor was
spattered with blood and he could not be sure if it was his own. He looked at it as though he

did not know what to think. From time to time an explosion rocked the ship sending up fresh
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screams, but Ra’zhiin sat silently staring. This one is so cold, was all he could keep thinking.

Why is this one so cold? And so it went for hours. Days, it seemed.

There was no food, no water, no communication until...a tokbot —a Dunmeri model —
came in to say they were “clear.” The survivors pleaded for answers, a nobleman offered his

first-born, but the construct turned and floated away.

“What’s happening?” asked an Argonian beside him. “Where are they taking us?” It

was wearing the shreds of an Imperial uniform.

“Does it matter?” Ra’zhiin honestly wondered.

After a time the refugees cried themselves to silence. They stared at one another, the
walls, the floor...but saw nothing. They were each lost in their own thoughts: grief, confusion,
denial. After a few hours a Bosmer stood and railed against the Thalmor, blaming them for
everything. No one responded, or even seemed to notice and his voice faltered. When he

finally sat down Ra’zhiin first noticed there were no Men among them. No Men, and no Altmer.

He must have slept, for suddenly he was falling against the Argonian, heart racing in
fear. He looked around at the surprised faces, heard the Argonian say “Maybe they’ll let us

go...” and heard the belief-engines wind-down to sleeping-mode.

“We're here,” he heard himself say. Wherever here was.

Dunmeri soldiers in bonemold armor filed in, ordering everyone to follow, and they
obeyed. Whispers danced around his ears as they moved through the long shadows of the

vehkship towards the exit ramp. He saw that someone had scratched words onto the wall of
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the ship: “Divine Spark.” There was an odd scent on the wind, and the Dunmer were handing

them scarves. He obediently wrapped his face as he tread down the ramp...

...to see the clockwork corpse of Nirn, floating an incomprehensible distance away.

“Welcome,” said a Khajiit voice ahead of them. “The people of New Lleswer greet you

warmly.”

PartV

[soundtrack: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0S3hSQcLdBI ]

New Lleswer, 5E806 — two years after Landfall

[ill-resonance requested, possible Age-erasure impending]

Clan [redacted], duly noted under the digital house,

Whirling School Prefect Approval — [redacted]

Chronocule Delivery: souljewel count: 9711-00-00-00-100

Khajiit remembers...wandering. But also...the Mother.


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=oS3hSQcLdBI
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Ra’zhiin crested the final hill, and looked down on the Clan Mother’s camp.

The tents were pitched sporadically — some close together, many further apart —a
sprawling encampment spanning the better part of a mile in all directions. From where he
stood he could pick out the small forms of Khajiit moving among the tents, huts, and sugar-brick
shelters. On the perimeters walked guards in invectid-shell armor, bearing a variety of
weapons and wearing helmets with breather scarves and goggles. As he started down the hill,
Ra’zhiin noted a pair of senche prowling nervously along the outskirts — even the guards were

giving them a wide berth.

Within the camp’s limits it did not take long to find her tent — it was one of the few
painted in bright colors with a set of invectid-mandible wind-chimes. The guard recognized

him, and Ra’zhiin ducked in through the netch-leather flap.

The tent was surprisingly spacious, and cordoned off into several rooms. To his left was
an incense brazier with a mixture of dried bittergreen petals and moon sugar; the smell was not
unpleasant (to a Khajiit) and was invigorating. To his right lay an alfig on a pile of cushions. “Is
she in?” Ra’zhiin queried and the alfig did not say. Instead it gave him an intense look before
lifting its leg and licking its genitals. “That’s what this one loves about you, Ji’'naat,” he shook

his head. “Your flawless manners.” The alfiq paused to give him a withering stare.

Ra’zhiin pressed through the next pair of flaps and entered the main sitting room.
Cushioned divans were scattered throughout and the Clan Mother was sitting at the far end,

surrounded by a group of excited children. He seated himself to the side and watched.
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She was old, far older than any of the Khajiit who survived the Landfall. If the stories
were true she had come over from Old Lleswer some fifty years ago, when the Mane
prophesied the Exodus: her colony had been preparing for them ever since. She gave him a
nod to indicate she had seen him but then was shushing the children, a variety of Khaaj-cubs,

Dunmer, and one Argonian.

“Children,” she was saying in her musical voice. “You must listen, for the Mother has a

story to tell you.”

“We love stories!” exclaimed one of the cubs.

“And Mother loves telling them. But you will need to be quiet if you are to hear. That’s

better. Now Mother will tell you the Words of our old Mother Ahnissi...”

[ http://www.imperial-library.info/content/words-clan-mother-ahnissi-her-favored-daughter ]

“Now children, what does Ahnissi say to her favored daughter? What are her lessons?”

“Khajiit are the best climbers!” offered a young girl-cub.

“Khajiit always lie!” said the Dunmer boy, soon booed by the others.

“Khajiit are the toughest of all?” asked a boy-cub.

The Clan Mother nodded sagely. “Yes, children. Mother Ahnissi tells us Khajiit must be
skilled, and clever, and strong because the world will need them. She does not say the Dark
Elves or the Sap Folk are not skilled or clever or strong, but that Khajiit must be so. Remember

Ahnissi’s story and Mother’s teaching, and it will be so.”


http://www.imperial-library.info/content/words-clan-mother-ahnissi-her-favored-daughter
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“Yes, Mother,” they all said in unison.

“Good, children. Now go and play, for Mother has a visitor.”

The children regarded Ra’zhiin briefly but were far more interested in playing, and so
quickly made their way out of the tent. “Ra’zhiin,” she said warmly, throwing her arms wide.
He moved gently into her embrace, inhaling her scent as she inhaled his. She gestured to one
of the divans before clapping her hands sharply. A moment later a servant brought in a platter
with tea-pot and cups; Ra’zhiin waited as they were served. “One or two? This one can never

remember,” asked the Mother.

“Two,” he replied and she put two cubes of moon sugar in his tea before handing it to

him. He watched them dissolve before tasting it. “Canis root,” he observed, pleased.

“One of the rare blessings of New Lleswer,” she told him. “Khajiit brought many of
Nirn’s flora with them, and they have thrived in the sugary soil.” She considered him for a
moment. “Itis good you have returned,” she said at last. “Where have you travelled this

time?”

“Mostly New Argonia. This one decided it was time to visit the Hist.”

“How are they adapting?”

“It is not easy for them. The soil is so different from Nirn’s. But the Hist always find a

way.

She nodded and sipped her tea.
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“And what of the Mother?” he asked. “How does she fare?”

“It is as always. We travel the breadth of Lleswer aiding the people, advising where we

can, chiding where we must. A Mother finds little rest.”

“Ra’zhiin has heard there have been troubles.”

The Mother suddenly found her sandals to be very interesting. “She hoped word had
not spread. Yes. Many Khajiit struggle to find their way in the new world. Some turn to
banditry, some to skooma. Already there are renrij cartels in Dune’s Rise. She thinks they will

soon spread to Ald Sotha Below.”

Ra’zhiin set his cup down. “What will...”

The Mother was looking past him. He turned to see Ji’'naat had entered the room and
was looking intently at her. She nodded as a Khajiit guard in chitinous armor pushed through

the tent’s flaps.

“Mother,” he began.

“Dro’kor has returned,” she said rising. “Ra’zhiin, this one must go.”

“He will help you.”

Minutes later he was guiding the Mother through the encampment, bundled in
breathing scarves and her heavy robes. A large crowd had gathered at the edge of the camp,
but Ra’zhiin could see the form of three senche rising above them all. The Mother kept her

head down, focusing on her feet on the uneven soil.
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The crowd parted for them. “Dro’kor,” she greeted an enormous gray senche with
white and black stripes. He towered over her, and gently chuffed as he leaned down to rub the

side of his face against hers. She touched his cheek. “What have you found?”

The senche growled and pawed at the ground; there were bloody rags and the broken
remnants of an invectid shell. A murmur went through the crowd. “He is lost then,” muttered

a guard.

Dro’kor snorted and shook his head, pawed at the clothing. The Mother knelt, painfully,
to examine it. “These are not the cloths of a councilman’s son,” she declared and reached for

Ra’zhiin to help her up.

As the guards began to disperse the crowd Mother took Ra’zhiin aside. “Ma’jha’ro, the
son of a Dune’s Rise councilor, is missing. He is known to have frequented skooma dens in the
city but has vanished. His father fears he has taken in with smugglers. Dro’kor has been
tracking him.” She gestured to the rags and shell, addressing the senche. “The scent took you

to this place?”

Dro’kor had seated himself; the other senche were moving in, sniffing at him, chuffing

their greetings. Dro’kor looked directly at Mother and blinked.

“But you did not find him among the dead?”

The senche snorted and shook his head, giving a plaintive whine while looking out into

the badlands.

“Perhaps he yet lives,” suggested Ra’zhiin and the senche chuffed.
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“Dro’kor,” Mother said. “Will you take our soldiers to this place?”

The senche stood up and blinked at her, letting out a soft whine. But as Mother turned
to address the guards Dro’kor moved to Ra’zhiin, and rubbed his face against the startled
Khajiit. The other senche gave whines and lowered their heads. Mother took only a moment

to decide.

“Ra’zhiin,” she said to him. “Dro’kor has chosen you to accompany him. Will you go

and save this child?”

He looked at the three senche and their intense gaze. “Yes,” he told her.

Dro’kor blinked his approval.

Ra’zhiin saw the destruction long before they reached it.

It was years since he had ridden one of his brothers — the Thalmor did not trust senche in the
ranks —and it was exhilarating. Dro’kor was massive; nearly seven feet at the shoulder and
solid muscle, yet moved with an easy grace, gliding over the moon-surface. The other senche,
Kareesa and Jo’kajna, were Dro’kor’s brood-mates, but were far smaller than he. Ra’zhiin held

on for his life, both frightened and euphoric.

They were leaving the more level areas surrounding Dune’s Rise and the cities of
northern New Lleswer and were approaching a ridge of mountains the Khajiit called Satak’s

Spine. The curving, winding chain offered many points of shelter and over the decades before
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Landfall Khajiit would build small sugar farms in the lower hills. But the mountains also held

many caves and it was not long before they learned they were not alone on the moon.

The settlement must have been a sprawling farm years ago, Ra’zhiin thought, but had
fallen into disuse probably well before the Fall. Outlying buildings had collapsed or were
decaying, and even those that had been repaired (by prospectors or, more likely, smugglers)
showed signs of wear. A ramshackle building standing closest to the mountainside — still some
fifty feet away — looked almost livable, but as they neared Ra’zhiin saw holes and splashes of
dark color decorating the exterior walls. Dro’kor slowed as they approached sniffing the wind,

and he heard the other senche growl quietly.

Coming to a halt Ra’zhiin patted Dro’kor’s side before slipping off, drawing his blade in
one, clean motion. Reaching back to his training he called upon the mythopoesis of Memory,
the spell wandering as green light between his fingertips. Nothing, he noted, but them. An

image of Alinor flitted before his eyes and he cut the spell off, clearing his sight.

They worked their way through the outer buildings slowly, silently, but needn’t have been so
careful —there was nothing but dust and decades-old bones. But the building closest to the
mountain...Ra’zhiin caught the scent of decaying flesh even through his breather scarf.
Memory showed naught but small iridescent slugs crawling through the rot. He recognized

them for what they were and decided to burn the ruin when they were done.

It was dark inside, dark and cramped — far too tight for the senche. As they milled

around outside, growling and chuffing, he stepped into the interior and shifted to darksight.
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It had been a skooma lab. All around him lay heaping mounds of moon-sugar, enough
that even the most virtuous would have killed for just a hand-full. He brought a pinch to his
nose and sniffed at it; recently harvested. A variety of alchemical devices lay shattered on the
floor, amidst the eviscerated remains of the smugglers. He watched one of the slugs crawl
through an empty eye-socket before moving deeper in; a line of blood followed a drag-tail into

the next room.

Flickers revealed by the spell showed far, far below the floor-boards and Ra’zhiin saw
how it all had happened. A gaping hole in the center of the sleeping quarters led down into
impenetrable darkness. Viscous ichor dripped in heaping blobs from the splintered wood. He
frowned, retreating into the laboratory and examined the bodies, finding nothing reminiscent

of a councilman’s son. Though he knew what he must do, he cursed before moving to the door.

“Dro’kor,” he whispered and the giant head filled his sight. “This one must go down. Do

not wait more than an hour. They will return for the corpses. Do not be here.”

Dro’kor seemed to consider this for a moment, growled, and then blinked.

Ra’zhiin returned to the hole, hearing the first clicks of what awaited him.

[transmission interruption]

[author’s note: the music for this part was chosen for its ambience and because it struck me as
somewhat unnerving. | am not familiar with ASMR (autonomous sensory meridian response)

nor did | have such an experience while listening. | know some of you have misophonia and it is
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possible that this track could “trigger” you; please feel free to not listen to the track or even
repeat an older one (anything by Lycia is great for this). You are far more important than the

peripherals of this story.]

[data reconstructing]

[connecting to previous data-stream]

[data confirmed with Memory]

[transmission continued]

[soundtrack: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zA5Q0ahATZg ]

The walls were slick, and he could not be sure if it were the invectid mucous or Khajiit
blood. He wished for his old armored gloves as he searched for hand-holds and found thick,

resinous puddles. Gently he lowered himself down, the distant clicking growing in his ears.

Ground came quicker than he expected and he had to grab on to the walls to keep from

falling. He ducked down to scan the area.

He had come down one of their tubes but the surrounding area opened up into natural

caverns. From where he stood he could see the canyon he was in stretching several hundred


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zA5QOahATZg
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feet before and behind him, with small holes in the walls revealing broader rooms surrounding.
Whispering to Memory he called upon the ancestral mythopoesis once more, risking the green
magicka tracing his hand. Yes there was life down here —an abundance of it. Closer now he
could see the outline of shapes, estimate distances. But the spell had its limits, and if Ma’jha’ro
was here, he was further in than the exit tunnel. Picking one of the slugs from the ground he
smashed it into the ceiling, leaving a glowing trail to mark the way out. It glowed faintly in his
darksight, stronger with the spell. A sudden fractal of Valenwood burned through his mind; he
could feel the cool earth, smell the leaves, hear the roar of forest-demons...he was in the

Imperial City, the god(dess) nearby...

He extinguished the spell, cursing under his breath.

Louder...the clicking was getting louder. Ra’zhiin opened to eyes to find he was lying on
the stone floor of the canyon, his darksight faded. He shifted and could see the small forms of
iridescent slugs crawling on the roof above him. Grunting, he struggled to his knees, listened.
The clicking seemed to fade. His sword...he found it next to him. For an infinitely long yet
indescribably brief second he saw the face of something horrible, a co-mingling of mer and
spirit, a monstrosity of ancient, dark rites...and then it was gone. He swore for the thousandth

time he would never use Thalmor mythopoesis again, knowing he would have too.

Rising to his feet, he pushed deeper into the cavern.

A scent was growing stronger; the acidic tang of invectid pheromones burned his

nostrils. He gripped his sword and squatted low, listening, and heard nothing. The fingers of
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his left hand considered a moment of the spell, but instead he stood, moved ever so carefully

forward. He could hear his blood pounding in his ears.

It launched at him from an alcove to his side, all legs, spiked mandibles and chitin. He
repressed a cry of shock and dodged to the side. The invectid shot past him, skittering up the
wall as he slashed at it, but all his sword struck was rock, sparks flying, an echo impossibly loud
roaring through the cavern. It was gone. He turned, eyes searching the crevices. Something

tickled the back of his neck.

Ra’zhiin fell back, swinging his sword where his head had been, connecting with the
chitinous body, cutting deep. It dropped from the ceiling down towards his face, fangs
distending. There was not a choice, there had never been. The wells of Memory sent him to
white-sand beaches and arched stone temples, and the invectid was boiling inside its own shell.
It was writhing in agony, voiding death-pheromones into the air as it crashed into him. He
threw it off in repulsion, his sword clattering away, saw it curl into itself as its life vanished. A
seedling. It was only a seedling. And then Ra’zhiin was on his knees, vomiting on the cavern

floor — whether from Memory or the invectid he did not know.

A scream echoed down the canyon, and a Khajiit voice begged for help.

He was running, green light showing him the way and showing him the massive form of

the commaturesco moving towards a huddled form.

There were only impressions. A room, no bigger than the Mother’s tent. A child, no

more than twenty, huddled against a wall. The enormous form of the invectid looming down.
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Eight feet across, taller than a senche, impossibly thin legs splayed, spiked mandibles reaching
out. His dagger was in his hand and he was stabbing into the thorax’s shell, spilling resin,
smelling pheromones as it shifted to turn on him. It was impossibly fast and Ra’zhiin had only
his dagger. He rolled beneath its body, slashing with the dagger, only once cracking the hard
shell. Legs reached under towards him, pinpricks seeking his chest, his eyes. Ra’zhaiin tried to
roll away but pain — searing like Aldmer magick —burned in his arm, his back, his leg. He felt

blood, warm and thick, wet his clothes.

He was out from underneath it and it turned fully upon him. Its face was a tangled mass
of eyes, fangs, splines, hairs. Saliva was dripping from the mandibles as the invectid moved side
to side, testing his reflexes. The child was covering his face, openly weeping. Ra’zhiin wiggled
the fingers of his left hand, saw the invectids second and eleventh eyes twitch. And then he
was slashing at its face, quick, sharp strokes blocked by the mandibles as its front legs
hammered at him, its third leg sweeping up to stab into his left leg. The Khajiit screamed and

backed off.

Rearing up it released a bile from its mouth that stank of putrescent flesh but Ra’zhiin
was moving, awaiting the legs spearing towards his chest, already rolling forward slashing at
the underbelly, striking deep. A pheromone that burned like hate nearly blinded him as the
invectid came down seeking to crush him with its weight. But Ra’zhiin believed and he was
behind it, climbing the shell slick with blood-resin, slipping but not falling, stabbing at the
armored head. The invectid thrashed in every direction and the Khajiit's body was pierced by

splines, legs, nearly thrown. He stabbed with all his strength, driving the blade into thorax,
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head, legs. He stabbed, cut and slashed as he saw the Numidium rise up out of disbelief and
pore burning certainty over his home. His family was burning, his children were burning, his

world was burning...all to the screaming of Dwemeri souls...

Somehow, he was on the ground, dagger lost in the threshing corpse giving its last
throes. Ra’zhiin laughed, he laughed like he had before the Fall, before he had lost...everything.
Already Memory was fading, already the glowing eyes of death-by-erasure were disappearing.

He was himself again. And he was in pain.

A Khajiit face appeared before him. The eyes were wild. “You...you...don’t understand.

He sleeps in the sun! HE SLEEPS IN THE SUN!”

Ra’zhiin punched him right in the nose.

Ma’jha’ro was the first out of the tunnel and he ran for the shelter’s exit. Ra’zhiin was
slower to pull himself up and supposed if he had been nicer the councilman’s son might have
helped him. Crawling onto the floor he lay there a moment listening to the boy’s screams and
decided he didn’t care if something was killing him. But then Ra’zhiin had lost all his weapons
and had only magick he did not wish to use; the boy could be a useful distraction. No, he
thought, that is not who this one is, even if he wanted to be. Drawing his legs beneath him he

stood up, and staggered towards the door.

The invectids had come up before them.
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Dro’kor was tearing the last one into pieces, surrounded by a forest of spindly legs and
cracked shells. Ra’zhiin did not have to look far to see the furred shapes lying flat in their midst.
Ma’jha’ro was screaming about the sun again and suddenly Dro’kor was upon him, bashing him
to the ground with a gigantic paw and roaring like the breaking of the White Gold Tower.
Ra’zhiin waited until the senche stopped; Dro’kor looked down on the huddling form and

snarled. The Khajiit walked towards the corpse pile and heard the senche turn towards him.

The mangled corpses were half-buried, lost in an ocean of gore. Ra’zhiin felt a lifetime
choke in his throat. He thought of Kaasha, and Vaaj’'na. The senche moved up beside him,

rubbing his head against the smaller Khajiit. “I know,” Ra’zhiin’s voice broke. “This one...”

Dro’kor chuffed, and a ragged breath escaped them both.

“Alright, Ma’jha’ro,” came his voice, stronger. “Time for you to return to your father.”

He stayed for a few days at the Mother’s camp, tending his wounds. The only blessing
of the invectids was that there were not poisonous, somehow the gods had had that much
wisdom. Still, there would be scars, for his body and his mind. Thankfully, Memory was

fleeting when not touched upon too often.

He decided to leave the same day Mother was moving camp. She gifted him a sword
and dagger of malachite. “l cannot accept these,” he said. “They are remnants of Tamriel.

They are the people’s.”

“No,” she told him. “They are yours.”
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Walking through the long lines of Mother’s attendees, soldiers, and citizens Ra’zhiin
considered following. He had been part of a tribe once, in the steppes of northern Elsweyr. But
it was far too many years ago, and he was not the same Khajiit. Adjusting his breather scarf he

turned to go.

A shadow loomed over him and something brushed against his side.

Dro’kor was there, rubbing his face against Ra’zhiin’s. A plaintive chuff came. Ra’zhiin

could only nod. “Brother,” he said to the senche. And Dro’kor blinked.

Part VI

[soundtrack: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=DKCf4Y4YS8IU ]

New Lleswer, 5E834 — thirty years after Landfall

[ill-resonance requested, possible Age-erasure impending]

Clan [redacted], duly noted under the digital house,

Whirling School Prefect Approval — [redacted]

Chronocule Delivery: souljewel count: 8495-00-77-00-509

Five steps in and he remembered why he hated cities.


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=DKCf4Y4Y8IU

He supposed it could have been worse. In many ways the cities of Tamriel were far
worse than Dune’s Rise: the stink of Bravil, the violence of Rimmen, the never-ending street
preachers on every corner of Alinor. Dune’s Rise had none of that; though, stepping over a

Khajiit in the throes of skooma-ecstasy, Ra’zhiin noted there where echoes of the old world.
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Passing a brothel he ignored the caller and her skooma-infused pheromones and made his way

deeper into the city.

Mafala’s Cup was one of a dozen winesops in the district but Ra’zhiin had to admit it
was at least somewhat mildly cleaner than the others. He counted only fifteen flesh beetles
scuttling along the walls as he entered and was only slightly blinded from the smoke of moon
sugar, incense, and Lunar Green. A figure waved at him from across the room and Ra’zhiin

sidestepped a waitress carrying flagons of imported jagga.

“This one would have thought,” he observed. “That frequenting such a place would

damage the reputation of a Councilor.”

Ma’jha’ro laughed heartily and gave him his best krin. “Only if the Councilor seeks to

avoid his constituents,” he said, raising a tankard. “This one likes to think of it as ‘polling’.”

Ra’zhiin shook his head as he sat down. Ma’jha’ro had grown over the years; taller,
wider, louder. His eyes glinted with the whisper of just a little too much moon sugar. A
waitress paused at his side long enough to drop off a tankard. Ra’zhiin was careful to sniff it

before tasting it.
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“Greef,” he was genuinely surprised. “How did such a thing find its way to Dune’s Rise?

This one would have thought the Dunmer too...stingy.”

“Influence, old friend,” Ma’jha’ro told him. “A commodity you have not learned to
cultivate.” The Khajiit stared at him for a long moment. “By S’rendarr how do you look so
young roving about the deserts? This one goes to the best flesh sculptors and still he looks

twice your age.”

“Clean living,” Ra’zhiin quipped, and it was a long time before Ma’jha’ro stopped

laughing.

“Ah,” the Khajiit said when he was able to breathe again — the fur around his eyes was
wet with tears. “This one misses you Ra’zhiin...your great wit. Are you sure you will not come

and work for me? The city would benefit from one of your...caliber.”

“You ask this one each time. Must you make him refuse you whenever he sees you?”

“Perhaps someday Ra’zhiin will be wise enough to say yes.”

Ra’zhiin only responded with a krin. Minutes passed as he sipped at his tankard,
savoring the exotic drink. “So how fares the city? It seems much the same as when last

Ra’zhiin visited.”

“So it is,” Ma’jha’ro confirmed. “Ever do the Dunmer resent Khajiit. This one thinks

they do not like that we live on the surface so easily.”

“Or perhaps the flow of skooma and moon sugar to their cities?”
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Ma’jha’ro ‘s face split in an enormous, toothy smile. “One must always cultivate one’s
vices. And the vices of one’s business partners.” He drained his tankard. “This one hears there
are sympathizers of old House Dres looking to do something about it — like they ever would.”

He spat on the ground and a flesh beetle scurried away.

Ra’zhiin just frowned. “What of the Clan Mother? Khajiit has not been to see her in

many years.”

“She has taken a daughter to her side,” Ma’jha’ro said, with gravity.

Ra’zhiin stared deeply into his drink. “This one must see her,” he said, barely loud

enough to be heard.

“Yes,” Ma’jha’ro agreed.

Dro’kor had fallen asleep next to a herd of guar, and was snoring lightly. Ra’zhiin looked
affectionately on his old friend. If the hair of his muzzle had gone a lighter gray, and the fur on
his back was more tangled than twenty years ago Ra’zhiin would never say. There was still fire

in the senche’s eyes, and his fangs and claws were as strong as ever.

“Brother,” he said at last.

Dro’kor wakened immediately, letting out a long yawn and shaking his head before

looking at Ra’zhiin. The senche’s eyes seemed to say both This one is ready and This one would
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prefer to sleep longer. Ra’zhiin leaned down and they inhaled each other’s scent. “We go to

the Mother,” he whispered in Dro’kor’s ear.

Dro’kor blinked.

They were nearly to Torval’s Echo when they saw the smoke on the horizon.

They had been travelling for three days. The Mother’s camp was moving constantly;
some said because she was descended from the Khaj of northern Elsweyr and thus was prone
to wandering, others that she did not want it to seem she favored any area (or city) of New
Lleswer above another. Ra’zhiin always suspected she simply liked to travel and see new
places, new people. It made finding her a bit difficult, her wanderlust, but he always thought

maybe that was the point — like a wise teacher living on a mountain.

There were no guards on the outskirts, but there were bodies; Khajiit and Dunmer
wrapped in eternal, lifeless embraces, their blood mingling on the sugar sands. Ra’zhiin felt the
senche tense beneath him, a low growl escape his mouth. Dro’kor sniffed at the ground,
looked up. As far as they could see were burning tents, shattered shelters, and bodies. He slid
from the senche’s back and picked up a guard’s moon-steel blade. The blood on it was a deep,

rich red.

Silently they moved through the smoking ruin. No one had been spared. Women,
children, the old, the lame...all had fallen to the Dark Elves. He searched the Dunmer bodies

but all insignia had been removed. Many had shaved their heads and beards, carved away
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tribal tattoos, erasing all sign of their lineage. Ra’zhiin had heard of them, the Clanless, but had
never seen them. Mercenaries, thugs, swords-for-hire...assassins; he’d never known them to
do anything on this scale. Someone must have paid them a very large sum of money...perhaps

a certain House...

Her tent was mostly intact. The invectid chimes were gone, and the guards lay
butchered at the entrance. Ra’zhiin motioned for Dro’kor to wait outside, and slipped through

the leather flaps.

She lay on her divan, the bodies of the children surrounding her. Ra’zhiin tried not to
cry out, to hold in the storm of emotions. Memory called out to him, with images of the Sack of
Anvil, the Burning of Alinor, and the Poisoning of Valenwood. He pushed them away and

moved to her side.

She was breathing. Gently, ever so gently, Ra’zhiin caressed her cheek, inhaled her
scent. He tried to ignore the blood pooling around the lower half of her body. “Mother,” he

whispered. “Ra’zhiin has come.”

Her eyes flickered, opened and struggled to focus. “Lhoopka...” she rattled.

“Mother,” a small voice cried behind him. He turned to see a child, a girl, clutching a

dagger too big for her hands.

Strong fingers tightened on his arm and Ra’zhiin looked to find the Mother gazing at him

intently. “You must tell this one,” she whisper-growled. “The Thalmor...did you...believe?”

“Mother, this is not the time. This one must get you to safety...”
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“Did you believe?” she insisted.

Ra’zhiin stared at the ground. Thin trickles of her blood slid down the divan, forming a
tiny pool, a speckle in the sand. “This one believed like all the rest,” he confessed. “Until he

believed no more.”

“They danced upon us,” she told him. “And broke us like Alkosh.”

“Mother,” the child said plaintively. “We must get away before they come back.”

But suddenly the Mother’s back was arching and a voiceless scream tore open her
mouth. Her breath came ragged after that. “Ra’zhiin,” she gasped. “You must take her...to

safety...she bears...all my secrets.”

Ra’zhiin glanced to the girl and nodded. “On this one’s life,” he swore.

The Mother clutched his arm, weaker now. “Ra’zhiin,” she cried out, color fading from
her eyes. “We fail him. We fail...Ahnurr...” Her face contorted one last time, until peace erased
the pain of her life. The child came with wet eyes to inhale her scent one last time before

closing her eyes, whispering a final prayer for the Mother.

Ra’zhiin rose, holding the blade at his side. “Come, Lhoopka,” he said, his voice gravelly
with emotion. “We must leave quickly.” He did not see her take a pouch from the Mother’s

waist.
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They rode from the setting of the sun to its rising. There was no sign of the Clanless, but
Ra’zhiin insisted he watch while they slept. Dro’kor’s eyes shown with the knowledge of what

had happened...and with the desire for revenge. “Soon,” he whispered to him.

That night they came to the walls of Torval’s Echo, a city of trade and prayer. None on
the streets knew what had happened to the Mother and that, at least, was a mercy. They rode
down the wide streets to the Temple of Mara, all the while in the shadow of the Mane’s Masser

palace.

A priestess greeted them and Lhoopka did not at first understand that Ra’zhiin was

leaving her there. “But the Mother said,” she protested.

“That this one should see you to safety, and he has. And he shall do more for you —he

shall leave his brother to watch over you.”

The shock on the girl’s face was rivalled only by the growl from the senche behind him.
Ra’zhiin turned to look at his oldest friend. “You know what this one must do, Dro’kor, and that

this one would not lead you into death.”

Dro’kor roared and angrily clawed at the ground.

“The child, she is the next Mother. She will need a strong guardian.” He ignored the
senche’s withering glare. “There is none stronger than Dro’kor. And who knows? This one saw

many she-senche in the city. Perhaps the Mother will have cubs to guard...”
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Ra’zhiin found himself recoiling from the snarl bursting from the senche, and
worshippers in the Temple looked on with no small sense of fear. Ra’zhiin held up his hands to

placate his brother, and knelt down to speak in his ear.

“Dro’kor,” he said quietly. “Listen to this one. We have seen many years together, no?
And we are old now. But this one has never aged and never will. Not since...the Heart. This
one begs you. He lost his brother and sister at the White Gold, he would not lose you to the

Clanless.”

Dro’kor growled, but there was a hint of a whine as well.

“Brother, we have had our time, and this one wants for you what he cannot...will
not...for himself. Take a wife, have cubs, play with their cubs. Watch over the Mother. Don’t

make this one bury you too.”

The senche let out a whine and softly padded at the ground. Lifting his head he inhaled

Ra’zhiin’s scent before licking his face. He chuffed.

A sad smile touched Ra’zhiin’s face as he buried himself in Dro’kor’s neck, breathing his
scent in and out. “Live well brother. Live for us both.” Fighting back tears he stood and
watched the senche walk over to Lhoopka, sniff her, and rub his head against her body, nearly

knocking her over.

But then she was running into Ra’zhiin’s arms and he knelt to hold her tight. “Make

them pay,” she said through her tears. “Make them pay.”

“This one swears it, Mother,” he told her.
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Outside the city gates Ra’zhiin took off his pack and removed a long bundle lashed to
the side. Slowly, reverently, he drew away the wrappings, revealing a gleaming malachite
sword and dagger. He brushed his fingers against the blades; they were as sharp as the day

they were given to him. He slid them into his sheathes.

Secunda was rising as he strode into the outer deserts. Near to full its light fell full upon
him and Ra’zhiin reflected that it seemed an endless circle to him — the cycles of the moons, the
cycles of violence and retribution. Memory tugged at his consciousness and for a moment he
gave into the tidal pull of its rage. The Clanless would know what it was to wrong the Khajiit, to
be wronged and to be avenged. So too would the House that had paid them. He gripped the
handles of his blades. They would know what it meant that Khajiit always remember and

never, ever forget.

Part VII

[soundtrack: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RhBeH8p0j98 ]

New Lleswer, Dune’s Rise, 5E854 — fifty years after Landfall

[ill-resonance requested, possible Age-erasure impending]

Clan [redacted], duly noted under the digital house,


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RhBeH8p0j98
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Even through the folds of his hood, scarves and lenses of his goggles Ra’zhiin could see

that Dune’s Rise had changed.

The city was cleaner. There were still flesh beetles clinging to the walls, but only a
handful of beggars on the street (some receiving food from Maran priests); there was no haze
of skooma or Lunar Green. Homes seemed better-repaired and there were more brightly
colored flags, draperies, and awnings than before. There were children playing in alleys where
he had seen thugs and murderers-for-hire. Signs of the city he knew remained: pickpockets in

the market, thugs lounging by a bar, a flesh-merchant hiding in a doorway.

It took him some time to reach the house. He passed through the Market district,
through the old Capitol district (still with its meetings of shifty-eyed politicians and scattering of
ragged beggars, but also with new meditation parks and street preachers elucidating the love of
Mara), and finally to the residential. Her house had a low base surrounded by stuccoed outer
walls reminiscent of the old Dunmer style with a thin tower rising at least two floors. A guard

met him at the open gate as he passed through.

Within were animal folds, a small sugarcane garden and a priest greeting him by name.
He was taken into the well-furnished house and up the tower to a small, but comfortable,

sitting room. The plastered walls were lined with fine Bosmeri —crafted shelves and as he
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removed his hood, goggles and scarves he took note of several Dwemeri vases. Walking to the
window he saw a panoramic view of the city, from the Governor’s palace in the east to
plantations beyond the walls. For a moment he recalled the old Mother’s modest tent...and her

alfig attendant. He glanced around but there were none to be found.

“It is good you have come, Ra’zhiin,” said a voice behind him. “It is too long since this

one has seen you.”

Ra’zhiin turned expecting the child he had saved and found a beautiful Khajiit woman in

Maran robes. “Clan Mother Lhoopka,” he said, bowing low.

A light smile touched her face and she embraced him, inhaling his scent, rubbing her
face against his. She gestured to a pair of comfortable chairs at a small table; almost
immediately a servant came to serve them tea, and the Mother herself put two cubes of moon

sugar into his cup.

Sampling the tea he said, “This one was surprised not to find you in Torval’s Echo.”

The Mother said, “This one tries to spend more time in the other cities. The wisdom of the
Mothers is required here as well.” Ra’zhiin tried not to notice the diamond necklace she wore.

“You have seen the city?” she asked him.

“It is much changed.”

“Mara has been good to us. When we walk in her love, we learn to care for one another

— and that changes the way we live together.”
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The Khajiit nodded. “The last time Ra’zhiin was here there was much corruption.

Politicians, cartels, mercenaries...”

“Change has not come easy,” she confessed. “Many resisted the Temple’s charity,
believing we sought power. But in time most came to see our Lady’s heart.” She regarded him

as she sipped her tea. “And what of Ra’zhiin? It is many years since last this one saw him.”

“This one has tried to stay busy. Invectid attacks are worse in the south and he has

spent much time in Quin’khaj’rawl.”

“The Mother is sure Va’jomar appreciates Ra’zhiin’s aid.”

“The governor has been very kind.” Ra’zhiin frowned into his drink. “This one wonders

why Mother has summoned him.”

The Mother smiled, placing her hands in her lap. “This one has something for you.”
She stood and walked over to one of the shelves, removing a small wooden box. Ra’zhiin

watched her curiously as she resumed her seat.

She looked thoughtfully at him for a long moment. Ra’zhiin shifted in his chair. “This,”
she said, indicating the box. “Is a gift from the old Mother. She intended to give it you when

next she saw you, but the Clanless...”

“Will trouble no one else.”

“Just so.” She looked down on the box, and frowned. “There is a story,” she said

eventually. “Not told by Khajiit, but a story the old Mother loved. She spoke of it often, and
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wanted to tell it to Ra’zhiin. It speaks of the love of Ahnurr and his wife, and the jealousy of his

brother.”

“Ra’zhiin knows it.”

“Perhaps not as the Mother told it. So jealous was the brother that he slew Ahnurr’s

wife, but Ahnurr slew him. Ahnurr’s sorrow was great; he hid himself in the sun, and slept.”

The sudden memory of a child in a cavern passed before Ra’zhiin eyes.

“Mother always believed,” she said. “That Ahnurr dreamed the world as he slept in the
sun —she believed that Ahnurr was torn by his own Heart: he grieved for his wife, but felt guilt
for killing his brother. Even the greatest Heart cannot bear such burdens, so he sought
sleep...and escape.” Her fingers twitched on the box’s smooth surface. “In the Dream his Heart
desires to find healing, but healing is painful and often he tries to escape. The Mother believed

that we are the Arena of this struggle.”

“The Arena,” Ra’zhiin said very sadly. “Is no more.”

“She was not thinking of the land of Tamriel, but her people. She used to say we failed
Ahnurr because we fell under his desire to escape his pain. Consider the wound of Lorkhaj, the
myth-echo of our Dream-Father: what is the wound of Lorkhaj but an escape from the pain the
et’Ada could not bear? And what was the Thalmor desire but an escape from the Arena of
Ahnurr’s struggle? The Mother believed we are all reflections of his suffering.” She looked at

him intently. “But Khajiit are more.”

Ra’zhiin raised his eyebrows.
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“Do you remember the Words of Ahnissi?”

Ra’zhiin offered her his best krin. “’Khajiit must be the best deceivers.””

“Yes, Ahnissi taught this but she also said, ‘Ja-Kha'jay, to you Fadomai gives the Lattice,
for what is steadier than the phases of the moons? Your eternal motions will protect us from

Ahnurr's anger.” Why, do you think, the motions of the moon protect from Ahnurr?”

Ra’zhiin gave her a doubtful stare. “This one is not a philosopher.”

“All Khajiit are philosophers. It is the first milk we take from our mothers, but becomes

wearisome when we are weaned.”

He shrugged.

“The motions of the moons are time; not the domain of Alkosh-who-is-broken, but the
passage of time — The Change of the Lattice, the progress of transformation.” She looked at

him intently. “She called Khajiit the Tower of the Dream .”

They danced upon us and broke us like Alkosh, he remembered.

“She said the Khajiit do not escape,” Mother continued. “We are the symbol of all

Ahnurr needs.” She handed the box to him. “The Tower of Time and Hope.”

Within the box was a small bag. Ra’zhiin picked it up and looked inside. “This one does

not understand.”
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“In his torment Ahnurr does not believe that life can continue; his grief and guilt are too
much. He needs time so that he may learn to hope again.” Her eyes were filled with infinite

mercy. “To have the courage to believe that life can be beautiful...again.”

Ra’zhiin closed his eyes as Memory swept over him. He could smell the burning flesh,
could see the Altmer disintegrate into impossibilities; could see his brother and sister reduced
to algorithms. When he opened them he saw a beautiful young woman staring at him.

“Ra’zhiin believes he understands,” he said.

“Does he?” she asked, and there was a quiet desperation in her voice.

“He thinks perhaps Mother wanted to tell Ra’zhiin this to show him that he must not
always wander the sands, that he could buy a house and marry. Perhaps the Mother believed
this story to be a true philosophy, perhaps you do as well. Perhaps it is only metaphor. But
Ra’zhiin? Ra’zhiin believes that all life is an endless circle, and if the world is Ahnurr’s dream
then Ahnurr is mad, and all creation is a circle of madness. Is that not what drove the Dwemer

to their doom? The Thalmor? Men?”

“They sought to escape a serpent biting its tail, it is true,” she told him. “But they could

have transcended through hope...and love.”

“Ra’zhiin is not so sure there is such a thing as hope,” he told her, wearily. “You believe
we must embrace the pain of Ahnurr; to grieve and be transformed in a crucible of time? But

this one tells you we have been. We live for Ahnurr’s pain, and we live to pass it to one
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another. We are creatures of pain.” He stood up. “This one thanks the old Mother for her gift;

he honors her for it. And he thanks you for giving it. But he must go.” He moved past her.

“Ra’zhiin!” she grabbed his arm and turned him around.

Looking down on her he saw the frightened child he had rescued two decades before.
“This one knows,” he said softly. “That you want to help him. The best way to help him is for
you to live. Fall in love, marry, and have many children. This makes Ra’zhiin happy. This is

enough for Ra’zhiin.”

“But it is a life you can have, too,” she pleaded with him. And though he knew what he
saw in her eyes, Memory offered only mockery. He knelt to embrace her and breathed in her
scent for the last time. “Goodbye, little one,” he whispered, and left before she could smell his

SOrrow.

Over the decades he heard the stories from roving traders and pilgrims. The Golden Age
of Dune’s Rise began to decay. The cartels returned, politicians became wealthy, the streets
became dangerous; there were rumors of skin-traders among the purveyors of skooma, Lunar
Green, and Senchal Blue. Plantations began to go fallow —there were so few guards outside
the walls to protect from bandits, invectids, the burgeoning Thieves Guild. And the
Mother...the Mother vanished from public life, a shadow in her tower searching for a future

that was never coming. When at last she withdrew to Torval’s Echo it was not long before that
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Green in a den, still wearing her diamonds and pearls.

It was not long after that he first heard of Jubal-lun of House Sul.

Part VIII

[soundtrack: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mYhg5I0kar8 ]

Ald Sotha Below, 5E911; Six months after the Wedding

Clan [redacted], duly noted under the digital house,

Whirling School Prefect Approval — [redacted]

Chronocule Delivery: souljewel count: 9700-00-66-22-002

“Uncle,” Ri"dro’zhiin said, throwing his arms wide.

Ra’zhiin moved into his nephew’s embrace, inhaling his scent and rubbing his face

against his. A myriad of smells met him: the stale air of Ald Sotha Below, the bitter tang of
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Secunda’s surface, a hint of moon sugar, and the strong pheromone of affection. “To see you is

a gift,” Ra’zhiin told him. “How is your mother?”

“Old,” Ri’dro’zhiin quipped. The Suthay-raht turned and guided him down the busy

street. The Marketplaces of Ald Sotha Below were a sight of no little magnificence, Ra’zhiin


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mYhg5IOkar8
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thought. He had been living in the Dunmer city for nearly a year and could not cease to be
amazed every time he went outside. Here, if nowhere else, the diaspora of Tamriel had grown;
the Dunmer adapted old Thalmor and Dwemer tek to create servant-bots, tame (or at least
avoid) the Worms, and forge boxes for Dreamsleeve transmissions of everything from news to
entertainment. He supposed the AlIma’s daughter had much to do with it, familiar as She was

with the Dwemer. There was, of course, one major problem with living in Ald Sotha Below...

“REGISTERED BY CODA.”

Ghost fingers pointed directly at Ra’zhiin, drawing stares from passers-by.

“RA’ZHIIN OF HOUSE...”

The Khajiit gave the Digital a withering stare. “Yes?”

“THE FATHER IS A MACHINE AND THE MOUTH OF A MACHINE. HIS ONLY MYSTERY IS

AN INVITATION TO ELABORATE FURTHER.”

“Quite,” Ra’zhiin answered caustically. “But what Ra’zhiin wants to know is ‘How many

lifetimes of labor and lament / Will it take to seal this restless tomb?”

Ri’dro’zhiin was shocked. “Uncle, don’t prod it. They’ll...”

“THE SHARMAT SLEEPS AT THE CENTER. HE CANNOT BEAR TO SEE IT REMOVED, THE
WORLD OF REFERENCE. THIS IS THE FOLLY OF THE FALSE DREAMER. THIS IS THE AMNESIA OF
DREAM, OR IT’S POWER, OR ITS CIRCUMVENTION. THIS IS THE WEAKER MAGIC AND IT IS

BARBED IN VENOM.”
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Ra’zhiin nodded with grudging respect. “That, at least,” he said. “Is true.”

“WHEN YOU SLEEP YOU SEE ME,” the Digital answered and moved away.

Ri’dro’zhiin shook his head in amazement, noting the incredulous looks around them.

“You, uncle,” he said. “Are either very brave, or incredibly foolish.”

Ra’zhiin gave him a krin. “Or just too old to be afraid of the Goddess’ magic.”

“This one did not know you were given to Dunmeri philosophy,” Ri’dro’zhiin said later,
as they were walking by one of the canals — a system of magmatic dikes channeling
underground rivers into reservoirs where the water was processed by specialized constructs.

Ra’zhiin watched as a bot filtered out worm-sludge with a light-skein.

“You cannot walk one block in this city without some fool yelling, ‘This is God's city,
different from others!”” He leaned against a railing and watched the bot disintegrate the sludge
before moving on to a hump that might have been a body. “This one supposes it finds its way

into his mind.” He glanced at Ri’dro’zhiin. “This one misses your great-grandfather.”

“This one wishes he could have known him. Father told many stories of Dro’kor and
Ra’zhiin; though where he heard him Ri’dro’zhiin does not know. Great-grandfather was not

very talkative, except in his sleep.”

Ra’zhiin laughed at that.
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The younger Khajiit joined him at the railing. “Mother wonders why you do not come
home.” He looked at Ra’zhiin before considering the canal. “You are more than welcome in the

home of Dro’kor.”

“This one knows,” he said, almost in a whisper. For a long time they watched the bot

clearing the reservoir.

“So,” Ri’dro’zhiin said. “Even in Corinthe-by-the-Shallows we have heard of this Jubal-

lun-Sul. Is he half so wise as his admirers say?”

Ra’zhiin snorted. “Have you heard his Loveletter? ‘Know Love to avoid the Landfall.””

“This one has not.”

“He writes a letter to the Third Era, using the old Dreamsleeve ‘works to break Alkosh.

He claims he seeks to avoid the deaths of millions...but will cause the deaths of many more.”

“This one does not understand.”

“The Loveletter warns the people of Tamriel’s Third Era to embrace a Dunmeri
philosophy to stop the Thalmor and the breaking of the world. Not a bad act of charity...but for

the millions born since, who will never have been.”

Ri’dro’zhiin gave him a doubtful look. Ra’zhiin tried to hold back his bitter laugh.

“Remember whom he married. It is already spiraling through time.”

Ri"dro’zhiin frowned as the bot set down in rest-mode. “"Fusozay Var Var," he said.

“This one agrees.”
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The Monkey’s Roost was an oddity in Ald Sotha Below: a cornerclub run by an Imga
named Duke Koogrogoop, who regularly preached sermons based on the writings of Mankar
Camoran; he had even stitched together a set of Mythic Dawn robes. His pedagogy was largely
considered a comedy act by the Dunmer, and the club was full most nights. The ape was well

into his second act, but Ri’dro’zhiin and his uncle were far too drunk to notice.

“And zzzthennn...” Ra’zhiin slurred. “Zzseeech whooon said...” He stared at the Imga.

“Zzeech whon can’t wrrweemember.” The Khajiit burst out laughing.

“reeve ur hearts wit‘out need to feeer shheeees’ ‘mains buhinnd,” Koogrogoop
thundered. “Dis da’mom’ we DESSTROYY ‘er ‘ever und entru des’dumensss u Lord Dagon.” The

Imga ducked an empty flagon thrown by a Dunmer priest.

“ZZeech whon! ZZeech whon wwreememberss!” Ra’zhiin exclaimed. “ ZZeech whon
said...said...” and a belch exploded from his mouth. Ri’dro’zhiin tried to hold himself steady, but

fell out of his chair.

“ggggret de evil oness buuuurn in itss LIGHT uss if byy du excess of dur visssion. Den

shalt ur Know-ledge go ‘right.”

“...ssssaid...” Ra’zhiin’s head was lowering to the table. “sssaaiiid....”

“Red-drink, razor-fed, | had glimpsed the path unto the garden, and knew that to inform
others of its harbor | had to first drown myself in search's sea,” came a voice, crystalline, soft,

and yet cutting.
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Ra’zhiin jolted up, hand going for his malachite dagger.

The cornerclub was empty. The Imga was shuffling around with a cane-root broom,

sweeping up the detritus of the evening. “Closed,” said Duke Koogrogoop. “Go...home.”

Ra’zhiin stared at him a full minute before pulling up his nephew and staggering out the

door.

They made it all of thirty steps before collapsing in the street.

“Why?!” she roared. “Why would you turn on us now? Why when we’re so close to
what we’ve wanted to achieve? A new world, an old world...a better world...” She circled
around the altar and aimed her void-magnifier at him. “Tell me that before | send you to

Oblivion.”

Void light burst from her magnifier but he was no longer where she aimed. His
preparation shielded him with belief and suddenly he was behind her, thrusting his blade

through her heart, holding her up to whisper in her pointed ear, “Better the Devil you know...”

The Heart trembled as an explosion rocked the ancient crypt and Ra’zhiin was thrown to
the ground as Its light turned the darkish hue of disbelief. “No,” he whispered. It was almost a

prayer. “Not now...”

A voiced lilted down behind him.

“Maybe | can help.”
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They were in Her rooms. She was dressed in a thin gossamer gown, no doubt a gift from
her husband, and her stomach bore testimony of the Nu-Men. Standing at a table she turned
to offer him a drink. “This one had better not,” he told Her. She sat it down beside him

anyway; he felt sick looking at it.

“You’ve been very critical of My husband,” She said, sitting on a divan. It was only then

he saw he was half-sitting, half-leaning on Her bed. “The Digitals have noticed.”

“The Digitals can perform milk-drink on this one,” he spat. His head was throbbing, the

room not entirely at its correct angle.

“Talk like that can lead to unfortunate circumstances in My Kingdom,” She reminded

him. She sipped at a glass of greef.

Ra’zhiin frowned deeply. “To be fair, Goddess, Your Kindgom burned to cinders a

thousand years before Landfall and this one does not see You shedding any tears.”

Anger flashed over the cloven-colors of Her face, but She mastered Herself. “You should

not presume to know the mind of God.”

Ra’zhiin snorted derisively. “God,” he growled. “Like there are no others.”

“I understand Lorkhan is down at The Fire Seed tonight entertaining Talos,” she said

matter-of-factly.

“You know what this one means.”
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“l know that you have been running a long time, Khajiit.”

“Yes,” he admitted. “Yes, this one has.”

“So when are you going to do something about it?”

Ra’zhiin seemed to crumple into himself, a pitiful whimper escaping his lips. “All his

fault...all his fault...”

She was near him then, on Her knees lifting his chin so he could see Her. "All desire is a
desire to be,” She told him. “But that...freedom...is terrifying.” She kissed him on the forehead

and whispered,

“Better the Devil you know...”

Morning, such as it was in Ald Sotha Below, came with the smell of coff. Ra’zhiin
opened his eyes, then thought better of it. A giant loomed in front of him saying, “You are

losing your stomach, uncle. This one thinks you may finally be getting old.”

Ra’zhiin felt for the cup and brought it to his lips, burning them. A curse spat out and he
tried to open his eyes again. “This one carried you home. You were asleep on the Imga’s

floor.”

“In truth, uncle, this one carried you.”

Ra’zhiin grudgingly accepted his nephew’s foolish concept. At least it came with coff.
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“Is Ra’zhiin sure he will not come with this one? Mother will be most sad. Or angry.”

“He cannot. This one has something he must do.” Ra’zhiin looked at his nephew and
felt no small pride. It had only taken five cups of coff for him to see aright again, but
Ri’dro’zhiin had been up and about half a day before him. Perhaps he was getting old. And
perhaps his nephew would make the great councilor Ra’zhiin knew he could be. “Perhaps,” he

said carefully. “This one will see you before next Landfall.”

Ri"dro’zhiin gave a krin that was both doubtful and hopeful. “As you say uncle, as you

”

say.

Ra’zhiin watched him go.

He did not think he would need his weapons, but took them anyway; they were
testaments of the Arena as well. The apartment had been emptied of his few belongings; they
were now in his backpack and he did not see himself returning. He had lived here longer than

anywhere else...at least since... A part of him would miss it.

Ra’zhiin stepped into the twilight of an Ald Sotha Below afternoon. It was a brisk walk
to the Khajiit consulate, but he took his time. He paused at the vendors, looking at the 1/20t
size models of Numidium celebrating Jubal-lun’s victory, even considered buying one. There
were ornate breathing scarves, sugar censors, and a few books. He smiled to see the Words of

Ahnissi.
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The Consulate was a single-floor building, reminiscent of the Dunmeri style imitated in
Dune’s Rise. He thought of Clan Mother Lhoopka, and felt a tinge of guilt. Memory haunted

him with an accusation of the look in her eyes. He forced himself to open the door and enter.

The foyer was spacious and a pretty Khajiit woman sat at a desk, writing on a scroll of
cane-paper; she wore a brightly-colored buki. As he approached she looked up. “Can this one

aid you?”

“This one hopes. He has need of a voidship.”

He could see the annoyance in her eyes. “Passage to Secunda is best secured at the

docks in Torval’s Echo...”

“This one is not going to Secunda.”

Ra’zhiin had never been much of a pilot, but the voidships had been simplified since
Landfall; he supposed a child could fly one now. It was a long journey now that the season had

passed, and he dozed as he crossed the incalculable Void.

When he was not watching the distance close he amused himself with the ship’s library
— all digi-form he found regretfully — finding no small number of Dunmeri texts. He surprised

himself by enjoying them.

“The waking world is the amnesia of dream. All motifs can be mortally wounded. Once

slain, themes turn into the structure of future nostalgia. Do not abuse your powers or they will
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lead you astray. They will leave you like rebellious daughters. They will lose their virtue. They
will become lost and resentful and finally become pregnant with the seed of folly. Soon you will
be the grandparent of a broken state. You will be mocked. It will fall apart like a stone that

recalls that it is really water.”

“That, at least,” he said to no one. “Is true.”

Nirn was indeed a vision of apocalypse.

The world had been severed in the last explosion of Altmeri draco-chrysalis, revealing
the clock-work machinations within. He could pick out the esoteric lines of occultic formulae,
but such were beyond his mind and beyond his interest. Adjusting the guide-stick he

maneuvered the ship to the far side, towards planetfall.

The landing went better than he expected; he did not even destroy the ship. Walking
down the boarding jetty we wondered how it might have gone with the old sunbirds...a

nostalgic krin came as he imagined a very fiery demise. His feet touched ground.

He was home.

Tamriel was a world of shattered earth, magma, and thousand-mile burn-marks that
had once been nations. Nothing remained. The swamps of Black Marsh had burned away, the
forests of Valenwood were ash, and the Towers...fallen. An apocalypse indeed, he thought. An

uncovering.
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He walked perhaps a mile from the ship. The ground was the same everywhere, and he
supposed one spot was as good as another. Looking to the stars he could just pick out The

Tower glittering down on him.

Ra’zhiin kneeled, and began to pray.

“Father Ahnurr, this one is not even sure that you hear him, or that you are even there.
Perhaps it is all the foolish concept of a Khajiit Mother who wanted to free a sad, broken, Khajiit

who could not forgive himself. But perhaps you are there, perhaps you hear Ra’zhiin.

“Ra’zhiin understands guilt. He did not kill his brother, but there is the blood of millions
on his hands. How many cities did Ra’zhiin help to raze? How many times did Ra’zhiin
slaughter old men, women, and children...all for the Thalmor dream of escape? All those years
he aided the Thalmor, helping them to break the world. It was only in the end that he saw, and
though he and his brother and sister tried to stop them...by then even the Heart...your

Heart...no longer believed.

“Ra’zhiin understands grief. How can he not grieve all that was lost because of him? He
will never walk the streets of Rimmen again, never smell the trees in Senchal, never feel the
sands of the deserts beneath his feet. All is lost, and Ra’zhiin bears part of the blame. He is

haunted by the Memory of all that he destroyed.

“And for what? Nothing is changed but that there are no more Men, no more Altmer.
We destroyed even the possibility of Men and have found ourselves in a world no better than

the one we destroyed; no, worse: a sad echo of the beauty that had been — Dawn’s Beauty.
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Perhaps the Mother was right; perhaps Khajiit were a Tower to remind the Arena of change,
perhaps to remind you, Father Ahnurr, that change can come. But the pain of the Dream, the

denial of change, danced upon us and broke us. The Khajiit failed you, Father.

“All this Ra’zhiin knows, all this he remembers. He will never forget; he carries Memory

with him always.

“But Ra’zhiin...he wonders. If a Tower is broken, can it be rebuilt? If Khajiit failed, can
they atone? Even now when he stares at our failure and remembers his guilt, Ra’zhiin wonders

if there cannot be...hope.”

Ra’zhiin reached into his pack and gently, lovingly removed the small wooden box. The
little bag was still inside, and he opened it, emptying into his hand a single seed.

https://www.dropbox.com/s/sfu78r7vgt5ebhh/Fountain%20seed.jpg?n=273795628

“Is it forever too late, Father? Must we always be bound to the circles of madness that
we forge, the circles of despair? Must we be doomed to make the same mistakes, time and
again? Or can Ra’zhiin hope...that there can be more than suffering? Can you, Father...can

Ra’zhiin...believe that life can be beautiful again?”

He dug down as far as he could, dropped the seed into the ground, and filled it in. He
held his hands over it, and could almost feel Memory seeping into the ground. It flowed into
the broken crevices, the aching emptiness. And there within the womb of a dead world the

seed put forth fragile tendrils of roots, and the first tree of Tamriel Renewed...awakened.


https://www.dropbox.com/s/sfu78r7vqt5ebhh/Fountain%20seed.jpg?n=273795628
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Ra’zhiin stood and dusted off his robes. His eyes surveyed the endless fields of lava, the broken
remnants of the world. And though he carried Memory within him, he had been prepared by
belief. Taking a deep breath he took one step and then another. They were not easy. But as

each step came, the next — inexplicably, impossibly — followed. His family awaited him.

A krin blossomed under his scarf, and Ra’zhiin moved eagerly into the first steps of

Healing.
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A Khajiit Minuet

Movement |I: The Ghosts of Bruma

Thunder rolled down the Jerall Mountains and for a moment the earth seemed to shift
like snakes. Falkir struggled to keep his footing. Above the jagged peaks he could see the storm
clouds crackle and spark, though the sky in every other direction was clear. The Bosmer
steadied himself as the echoing cries of the Nord Tongues reached his ears. In such a moment,
he thought philosophically, the wisest thing would be to consider the prudence of running very,

very quickly in the opposite direction. Too bad Falkir was not wise.

Drawing upon Memory he flicked his hand into the air, sending a green light high above
the Aldmeri lines. Well behind him the generals were already preparing and his keen ears could
detect the march of Altmer feet. Falkir glanced around him; from his vantage point he would
have a splendid view of the battle, and ample opportunity for his bow. Alas that he would not

be able to test his blade, being so very far from the front lines.

It was then he heard the baying of wolves.
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The Nords came screaming down the slopes of the mountain, roaring in bloodlust with

their axes thirsty for Elven blood.

Sulindrel considered them stoically as he ordered the fifth phalanx into position. There
was really no sense of strategy in the Northern mind and for not the last time he considered the
alleged successes of Tiber Septim, the false-god . No doubt the present-day warchiefs thought
themselves subtle gathering the last Tongues of Skyrim, as if in myth-echo of the Battle of Old
Hroldan. How much, he wondered, watching the Nords throw themselves against his troops,
were those successes of Talos-the-Liar really the work of Zurin Arctus? The legends claimed
Arctus met Hjalti Early-Beard later but...legends were notoriously deceptive. The Altmer lines
were holding and suddenly there were Khajiit soldiers flanking the Nords almost without effort,
descending from the hills lining the route to the abandoned Akaviri temple. Sulindrel flicked

bits of dirt from under his nails as the barbarians were cut down on all sides.

As the Battlemages unleashed oceans of fire Sulindrel turned from the battle. “Alert me

when they’ve retreated,” he told his aid, and made his way into his tent.

Night fell hard on Bruma, and Kaasha slunk through the city’s streets hoping to find a
bottle of something stronger than the goat’s piss the Nords called mead. Her search, so far,

had been fruitless.

Outside the walls the Elves were piling up the Nord dead for a pyre that could be seen

all the way to the Imperial City. That was the point — General Sulindrel made it known he would
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personally breach the Imperial lines once he had crushed the last army of the Northmen. The
War had gone badly for the Nords, despite all their ferocity. In the early days they were a
terror. King Hrogan One-Eye had led berserkers in half the battles in Skyrim, Hammerfell, and
High Rock and was responsible for the deaths of tens of thousands of Thalmor forces. Kaasha
remembered his skin being peeled away by Daedroths not even a year ago, for the delight of

the Queen. She understood his bone-walker served her still.

Climbing the walls Kaasha nodded to one of the Khajiit guards. Slipping into darksight
she watched the Altmer grunts moving the endless corpses. She noted there were no Arkayans
preparing the dead, and a krin pierced her face: such a nasty surprise for the ragged remains of

Ysgrammor’s line.

Leaving the walls she headed for the ruins of the nearest inn, supposing even goat-piss
was better than water. She wondered if she would find Falkir there — he had likely drunk it all

by now.

Perhaps it was her preoccupation with drink or her thoughts of Falkir; perhaps it was the
weariness of a long war. But despite her darksight she had not seen the soldiers moving Khajiit

among the growing piles of the dead.

V.

Falkir coughed, and no small amount of phlegm and blood flew from his mouth. He
aimed for one of his Nord captors, hoping against hope that the Nord would have the common

decency to just kill him. But the bloody phlegm landed short and the Bosmer had to endure a



64

longer life tethered to a pole, surrounded by a mixture of blood, feces, and empty mead bottles

—the Nords delighted in target practice.

“Maybe if | yell loudly,” he shouted. “I can give away your position! I’'m sure General
Sulindrel — you know, the Butcher of Bravil? — will send many Thalmor to rend your fragrant
hides. Maybe he’ll let me make my famous Nord stew. Very tasty but reminds me too much of

4

dog...

A fist came out of nowhere and Falkir was blessed with unconsciousness. Not the best

solution, he thought before the dark took him, but his second choice.

He was never sure if it was a nightmare, a moment of wakefulness, or just a hope of a
quick death, but Falkir remembered Secunda rising in the distance — an ivory backdrop for a
circle of Nords around a fire. They were chanting...shouting...and seemed almost to be
swaying. There was a guttural noise, a kind of laugh, a tall horned shadow eclipsing Secunda.

Consciousness flew from him then.

The screaming of Nords woke him.

They were breaking camp though dawn was a full hour away; warriors in leather and
fur, hefting their axes, swords and bludgeons. One of the larger ones, an enormous blonde,
was shouting orders. He gave the Bosmer a smile that screamed of horrible things and made

his way over. “Did you enjoy your nap, elf?” came the mocking voice.
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“Well, | would have preferred a bed-mate but Nords are so ugly. And how do you tell

the women from the men? Oh, right, there is no difference...”

The blow did not come, but a laugh did. “Today, elf,” the Nord told him. “Today you
will see the turning of the tide. Today we will avenge the millions you Thalmor have

murdered.”

“I doubt I'll be seeing much from this pole.”

A blade severed his bonds. “Go,” said the Nord, his voice deepening, his hair darkening.

“And tell your masters that Death is coming for them. Today.”

Falkir ran. Very, very quickly.

The Nords attacked at dawn and Sulindrel had to admit that they almost very nearly
accomplished their own perfect defeat within the first two minutes of the battle. They attacked
from two sides, this time — one group following the same route from the temple, another
coming east from Gnoll Mountain. Neither group was very large and Sulindrel almost felt pity
unleashing his Khajiit archers on their forces. A part of him had been hoping for something
more, some small bit of that famous Nordic spirit, but he supposed the Thalmor had done their
job too well. There would be no glorious end to race of Ysgrammor, just a large pile of blood

and viscera.

It was about this moment that the third force struck them...from behind.
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At any other time Sulindrel might have felt admiration, grudging of course. He might
have commended the Nords on the stealth of their attack, the surprising ease with which they
had moved their force without the Aldmer seeing them. That night he would have executed
every guard on their apparent route. But Sulindrel felt none of these things. What he felt was a
sharp chill, beginning at the base of his spine and racing up to raise the hairs on his neck. He
very nearly shivered. Turning to face the horde he supposed it was a completely natural
response. Shock and fear were completely viable reactions on seeing five hundred werewolves

racing directly at you.

Sulindrel drew his sword and ran screaming towards his transcendence.

VI.

Falkir did not make it in time to warn his Thalmor masters; he never saw them again, in
fact. No, instead he ran. It was surprising, he thought, how quickly he could run with the sound
of battle at his back. He had never shirked his duty before, had certainly never deserted: he
was good Thalmor scout, and had always been. Certainly he may have disappeared into the
shadows, offering support through well-placed arrows fired from invisible hiding spots. But
Falkir was certain his brand of heroism was not going to be helpful today. So he ran until he
didn’t think it was possible to run any more, and found that it was quite possible indeed. The

sounds of slaughter echoing down the mountain were a tremendous inspiration.

The insanely wonderful thing about war was that for the small folk, life always went on.
He found a tiny inn overlooking the Niben valley, with a warm hearth and (almost) fresh ale.

And almost no one was staying there. The interior was dark enough to hide his face, the food
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was hot, and the only other boarder was a Dunmer in netch armor who was more interested in
the fireplace than a sweaty Bosmer. Falkir drowned himself in ale, wishing that Kaasha were

with him — a little pleasant company would be nice after saving his own skin.

It was the change in his skin that he noticed first after glimpsing Masser through the
window that night. A funny thing, Nords; their sense of revenge was almost poetic. As his body
shifted he reflected on the irony that he had said Nord flesh tasted like dog — and he was going

to die as a dog. He could almost hear the blonde Nord laughing.

But then the Dunmer raised his hands and Falkir was wreathed in flame.

VII.

The moons rose over the silence of Bruma.

In the terror of the Nord advance the Thalmor had resurrected the previous day’s dead
— including their own troops — as bonewalkers. Something had gone wrong...perhaps the
Tongues were cannier than Sulindrel thought...and they had turned on their masters. What
followed was slaughter on a level Kaasha had never seen, or imagined. The dead and the
wolves tore through both Aldmer and Nord lines leaving nothing living; they stormed the walls
of Bruma, clawing and crawling upon each other to breach the city and it had only been a
matter of time. They poured thousands of arrows into the horde and still they came. In the

end, the Thalmor ranks broke. Maybe the Tongues weren’t so canny, after all.

She couldn’t remember how she ended up in the inn; they had barricaded the door,

held their hands over the ears against the shrieking in the street. There they huddled in the



68

darkness under tables or behind the bar; praying nothing looked through the windows. Only a
few had made it: a pair of young Nord women popular among the officers, a handful of
children rescued from Sulindrel’s pogram (she never knew how), and an old Argonian wishing

he had gone south.

The hours inevitably gave way to an eerie, haunted quiet. Every creak in the wood
flooring drew inhaled breath and muffled screams. Ivory moonlight streamed through the
windows, pooling like milk on the inn’s floor — they pulled away from it. How long, Kaasha
wondered, until they found enough courage to open the door? She wouldn’t be the one to do
it; she never wanted to walk into that world again. The inn was dark, yes, and filled with fear —
but maybe if they stayed there long enough the Thalmor and Imperials and Nords and Daedra
and gods-knew-what-else world would destroy themselves, and after that, it might be safe to
leave. One of the children whimpered against the woman holding her, and Kaasha thought of
all the inspiring Altmer speeches about Thalmor supremacy; speeches about mysticism, art, and
the inferiority of humans holding them back. A vision of Khajiit bonewalkers flashed through

her mind. If only Ra’zhiin and Vaaj-na were here, she lamented. If only they knew.

The door handle moved, and three sharp knocks rang against the wood.

The children scuttled as quietly as they could to the women and the Argonian gave a
plaintive whine. The knocking came again. “The horde has moved south,” came a gravelly

voice.

Her hands were trembling as she stood up, palms sweating as she silently loosed her

blade. Knocking, and her footsteps. Her mind was reeling, muscles clenched against her
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impossible movement. What are you doing?, she screamed inside herself. She saw her hand
reaching for the barricade. Behind her the other survivors made their whispered pleas of

denial.

“I’'m not going to hurt you,” growled the voice.

“This one knows,” she responded, and began shifting the furniture.

When the door opened a lone figure with red eyes stared back at her. “l don’t think
they’ll be back,” said the Dunmer. “But there might be a few stragglers in the city. We’d best

get moving.”

A ragged band of survivors left Bruma that night, a line of ghosts painted in moonlight.
As they stepped around the corpses, avoided the streams of gore she watched the Dunmer in
netch armor. His face was wrapped in scarves, but tufts of red hair hinted in the creases. “This

one is Kaasha,” she said, though not sure that it mattered.

“Telvanni Kalas Sul Saren,” he told her. “Kalas is shorter.”

At a bend in the road the Niben valley opened before them. In the distance they could

see the Imperial City awash in Masser’s light. It was surrounded by fire.

“It is a strange thing,” Kalas said without looking at her. “To find a Thalmor soldier protecting

refugees.”

Kaasha swallowed hard and remembered the Altmer speeches, the waves of Khajiit

dead, the silence of the inn. “Maybe the world is changing,” she said at last.



“Yes,” the Dunmer replied. “Change is coming,”
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Movement lI: An Eight of Dwemer

“This sort of behavior,” Alduwae said in disgust. “Is just an immoral waste of time,

unfitting for Aldmer.”

Vaaj-na gave a hearty laugh. “You wouldn’t be saying that if you weren’t losing.”

“This one seems to recall Alduwae waxing poetical about the game not twenty minutes

ago,” Mith’rohas observed.

“Don’t be a spoil-sport, Aldie,” Yaldunir chided, knowing the nickname would drive the

Altmer red with anger. “It’s not our fault you’re better at milk-drink than cards.”

Alduwae did indeed turn red, throw his cards down, and storm from the room.

Vaaj-na turned to watch him go. “This one thinks you may have gone a bit far. Alduwae

is not known for his sense of humor.”

“What do | care,” Yaldunir smirked, presenting his cards all in Red Royals. “When I’'m

walking out with everyone’s gold?” A chorus of groans met the Bosmer’s revelation.

A Khajiit claw stopped his avaricious hands. “Not so fast, tree-hugger,” the Khajiit’s face

was lit by a krin. “Four Sharpers...and a Queen,” he laid the cards out for all to see.
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“Who’s the milk-drinker now, eh?” hooted Mith’rohas.

Yaldunir watched bitterly as Vaaj-na claimed his week’s pay.

He found Alduwae where he knew he would be: standing at the docks looking out over
the expanse of the Eltheric Sea. Secunda had not risen yet and Masser was barely a sliver

against the dark of Oblivion; the shadows lay deep on the quays.

Vaaj-na stood beside his friend and handed him a bag of gold. Alduwae looked at it,

hefted it, shrugged and put it in his purse. “Hardly seems sporting,” he observed.

“The point of sportsmanship,” observed the Khajiit. “Is to learn to lose gracefully.” He

chuckled softly, “This one is happy to help his brothers achieve transcendence.”

Even Alduwae smiled at that.

After a long moment the Altmer said seriously, “Think of it brother. Out there, tens of
thousands of us are achieving glory, bringing the New World to light...while we are stuck here

on guard duty.”

“Someone has to keep the Psijics at bay.”

“Perhaps.”

“Vaaj-nal!” a voiced sounded behind them.

They turned to see three Thalmor guards approaching. They looked very serious.



“You have found him,” Vaaj-na ceded.

“Vaaj-na you have been accused of Frivolous Behavior, Subverting the Morals of a
Thalmor, and Theft of Personal Finances. The punishment for these crimes is Severe Flogging,

Imprisonment, and Re-Education. How do you Plead?”

“You can’t be serious!” Alduwae objected. “It was a friendly game!”

“Are you, Alduwae,” said one of the Thalmor. “Confessing to being an Accessory to

these Crimes?”

The Altmer became very quiet.

“So, Vaaj-na...how do you plead?”

But Vaaj-na was not looking at them anymore. A curious light was playing behind the
guards, casting long shadows across the quays, spilling like black ink into the darkness of the

Eltheric Sea. “This one thinks maybe running is most important now.”

The Thalmor guards turned as the first of the Numidium Walkers landed in Alinor.

The real problem with Imperials, Vaaj-na thought, was their sense of proportion.
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All right, so the Thalmor had assassinated the Emperor — make that five Emperors — and
maybe they had used Draconically-crystalized magic to temporally erase the walls of Sutch (it
was quite humorous, really!) and maybe, just maybe, they had used Void Magnification in
conjunction with Temporal Ossification to negate fifteen years of Imperial victories...did that
really, really justify sending forty (it was more like a hundred) Dwemeri Walkers into their
capital city? Even in war, even the War That Really Would End All Wars, that just
seemed...mean. It wasn’t as if the Thalmor hadn’t been busy fighting the actual Numidium for
countless millennia —they had — but sending more of them, especially when the war was going

so well...

The Numidium Walkers weren’t new to the war; the Imperials had first started using
them almost a year ago and, while they were devastating, they were difficult to transport. How
they’d gotten them to Alinor he couldn’t guess. At roughly twenty feet in height they had the
weight and strength to crush most things in their path, but the real danger was their Negation
Cannons. Vaaj-na dodged to his right as a dark beam of swirling refutations nearly removed
him from Space/Time. He heard the sharp crackle of Temporal Nihilism behind him and knew

at least one of the guards had been Unthought.

The Walkers had formed a line along the side of the quays and were blasting everything
in sight: buildings, walls, candle towers, people — they were just firing without really aiming.
Huddling down in a fisherman’s boat Vaaj-na wished he had more than his moonstone dagger
with him — but who brings their magnifier to a card game? The boat rustled and he saw

Alduwae had joined him. “What was it you were saying about glory?” the Khajiit asked him.
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Alduwae frowned and watched the battle.

Thalmor guards had taken cover behind the wreckage of guard tower — parts of it were
still glowing with tangles of Logic — and were blindly firing at the Walkers. One of the
Numidiums paused as if contemplating them and said something — he could not hear what —
before firing a shot of bright light at them. Vaaj-na watched as it stopped mere feet from the
tower and exploded into a vortex of killing light, slicing the soldiers into infinitesimal fragments
before sucking the gore-slurry into a hole in Time. Nothing remained but a few weapons

scattered on the ground.

“They’ve learned to simulate Void Magnification!” Alduwae exclaimed, but Vaaj-na was
already at the tower scooping up the Magnifiers and tossing one to the Altmer. “Proportion,”

he said under his breath. “Definitely, proportion.”

It was about this time that the faux-Dwemeri airships started dropping Imperial

Battlemages into the fray.

They were racing down the barracks when they caught up with Mith’rohas and Yaldunir.

The pair was pinned down at the entrance facing the courtyard. The Walkers had

moved on — perhaps making for the Market district — but the Battlemages were sending
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fireballs, lightning and the occasional Daedra at them. Discarded Magnifiers were littered

around them and Yaldunir had resorted to his bow.

“Any better that way?” Mith’rohas asked them, nodding back the way they came.

“Not unless you like dying,” Vaaj-na told him.

“We barricaded the gate to stop the mages from getting in,” Alduwae explained. “But it

can’t hold for long.”

“We need to re-group,” Yaldunir said, losing an arrow at one of the mages. Vaaj-na
watched it pierce the Imperial’s eye before he fell. He caught sight of a strange pyramidal

object behind the mages, giving off a bluish glow. “Is that a mana well?” he asked.

Mith’rohas gave him a hard look. “Why do you think they’re giving us so much

trouble?”

“That’s just cheating,” Vaaj-na spat.

A sudden volley of firebolts rained from their left and the mages turned to meet the
assault. “About time,” Yaldunir said, stepping from cover. Mith’rohas shouted and charged the

line, firing Voids in rapid succession.

Though he thought better of it, Vaaj-na stepped out.

The scene spread out before him. His eyes registered the line of Thalmor storming from
the left, firing spells, voids, blocking the Imperial magic with Mirror Logic; he saw the Imperials

turn the full brunt of their attacks away from the two Khajiit, Bosmer and Altmer running from
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the barracks: he watched Mith’rohas kill four Battlemages before his magnifier ran dry. Had he
kept watching he might have seen the Thalmor who’s Void — having missed its target — returned
Mith’rohas to his et’adic ur-self, dissipating him in Padomaic ephemerality. But the immense
shadow falling across the courtyard drew his attention as a dozen Walkers flew down from the
sky, belief-engines burning brightly at their feet. Spirals of World Refusals fired in all directions

erasing Thalmor and Imperial alike, tearing away buildings, homes, barracks, towers...

A shadow fell across him.

Vaaj-na looked up into the glowing barrel of a Negation Cannon, vaguely saw the
simulacra of a Dwemer face looking down on him. “ABNEGATION ENACTED,” it boomed and

un-light ran the length of the barrel.

“DAAR GEIN LOST DEZ!”

The Voice seemed to come from everywhere and nowhere. The Walker’s arm recoiled
as it turned and began firing across the courtyard. The Khajiit looked all around him, saw
Alduwae gesturing for him to follow. Out of the corner of his eye he saw images of crystal,

light, wings. Then he was running.

Behind him lay the four hundred and thirty-two shards of the quantaverses where he

had died. There was a wisp of ethereal, crystalline wings, and even those had vanished.
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The Surrender of Alinor happened in one hour, but Numidium's siege lasted from the Mythic Era
until long into the Fifth. Some Mirror Logicians of the Altmer fight it still in chrysalis shells that
phase in and out of Tamrielic Prime, and their brethren know nothing of their purpose unless

they stare too long and break their own possipoints.

The Walkers, airships, battlemages and gods-knew-what-else pummeled the city long

into the night...and Alinor burned.

Lights flickered in the pre-dawn hours all along the dark coast of Summerset and the
Altmer gathered in small groups to practice their mourning rituals. Vaaj-na did not join them,
but sat at the back of the ship, listening to the waves wash against the hull. From time to time
he would look up noting the groups of lights flittering through the dark — flying Walkers, no
doubt — or to glance at the stars shining coldly down upon them; the Serpent loomed

menacingly above.

“We’re going to Falinesti,” Yaldunir said, sitting next to him. “They’re gathering the

battalions of western Valenwood to retake the Isles.”

“This one wonders,” Vaaj-na almost whispered. “If it is worth it.”

Yaldunir looked at him harshly. “Talk like that will get you Voided, cat.”

A krin creased his lips. “No, you’re right. This one simply cannot believe what has

happened. It is almost as great a shock as the fall of Rimmen.”
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“Well, you cats had poor leadership,” the Bosmer explained.

Vaaj-na shrugged. “Well, we’ll both revenge ourselves against the Imperials before

long.”

“It will be glorious.”

“What will?” asked a voice behind them. They turned to see Alduwae as he settled

down beside them. Even without darksight Vaaj-na could see his eyes were red-with-tears.

“The Retaking of Alinor,” Yaldunir said with pride. “We’ll give those Imperials Right

Teaching like they’ve never had...”

But Alduwae was watching the fires.

The weather was not kind to them — some suspected a few of the Nord Tongues had
survived and were raising storms — but they reached the mainland in a week’s time. The sun
was setting as Vaaj-na walked down the gangplank, staring at the Bosmer city. Falinesti had
become a sort of mobile war-base in the early years, but had rested here for some time. There
were even Imga playing in the long branches drooping to the ground. The Khajiit watched them

as he stepped onto dry land.

“We’'re to join the Seventh Phalanx,” said Alduwae, stopping at his side. “We’ll have a

few days before we...ship out.”
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The last of the passengers walked past them and still Vaaj-na watched the Imga.

Alduwae shuffled his feet. “We better get going. The officers don’t approve of tardiness.”

"Gzalzi vaberzarita maaszi,” Vaaj-na said at last.

“What?”

The Khajiit turned to look at his friend. Over his shoulder Alduwae saw Imga throw fruit

at the returning soldiers. At least he thought it was fruit.

“This one is not going back. He would appreciate it if you did not tell anyone.”

Alduwae looked at him very seriously. “That’s treason, Vaaj-na. They’ll kill you.”

“Not if they don’t catch me.”

“I can’t let you do this.”

“Of course you can.”

The Altmer sighed with frustration. “If it’s because you’re afraid I’'m sure we can be

transferred to a different unit...”

“It is not fear.”

“Then what?”

The Khajiit leveled his gaze. “What is to gain by re-taking the Isles?”

“Revenge.”
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“They will take them again.”

“We will take them back again.”

“That is Vaaj-na’s point. The Altmer and Imperials have been fighting The Last War for
centuries, and what has it achieved? Only death that does not end. The only way to win the

war is genocide.”

“That was always our end,” Alduwae reminded him. “To transcend our mortal bounds

by erasing doubt from the Mythic.”

“A victory achieved by genocide is not a victory.” Vaaj-na said. A krin lit his face.

“Victory is sweetest when your enemy sees it.”

“It's not about sweetness, but ascendance.”

“So this one has heard.” The Khajiit looked past his friend and considered the darkening
skies. “This one doubts the Thalmor philosophy. Sometimes he thinks it means only to
slaughter everything that disagrees with you. Maybe,” he glanced at Alduwae. “Maybe they
grew weary of the Brass God’s denials. Maybe this — all of this — is their own refutation of
Numidium.” A mirthless laugh came from the Khajiit. “Where is the ascendance in that? It is
no more transcendent than the Imga flinging their waste.” He shook his head. “Vaaj-na will

have no more of it.”

Alduwae seemed to deflate as though a long burden had finally dropped. “Good,” he

said.
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“Good? This one is a traitor and it is good?”

Alduwae actually smiled and steered his friend towards the city gate. “You’re not the

only traitor. We’d better go before they find my distraction.”

“Oh?” Vaaj-na was intrigued.

“I'll tell you later.”

It took the ship’s crew almost an hour to find Yaldunir’'s body. He had been run through

with a moonstone blade, and a bag of gold was hanging from the handle.
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A Khajiit Minuet: Dunmer’s Cadenza

This was the fall of the Imperial City.

At the controls of the Sunbird, Telvanni Kalas Sul Saren watched thousands of soldiers
sacrifice their lives for a cause they couldn’t possibly understand. Candle towers were pouring
bursts of fire and light at the Altmeri ships, and lines of Imperial soldiers were casting waves of
them into the advancing Aldmer lines. Sky and land seemed aflame with the light of magic, tek
and their fusion. He could not imagine the level of carnage below, or how the three Khajiit and
lone Altmer would make their way through it, into the City, and below to the Heart chamber. It

would take a miracle.

Or a reasonably good Sunbird pilot. It responded to his coaxing, and fire fell upon the

Imperial lines.

“Insurgency One,” he signaled them, watching the soldiers scatter. “Approach has been
rendered. You are clear.” Each of them acknowledged, and Kalas wheeled left to swing back
along the battlefield, hoping the mimetic-logic core would pick out his team and funnel their
positions directly into his brain. The Sunbird screeched of its own accord and he saw the
danger: candle towers turning towards his position. Only a thought later and the pure magic
manifested from the Sunbird littering the towers with magic-that-was-flame. He glanced below

as the Bird swirled for another attack.
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And suddenly his mind was alight with skin crystallized into char and both he and the
Bird screamed in unison as killing light tore through them. Far below Ra’zhiin watched as they
hung suspended as if by belief alone, then slowly turned, racing past a tower — the Sunbird’s
fiery wing severing it mid-spine — before crashing into the heart of the Aldmer line, trailing
carnage and Aldmer blood. Broken bones and severed limbs could not free him from his
harness and he heard the Bird’s final screech as an inferno exploded out of it, sending white

infinity in coruscating images that had been lives and lives-that-could-have-been.

But his eyes flickered open, and Kalas recognized the scent of gold kanet.

But that was impossible.

Pulling the covers from his body he sat his feet on the cold floor of his St Delyn
apartment. He felt groggy, like he’d indulged in a little too much sujamma the night before. He
looked down at his hands, arms, legs and the scars that should have been there. As he tried to
focus his eyes on the room around him he saw a gossamer-white nightgown laying over on the

window-sill. His heart went very, very cold.

He retrieved his clothing by memory alone. He did not need to look through the
drawers, cupboards, or chests to find his robes and shoes; nor did he need to remind himself to
grab his belt, keys, and dagger —these movements had been happening for decades. They

were as much a part of him as...as...

He opened the door to the city of Vivec.
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A light breeze was blowing through the canals, pulling gently at the flags lining the
cantons. There were children...children...running along the walkways, daring each other to dive
into the canals. A little red-haired girl grew weary of being tormented by an older boy and
punched him right in the face; he fell backwards, toppled over the edge, and fell the fifty feet

into the water. The language he yelled up at her was quite imaginative; her smile was priceless.

I’m dreaming, he thought, it has to be a dream. But he could feel the familiar grit of the
stone, the way the walkways had been worn smooth by millennia of walkers. He rounded the
corner of the canton and was nearly blinded by the brightness falling past the High Fane,

streaming through banners, falling around...the Ministry of Truth.

“I’ve never met such a lazy mer,” said his heart’s voice behind him. “It’s almost noon.

No more sujamma for you, Kalas.”

He turned to see her dark, luxuriant hair, the silver gleam of her eyes, the ashen pale of
her skin. “Jassa,” he whispered rushing towards her. He saw her surprise — he had never been

affectionate in public — his hands were almost to her shoulders...

..when the Ministry fell, and fire and water destroyed their world.

His yataghan severed the last of the Altmer at the throat, and the body fell before him.

He was clear all the way to the vehkship.
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Kalas ran like his life depended on it — his life did depend on it — but there was no way
he was going to miss that ship. To his side he could see Ra’zhiin staggering out of the ruins of

White-Gold, a tall figure striding proudly beside him. Was that...?

Dark light of disbelief fell all around him as the ground fell to pieces. He had an image of

eyes filled with death-by-negation and heard words that sounded like “NEVER AGAIN.”

The shadow of a Dwemeri boot fell upon him, just before the boot itself — the size of an
airship - fell. Numidium stepped away but Kalas did not see the severed head of Anumidium
fall upon his broken corpse. He was already spinning through endless Time, falling through

infinities of impossibilities; all to the screaming of a million Dwemer souls.

“Dur daar goltnu” rumbled a Voice that was everywhere, filling every part of his body.

“Is it...tiid...Time, yet?”

“Votrul uzgrolein,” another growled. “It has always been, will be... promiin...Time.”

Kalas looked up from the ground to see himself surrounded by dragons.

“Where,” he managed. “Where am [?”

A great shadow loomed over him. In the swirling un-light he saw sharp edges, pitted

skin, and eyes that burned with hunger. “More important, daan kuyiz, is how.”
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Kalas blinked into its dull red eyes. “How am 1?”

The dragon grunted its approval and turned away.

He was...it was difficult to understand. He was on a great stone circle, inlaid with
scratches, runes, Daedric sigils, and other markings he did not recognize —and as a Telvanni
that was saying something. It extended around him hundreds of feet, only to fall away into a
swirling vortex of blues, blacks, purples, and ephemerals whites. He felt certain that if he
stared too long at that sky he would descend into madness. But the dragons quickly drew his

attention.

There were three of them. In the center crouched the one who had spoken to him,
massive, radiating a barely controlled violence. To his left was a smaller dragon, no less
fearsome with its horns and the spikes jutting along its jawline; but the silver eyes seemed to
have an infinite depth to them, and he could almost hear echoes of ancient wisdom looking
down upon him. Finally, to the right of the center dragon was...Kalas blinked. A moment ago
he had seen a terrible visage of white flesh, great horns, and dragonfly wings, but now...a
monstrous, horned tiger with butterfly wings sat regarding him as if bored. The wings fluttered,

and the tiger licked its paw.

“How, indeed,” growled the central dragon. “You, doom-driven, are a Prisoner of Time;

you have always been a Prisoner of Time.”
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“All mortals are prisoners of time,” Kalas heard himself say. “Bound to winding
ephemerality until released through illumination.” He was not entirely certain why he said that,

or that he had ever thought it before that moment.

A sound came from the tiger not unlike a laugh. “I told you he would not understand.

Their minds are too small, too...linear.”

“You were not always dov, Tosh,” said the dragon with red eyes, his voice thick with

disdain. “Once your mind was linear as well.”

Tosh’s body flickered, revealing an image of something almost human, but then the

tiger returned.

“Brother,” the third dragon admonished. “He was not brought here by our Father to
hear three dov argue about the...vokorasaal...fractal nature of Time.” It turned to look at Kalas.
“Greetings, kogaan Akatosh, blessed of our Father. | am Paarthurnax; these are my brothers.

And you, doom-driven...

“You stand in the Window of Akatosh.”

Alduin, the dragon in the center, threw his head back and roared into the vortex.

They were in Mournhold.



Kalas looked up at the swirling spires and buttresses of the High Chapel. He had never
been what one might call “religious” but even he appreciated the architectural beauty. The
pride he felt was bittersweet; the High Chapel had been rent into fractal contradictions by

Altmeri Mirror Logicians in The Last War.

“You have been here before,” Paarthurnax whispered to him. The dragon was not

visible, more like a ghost at his side.

“Yes,” he replied.

He felt the dragon’s spirit gesture towards a lone Dunmer contemplating the Chapel.

“Do you see that one?”

“An outlander,” Kalas said, noting the mer’s clothing, hairstyle, posture.

“And yet,” the dragon said. “The greatest of the Dunmer people.

“Nerevar...”

The world swirled into shades of blue, purple, and black.

It was dark; the only light was the ghostly glow of Dwemeri lamps.

They watched as a mer moved around his laboratory; contemplating braziers, taking
notes with a bronze stylus, stroking his luxuriant beard. There was something not

quite...present...in his eyes. Even as Kalas thought this the mer turned and looked directly at

89
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him, and despite himself, Kalas felt his blood go cold. The mer considered the emptiness where

they were standing before returning to the skeletal construct on his workbench.

“Kagrenac,” said the dragon, and the world collapsed into the vortex.

A tall Dunmer, handsome of face, clean-shaven and hairless; his skin cloven down the
center of his face testifying of his dual heritage. Laughing among his Armigers, trading
philosophy like sword drills. Through their chitin armor Kalas could sense the pride of the

Armigers that they stood with him, that he spoke to them, that he instructed them.

“l know him,” Kalas said.

“Not this one.”

A tower reaching far into a red sky, its skin smooth, flawless; in the fiery light it almost

looked like a scroll case.

“What are they doing?” Kalas asked.

Nerevar, Vivec, Kagrenac...gathered at the base of the Tower. The Dwemer suited in
golden armor, stood holding a glowing cube over his head — no, it hovered of its own accord.
Vivec seemed to be speaking, reading from book, but Kalas could not make out the
words...there was something about the book... Nerevar stood waiting, his twin blades burning

with magickal fire.
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They came; first in pairs, then in droves. Argonians, Altmer, Nords, Ra Gada...all the
peoples of Tamriel rushing towards the Three. Nerevar’s blades whirled about him, trailing
light in Daedric patterns and he was soon awash in gore, striding among corpses. Vivec’s voice

grew louder, and a dark light poured from the cube. Kalas had seen that light before. “How...”

“Watch.”

The screams of the dying, the battle-cries of the living, the clang of blades, the charge of
magicka...everything became silent as all light flew from the corners of Nirn into the cube and
darkness fell. A moment, a heartbeat, a second...and a wave of dark light burst from the Tower

throwing down all but the Three — for they were not there anymore.

In their place stood a giant, shod in the silver skein of un-light, eyes ablaze with death-
by-denial. Its fists grasped the scroll case of Creation and as its voice boomed “WE ARE THAT

WE MAY NOT BE”, broke the Tower.

The vortex claimed all.

Kalas’ eyes flickered open, the skin of his cheek cold against the stone circle. Every

muscle and bone in his body protested as he forced himself to a kneeling position. At the
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corners of his sight he saw myriad lights. He did not need to look up to know the dragons were

watching him.

“What,” he asked. “Did you just do to me?”

“More important than that,” Alduin corrected. “What did we just show you?”

Kalas tried to stem the desire to scream, or perhaps hurl an ice spear at the World-

Eater. “What,” he managed, voice laden with anger. “Did you just show me?”

Tosh Raka answered, “One of the one million three-hundred forty-seven thousand three

hundred forty-six timelines streaming out of Tamriel Prime.”

The Dunmer leveled his gaze at the dragon, who was now an alfig with bat wings. “Am |

meant to understand that?” he growled.

“Of course not,” Alduin said coldly. “Only to recognize your own inferior intellect.”

“Brother,” Paarthurnax began.

“What you just experienced,” Alduin said over him. “Is a fragment in the mind of our

Father, and the reason why trillions are dying as we speak.”

Standing up Kalas brushed the dust from his robed armor. “Tell me more.”

Tosh Raka said, “Desire does not know what it desires; or only seeks to desire itself.”

“It crosses boundaries in its errance equipped with what is lacking but appears to give

plenitude,” added Alduin.
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“The power of this plenitude-that-is-errance lies in its fascination; thus plenitude is

seduction,” Paarthurnax observed.

“It is seduction,” the others agreed.

“And when presented with any other desire,” Tosh Raka added. “Desire can ask only,

‘what more can you give me?””

“In this way,” Paarthurnax told him. “All desire is a desire to be; a searching for
harmony, and rest, and plenitude which is itself a chimaera of ignorance and errancy. And any
desire that lures from apparent plenitude is deemed temptation; it is deemed Sharmat, Enemy,

Destroyer.

“Desire is the veil that blinds sight, while breaking all worlds searching for it.”

Kalas nodded thoughtfully. “Our Philosopher said, 'Can one oust the model not because
the model is set according to an ideal but because it is tied to an ever-changing unconscious

mortal agenda?"”

“Just so,” agreed Tosh Raka.

“Then what | have just seen is Desire that is a simulacrum of Plenitude?”

“Yes,” Alduin told him.

“And no,” Paarthurnax corrected.

“What you have seen,” Tosh Raka said, flesh melting into a serpent with feathered

wings. “Is the Father’s invitation to elaborate further.”
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“Then,” Kalas told them. “Let us elaborate further. But first...” he pointed at Tosh Raka.

“Explain...him.”

“Our brother,” Alduin explained. “Exists in an eternal fractal schism of mythopoetic

flux.”

Paarthurnax translated as Tosh Raka shifted into a gigantic Sload with wings made of
human body parts. “Too many people believe too many things about him, and he is
constrained by their belief...and unbelief.” Tosh Raka did not seem happy with his latest
transformation, but all attempts at communication resulted in a viscous bile foaming from his

mouth. “It’s an...unfortunate complication of our eternality.”

“It’s the fault of Lorkhan’s shoddy craftsmanship,” Alduin spat bitterly.

“We were talking about Desire,” Kalas reminded him.

“We were talking about mortals being Prisoners of Time,” Alduin growled.

Kalas considered this as he watched Tosh Raka slither forwards, flapping the arms, legs,
and...he wasn’t quite sure what...that served as its wings. “Are you saying, then, that Time is a

prison? A prison of desire?”

“No,” Alduin said with irritation.
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“It is a prison only in that desire makes you its Prisoner,” offered Paarthurnax.

An incomprehensibly foul-smelling vomitus came from the Tosh-Sload’s mouth.

llWhy?”

Paarthurnax considered him a moment before speaking. “Because mortals fracture

time to fulfill desire.”

The Dunmer nodded, only partially understanding. “Then why...” he began, and

screamed.

In the place of the Sload stood a dragon; twenty of the others could have fit in any of its
seven maws. Its body was a mélange of horrors: Khajiit fur, claws the length of the Mundus;
crowns sat upon each head but the seventh: a smaller, almost-human, speaking in a language
he could not even understand sideways. Kalas recoiled as its tail whirled through the vortex,

trailing a cacophony of light.

And then Tosh Raka was a tiger with butterfly wings, sighing. “I hate that form,” it

muttered as Alduin regarded him scornfully.

“How many believe in that form?” Kalas asked.

“Too many,” Tosh Raka whispered quietly, and licked its paw.

“Imagine, then,” Tosh Raka repeated himself. “That Time is a diamond.”
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Kalas was sitting before the three with his legs crossed, staring at them as they struggled
to make him understand. “It is impossible for dov to think like a joor, even moreso to make a
mortal understand,” Alduin had said. It sat now staring at the Dunmer silently as though

planning a thousand horrible deaths. The others, at least, were trying.

“But a diamond of infinite facets,” Paarthurnax added. “Impossible to imagine, but you

must strive towards understanding.”

“And each facet,” Kalas asked. “Is a chip brought about by mortals?”

“Nid!” roared Alduin, flapping its wings in frustration. “It is...vunek...futile to speak with

these small-minded half-spirits. Why do we waste our time?”

“Because we exist beyond Time,” chided Tosh Raka.

“Because our Father wills it,” Paarthurnax reminded them both. Alduin sighed, beat his

wings, and launched itself into the vortex.

“He will return,” Tosh Raka assured him. “Alduin was never a

great...mindopah...teacher.”

Paarthurnax suddenly lurched up, as though it had seen something. “Dovahkiin, no!” A

hearbeat, and it dissolved into fire and ash, leaving only a skeleton behind.

Kalas looked at Tosh Raka. “It happens,” it told him. “In four hundred ninety-three
thousand one hundred and twenty-four timelines Paarthurnax is killed by the Dragonborn. He

forgets, sometimes, that his is still alive in the rest.”
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The Dunmer looked at the bones and wondered.

“So what you’ve been saying,” Kalas said at last. “Is that mortals are Prisoners of Time,

not because Time is a prison but because our Desire makes it so.”

“You are bound by the threads of your own skein,” Tosh Raka agreed.

“And what | saw of Nerevar, Kagrenac, and Vivec...”

“Was the Desire of one being...”

“Who’s Desire fractured Time to find fulfillment?”

“Yes,” said Tosh Raka.

“Not exactly,” Paarthurnax corrected. Kalas saw it had resumed its form.

“Explain.”

The dragon seemed to consider a moment. “It is difficult. Perhaps if you consider the
Gray Maybe, the playground of the et’Ada, and how definition did not come until Memory...

But | see that that confuses you as well.”

“Let’s go back to the diamond,” Tosh Raka, who was now a sench-izard with moth

wings, suggested.

Kalas held up his hands. “Nerevar, Kagrenac and Vivec...that was the Desire of one

being?”

“Yes,” they both answered.
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Tosh Raka and Paarthurnax looked at each other. “The answer is...”

“Just tell me.”

Tosh Raka fluttered its wings. “Well, Numidium, of course.”

VI.

He was not immediately aware of the change. Perhaps he had been too long on the
stone circle, or had blocked out the swirling patterns that surrounded them, or perhaps he was
in shock from their revelation. But over the moments his mind slowly drew back and began to

understand what his eyes were seeing, and he knew he was no longer with the three.

He was in a ship, not a Sunbird, but a ship whose design he did not know. It was not as
organic as a Sunbird, but the chair was comfortable. He was not alone. Turning his head he felt

a great sense of relief.

“Ra’zhiin,” he heard himself say.

The Khajiit offered a krin. He was dressed in the robed armor popular among the Khaj
of New Lleswer; Kalas realized there was no way he could have known this, and yet knew it to

be true, none the less.
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“We're on a Vehkship,” Ra’zhiin told him.

“I've never been.”

“Their use was sporadic...until The Last War. The Alma’s Daughter was instrumental in

saving the Diaspora.” By this Kalas knew Ra’zhiin meant his Lord.

“Where are we?” he asked, scanning the fields of Oblivion. They seemed to stretch

forever.

“More important than that,” the Khajiit said. “Is why.”

“You know, serjo, I'm becoming very weary of people changing my questions.”

The look on Ra’zhiin’s face bespoke amusement.

“Fine,” Kalas ground out. “Why are we?”

“Because there is an overwhelming Question that still needs answering, but to answer it

means to answer a great many more first.”

“Such has been my life since...since...”

“Exactly.”

Kalas regarded the Khajiit and shook his head. “I perceive that you are not my old

friend.”

Ra’zhiin shrugged. “l am, but not in the way you are thinking.”

“Then answer me this,” the Dunmer demanded. “What is happening to me?”
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Ra’zhiin looked out into the fields. “Forgive me if | neglect that question and ask my

own. Why?”

Kalas gave him a withering stare.

A krin answered him. “You were brought here because there is a problem; to
understand the problem is to answer the Question, but to do either you must understand

something about Time.”

“Time is a diamond that is breaking,” Kalas spit out.

”NO.”

“Why am | not surprised?”

The Khajiit leaned back in his chair. “The diamond; yes, let’s start there. The three
spoke to you of desire, yes? They told you that desire does not know what it wants, or if
nothing else only to desire itself. There is another word for this feeling but it is not one | can
render, but its misunderstanding is something like yearning. This yearning is the cause of
everything; it is the primal contingency of what one might call ‘love.” It is why Lorkhan
wandered the Void, why Anu birthed his Other, and why we are speaking right now.” Ra’zhiin
leaned forward and looked him in the eyes. “It is this yearning that is the crucible of the

diamond.”

“The three told me the diamond was Time.”
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“It is, but not in the way you are thinking. Remember that the dov experience life, if one
could use that word, in a fashion not like mortals. They live sideways; or in circles — spirals,
more like — or in seventeen dimensional chiral art. But let us keep to the metaphor as | have

explained it so far; it may be easier.”

“Why can’t you just tell me? I'm not a fool.”

“No, you are not. But there are no holding places in your mind for what | would tell you,
and so | must build a frame within which you can view it. Only then will it be able to be

misunderstood, properly.”

“I didn’t know you were so given to Dwemeri philosophy, Ra’zhiin. Alright —what is the

frame, then?”

A krin touched the Khajiit's face. “A diamond.”

Vil

“But | was saying that yearning, that desire, is the crucible of the diamond. That is, the

place in which the diamond is forged into more than just transparent coal.

“Desire, like love, is intrinsically selfish — which is to say that it is turned inward — at least
at first. It is only later that it turns outward, and then only with the help of an outside agency.

Desire leads into its self, it contemplates itself, and in its contemplation finds that it is nothing
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but smoke — ‘an atlas of smoke’, as the Philosopher said. Desire cannot be grasped, it cannot
be dissected, it cannot be pierced by god-logic...but it can be felt. It is this feeling that is

protected, hedged about, guarded by ten-thousand philosophies that scream ‘No.” Reason is
defeated against its walls, prudence is slaughtered at its gates. Everything fights to protect it

and not even God Himself can defeat those walls.

“This feeling, then, is the impetus of mythopoeisis in its truest form. It is the womb of
murder, deception, genocide, but also charity, compassion and understanding. Gazing into the
mirror of its own self-reflection it learns its face before it learns any other thing and in this way
learns to look for its image in any Other. As | said, selfish. If perchance it should find its mirror-
self in any Other its joy is exquisite; but this is very rare and most often desire is defeated in the

futile attempt at mythoepignosis. In this way, desire learns to hate.

“Because desire does not know what it desires but above all else desires itself. The only
way it can transcend its inward focus is through the help of an outside agency — not one that
seeks to impose its own mirror-logic — which will be seen as an act of aggression worthy of all
the hate engendered by the reflected mirror-infinity of yearning — but by that which

exacerbates maturity.

“Time.”

“The diamond, then, is an image of the progression of desire. Each desire is an interior

inclusion, and is epigenetic in nature: a pinpoint cleavage moving deeper into the Heart of its
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own self, seeking the most perfect expression of self, which it believes to be the fulfillment of
its yearning. But what is a diamond but a world of fractures, inclusions, and the splintering of
its very nature; indeed, a world of inclusions? There are, of course, syngenetic lines as well,
piercing the heart of the diamond world...perhaps the yearning of the world-diamond itself?
Only Anu could say, and will not. And thus desire works against desire, denying that which does
not mirror itself. And while the Many desires bring deeper webbing, they can also endanger
the Whole. Mishandling or violence may fracture or splinter the diamond-world, and then what

is lost can never be returned. No, a diamond is a thing in need of care.

“This eternal conflict of desire, this I/Not I, Is/Is Not can only be resolved by the
revelation of the diamond, which is the revelation of all desire. And that is brought by holding
the diamond into the light, wherein the multitudinous desires are refracted in all their beauty,
revealing not only their own mythopoetic patterns, but the intersection of those patterns in the

Whole. Indeed, it is their mimetic mythopoeisis, enacted separately, that creates the whole.

“And Time, Kalas...Time is the light.”

The Dunmer nodded. They were no longer on the ship but in a café in Ald Sotha Below.
Behind Ra’zhiin an Imga was dancing, apparently enacting some ritual from the Mankar’s
Commentaries. But the Dunmer had long since stopped noticing anything but the words. “I'm

not sure, then, that | understand the problem, or the Question.”

“You don’t. You have only begun to understand the nature of Time. The problem is the
very source of the diamond’s beauty, though not its agency. The problem is desire, and its

inclusion fractals. Any system based on desire will inevitably fail because it is based on a feeling
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that believes itself threatened by all that Is Not Itself. And though the light/Time reveals the

beauty of the diamond, it cannot release its fear. It is this fear that is the heart of the Question.

“The transcendence of this fear is the goal of all god-logic, philosophy, and mysticism. It
is nearly impossible. To exist beyond duplexity, antithesis and trouble is, so the Philosopher
tells us, to ‘feel with all of your senses the relentless alien terror that is God and your place in it,
which is everywhere and therefore nowhere, and realizing that it means the total dissolution of
your individuality into boundless being. Imagine that and then still being able to say ‘I’. God,
here, is understood as the ultimate Other, but for our purpose anything that desire perceives as
Not Itself is rendered ‘Other’.” Ra’zhiin frowned and considered his mug of greef. “It is against
this fear of dissolution that all theology is raised. And thus religion, especially the

mythoepignostic religion of the Self, is an act of fear.

“To achieve the unitive symbiosis that allows the diamond’s beauty to be revealed as
the testimony of a mythopoetic, and thereby what mortals might call universal, sub-
consciousness is to release desire’s mirror-prison of fear. But this requires patience — and more
dishearteningly — difficult work. In this way all mortals are Prisoners of Time and the progress

of desire.”

“How then,” Kalas asked. “Can fear be released?”

Ra’zhiin gave a sad krin. “You will not like the answer.”

“Tell me.”

The Khajiit drained his mug. “By releasing the Prisoner.”
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VIII.

They were now standing upon a high tower on the surface of Masser, staring out at
endless fields of moon sugar. Below them Khajiit workers harvested the sugar, singing songs to
themselves and one another. Kalas considered the expanse of Oblivion stretching out before
them; it was not quite Landfall season (he did not know what this meant) and Secunda had not

risen yet. The Tower bloomed above them.

“The Prisoner,” Ra’zhiin was saying. “Is, by definition, the Other. They are removed
from society whether because of rebellion against norms or by other more esoteric rationale.
Here we touch upon the theme of Rebel and King but that discussion is for another time. Know
that society, itself a Prisoner of its own mirror-logic, perceives the Prisoner as Not Itself, and

therefore scorns with all the hatred it can muster. Doubtless, the feeling is mutual.

“But it is this exclusion that frees the Prisoner from the bounds of one mirror-infinity
and for one red moment the Prisoner can choose. Most frequently they fall into the same error
of the progression of desire, creating a shadow-simulacrum of what expelled them, making
themselves Prisoners of multiple infinities. As ever: Is/Is Not, I/Not |I. For when the Prisoner is
expelled they face the object of desire’s fear: the dissolution of self. It cannot be put into
words eloquent enough to be properly misunderstood what terror confronts the Prisoner in

this moment. But if by some immeasurable grace they may feel with all of their senses the
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relentless alien terror that is God and yet be able to say ‘I'...they will be released from the

mirror-shadow-enantiomorph of fear — able to see truly for the first time.

“It is here, Kalas, that the glory of the Heavens is revealed. Here in this moment when
the Prisoner exists beyond duplexity and antithesis they may experience the great gift of
Creation: to behold not only their mirrored Self, but to behold the Other, and thus see Both.
They see the inclusions of their desire within the diamond-world but also the inclusions of
Others — and behold the magnificence of the Whole. Light pours into the fractal-mythoi of
infinite Selves, refracting a brilliance un-comprehended by any single mind, but a sub-conscious
mythopoetic symbiosis of All. In this vision all fear melts away and what remains is the
revelation of Desire-as-mimetic-mythoepignosis, the sub-conscious hypnogogia of a Godhead
of boundless love, eternally falling in love with Itself and It’s Other. And so the Prisoner, freed
of its reflected Self, can now perceive that which is Not Itself and respond in Love, for to know

the Other is to know Love.

“So liberated, the Prisoner — enraptured in reverence — can ask the Question That Must

Be Answered.”

Kalas heard himself ask, “And what is the Question?”

They were no longer on the Tower. They were not in the café or in the vehkship, they
were not even on the stone disk. Kalas hovered amidst the naked glory of all Oblivion, encased
in the light of the thousand stars left by fleeing et’Ada. Before him emerged a shape, cloven
from the Void, but itself wrapped in the blackness and light. And Kalas knew that he saw not

the Void only, but that which birthed it. The Question that was the Feeling that was the Desire
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more precious than anything he had ever known, ever seen, ever dreamed, ever believed, ever

hoped: he was looking at the innermost, intimate wish of Creation.

And Akatosh asked, “Why cannot these things be?”

It can truly be said, Kalas wrote, that love overcometh all things; not through conquest
or domination, but through the liberation of desire. Love frees desire from its deepest fear — the
dissolution (or denial) of identity — and gives desire the courage to look beyond the walls it has
built to behold Another. So love engenders the possibility of love and it may be said that the self

never enters its own fullest expression...until it experiences, and reciprocates, love.

His breath came out in a deep sigh as he laid down the quill. He felt as though a long-
held burden had slipped from him. There was still a bit more to say, but the heart of the book

was complete.

He heard footsteps come up behind him and hands began to knead the knots in his

shoulders he had not known were there. “How is it coming?” asked Jassa.

“We are almost there,” he said.

She leaned down and kissed his cheek; she smelled of the flower-soap he’d bought her

at the market. “Dinner is almost ready,” she told him.
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He squeezed her hand and said, “I'll be right in.”

Telvanni Kalas Sul Saren stepped from the dark interior of his home into the evening
light of Whiterun. The city was bustling, even at this hour, and he imagined many were
preparing for the Festival of Four Moons. Children were bustling in the street calling to each
other, playing games, carrying the light wands so popular this time of year. A little girl with red
hair was dancing along the street weaving circles with her’s even as a group of boys followed,
taunting her and threatening to take it. When she promptly turned and punched the largest
boy in the face, sending him to the ground, they quickly dispersed. Down the street she went,

leaving a sparkling trail in the growing dark.

Kalas smiled as the first magickal displays launched into the air signaling the beginning
of festivities. Maybe they would go down after dinner and watch the Khajiit acrobats. If he was
lucky Ra’zhiin and Suthranna would be there; he wondered if she was showing yet. All bets
were on a senche, of course, but Kalas was not sure. In any case, Dro’kor would be with them

by year’s end. He looked up into the Void and saw The Lady was shining brightly.

Kalas stepped through the doorway to the smell of his wife’s cooking and the warmth of

her love. It was the 10th Era of Tamriel, and the Jills were at rest.
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Taltheron tried his best to ignore the voices spouting in his ears, focusing on the text
before him. It was first era at least, he could tell by the yellowing of the pages, and the mytho-
phraseology. Clearly it had been redacted from a far older form but the elegance of Nordic
poetry had not been lessened by the scribe’s tampering. For not the first time he remembered
the biting cold of Skyrim and felt a twinge of nostalgia in his heart. Thoughtlessly he touched

his beard. But Alduwae was speaking.
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“The real issue,” he said. “Is the complete lack of verisimilitude in their argument.
What sort of half-wit goes around praising the Great Deceiver for a world of rotting, half-

formed ideologies?”

“You’re giving them far too much credit,” Vultarion said. The Altmer frowned while
considering his perfectly polished nails. “You expect an iota of intelligence from a race whose

'II

Aad semblio impera is just a bunch of monkey-talk

The two of them laughed loudly at that. Taltheron could not help wondering how two
well-educated Altmer did not know to be quiet in a library. In their defense there weren’t many
people there and the Librarian was busy with the latest propaganda sheet from the Terminex.

He supposed if the Librarian took no offense then he should not either. Still...

“Oh come, its not all their fault,” Alduwae rejoined with mock sympathy. “Their
breeding is against them. It’s that damnable Tal(OS) virus of theirs, infecting everything from
their musculature to their very sub-noumenal thought-registry. But you have to admit that
sometimes, despite it all, they come up with some very nearly almost thoroughly worthless

rubbish.”

“I'lll admit no such thing!” Vultarion declared. “That Third Empire of Men has produced
nothing even coming close to worthless rubbish — that at least could be burned to make way for

something better.”

“Like what they tried in Black Marsh last Age.”



“Just so. Instead all that TEM has produced is a festering maggot-slime that not even
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those...Argonians...” he said this with a shiver. “...could make any use of.”

Taltheron looked up from his book for a moment as if considering this argument. He
said, “Of the below they speak, they are confused by it; for under us is only a prologue, and
under that still is only a scribe that hasn't written anything yet. As always they forget the

above, and condemn themselves and any other who would believe them into this cycle.”

“Well said, brother,” Vultarion spoke, full of gravitas. Taltheron tried not to imply his

mirth at the Altmer’s complete lack of comprehension.

“It’s really too bad they can’t be educated,” Alduwae offered.

“Let me tell you something,” Vultarion said. “These humans are just the errata of the
Vile Deceiver; moreso, they are his mythopoetic affirmation. They are so inured, so utterly
corrupted that it’s barely worth the effort to stomp them for the work it will require to clean

our boots.” A sly smile cut his face. “Not that will have need of boots at that point.”

Taltheron turned the page.

“Still,” Alduwae regretted. “Genocide is a long and dirty business.”

“That’s what the Khajiit are for!” Vultarion laughed.

It was a few minutes before either of them could regain their composure.
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Magnus was deep in the horizon by the time they left the library and purple night was
falling fast. Taltheron tucked the tome in his satchel and stretched his arms; the only problem
with long periods of reading was the stiffness. He’d need a good walk tonight to feel himself

again.

“So where from here, brothers?” Alduwae asked. “I hear there’s a Khajiit troupe at

Suthender’s that is not to miss.”

“Gods preserve us!” Vultarion swore, looking into the night sky. “l can’t stand their too-

sweet stench. | could use something of Old Alinor tonight, maybe Fulfestra’s?”

“I' hear there’s a reading of the Master’s Prolix at Netisandra’s.”

Vultarion turned to Taltheron. “What of you, old man? Anything for you?”

“1 think a walk on the docks would be lovely,” he replied. “After that I’'m not too picky.”

It was too early to part over disagreement, so they made their way through the streets.

Both moons were at half and offering silvery light on the waves by the time they

reached the docks.

Alduwae and Vultarion continued to speak as Taltheron walked briskly up and down the
guays. There was a fine wind tonight, and it tickled the new growth on his shaved head. “How
many nights,” he wondered quietly to himself. “Did | stand beneath the stars of Solitude

thinking of my fair Alinor, and longing for her warm winds? And now how many nights do |
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stand beneath the stars of my home, thinking of Skyrim, and longing for its cold, cold winds?”
He laughed despite himself. For not the last time he remembered the biting cold of Skyrim and

felt a twinge of nostalgia in his heart. He tugged at his beard.

“Why in the name of Dibella do you still wear that gods’-awful thing?” Alduwae asked
him, coming up behind. “You’re as like to be taken for a bear...or a Nord!...as for an Altmer. |

mean, it’s been...how many centuries?”

Taltheron’s mind spanned the years to the early 4" Era and beheld the Solitude

windmill. “Too many,” he said quietly.

“There ought to be a Writ,” Vultarion said. “Against facial hair. It’s too...human.”

Taltheron shrugged non-committaly .

Vultarion stared out into the blackness of the Eltheric Sea. “Just think brothers. Soon
our armies will be out there...tens of thousands of us achieving glory, bringing the New World
to light. Let us hope we will be fit for the task.” Though he did not know it — could not know it
— he was standing in the same spot as Vaaj-na would, more than a century later. In six hundred
and fifty-three timelines Vaaj-na would die there, a victim of simulated Void Magnifications.

But in more than a million Vultarion would never meet the Khajiit.

Alduwae proudly breathed in the air of Alinor. “Well then, who’s for Netisandra’s?”

“Aye,” agreed Vultarion. “Maybe we can rouse a debate over the Prolix’s fifth Canto:

‘Hoc tempore obsequium amicos, veritas odium parit!'”
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“You two go ahead,” Taltheron said. “I'll just be a minute.”

As they walked away the Altmer stared at the rising moons and considered their light on
the undulating waves. He could not help the tempest of emotions within him; Vultarion would

have called it a weakness. Closing his eyes he let the warm winds of the Isles wash over him.

“Of the above we speak,” he whispered. “And we are confused by it, for above us is
only an ending, and above that still is only a scribe that hasn't written anything yet. As always
we forget the ground below us, and condemn ourselves and any other who would believe us

into this cycle.

“As for the war we crave...a spear will be thrown soon. Both sides will call for

vengeance...and the awful fighting will begin again.”

Taltheron opened his eyes and cast a last glance at the moons before turning, and

following his friends.
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“Can you believe this rubbish about The Prognosticator?” Alduwae spat, shaking the

Terminex sheet. “Why General Sulindrel tolerates him | have no idea.”

Majda continued kneading the dough gently. She hated when he got in these moods.
Long experience had taught her to just remain silent, especially about anything remotely

related to politics.
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“I mean, the ‘distracted masses’ are just flocking to him! They’re convinced, in all their
lack of education, that he’s a prophet. Ridiculous! | swear if he weren’t a Khajiit he’d have

been rounded up and shown Thalmor justice by now.”

She had to wonder at that. In the last year the Thalmor had been more than happy to
round up anyone they wanted too; the only real factor seemed to be whether or not they

adhered to Thalmor orthodoxy or no. Several of her friends, actually...

Alduwae threw the paper down in disgust. “The end can’t come soon enough. Oh, how
| weary of this simulacrum of false pretenses! Mark my words, Majda, as soon as those
Imperials have been put down, this — all of this — will be a fading memory. And won’t that be

better?”

“Yes,” she whispered, barely loud enough to be heard.

He continued to rant for some time but Majda focused on the dough, making small,
round loaves and rubbing them with salted butter...and just a hint of moon sugar. Not enough

that he would be able to tell — the Eight forfend — but enough to remind her of...better times.

His arms slid through hers, locking around her waist. “l wish | could bring you to the
Citadel,” he whispered in her ear, kissing her neck. “I don’t see how you can live in the sweat
and piss of this city. So much rabble.” His kissing became more persistent and she knew it
signified what he wanted. The yeast would be useless by the time he was done and she would
have to start again. Putting the dough down she turned without emotion and submitted herself

to his embrace.
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Afterwards she lay on her side for a time, watching him dress. As he made for the door
she tried to remember the fresh-faced Altmer she had met five years ago, tried to remember
the early days of their relationship. But the memory could no longer inspire emotion, not even
pain. There was just...hollowness. She gently touched the curve of her abdomen before rising.

The bread was waiting, after all.

“Do you know what’s worst of all?” Vultarion pronounced. “Their damn Imperial
philosophers! No, worse — their theologians. By the Eight! I've never heard such drivel. That
moron who wrote Gods and Worship...”Spirits may even be capable of raising themselves to the
level of a God or Goddess.” Auriel preserve us! It’s just the verbal mauris of Lorkhanic

sycophants suckling on the teat of atheology. Disgusting!”

Alduwae loved when Vultarion got on his rampages about humans. They were sitting in
one of the many lounges in the Citadel, surrounded by Aldmeri dignitaries and officiates.
Several were paying close attention to Vultarion’s diatribe and Alduwae made sure they saw he

was part of the conversation. These sort of social events could be instrumental in one’s career.

“Oh come now,” he chided his superior. “This is the culture that gave us The Adabal-a

I”

and The Song of Pelinal
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A roar of laughter came from the dignitaries and even Vultarion cracked a smile.
“Alduwae you have the most pernicious sense of inclusivity I've ever encountered. How could

you even soil your mind with that...that...garbage?”

“l never said | soiled my mind with it,” he said innocently. The whole room was looking

at him. “Quite the opposite. One has to have something to wipe their arse, don’t they?”

The room exploded and Alduwae leaned back with pleasure.

The Market was busy, as it always was this time of evening. Majda supposed she could
have come in the morning when the air was cooler, but she enjoyed seeing the people of
Rimmen. Older Khaj sat in doorways or at little shops watching the cubs skitter around. Some
of them still wore traditional budis — it made her nervous. She supposed at their age there was

little the Thalmor could do that Time was not already doing.

Sleeps-with-Deep-Roots was at her stall, calling to passers-by and offering samples of
her famous canis root tea. Majda had to smile looking at her; when she was a child she had

sworn Sleeps was as old as the Fifth Era, but now...

“Majdal!” the Argonian threw her arms wide and shuffled from behind the stall to

III

embrace her. “It's been so long, | can barely remember when last | saw you

“Now, Sleeps” she said. “It was only last week. If you recall | got that bundle of

mountain flowers.”
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“Still with your Thalmor, | see,” the Argonian reproved her.

IIIII

“Speech isn’t everything,” she told her, referring to her use of “I” rather than “This one”.

Sleeps dropped it and returned to her stall. “What can | get for you today? | fear I'm all

out of mountain flowers.”

Majda told her.

The Argonian stared at her a long while. “Well,” she said at last. “There may be hope

for you yet.”

Unconsciously the Khajiit touched her belly and was not sure.

They were well into the second bottle of wine and Alduwae was having trouble seeing
straight. They seemed to be in one of the Citadel gardens but for all he could tell they might

have been in Moonshadow.

“These...Khgjiit,” Vultarion was saying. “What a bunch of uneducated, uninspired,
un...what was | saying? Oh yes, rabble. Why they’re almost as bad as the Orcs. And do you
believe that human mauris about Trinimac? | mean, no wait, Orcish mauri about Trinimac? |'ve

'II

never heard anything so foolish in my life. We ought to wipe them out just for good measure

“l thought we already did?” Alduwae honestly could not remember.
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Vultarion slapped his shoulder and laughed silently for nearly half a minute before
taking a ragged breath. “You know what we ought to do, brother? We ought to put all the
Khajiit and humans and those, those lizards in a giant pit...and let them slaughter each other!

Can you imagine? What a way to end The Last War! I’ll have to tell the general...”

“Now, brother,” Alduwae admonished him. “Aren’t the Kha-Khajiit mer? | mean that’s
why they’re in the Dominion, yes?” A heartbeat later and he could not believe he had

corrected Vultarion.

But his superior was laughing so hard he had fallen into a bush. Alduwae helped him
out and set him on a bench. “Alduwae!” Vultarion exclaimed. “I never knew you had such a

sense of humor! Gods, we’ve got to promote you. Mer!”

Alduwae just started at him.

“And they’re so...so...hairy. | don’t see how you can rut one of them. | mean...the hair!”

A strange feeling was piercing Alduwae’s chest, one he could not quite remember.
“Well,” he tried to sound confidant. “She’s very talented in belly-magic.” The feeling

intensified.

“Well, alright,” Vultarion said. “Maybe I'll have a go at her then.” He tried to stand and

failed. “Maybe tomorrow.”

Alduwae sat with him a long time, lost in alcohol and the memory of a feeling he had

forgotten.
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She was mixing the red tea when Alduwae stumbled through the door.

He was rank with the scent of alcohol, and looked like he had spent the evening
wrestling with shrubbery. She guided him to the table, unsure what to say. There was still hot

water in the pot so she made him tea but he was snoring when she sat it down in front of him.

She looked at the cup she had prepared for herself. It was no different than the dozen
she had made over the last five years; a simple tool, a woman’s protection. And yet something

felt...

“No!” Alduwae exclaimed. “l won't let you!”

Majda turned to find him flailing into the air, eyes wide with...she wasn’t sure what. She
went to him, spoke to him soothingly. After a few moments he seemed to calm down, looked

at her through blurry eyes. “Majda?” he asked her.

“Yes?” she could hear the fear in her voice. What was wrong with him?

“Thank the gods,” he said. “I thought...I thought...” Suddenly his hands were cradling
his face and he was crying — no, sobbing. Majda stared at him in confusion. She stroked his

shoulders lovingly.

“I can’t,” he mumbled through his hands. “How could he...just...why?”
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She took him in her arms, running her fingers through his hair, shushed him like a child.
She could feel her pulse racing. “What is it, my love?” she whispered, surprised at the

tenderness in her voice.

He threw his arms around her and buried his head in her. Long minutes passed as he
wept. “I'm sorry,” he said at last. “That was...unmanly of me.” She could feel the shame in

him.

Kneeling down she took his face in her hands and turned his eyes towards her’s. “What

is it?”

“Nothing. | think...I think | drank a little too much. Would you mind if | stayed here

tonight? I just...want to make sure you’re okay.”

A spike a fear stole through her, but the years had prepared her for this. “Of course,”

her voice was hollow, like her heart.

As he moved to the bedroom he said, “Do you ever think...do you ever think we’re,

we’ve...” The words stuck in his throat. “Are we on the right side?”

She could not move. She could not speak. Five years of speeches and condescension
and ranting filled her mind. With all her soul she wanted to yell “No” but in the end she could

only whisper, “Yes.”

Alduwae collapsed into bed as Majda poured the red tea into her chamber pot.
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She woke during the night to find his arm encircling her, his fingers laced through her

own.

It was...unusual. For nearly three years he had shared her bed only if he had interests
other than sleep. They had not slept together since...at least since his last promotion. Majda
was unsure how to feel. A part of her longed to lay back, feel his warmth, his comfort; part of
her feared it would only wake him and spur his use of her. He would leave and this moment
would pass. She held to his hand tightly. She felt as though something had opened its eyes
inside her, was looking around in bewilderment; an emotion she had not felt in a long time. It

felt like...memory? She closed her eyes, leaned back.

They were standing on a bridge, one spanning any hundred or Rimmen’s canals. The
water flowing beneath them was crystal clear, and the slight wind rippled the surface. He was

beside her, clasping her hand. He looked younger.

“Do you remember how it was,” he asked her. “Before?”

“l think,” she said, awe-struck at the absence of fear. “That | do. Sometimes.”

“l want to,” he confessed.

Across from them one of the markets was setting up. She recognized Sleeps-with-Deep-
Roots among the merchants. “Why can’t | remember?” he asked her, squeezing her hand.

“Why is it so hard?”
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A harsh tang touched the breeze. She shifted to see where it was coming from.

“Maybe,” he was saying. “Maybe remembering means...on some level...” he struggled

with the word. “Admitting...”

Her body jerked as she recognized the tang as smoke.

She woke to screams and rushed to the door.

The streets were filled with fleeing Khajiit. From where she stood she could see a dark
cloud pouring from the Citadel. She did not need to have anyone to tell her to know what had

happened.

“The Prognosticator,” she whispered.

Alduwae was up, dressing himself and speaking as though she were one of his soldiers.
“They’ll have attacked at the changing of the guard, which means the postern gates are
undefended. We’'ll need to get reinforcements there.” He checked his dagger and made for

the door.

She stood in his way. “Don’t go.” There was no longer any fear; only resolve.

Alduwae looked at her as though she were mad. “What are you doing? Get out of the

III

way, the Citadel is under attack
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“Let it go, my love. Let it all go.”

His face was incredulous as he side-stepped her. “l don’t know what’s gotten in to you

this morning...”

She grabbed his hand, laced her fingers through his and forced him to look at her. “If

you leave, | won’t be here when you come back. | won’t live like this anymore.”

“What...? Thisisn’t the time...of course you’ll be here.”

“Iwon’t. | won’t watch them destroy us anymore. You asked me last night and |

answered in fear. Do you remember? Do you remember what you asked me?”

Alduwae’s face fell, lines of confusion contorting his face. She knew that he

remembered.

“Come with me, my love,” she said. She felt his hand tighten, loosen, tighten again.

Outside there were Elven voices shouting orders, and Khajiiti screams when those
orders were not followed. She risked a glance and saw a band of soldiers run past. She looked

back to him.

He was looking directly at her. He looked younger. “We’ll need to hurry.”

They packed the little she had.
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They had just left the house when Yaldunir found them; him and his dozen Altmeri

guards.

“Gods, Alduwae!” he cursed. “What are you doing here? You’re needed at the Citadel,
don’t you know what’s happened?” He looked with disgust at Majda. “This isn’t the time for a

4

rut.

She knew there was no way they could escape them all. Alduwae turned, shoving his
malachite dagger in her hand. “Lock the door. I'll return as soon as | can.” Hope flickered

briefly behind his eyes.

“I'll wait,” she said, voice cracking.

She watched him go.

Just as Magnus had crested the walls of Rimmen, the Prognosticator and his followers
attacked the Citadel. The Altmeri guards were completely overwhelmed by the storm of a
thousand raging Khajiit wielding everything from rakes, to swords, to their claws. They came
without any sense of self-preservations — most were not wearing armor —and hurled
themselves against the Thalmor in an ecstatic bloodlust. Some recited poetry as they tore the

Elves apart.
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The prophet himself led the fight. A Suthay-raht, he was dressed in a patchwork of
leather armor — not all of it from traditional sources. He had woven Altmer scalps into his own
hair and wherever he went his followers chanted, “The Mane! The Mane!” His giant halberd

trailed blood behind him like a crimson epistle.

“No longer!” he yelled to his people. “No more will we allow the Elves to send our sons,
daughters, and children to die upon Imperial blades while they sit drinking tea in their tents and
discussing theology. The time has come to enact! The time has come to mantle our gods! And
we begin by murdering them! Let your blades drink et’Adic blood! Let your claws tear Anuic

flesh! We will show them what it means to ascend!”

When the Thalmor Ambassador heard of the revolt, he laughed. He could not imagine
the “cats” being so foolish. Unperturbed he dispatched battlemages to tear apart the rebels.
What he was not expecting was the band of Alfig darting along the walls casting their own
spells. To say the battlemages were shocked when their own atronachs turned on them would

be an understatement. The Ambassador took the threat more seriously after that.

It was then the prophet released his senches.

Alduawe arrived at the Citadel as the Thalmor lines broke. He watched in amazement as
Altmer troops retreated before the towering senches and their spear-wielding riders. Scooping

up a moonstone blade from a fallen Elf he looked to Yaldunir but the Bosmer was leading a
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group of archers along the wall. He was considering his own retreat when a scream from

behind turned him.

The Ohmes-raht was charging with a blood-smeared axe and Alduwae had a heart-beat
to raise his sword and parry the blow. The force nearly broke his arm and he narrowly avoided
the back-hand fist the Khajiit used as a follow-through. Moving away Alduwae summoned a
spirit-wolf to buy himself time, only to have it evaporate instantly. His eye briefly caught the
image of a house-cat staring at him from the battlements right before a Bosmeri arrow sent it

to its fate. Light glared on the Khajiit’s axe as he came in for another attack.

Alduwae had never worn his armor in-city and knew that a single blow would end his
life. But he was light on his feet and able to weave between the Ohmes’ blows, offering the
occasional stab in response. At one point he threw a firebolt but the Khajiit merely deflected it

with his axe; this struck Alduwae as profoundly unfair.

The critical moment came when Alduwae realized he was tiring. His skin was slick with
sweat and it was becoming more difficult to dodge the Khajiit's attacks. He could see a killing-
satisfaction in the feline eyes. There was a roar coming from the Citadel, a swell in the chaos of
battle, but neither looked to see its source. Alduwae decided there was only one course of
action, and dodging an overhead slash, charged his opponent. He struck with every ounce of
strength he had; he struck with all his frustration, fear, and the growing hate for all he had
become. He struck a granite wall like a pebble thrown by a child. Crumpling to the ground, the

Altmer’s vision blurred.

The Khajiit laughed as he raised the axe to finish him.
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The streets had become quieter, so that when her door was smashed-in Majda jumped
at the sound. She watched from darkness of the bedroom as an Altmer searched the kitchen.
His robes were speckled with blood. Her hand reached down to where she had tied Alduwae’s

blade under her dress, and unlatched the sheath’s strap.

“Where are you?” the Altmer sang out. “Your latest rut has been telling me stories, like
a good little boy should. He won’t be coming back for you, not in this life anyway. So why don’t

you come out, kitten, to your new master?”

Majda felt a shock of the old fear, the ingrained fear, spike down her spine. She

touched the hilt of the blade...and moved into the deepest shadows of the room.

“I know you’re here. If you make me find you it won’t be nearly as enjoyable...for you.
But then...| like it when the kittens resist.” He paused and considered the door to the bedroom.
“Perhaps you’d like to know how he died, hmm?” Stepping into the dark room she watched

him draw his dagger.

“I watched Alduwae get chopped into an infinitude of visceral pieces, like a nice meat
porridge. The Khajiit that killed him licked him up like he was starving. | could have killed the
Khaj, certainly, but why leave your rutter’s mess in the street, when an animal is so willing to
clean it up?” She could feel, if not see, the smile on his lips. “It’s all you are, really: animals.
Animals that believe they are mer, but really are no better than Orcs. Or men. You're just the

mauris we’re using to burn away the old world before we crush you beneath our boot.
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Normally | wouldn’t sully myself with filth like you, but...we’re going to burn the city anyway,

so...why not?”

She knew what he was trying to do. She did not know when she had drawn the dagger.

“Come now, kitten. Let’s see what you can offer me before you die.”

He did not hear her rise from her hiding spot, but he felt her blade run across his back.

VI.

The Thalmor ranks broke and the outer bailey of the Citadel fell into general slaughter
as they retreated. Khajiit were roaring in glee as they tore the slower-moving soldiers in pieces,
filling the air with a crimson mist. But The Prognosticator was in their midst and soon ordered

them through the gates into the inner bailey to what he thought would be his victory.

What waited him did not immediately register.

As the Aldmer foot-soldiers had distracted the main horde with the outer bailey battle,
Bosmer scouts had run the walls killing Alfig mages. And while the odd Ohmes or Suthay had
tried to stop them they were quickly silenced by arrows. When The Prognosticator and his
forces passed through the gate they were met by walls lined with archers and rows of Altmer
battlemages...and a fair host of Daedra. The Prognosticator had enough sense to turn to

retreat, but already additional forces were coming up behind, closing the portcullises and



131

cutting off all escape. Fire, arrows, and spirits fell upon the Khajiit horde; their screams filled

the air of Rimmen.

Alduwae staggered in through the outer gate in time to see the massacre. There he saw
mer he knew and respected laughing, watching, pointing. They cursed when Khajiit clawed
through the gate’s bars begging for release. Some of the Altmer even ran them through or

hacked off reaching limbs. Vultarion’s words from the night before floated back to him: “a

giant pit...slaughter...”

He could not stop himself when the retching came, and fell on his knees vomiting acid from his
empty stomach. There were body parts being thrown among the spectators like some
childhood game. Alduwae pushed himself up, nearly fell. Asthe screams and laughter reached
a fevered pitch he walked out into the city streets and made for Majda’s house. The great
Khajiit brute lay where he had slain him, the Thalmor blade still immersed in his abdomen.

Alduwae left it where it was.

The fires had begun, and the citizens of Rimmen were running for the city gates.

Thalmor awaited them — entire groups of Justiciars dispensing Aldmer peace and lawfulness.

The door to her house was open. Alduwae rushed in, reaching for a dagger that was not

there, and did not understand what greeted him.
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Bits of fine cloth, shredded. Furniture broken, utensils, plates, cups, cast about in a chaos of
confusion. Spatters of dark liquid, pock-marking the walls, ceiling, floor. A raw, rank odor like

an open sewer. There was a leg lying across the bedroom entrance...

The eyes were cold, lifeless. The face lathered in blood. The body torn by a merciless

blade.

Alduwae fled into the panicked streets screaming her name even as fire kindled Majda’s
house. It lit on a tiny corner, catching on a tuft of thatch, spread along the roof casting sparks.
The wood of the walls began blacken; the few windows shattered as the flames pierced the
interior. Fire snaked through the house and gently kissed the robes of Vultarion’s savaged

corpse. Soon, inferno claimed all.

As Magnus set upon Rimmen’s final day, the growing dark settled over the embers of
the city. Yaldunir thought it looked a bit like a campfire that had burned down to coals. There
were walls of smoke lifting into the air, trailing into the sky. The last group of Justiciars
reported that nothing moved within Rimmen’s walls and if anything lived it did not stir. The

Thalmor, he supposed, had made their point.

“That should do it,” the healer said, wiping the last of the blood from his wound. Under
her magic the skin had knitted itself back together, and though it was a little stiff, he felt almost

like he’d never been stabbed.

“Thank you, sister,” he told the Altmer and stood up, straightening his uniform.
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The Aldmer army had set up camp outside the walls while the Justiciars finished their
work. As he walked back to his tent he ruminated that he would have a fine few of the rebel’s
punishment. He just hoped they had the good grace to die quickly and not moan through the

night —he had a long journey to take the next morning.

The roads leading to and from Rimmen were lined with six-foot tall stakes and upon
each one had been placed a Khajiit. Most of them were alive when they were placed and
Yaldunir suspected the Justiciars derived a sort of pleasure from hearing the screams. They
were not placed uniformly either — some were pierced back-to-stomach, some anus-to-mouth,
others shoulder-to-thigh. It was gruesome, certainly, but it was a potent reminder of how
dissent was met by the Aldmer. Yaldunir decided he would take his group of conscripts past the

lines in the morning; he felt certain they would be motivational.

His thoughts were interrupted by the surprised cry of an Altmer ahead of him. It was a
moment before he recognized Alduwae, caked as his was in blood and soot; but it was indeed
him. The Altmer was standing at one of the stakes, looking up at a Khajiit female suspended
from thigh-to-shoulder — the amount of blood on the stake testified she had been there some
time. As he passed them Alduwae was blubbering incoherently but Yaldunir was sure he heard
the Khajiit say, “Too much hate.” Glancing behind he saw Alduwae lace his fingers through

her’s while she spoke softly, haltingly to him.

General Sulindrel was at his tent, looking at a map of Cyrodiil and listening to his
advisors. The Bosmer stood patiently until he was called upon. “Yes?” the General did not

sound tired, though he looked it.
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“Report from the Justiciars, sir. The city is cleansed.”

“Good. Make sure they leave a few Daedroth to haunt the ruins. There’s no need for

anyone to forget what we’ve done here.”

“Of course, sir. And, sir?”

“What is it Bosmer?”

“There is an officer under your command...Alduwae? | have reason to believe he has

been compromised by...an animal affection.”

The General stood up. “Oh?”

“Yes, sir. | do not believe the corruption is deep enough for void ephemerality but he

may benefit from re-education.”

General Sulindrel considered him more carefully. “Yaldunir, yes? You were at the

Citadel earlier. Your archers killed those house-cats.”

Yaldunir’s chest swelled with pride. “Yes, sir.”

“You are taking conscripts to Alinor, if memory serves. It’s a shame to lose you from the
front lines but | suspect there may be a brighter future for you. You have the Intuition.” The
General crossed his arms in thought. “I'll say something to Balmurrion; there may be Justiciar

work for you.”

An almost beatific light shown from Yaldunir’s face as he left the tent.
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The real problem with the Thalmor, Vaaj’'na thought, was their lack of courtesy.

Certainly he could understand their perspective. Rimmen had been a Thalmor city since
the 4™ Era. The war was going fairly well — if you didn’t count the losses in Morrowind, and he
supposed having an insane Khajiit anarchist with messianic delusions of grandeur throwing the
city into revolt would be upsetting. Especially for General Sulindrel — the Altmer who had led
the successful invasion of Anvil, had cleansed Thras, and was even rumored to be leading a
force to Skyrim. Such a hero would take such a revolt — really a riot with a bit of megalomania
thrown in — very personally. Burning the city made sense, from the General’s perspective.

Forcing pliant survivors into service made sense, from the General’s perspective.

But what made no sense to Vaaj-na was why they chained the conscripts up in the hold. It
wasn’t like Vaaj-na was going anywhere — it would be weeks before they reached Alinor. And if
the Khajiit had intended rebellion...well, he’d already be dead wouldn’t he? If anything the
Thalmor should have patted him on the back, given him a great bowl of moon sugar, and a
willing female. “Congratulations on being a Thalmor!” they could have said. “Onward to glory!
Onward to sugar! And all the skooma you could ever want!” That would have been courteous,
to Vaaj-na. But no, he was in the stinking hold of a ship, with sweaty Altmer, whimpering
Khajiit, and did not even have a pillow for his head. The Thalmor had so much to learn; if only

they had sat at the feet of his Clan Mother, then...

A Bosmer in Thalmor robes appeared at the entrance and roughly dragged an Altmer

down the plank and into the hold. He glanced around a moment, noticed the space beside
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Vaaj-na was empty, and very un-courteously deposited his charge there. The Altmer did not
say a word as the Bosmer chained him to the hull. “You’ll feel better soon,” the Bosmer

promised him, and made his way out.

“Yes,” Vaaj-na said philosophically. “The problem really is courtesy.” He turned to the

Altmer. “Greetings, brother. This one is Vaaj-na and he is pleased to make your acquaintance.”

“A-Alduwae,” the Altmer said weakly.

“This one knows that our current predicament seems grim, but this one sees that we are
bound for the Great Jewel. There we will enter into the service of the Beautiful and True. We
will build a better world. A far, far better world.” When the Altmer did not respond Vaaj-na
said, “This one sees that you are distressed. He understands. And he will help you. It is the

least he can do for a brother in the Cause.”

Vaaj-na leaned back and knew what he said was true. In his mind’s eye he traced the
Bosmer’s face into Memory, so that he would not forget; just as he remembered the face of
every officer who had killed his family, his friends, his city. They were going to build a better
world; a far, far better world. Vaaj-na believed every word of it because he had said it —and

because Khajiit were the best liars.
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“The real problem with monks,” Vaaj-na spat. “Is their insistence on living on mountain-

tops.”
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Alduwae just rolled his eyes and kept struggling up the slope.

The first rose-petal blush of dawn was splashing the eastern horizon. The Altmer
paused only a moment to consider it, and wished they could rest and take the sight in; the view
was utterly breath-taking. From this vantage he could see the broken spires of the Jerall
mountains cascading down into the foothills of the Niben valley. If he looked closely he could
just pick out one or two villages dotting the southern slopes. He wondered if anyone were still
living in them. The ruins of Bruma to the west were a stark reminder of why they were making

the climb. He did not look at the fires encircling the Imperial City.

Vaaj-na was ranting by this point. “l mean what sort of skooma-head decides to live in a
place that takes 7,000 steps to reach?! And how do they know there are 7,000? Did some
block-head Nord count them all? What of the ones buried in snow? Did his great Nord brain
know they were there? Vaaj-na has known mudcrabs smarter than these Nords! This one tells
you, brother, that when he is a monk (a Dibellan monk — IF YOU KNOW WHAT HE MEANS), this
one will have his temple on a main road, in a warm, lush plain with many, many beautiful
women to attend to his spiritual needs. Oh yes! Vaaj-na will be a great philosopher! He will
spout philosophy much wiser than these Nord bear-faces and their fuum fuum fuum! Vaaj-na
will say, ‘Wine brings great wisdom, but only if you have the sugar for it!” Ha! Let the Thalmor
and Imperials marvel at his great knowledge. ‘Vaaj-na the All-Wise’ they will call him, and bring

their daughters to learn his tail-magic...”

Alduwae stopped and stared at his friend in disbelief. “Could you possibly speak a little

'II

louder? Maybe you can start an avalanche and bring the entire mountain down on us
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“Do not start with this one! He remembers how you whined like a mewing kitten when

'II

we were lost in the Jerall mountains

“We were lost in a tomb filled with Draugr!” Alduwae protested. “And you kissed me!”

“This one kissed you so you would be silent! You were mewing so loud you may as well

have invited the Draugr to kill us and steal our souls!” He pointed at the Altmer. “Do not think

I”

it! Vaaj-nais in no mood for your advances

Alduwae sputtered. “Wha...I...I would...| prefer women!”

“This one has seen the way you have been looking at him since he kissed you!”

“You two fight like an old married couple,” said Kaasha in wonderment.

The pair turned to see they had finally reached a plateau and Vaaj-na’s sister was

waiting with arms crossed.

“Thank the gods!” Alduwae exclaimed. “Please tell me there’s a warm bed and a flagon

of wine waiting for us.”

“This one knows your plans!” Vaaj-na yelled.

Kaasha krinned and actually chuckled. “I wouldn’t take him too seriously, Alduwae.

Vaaj-na gets flustered when he has to exert himself.”

Vaaj-na shot her a dirty look. “This one resents your implication.”
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“I'm afraid there’s no bed for either of you,” she beckoned them to follow her. “We’re
leaving within the hour. I'll see if | can find a bottle of ale for you, Alduwae, but Taltheron

wants to see you both in the monastery.”

She said this just as they rounded the corner and beheld the ruins of High Hrothgar.

The monastery had fallen early in the Last War. Sunbirds had rained fire and thought-
voids on the main structure leaving the towers shorn and much of the structure obliterated —
whole sections had caved in, or simply ceased to exist. What had become of the monks was
never clear; there were rumors that the first Nord berserkers flooding the Imperial Province
were led by Greybeards, but that was centuries ago. And while Thalmor Justiciars claimed to

encounter Tongues occasionally, none were masters. And now...

“Where are the others?” Vaaj-na asked, no longer jesting; his voice was hushed by the

sight.

“Taltheron is in the monastery,” Kaasha told them. “Ra’zhiin and Kalas are preparing

the Sunbird.”

Alduwae looked at her quizzically. “We...have a sunbird?”

Kaasha gave him a krin. “We’ve been busy while you two were kissing.”

Alduwae started to protest but Vaaj-na just shook his head and made for the

monastery’s entrance.
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Taltheron had changed over the last century.

They found him sitting cross-legged in the monastery’s main hall. He was dressed in his
usual flowing robes, but long hair spilled over his shoulders all the way down to his waist.
When Alduwae had first seen him months ago he took one look at his old friend and almost
believed the Nords had returned. Now there was a long, braided beard sweeping the Altmer’s

chest and Alduwae wondered if his friend had been studying the thu’um as well.

Taltheron opened his eyes when he heard their approach. “It’s good to see you both,”

he told them. “I’'m sorry there won’t be time to rest; events are moving quickly.”

Vaaj-na gave an exasperated sigh. “Surely this one could at least take a nap.” There

was a hint of a krin on his face.

Taltheron noticed it and smiled, a little sadly. The Altmer rose; dusted off his robes.

“Follow me,” he said.

They exited the back of the monastery into what had once been a courtyard. Whatever
structures had been there were reduced to rubble long ago by the Thalmor bombardment and
the Sunbird was nestled comfortably in a wide open space. Ra’zhiin was kneeling on top of the
ship struggling with an errant feather-panel, while Kalas was tending the armaments. Vaaj-na
tried to catch his brother’s eye, but the Khajiit was intent on his work. He
seemed...uncharacteristically somber, Vaaj-na thought. They passed by the ship and followed

Taltheron.
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The Altmer halted at the mountain’s edge and stared at the snowy fields surrounding
them as though lost in thought. These moods took him often of late, Alduwae knew, and tried
not to be impatient. Taltheron was the reason any of them were alive. He had found Vaaj-na
and himself struggling through the ruins of Skingrad, found Ra’zhiin hunting Justiciars in the
Anequina badlands. One by one Taltheron gathered them and over the last six months
defeated the Thalmor at almost every turn. The refugees of Cheydinhal owed them their lives,
as did the Dunmer partisans in the east of Cyrodiil. Alduwae could only imagine what was

coming next.

Taltheron pointed towards a band of scorched earth to the west. “There,” he told them.
The two looked to where he was pointing. “That was Whiterun; founded by the Five-Hundred
Companions of Ysgrammor. The Thalmor unleashed their Dawn magics against the city and
now not even the mountain remains.” He gestured north. “Winterhold, who’s ancient College
vanished into a thought-void at the beginning of the war. I'd spent a century there, learning
from her wizards. And of course...Hammerfell.” His hand directed them northwest. “Where
Thalmor geneticists first unleashed their ancestral-negation algorithms, sterilizing an entire
generation. They wiped out the Ra’gada within a century without lifting their blades.” He

looked down at his boots. “They wanted revenge for the Great War.”

Alduwae and Vaaj-na nodded. They knew well the atrocities of the Thalmor.

“And all, so they say, for transcendence.” Taltheron turned to face them, considered
their expressions before moving past them; he sat down on what had been a pillar. Alduwae

thought he looked very, very tired.
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“Do you know,” he said. “l understand them? | understand their anger; a rage that
consumes everything, and justifies everything. Lorkhan ‘spoke beautifully to them, and moved
them beyond mystery and tears.” So they sacrificed their power and created Nirn. And there
they were: confused, lessened, broken. Their emotions were a cosmogony they could not
know how to interpret. How could they but hate him for it? No, it is not hate that was the first
sin of the et’Ada. It was their rejection of even the possibility of loving the world they had

created.

“The Elves rejected the world and the humans rejected them.” He held his hands an
inch apart, palms facing one another. As he spoke the distance grew. “They mirrored to one
another their first rejections until the protonym of the world was Arena. It expanded, it grew, it

intensified. Stronger, deeper, darker; until...until...”

“It would tear the world apart,” Alduwae finished for him.

Taltheron dropped his hands into his lap. “Yes,” he said, very quietly.

“This one does not mean to be disrespectful,” Vaaj-na said. “But he does not care for

philosophy.”

Taltheron smiled and said. “What is it your brother told me? ‘Philosophy is the first
milk Khajiit take from their mothers, and by the time they are weaned they are weary of it.’

Don’t you see, Vaaj-na, that is why Khajiit are best philosophers?”

“Just so,” the Khajiit agreed, with a krin.



The Altmer’s face became serious again. “l don’t tell you this for philosophy’s sake.”

There was a pause. “The Imperials have found the Heart of Lorkhan.”

“That’s not possible,” Alduwae objected. “The Nerevarine destroyed it.”

“No,” Vaaj-na disagreed. “The Dunmer believe the Nerevarine only destroyed the

enchantments that were binding it. The Heart has been free since the Third Era.”

“But what can they hope to achieve with it?” Alduwae asked. “The Great Constructs

were destroyed long ago.”

Taltheron shook his head. “With it they will summon their ultimate refutation: the

Numidium.”

Alduwae’s face paled.

“But it was locked away by the Thalmor,” Vaaj-na said. “The Mirror-Logicians

imprisoned it in a pocket void.”

“’This Heart is the Heart of the World,”” Taltheron quoted. “’For one was made to

satisfy the other.” Do you really think there is anything they cannot achieve?”

The Khajiit fell silent.

“The Thalmor battled Numidium for millennia,” Alduwae told them. “If they see it

summoned...”
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“...they will unleash all of their Dawn magics against it,” Taltheron finished. He held his

hands up, palms facing, and drew them slowly apart before looking meaningfully at them both.
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Both of them understood.

“What must we do?” Vaaj-na asked.

Flame had lit in the heart of the Sunbird and it was eager to leave as they finished

loading their gear. It beat its wing-panels impatiently as Taltheron spoke.

“There is a chamber beneath White-Gold that houses the Heart. They believe it can only
be reached through the Tower but there is a secret entrance through the Green Emperor Way
sewers. Be careful —the Thalmor have been laying siege for decades and only the gods know

what they’ve released there.”

In turn each of them came to him and he prayed for them: strength, wisdom, guidance,
courage. Ra’zhiin came last, watching the others receive their blessings and make their way to

the Sunbird. There was a heaviness about him. Taltheron asked, “And for you, my old friend?”

The Khajiit looked at him with a terrible certainty. “None of us are coming back from

this.” It was not a question.

Taltheron closed his eyes and Memory flooded him. Soldiers, poets, priests, friends...all
had died by Thalmor blades. He remembered the laughter of a Bosmer, the sly cunning of a
Khajiit, the river-like thoughts of an Argonian...and the violent joy of the Nords. In his mind’s

eye he saw each one as they died.
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“There is a kind of philosophy,” he said at last, opening his eyes. “That uses nothing but

disbelief.”

“This one understands,” Ra’zhiin nodded. “And he asks that he might Believe.”

Taltheron placed his hands on the Khajiit’s shoulders and spoke the words.

Taltheron sat on the roof of High Hrothgar and watched the Sunbird speed towards the
Imperial City. He imagined the Niben Valley black with Thalmor troops as Sunbirds traced red
lines of fire against the City’s defenses. The candle towers surrounding White-Gold would pour
the killing light of their world-refusals into the Aldmer lines and they would respond with Denial
and Rejection; building, deepening, darkening. He could already feel the world-shaking of its

approach.

Beneath the White-Gold Tower the last priests of the Last Men poured all of their hate,
frustration, and loss into a prayer. And across incalculable expanses of space-time they were

answered.

Beneath the streets of the Market District Alduwae scouted through the darkness,

moving silently between the moss-thick walls. Even as he found the wall’s pressure stone and
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the door slid open he felt the assassin’s blades tear through him. He fell back into the dark
waters, powerless as their teeth tore into his stomach. There was no pain; he marveled as a
golden light seemed to open the shadows around him. She was there, and there was a child at
her side. She reached out to him and laced her fingers through his. He was warm. He was

held. He faded into light.

Kaasha waited in the shadows and knew she was going to die; she felt oddly detached
about it. Thumbing her blade she joined her brothers, shifting to darksight, and watching for
what would take her. When they came she was prepared for them and the scene played out
like a Bosmeri blood-painting. Their blades tore her, their fangs sought her, and yet she danced
among them, awash in the transcendent beauty of her own death. One fell at her side, another
at her back; she saved her brothers a dozen times. Even as darkness swept in against her vision
she smiled, she laughed, she knew joy in the deepest places of her soul. This was her offering.
This was her love. She was swirling through Twilight in a world so beautiful it made her heart

break. She swam in oceans of Roses.

Kalas’ eyes were blinded as killing light tore through him and the Sunbird sending them
hurtling into an oblivion of fire. He rose through an infinity of life-times: love, loss, guilt,
children. His wife’s hands massaged the knots in his shoulders as he wrote his epistle. And as

his timelines converged he stood in counsel with the gods.
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Vaaj-na dodged every blow that came his way and laughed at the sheer ineptitude of
the Thamor’s blade work. A child could have slaughtered them all, he thought. How his sister
would have appreciated the way he tore them down, the elegance of his movements, the sheer
surprise that Khajiit could be so good. He did not see the void that took him, but fell through
endless spans of time and un-time; through space and un-space; into the sheer vastness of that
Beginning Place. He wandered without form, without mind, without Time, until Padomaic
necessity dissipated him into ephemeral energies, only to recombine and reform him in
perpetual permutation. He wandered without thought in a Merethic bliss of infinite

mythogenic echoes.

The Heart of Lorkhan witnessed the last battle of the Last War, beaming infinite dreams
of belief-ecstasy through the souls of Thalmor and Imperial alike, whispering world-betrothals
and wonders unimaginable. Against so much pain it spoke beautifully, yearning to move them
beyond mystery and tears to become mothers and fathers, to be responsible, and to make
great sacrifices with no guarantee of success. But thousands of tortured Dwemeri souls
answered with chiral-maze-cognizances of the presence of absence. The Heart shuddered, and

the pure light of Possibility paled into the dark un-light of Disbelief.

The world trembled, and Taltheron knew they had failed.
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The peace of High Hrothgar was not broken. Soft ice-petals of snow drifted down on
light breezes to land in his beard. His tongue tasted the crispness of the mountain air. He
smelled the last remnants of their campfire. He reached down to touch the smooth stone,
hewn thousands of years before, that had housed the Greybeards. It would all be gone soon. It

would all be lost. It would all be a Memory.

He did not see his friends die, but felt them. He did not see the cleaving of Nirn, but felt
it. He was flying; he was falling. All around him the molten core exploded forth with the
shrapnel of shorn machinations, burning the un-melting ice from the Throat of the World. He
did not hear the screams as the few remaining Sloads fell into the Void, or see the last Tsaesci
coiled around the corpse of his wife while sundered dreams fell burning upon him. But he felt
their souls cry out and heard the Heart screaming in its agonizing, shattering loss of Faith. And

Taltheron took it all into himself.

“Lorkhan,” he spoke to the Void as fire kindled his robes and shrapnel tore his flesh. “If

you can no longer Believe...we will Believe for You.”

There was flame. There was light. There was the unending darkness of Denial.

The last diaspora fled as the world died.

Their ships were infinitesimal sparks glittering across the fields of Oblvion.
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And for a long time, there was silence.

The moons would have waxed and waned, had there been anyone on Nirn to watch
them. On the surface the lava fields cooled, darkened into magmatic rock, only to be relit when
Time broke them, fielding new streams of fire. Within the Cleaving gears moved, broke and fell
into the Void carrying Memories of grief and un-requited love; but most often they remained
still, blinking their mathematical equations as if uncertain what they meant, or were meant to

do.

Solar winds whistled through blasted crevasses touching nothing but desolation.

In the early days voidships made pilgrimage to the Remains. Perhaps they hoped for
survivors, for some salvific remnant of what was lost; but all they found was ash. Some walked
the surface and offered themselves as sacrifices to their Despair: whether in fire, starvation, or

by a leap into emptiness. Eventually, the pilgrimages ended, and no ships made their traverse.

The stars shone; Magnus gleamed.

On sixteen plane(t)s eyes turned to consider the sight; they plotted and schemed for the
few on the moons...but the Game had changed. There was no challenge anymore. There was
so much desperation...it was like...playing with a broken toy. And the Lords looked long and

hard at the ghost of their joy. And Memory whispered of better days.

And for a long time, there was silence.
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Until...

On a day one hundred seven years after Landfall, a tiny spark — some might say a divine
spark — departed Masser and slowly crossed the expanse to the cloven duality of Nirn. It did

not stay long; but it took Memory with it; and perhaps a little more.
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Ra’zhiin closed the hatch behind him, and let out a ragged breath he did not know he
had been holding. Removing his breathing scarf he made his way to the controls and set a

course for Masser.

As he watched his home recede in the viz-screens there was a feeling building inside
him; he did not know what it was...he could not decide what to call it. It danced and twirled
with the new-found peace nestled deep in his heart —itself an unsought newcomer; and they
sang together in polymorphous harmony. His fingers were twitching, and he knew what he had

to do. He searched the cabin until he found sheets of papyrus and a stylus to write with.

Ra’zhiin took a deep breath and held it. In his mind he saw the faces of his friends and
enemies; the young, the old, the living and the lost. He remembered the fires in the Imperial
City, the carnage of Rimmen, the emptiness of Skyrim. The things he had seen... He had to find
a way to speak them, to give voice to the feeling inside him. As the breath hissed between his

lips the stylus began its work.

“Where were the Khajiit when the world broke? Khajiit watch. Khajiit record.

“But some Khajiit...fought.”

Tears came as words filled the pages. His sister, his brother, his friends...and Dro’kor.
He sobbed thinking of his old friend and wished more than anything to smell the scent of the
senche’s laughter again. All the years flowed out of him; all his questions, guilt, and fear. And
his love. He saw in those moments that what he felt was Memory, but that form of Memory

that has been saturated with love: to look upon it was to remember what had been loved and
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lost and to suffer its loss once again. But as the pages rushed past, as the stars glimmered their
Aetheric light around him, Ra’zhiin stared into his pain and set it free — with ink, and tears, and

Memory.

When the voidship settled into port Ra’zhiin was asleep in his seat. Beside him were the
many pages of his Memories. The pile was haphazard and the words were not always clearly
written; and later he would think that perhaps he had not always made very much sense. But
the last page, lying on top, was written with a steady hand. Its final sentence, baptized in tears,

was easily read:

Love overcometh all things.



154

CREDITS

[soundtrack: Opeth — Faith in Others - https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wFSRCZN843c ]

A KHAJIIT CODA (cycle)

A Khajiit CODA - http://forums.bethsoft.com/topic/1499155-a-khajiit-cOda/

A Khajiit Minuet: The Ghosts of Bruma - http://forums.bethsoft.com/topic/1502574-a-khajiit-

minuet-the-ghosts-of-bruma/

A Khajiit Minuet: An Eight of Dwemer - http://forums.bethsoft.com/topic/1502870-a-khaijiit-

minuet-an-eight-of-dwemer/

A Khajiit Minuet: Dunmer's Cadenza - http://forums.bethsoft.com/topic/1503787-a-khajiit-

minuet-dunmers-cadenza/

A Thalmor Sonata: Taltheron - http://forums.bethsoft.com/topic/1504985-a-thalmor-sonata-

taltheron/

A Thalmor Sonata: Alduwae - http://forums.bethsoft.com/topic/1505539-a-thalmor-sonata-

alduwae

A Thalmor Sonata: The Last War - http://forums.bethsoft.com/topic/1506193-a-thalmor-

sonata-the-last-war/



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wFSRCZN843c
http://forums.bethsoft.com/topic/1499155-a-khajiit-c0da/
http://forums.bethsoft.com/topic/1502574-a-khajiit-minuet-the-ghosts-of-bruma/
http://forums.bethsoft.com/topic/1502574-a-khajiit-minuet-the-ghosts-of-bruma/
http://forums.bethsoft.com/topic/1502870-a-khajiit-minuet-an-eight-of-dwemer/
http://forums.bethsoft.com/topic/1502870-a-khajiit-minuet-an-eight-of-dwemer/
http://forums.bethsoft.com/topic/1503787-a-khajiit-minuet-dunmers-cadenza/
http://forums.bethsoft.com/topic/1503787-a-khajiit-minuet-dunmers-cadenza/
http://forums.bethsoft.com/topic/1504985-a-thalmor-sonata-taltheron/
http://forums.bethsoft.com/topic/1504985-a-thalmor-sonata-taltheron/
http://forums.bethsoft.com/topic/1505539-a-thalmor-sonata-alduwae/
http://forums.bethsoft.com/topic/1505539-a-thalmor-sonata-alduwae/
http://forums.bethsoft.com/topic/1506193-a-thalmor-sonata-the-last-war/
http://forums.bethsoft.com/topic/1506193-a-thalmor-sonata-the-last-war/

SOUNDTRACKS (A Khajiit CODA)

I. God in Heaven by soulwhirlingsomewhere

[I. Thulcandra by Circle of Dust

lll. This Womb Like Liquid Honey by Tara VanFlower

IV. Jupiter by NASA Voyager Recordings

V.A. Wide Open Spaces by Lycia

V.B. DIGIASMR/AMBIENT by Myopia ASMR

VI. So It Goes by Greg Haines

VII. Revelation by Nexus

VIIl. Together We Will Live Forever by Clint Mansell

Credits (A Khajiit CODA) — Khajiit Like to Sneak by Miracle of Sound

Credits (cycle) - : Faith in Others by Opeth

BIBLIOGRAPHY / SOURCE MATERIAL / INSPIRATION

A Children’s Anuad - http://www.imperial-...childrens-anuad

Words of Clan Mother Ahnissi - http://www.imperial-...avored-daughter

The Monomyth - http://www.imperial-...ontent/monomyth

155


http://www.imperial-library.info/content/childrens-anuad
http://www.imperial-library.info/content/words-clan-mother-ahnissi-her-favored-daughter
http://www.imperial-library.info/content/monomyth

156

Trans-Cyrodiil Insurgency - https://vk.com/doc17...bc6256edde332c4

Landfall Day One - http://lagbt.wiwilan...ndfall: Day One

Tiber Septim’s Sword-Meeting with Cyrus the Restless - http://www.imperial-...-cyrus-restless

Lore:Khajiit - http://www.uesp.net/wiki/Lore:Khajiit

Loveletter From the Fifth Era, The True Purpose of Tamriel - http://www.imperial-...purpose-

tamriel

Summing Up the Amaranth - http://forums.bethso... anon amaranth

Mara: Nightmare of Anu - http://forums.bethso...ghtmare-of-anu/

CODA - http://cOda.es/t/cOda

Commentaries on the Mysterium Xarxes: Book One - http://www.uesp.net/...ysterium Xarxes

Carl Jung. “Approaching the Unconscious.” Man and His Symbols. http://www.amazon.co...nd

his symbols€

The Fountain - http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0414993/

Rene Girard - The Mimetic Desire - http://www.cottet.or...d/desirl.en.htm

Written between 18 April and 19 August 2014.

Many thanks to Bethesda Game Studios for giving us a world in which to dream.

Many thanks to Michael Kirkbride and everyone at cOda.es for giving us language to dream in.

Many thanks to the Elder Scrolls community for their continued support and inspiration: this is

my gift of (Khajiit) love to you.


https://vk.com/doc171113644_271797453?hash=fd3bdcfae5a3aa8c29&dl=949bc6256edde332c4
http://lagbt.wiwiland.net/wikibiblio/index.php/Landfall:_Day_One
http://www.imperial-library.info/content/tiber-septim%E2%80%99s-sword-meeting-cyrus-restless
http://www.uesp.net/wiki/Lore:Khajiit
http://www.imperial-library.info/content/loveletter-fifth-era-true-purpose-tamriel
http://www.imperial-library.info/content/loveletter-fifth-era-true-purpose-tamriel
http://forums.bethsoft.com/topic/1451586-summing-up-the-amaranth/?hl=%20anu%20%20anon%20%20amaranth
http://forums.bethsoft.com/topic/1498868-mara-nightmare-of-anu/
http://c0da.es/t/c0da
http://www.uesp.net/wiki/Lore:Commentaries_on_the_Mysterium_Xarxes
http://www.amazon.com/Man-Symbols-Carl-Gustav-Jung/dp/0440351839/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&qid=1400785523&sr=8-1&keywords=man+and+his+symbols%C2%A0
http://www.amazon.com/Man-Symbols-Carl-Gustav-Jung/dp/0440351839/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&qid=1400785523&sr=8-1&keywords=man+and+his+symbols%C2%A0
http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0414993/

157

- Michael



