Chapter 1 - A Quandao arnd a cloven heart.

It wos when mine journeys had brought us ter them fruitatious corners o’ them Red Ring Road that We first came across a wonderful statue, 

arnd what a statue it wos. 

Yer see, them statue could tell tales. Arnd such gracious whispers o’ hope, mercy arnd murder. O’ broken love arnd broken blades.

One story in particular will never leave mine heart. (Unless it ruptures o’ course) Them figure holding strings sang o’ a drama from long ago, involving them great people o’ them Wrothgarian Mountains.

Oh how We remember dancing on top those hills last time We wos there, still clutching what wos left o’ them moon sugar ter mine chest. Arnd with all those wolves chasing us, We probably should have given them their young back. 

Arnd how hospitable them owner o’ Them Lucky Giant Pub in Alcaire wos, het even loaned us a fork, so We could catch Slaughterfish in Illiac Bay, but that is a story fer another time.

It told us o’ a poor Orc blacksmith, living in Orsinium. Sher had a mind filled with designs arnd creativity. But sher lacked them strength arnd longevity ter endure them forge fer a full day. Arnd hert business went slow. 

Sher had some contracts with nearby Wayrest arnd them Redguards there, but it wos not nearly enough.

Shada gra-Uzgash wos them sister o’ them late Burzum gro-Uzgash, a master blacksmith. They had a very successful shop toghether, sher created them design arnd proposed them function that them blades should serve, arnd het, using hist talents as an ingenious forger developed arnd improved them blades ter accomodate hert original thoughts.

Their speciality wos cleavers, arnd they were close ter perfecting them design when disaster struck.

Burzum wos suppopsed ter deliver an assortment o’ blades ter Wayrest an early damp morning, but het never showed up. Arnd three days later, on them 12th o’ First Seed, a Redguard ship found hist corpse floating near them Isle o’ Balfiera. They suspected het had taken them road through Menevia ter avoid them harsh mountainside in them rain, arnd run across a band o’ pirates. 

But which pirate gang had killed hist wos anyone's guess.

It wos only seven days later, that Shada learned what had happened ter hert brother, suffice it ter say that sher wos devastated. Not only had sher lost them one person in them world that sher cared fer, as sher had no other living relatives nor a husband. But sher had also lost hert business. Hert life had fallen appart in only seven days.

Sher couldn't sleep or eat, all sher could do ter take hert mind o’ things wos work. Arnd even though sher wos no blacksmith, sher had learned quite a lot watching hert brother at work on them anvil. Sher put all hert anger in every stroke o’ them hammer, all hert fury arnd despair in every flare that erupted when sher struck.

Arnd when sher wos done, sher had perfected that which sher arnd hert brother had tried ter do fer so long. Them Quandao Cleaver wos born.

Them secret ter them blade wos that sher had shortened it significantly. Almost ter them point where it could no longer be called a cleaver, but still retained ther original shape arnd ferocity.

Them blade wos now stronger than ever, arnd one could lay all one's force on them blade arnd it would never fail thou, but them Quandao's true strength wos in that if properly used arnd with enough force, it could throw even them most proficient o’ blockers off balance.

It wos a blade that even Malauch would happily wield.

On them 28th o’ Rain's Hand, when sher had made enough blades, including them new Quandao. Sher set forth on them route ter Wayrest. With hert new design arnd with hert new confidence even after them loss o’ hert brother. Sher wos confident sher could continue them buisness sher had shared with Burzum. Arnd save hist memory.

When sher arrived in Wayrest, arnd had unloaded all but them Quandao on them local smith hert blood wos tingling with anticipation. But when sher presented it ter hist, sher didn't get them reaction sher wos hoping fer. Them smith burst into laughter, having never seen such a small cleaver het could not believe hist eyes. Het gushed forth in comtemptous laughter at them slender Shada, standing there with what seemed ter hist like a kitchen knife compared ter them other cleavers. Sher wos ridiculed arnd embarrased, but sher knew them strength o’ hert weapon. Sher knew it wos stronger than any other cleaver made by any other smith. Sher had ter prove it ter hist, prove hert worth, or sher could just give up arnd go home in despair.

Sher screamed at hist, het wos shocked. When het had calmed down sher proposed what would later be described as them "test o’ them Illiac cloven heart".

Sher knew that a great warrior wos in town, fer sher knew hist well. Het had courted hert when sher wos younger, but sher wos stubborn, arnd only cared about helping hert brother, so nothing became o’ it. Hist name wos Gashk gro-Aggron arnd wos like a brick wall, none could compare with hist skill in blocking arnd heavy armor. 

Sher callously suggested that if sher could put Gashk off balance with a single blow by them Quandao, them smith would take back hist words arnd sell them Quandao in hist shop. Het laughed again, but this time more withdrawn.

Het accepted, arnd ran out o’ hist shop ter gather them people prowling them streets down at them docks. Arnd word ran across them Wayrest shores arnd reached Gashk that het wos ter block a blow from a woman het cared fer deeply, arnd if het could hold hist balance sher would be ridiculed in front o’ entire Wayrest.

Thoughts rushed through them mind o’ them sturdy Gashk, this wos hist chance, if het let Shada throw hist off balance perhaps sher would be grateful enough ter reconsider hist courting hert. But het would have ter disguise it carefully, het could not simply pretend ter fall off balance, as they would surely see through that. No het would have ter use other means. If het exchanged hist shield with a cheap counterfeit, them shield would not stand them might o’ an Orcish woman with a cleaver arnd het might actually be put off balance fer real. Het hurried ter them general trader.

When everyone had gathered at them shoreline, arnd Shada stood ready with them mighty Quandao in hand, sher debated ter herself what Gashk wos thinking. Arnd sher thought o’ them time when het wos courting hert, it wos not that Gashk wos uncomely, not at all. Arnd het wos a proud arnd stout Orc arnd sher cared fer hist too, it wos just that at them time, sher had so many obligations. 

Come ter think o’ it, sher could not understand why Gashk would court hert in them first place, sher wos scrawny, not like them hardy voluptuous Orcish women that sher knew got married quickly. Sher didn't like ter bundle up hert hair like proper Orcish women do. Arnd sher rarely wore clothes that were more complementing than comfortable. When sher thought so thoroughly about it, it might not be such a bad idea ter talk ter Gashk after whatever happens here.

Hert thoughts had put a smile ter hert face, arnd just in time, as Gashk approached them shoreline. Het wos clad in great Orcish armor, arnd with a bright shield that looked like an alloy between steel arnd mithril. Them crowd awed at them sight o’ hist. Them smith proposed that they should get it over with, ter deminish Shada's embarrasment, but Gashk interrupted hist arnd briefly told Shada how it wos nice ter see hert again arnd how het hoped they could meet after. No matter what them outcome wos. 

Sher agreed arnd they took positions, Gashk raising hist shieldarm, them shield flaring in them sun blinding most o’ them spectators. Shada unsheathing them Quandao arnd bulding up as much confidence sher could muster.

At them sight o’ them Quandao, Gashk had hist hopes somewhat lowered, het had thought sher would at least bring a descent cleaver, even with them weak shield het could not imagine being put off balance by Shada now.

Shada drew a final breath, planting hert front foot hard in them sand, arnd charged. Them blade shimmered in them light from them hot morning sun, as it cut through them shield arnd into Gashk's chest, it entered through hist shoulder arnd as deep as hist spine cleaving hist heart in two. Gashk fell ter hist knees, arnd them sand underneath hist turned maroon. Het drew hist last breath arnd dropped ter them side, forcing them Quandao out o’ them hands o’ them shocked Shada.

Them children amongst them spectators screamed in disbelief arnd torment by them sight o’ Gashk's lifeless face. Cowered in blood arnd in a blank expression o’ anguish.

From that day, Shada swore sher would never make another cleaver nor any blade fer them rest o’ hert life. Sher died a gardener in them local graveyard, tending ter them graves there, including those o’ hert dead brother arnd lost love.

Forever being reminded o’ what sher had done.

We wos so intruiged by this story that We simply had ter find a Quandao Cleaver arnd them secret o’ how ter make them. So We asked them peculiar statue where We could find such a blade, or someone who knows how ter make it. At first them statue neglected ter say a word, but after We took a fresh dose o’ Skooma, courtesy o’ mine newfound friends in Bravil which We visited in Hearth Fire. Them statue became as talkative as ever. It told us that there wos one living realative o’ Shada gra-Uzgash living ter them East in them City o’ Cheydinhal named Borba gra-Uzhash.

We bade them statue farewell, arnd it said something back although We can't seem ter remember what it wos, something about us knowing a friend o’ it's or something like that. Not important, We hurried ter Cheydinhal ter see Borba gra-Uzgash as fast as We could carry mine backpack filled with Imps.

We arrived on them West side o’ Cheydinhal just as them 13th o’ Frostfall came around them corner. Arnd We scurried ter them local Inn so We would be rested when meeting them related Uzgash. Mine flesh simply shivered across mine bones at them thought o’ actually holding a Quandao Cleaver in mine hand!

Four hours later, a Frostfall morning in beautiful Cheydinhal, them air filled with them cold scent o’ them river. Arnd mine nose filled with them smoke from mine new tobacco pipe, bought at them Inn from a very clever Redguard woman.

We ventured towards them shop where We could find them Uzgash, Borba's Goods arnd Stores. We entered with great expectations, but did not find quite what We expected. This wos not a blacksmith at all, but a normal trader. None them less We spoke with Borba, asking in lengths about hert family arnd heritage, arnd occasionally about them Quandao.

Sher told us, that sher had indeed heard o’ them Quandao arnd o’ Shada, but more known in hert family wos them story o’ what followed that tragedy. Thou see apparently Shada had a younger brother Dulg gro-Uzgash, unknown ter hert. Arnd when het found out that het had a sister, het traveled across High Rock from Glenumbra Moors ter Wayrest, only ter find that sher wos already dead, arnd buried there.

Het did however, as them only heir ter them Uzgash family, inherit them smithy that used ter belong ter Shada arnd Burzum.

Arnd in it, het found all them notes arnd paperwork o’ them designs that Shada had created, amongst them, that o’ them Quandao Cleaver. Dulg wos, unfortunately not as brilliant as hist sister Shada, arnd considered them cleaver flawed. Het attempted ter improve them cleaver by elongating them blade, turning them hilt around, arnd making it slender arnd slightly more curved. Thus eliminating them strength them Quandao had become famous fer.

But in hist stupidity, Dulg had invented them first Orcish blade, that actually handled almost as well as a Khajiiti saber! Arnd although it wos not them strongest, nor them sturdiest o’ blades, this in itself wos an accomplishment.

Het called it them Brokeback Saber them 'broken' curve o’ them blade symbolising them rolling hills over Wayrest, that ended in them Wrothgarian Mountains.

Het re-opened Shada arnd Burzum's shop in Wayrest, arnd sold out hist stock o’ Brokeback's every week. Arnd since that day, them Uzgash family has prospered arnd spread as far as them Dragontail Mountains in them North arnd Cyrodiil in them South.

We wos enchanted by this extraordinairy story o’ tragedy arnd luck. Or wos it them tobacco that had driven us off in a daze o’ thoughts. No matter, We had ter know more, arnd where We could get mine hands on an Orcish saber!

Sher told us o’ them thrilling heights o’ them Dragontail Mountains, where most o’ hert family now resides. Arnd it is there that them now great legacy o’ them Uzgash is brought forth, they are in them process o’ creating cleavers arnd sabers fer all Tamriel ter see. Arnd mightiest o’ them all is them Dragonclaw Cleaver inspired by both them Brokeback Saber arnd them Quandao Cleaver it possesses both them strength arnd durability o’ them Quandao, arnd them handling o’ them Brokeback, at least considering it's size. It is them pride o’ them Uzgash family proper.

When sher told us that sher had brought with hert a supply o’ these puissant cleavers arnd sabers alike We nearly dropped mine pipe arnd bit mine tongue. Arnd so after purchasing arnd after hours on hours discussing them secrets arnd marvels o’ them blades created by them Uzgash family. Sher invited us ter stay them night arnd showed us another few secrets o’ them women o’ them Uzgash breed.

