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[Author’s note]
Morrowind is the land of the Dunmer, 
no matter what the Argonians will 
ever say. This is were we are born, 
we, the dark elves who were granted 
their ash skins and fiery red eyes by 
the Daedra prince Azura. She made 
us outerly dark so everyone could 
see how deadly we are. Morrowind 
is the land where our race was born, 
long long after our Chimer ancestors 
settled. And now the Argonians dare 
claim this land their own!

They said they made war to avenge 
from the slavery while they kept 
on enslaving their own children 
even after the trade was baned. 
I’ve been in Thorn, I’ve seen the 
scaly skins selling the flesh or their 
flesh at weight. For yes, I’ve been a 
slave trader. I’ve traded Argonians, 
Khajiits, men eventually and of 
course dark elves as well. People 
of my own kind, right. Though not 
exactly the same kind for most, 
Ashlanders, that’s it, to replace the 
lizards after the ban.



So why, for the love of Azura, why 
did the Argonians attack us? Just 
because they had the chance! Some 
of them say it is for our land was 
their home long before we arrived, 
before we cut the Hist and damned 
our ground to this known unfertility 
despite the rich watercourses of the 
southern country. It could be true 
but I frankly don’t care for I’ve never 
heard such things ever before the 
conflict. Suddenly they’d be recalling?

Open what serves as your ears, 
Argonians, Morrowind is our land, 
our Sacred land! You may claim it but 

it will never be yours and the ghosts 
of our ancestors will hunt you down 
for this perversion you had that only 
us should have been able of. And 
you know it. That’s why you could 
never stay in Vvardenfell after the 
infamous slaughter of the survivors 
of the Red Year who stayed to defend 
our Sacred ground.

But though I am exiled I am proud to 
say that I fought. I am not a warrior 
but I’m a Dunmer and a Dunmer 
can always fight. This is my tale of 
guerilla.



Dunmer tactics of guerilla
or “the forsaken ressources of 

Morrowind’s true owners
for beating Argonian asses”

by Sethyn Trandel

We were some friends in Narsis, 
gathered by the needs of work in 
some tavern, sharing a bottle of 
Shein to discuss about the slave 
trade ban aftermath again and the 
consequences of the Red Year on our 
business. We lost a lot of clients in 
this holy crap. Family and friends as 
well but we tried not to think about 
it. When one of our Dunmer brethrens 

rushed in the tavern, covered with 
sweat and a bit of blood and began 
screaming, we seriously didn’t give a 
damn for it was just common sight. 
But words that should never have 
been put together in a same sentence 
in this order stood out of a sudden 
silence.
“We are getting our asses kicked by 
Argonians! They rebelled and they’re 
killing the remaining Dres in the 
south! They’ve already swamped a 
whole estate in blood and we hadn’t 
heard of it for no one survived to tell 
the tale!”
We didn’t believe of course, these 
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and telling about the horror and so 
we grew concerned. Some said they 
saw like the largest armies of them 
swimming north. It just should not 
be happening.

“We should fight,” I said after 
drinking maybe a bit too much 
Sujamma that night.
“You are c-crazy, Sethyn, let’s leave 
the fight to Houses Indoril and 
Redoran…”
“You are the crazy one, Nerril, if you 
think they can defend us.There was 
already hardly a handful left of them 

could only be words dicted by 
Sheogorath to rise some mad panick. 
The lad thus dashed out of the tavern 
to keep on spreading the word.

Days later however more people 
came from the south to tell about 
the scaly tide of death. It seemed 
just incredible but we remembered 
how it happened already after the 
Oblivion crisis, how the Argonians 
were drugging themselves with Hist 
sap to grow this insane strength, 
turning even the weakest creatures 
into little Daedroths. The wounded 
kept on arriving, seeking for safety 
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“Yes, taught you the way in dream, 
spare us your story again. So you can 
conjure some Daedra, right? The ones 
that fly.”
He nodded. “Winged Twilights.”
“I’ve heard about the weird trees 
of the Argonians, trees that can 
move, I’ve heard they gathered along 
the border again. They say they’re 
leading the Argonians or stuff like 
that. Maybe that’s some invention 
of Sheogorath to trick us but what 
about we try to bypass those stupid 
lizards and attack directly the trees? 
You know what they say, it’s better 
to cut the evil at root…”‘

since the civil war, the Oblivion crisis 
about wiped the Redoran and I won’t 
talk about the Argonians. The armed 
arm of Morrowind is no more.”
“Damn those lizards! When you think 
we fought that civil war because of 
them already! Damn Helseth and his 
trade ban to Oblivion! If Khajiits ever 
join in they’d better bring some moon 
sugar along!” Roran spat.
Maybe it was that drop of Skooma 
we droped in the bottle but I suddenly 
had an idea.
“Say, Roran, you’re good at 
conjuration, right?”
“Quite so, yes… Azura…”
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the crazyness of the enterprise. We 
set the guar with the carriage and 
went south to the battlefield. It 
was worse than all we could think 
of and for a moment we were just 
struck with fear and horror. It was 
not a battlefield, it was just open 
slaughter. On this point I think only 
Argonians have words in their 
twisted language to describe the 
savagery of their own acts.

“Are these things really Argonians? 
Some of them rather look like 
Daedras!” Nerril finally shouted with 
a growl of anger and fright.

We all laughed until they realized I 
was serious despite the joke.
“I’m good at conjuring Winged 
Twilights but I don’t know if I could 
do that, y’know…”
“Call up your faith! Azura loves us, 
right? She’ll be standing right beside 
you, Roran!”
“So now you’d believe in my story?”
“I’d believe in Whatever-Can-Save-
Our-Mighty-Ashen-Asses! If it’s 
Azura, so be it!”

Even after we got undrunk the idea 
was still there and for some reason 
we all came to the meetpoint despite 
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or so…” I looked at Roran, worried.
“They can’t invade us but we can 
invite them. Though I must say 
it feels a little more difficult to 
communicate with them and call 
them…”
“Well, we’re not asking you to chit-
chat with them and give them 
names, make one of them appear and 
let’s see!”
So Roran rose up his arms in prayer 
and conjured the Deadra. Some nice 
piece of purplish-skinned woman 
with cliffracer-like wings in spite of 
arms (prettier than cliffracers wings 
though), a long tail and something a 

“They’re Argonians,” I said, “there 
are just different species like there 
are different species of elves and 
men. And I think they also brought 
along some creepy creatures of 
their damned swamps. We were in 
Elsweyr when they took the south 
but I guess that’s what we would 
have seen...”
“It feels like the Oblivion crisis again,” 
Roran mumbled.
“Oh, snap!” I remembered, “I’ve heard 
someone say Daedras can never 
invade us again because of some 
barrier that this Martin Septim man 
created with a talking stone dragon 
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some out of anything, right, Nerril?”
“I wouldn’t say ‘anything’ but it’s 
true I can make one from any of the 
ingredients that have the effects…”
“So you can make some?”
He glimpsed around and searched in 
his bag. “I think so.”

One hour later we had the potion.
“It may have side effects,” Nerril 
warned. “Her color may change a 
bit but it doesn’t matter much since 
she’ll be invisible anyway.”
Roran conjured his Winged Twilight 
again and we tried out Nerril’s 
potion. The Daedra shivered in 

little bestial in her appearance. We 
were impressed of course and we 
roared in awe when she took flight. 
We went quite extatic when we saw 
her flying above the enemy and so 
until she was struck with arrows 
and stones and vanished.

“Damn. They had archers,” Nerril 
concluded.
“Wait, I have another idea! Mephala 
smiles upon me, I swear! Let’s do 
it again but this time let’s feed the 
Daedra some invisibility potion or so 
and see how well they aim at what 
they can’t even see! You can make 
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“What happened? Did they find out?”
Roran was sweating and panting. 
“I …lost the control, she was too far 
away…”
“What? You can conjure that thing 
from Oblivion but you can’t keep the 
control over a few miles?”
“It’s not the same thing and it’s 
already a performance I did here!”
“Have you noticed my potion worked 
pretty well?” Nerril cheered himself.
I sat down, massaging my temples.
“Say, the Argonians resist poison, 
but do they resist paralysis?” Nerril 
went again. “What about we line up 
scribs…”

what could look like disgust and 
turned invisible. We tensed a bit as 
it disappeared, we only knew it was 
there… somewhere near us… We felt a 
slight wind as she was away.
“Where is she?” I asked after a few 
minutes.
“Shh, don’t talk to me,” Roran winced.
We gazed at the enemy and the 
trees far beyond. We weren’t even 
sure there were actually Hists. 
They seemed to move though but 
it could be the wind. At some point 
something purplish appeared in the 
air, flying freely for two seconds 
before it vanished.
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don’t look like they’re estimating 
anything, they’re just brainless killer 
zombies…”
“Then Corpruses are the perfect 
opponents to match them, they’re 
brainless as well and strong as 
Dremoras. And everybody’s got one 
in their ceilar.”
I gave Nerril a weird look. “You do?”
“Yes. It’s a pain to tend but their 
tears are pretty worth it. By the time 
my mother tried to decide whether or 
not she wanted to send uncle Marel 
to the Corprusarium he had already 
turned into such a mass of flesh it 
couldn’t cross the door so we kept 

“Oh, come on! Be serious! It’s war, not 
a game!” I snapped.
“I am serious! And for the love of 
Boethia I say this is cunning! Just let 
me finish. First we line up the scribs 
and for sure they’ll get smashed to 
pulp probably before they even get 
the time to paralyse anything. It will 
look so despaired the lizards will take 
it easy and begin to underestimate 
us. Then we line up Corpruses and let 
the scalies know they’ve come to the 
earthly hell of Tamriel.”
I burst in laughter. “Damn this is just 
crazy, Nerril! I think it’s useless to use 
the scribs though, these scale fuckers 
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couldn’t count on Vvardenfell after 
the eruption. I and Roran rather 
tried to find people still having some 
Corprus in their ceilar or so, as Nerril 
said. Actually we found some and 
used scrolls that Roran made to 
teleport the creatures in some cave 
where Nerril stored them. By chance 
the creatures where much less 
aggressive since the Nerevarine did 
whatever he did. As we saw hope in 
these horrors we came to somewhat 
appreciate them, even the most 
terrible ones we could find, reported 
in some caves, Ash Ghouls and creepy 
Ascended Sleepers.

him.”
“You’re a crazy bastard, Nerril, but 
your idea’s not totally stupid indeed.”
“I swear Boethia whispered to my 
ear. We all think of the Nerevarine 
though it’s only been few years, but 
he’s not there to defend us. Let’s not 
forget our most dreadful ressource 
in making Morrowind the unfriendly 
land of the Dunmer since 1E1700.”

And so we went on our quest, 
gathering Corpruses creatures into a 
fearsome as stinking herd of walking 
flesh. We gently called it our “army 
of the Sixth House”… Of course we 
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began catapulting Corpruses above 
the battlefield with the widest grin a 
Dunmer can be capable of as Sleepers 
ascended in the sky, as Corprus 
spread their lame flesh over scalies, 
as Ghouls stormed through ashes…

I think it did surprise the Argonians 
and it actually slew them quite 
well for some time. We still had to 
retreat but I am proud to say that 
we fought, the three of us standing 
fiercely as servants of our dreadful 
gods.

When we thought we gathered 
enough we came back to the cave. 
Nerril had prepared what he called 
a war machine. It wasn’t the most 
complicated invention of his but it 
worked well enough, with a long 
piece of wood, some Dwemer cogs 
and a rope… A catapult.

And so at dawn we all prayed the 
good Daedra, Azura, Mephala and 
Boethia who had helped us and 
inspired us so far. We also prayed 
mighty Lorkhan, thanking him for 
the curse of his foul magic that 
finally turned into a blessing. And we 
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