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A Note from the Editor

Welcome, dear reader, to Redwater Review, Tamriel's
Preemmznt lttemﬂ? ]aumnl This is no Brief #istory o
the Empire or Biogr, of Barenziah. The tales and
poetry cmtmnec( Wtffwn this volume Are ftlla&’( with
enough Action to rival that of the Wolf Queen and
enough passion to make the Lusty Argonian blush.

First, T must avologize. In A sense, this publication falls
mte A long line of Skyrim special collections, re~-mas-
ters, and re~-releases. But I can assure you, this is Sky-
rim like you've never seen it before. From erasures o
Kodlak's Journal to tragic accounts of inter-species
love and defiance, this collection has somethin }‘y or ev-
ervme—}m they Nord, Imperial, or even Thalmor.

In editing this journal, I knew the task was daunting.
Anyone willinig to play the same qame for more than a
decade despite Countless teasers, trivilers that material-
ize nothing, and vagque mentions of release dates that
come And qo thhaug 50 much As mle on Steam would
need writing powerful enough to warm hearts cold-
er than #High %ratgm if they were qoing to read it.

Fortunately, the writers who heeded the submission
call delivered. It was a true joy receiving such highl
creative work. for such a mc%e concept. It was also tough
to say no to really inventive and well-crafted pieces.
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I'm proud of this }Ju]?licntian and I'm honored to share it
with you.

3o sitback, pouT you rSelf some mead, or some of the

Amous SKoomAa from which this journal gets its name,
and enj oy the farst edition of Redwater Review. While
we mAy never get Another Elder Scrolls game, we can
MW%VS cherish the stories and charactets, treasure the
time spent lmﬁng, and more im;mrtﬂmtl?, Love the

e(:v;le with whom we experienced and explored the world
af Amriel.

Oh, and one more thing:

We know.

~WA Hawkins
Morndas, Z0th Dm7 af livfming Star, Z0Z1






You move slowly with your weapon drawn.

—3Skyrim loading screen




Lost %Wnn ton
Lover

Meet me on the Dawnstar coast,

There we shall share a Dmgan}’mm toast.
Cheers to the salt af the ;mle white sea,
Cheers to this feeling between you And me.
As lang Aas we live,

May we farm/er Pe,

Tru t/vfr/t L, brave,

And eternally free.

Valorie Nichols is a Lover of all things fantasy, Living in the woods
in Upstate New York. You can find her talking about gaming,
cosplay and mvt[wlaqy on Twitter @Meadowdays or on Instaqram
@Vawowie .



I Know Who You Are
(Hail Sithis)

ig talk of acceptance and opening the mind to all the

world's possipilities—and the Mnge’s Guild couldn’t
handle the thought of two men Loving one another; a(au%y
50 for the Altmer/Arqonian compromising position the col-
Lege heads had stum]?lea{ upon in the Hall of Attainment.

He got shipped off, and I got disowned.

I wept and qot shithouse rat frunk every day for 7 months,

issing AwAy ALl the funds I had in the world, with only
enough Left to buy my meager possessions from a kind-
hearted spinster who wis moving to Riften.

Then the letters came-~ AlwAys uf;aanrinq fmfam mein A
s/w’mmering miniature af the Lover's Stone.

Burning hammer of Love had argaa{ our hearts into din-
monds for one another—Qa'Ki was happy to smuqqle my
re}alies in exc/mnga far some af my yellaw mountain flaw/ers.

Then the penny dropped and he offered to smuqgqle me to the
@17rw{iilif MW;ZS gv}fjﬁa(——tf g cauﬁc{cgat the cairZ?

My Life is stew and cheap wine and flower picking and [m?~
Ling and waiting and longing and dreaming for the day
canlay my [mm? upon his' sweet scaly skin once again. 1
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hear a drunken traveler stumble by, singing “Ragnar the

Red,” 5 drift off smiling, remembering when'my love used to
5m3 it to me.

Clem Flowers (T [u: / Them) is A poet, eldritch horror, 4 saft

spoken southern trans lMLt living in & mountain's shadow in

Home of Truth, umZ Ideally, t[»e 'd live as A tavern owner
with their Wt 2 q cat, sellin Stews, mend with juniper berr z

have'local Falkreath bards as entertainment for tired
travelers and lovely Locals.



VAssa a’s]au mal
ntry

Fredns, 2rd day of #earthfire
I left Solitude prison.

I optnined civilian clothes from clotheslines in unsuspecting
l’mckyma(s.

I walked out of the city. The guards nodding At me becanse
now I'm A civilian ] ust like everyone else.

Morning foq still in the air. The Kknjiits were settin7 up
their witres just outside the city.

I nodded at them. They nodded back.

I went down to Karth river, avoiding the docks. I turned
left and went past the stables and turned right.

The trial zigzaqqed.
Foq cleared as the sun rose.

There was & Lumber mill on the shore with a small rowboat.
A big man with A bad eye was chopping wood aAnd an Orc
WAS Warkin7 the mill.

I tatked to them. They'd just ate breakfast. The man with
one evfe owned the mill. #e was a big jo 117 man. He augkt
in A war. The Orc saw battle at some point in Ris Life, too.

8



The man said I could help the Orc work the Mill and sta

the night. I asked him the Pest waY to get to Falkreath. #e
said crossing the river and catching a carriaqe in Morthal is
the shortest distance but there’s & haunted marsh. of frost-
Pite spiders on the other side of the river.

K, K K

I liked the Orc. #e knew I'd never worked A Mill }efare but
showed patience.

I saw mudcrabs on rocks in the middle of the river.

I tovk. my clothes off and borrowed a dull iron daqqer from
the Orc. I dived in, feeling my breath escape with the cold o
the river. The northern water freezing miy scales. My tail
propelled me. I had to counteract the strong current flowing

from the Sea of Ghost.
I reached the rocks, killed the mudcrabs and swam back.

The man and the Orc patted me on the back. The man went
into ;Z:?Ma stenmeaf mudcrab Leqs while me and the Orc

finished up for the day.

Inside, the man's cabin was cozy. The mudcrab Legs on the
table.

We sat down to eat.
Just the two of them Lived there.

We clinked muqs of cheap ale and drank. I sturped the
mudcrap legs, savoring the warm butter and tender meat.
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Near the end of dinner, I asked the man if T could borrow his
rowboat to cross the river. H#e looked at me bewildered. He
thought I was joking.

I narrowed my re;atile eves At him.

“Well, I'm Sarrzj friend, butIcan't do that. I need that
bot. It's too riskiy Anyways.”

He told me About & carringe outside the city gates of Soli-
tude in the morning.

Itold him I can’t go back to Solitude.

H#is brow cringed. I saw the Orc in my }yeriffwml, his }’700(17
tigktening. 4—21'5 fﬂbce darkened.

The 0rc struck. first.

I plunged A butterknife into his ee, he screamed. I disarmed
him f his qull iron daqqer. T stabbed the daqqer through his
hand, inm'ng him to the small wooden tw};;z. I took the
butter nife ot of his eye And sank it into his heart. He
collapsed onto the table with a thud.

The man ran far the door.

I took the dend 0rc’s dagqer and canght him before he
reached the door and stapbed him in'the back. of the head, at
the base of the skull. The daqqer broke. He went down hard.

Very dead. Very quickly. #e didn't suffer.

Isatback down at the table and finished the steamed mud-
crab legs. There were S;chks af blood on them but I didn't
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Isatback down at the table and finished the steamed
mudcrab Le s There were specks o ﬁlam{ on them but I
Adn't mm I'm Looking fo }‘F rWArd to leaving for Morthal
in the morning.

Hail Sithis

Jon E&rger lives in Snginmv, MI. He tweets
@Earger}am}#zh
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To Sofie and Lucia
Why are you }egging

alone beneath bare branches?
And you, in the snow,
have you sold any flowers?

Twill 171417 them all.
You do not recagnize me,
but I know you well.

I have lived countless lifﬂtimes,
As }’7&77M, and prince,

T have done great things,

I have stared into

0btivion’s eyes and Launghed.

But each time we meet,

ne matter whe you may see,
you will always be

true daughters to me.

Grannia Griffith is a typewriter poet for hire who has called

New Orledns her home for eight vears. She can be found on

Frenchmen 3t. on busy weekend m’gkts, typing custom poetry
Jor passers 7717. She started exploring Skyrim At the beqinnin.

af quarantine Z0Z0, and still 7’1“'75 whenever

she qets the chance.
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The ,'51701417 WArrior

IWM mz&xing out Ilusion ]717 cAsting Mu ﬂe on the
round when I met him 7717 the hold qates in Whiter-
un. The Ebony Warrior. Famous for doing all that can
be done. No quests are Left or villains to be stain far Aim.
He only appears at level eighty when your character is
strong enough to yut up A fight. He starts A conversa-
tion and tells you to send him off to Sovngarde because he
needs someone worthy enough to Kill him. I worked hard
to 71'1/3 him that honor.

I completed the game on Master and now, I was doin.
it on Legendary. ,751/m7 Achievement was mine, so I chal-
Lenqed myself now and the Ebony Warrior was the hard-
est person I ever faced. On A lesser difficulty, I've taken
him down with’ different methods. /s A mage, I casted
Rout on him and took away his desire to fight. #e was a
raqdoll then. The next time we met—I Killed him with a
single hit from behind with the assassin blade perk and
shrouded gloves. I thought it would be nny. I copied A
walkthrough. I felt bad ever since and now, I gave him
the fight hé deserved. On the hardest difficulty, I couldn't
taKe him mano & mano. I summoned A draqon—Durne-
hviir, an undead one—1It had no owner. It was perfect for
A fight. The Ebony Warrior tells you to meet Ztm At his
Last Vigil when you're ready.

#e's a whole person f?igger than you. If you come to the
ight with your weapon Jrawn, he charges you. It's bet-
ter to show up pencefully, then fight. I started by calling
Durnehviir to me. T wielded the Dragonborne sword and
wore Daedric Armor. No lifestenl, no mmgic, no shields. ALl
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brawn and blood. 1 saved before I frught him because you
always die. /v Lot. He truly'is the 17352 The Epony Warrior
has so

much health and resistance—the fight draws out Lon

until we're both winded. Durnehviir even left me to fin-
ish the job. I Killed him by having him follow me up A
mountiin. At the peak —the Sun blasted behind me—TI
Jumped and attacked him full sm'y;g. H#is final words Are
always, “At Last. Sovnqarde.” I never Looted his Eac{v. He
neea{ez everything for the other side.

Tanner Armatis Che/him) eaqerly waits
far the next Elder Scrolls. Visit his website
tannerarmatis.com to read more work.
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In Which I Vandalize
Kodlak.'s Journal

wWith Walcaminq ATIMS.

wmgei_
Aas a beast.

not seen ﬁf:/‘are.-I Look. inte 1755.

to see the same wo and
| T taqatker.
I s s nough I N
to ins;ir& Writing

THlspoke withl

the beast, and
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WAis heart's fire burn Al

I o

the ﬁlam{

the beastblood. I it's
sufferin
ql to AmAaze
the shadow’s
who m’ske&
dream,

the beast.

covnsel I /.
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—c(astinv_ cwrving ]mfara hitch-
ing_.

I oo fo

writin

the rot takes

7 <ow I
the blood,

ry the beastblood, and
=ur troubles

I’ I /. scc et AmoTi]

this I | /55 (m
heart Aches), emotions Are fraying, and the wills

T

WAT AgAinst
deat hearts

EANCE EAT

fur17.
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ae have not Aad cAuse to

dream

ceed I

i c(renmm
to trus ke
trust the instincts of my heart, KNKNGTchcNIENEE

residin

Iwill Il speak. to

2 Lenmoril.

us.

vetic justice for the tricksters who first cursed

Melissa Martini (she/her) is A short fiction writer and Capricorn
Jrom New Jersey. She studied Creative Writing in both underqrad
and gradquate school At Seton Hall University. Currently, she
serves as Founder 4 EIC of Moss Puppy Maqazine ang

is Sta [ At the winnow maq. She can be found @melissquirtle
Aand melibeans.wixsite.com/home. She has three dogs, ALl of which

Are flufﬂmlls.
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What is better: to be born qood or to overcome your evil
nature through great effort?

—Paarthurnax
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