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I

n January of 1997, four artists locked themselves in a room to lay the foundation for the third chapter in the
Elder Scrolls series. Or so the story goes.

That little game, eventually dubbed Morrowind, turned out to be a hit with fans and critics alike, launching a new
wave of freeform RPGs which are now Bethesda’s trademark. For me, however, it was hope and home. Morrowind was
there for me when I was a lost child in a new country whose language and customs bordered on alien. Morrowind came
with me when I moved across the continent, helped me make friends both online and off. Morrowind drew me into the
modding scene, which lead to art and writing and eventually a career in game development. Morrowind taught me to
think critically, to debate intelligently, to create by myself and in collaboration. Morrowind introduced me to the man I
love and have since married.
In all this I am not alone. There are thousands - perhaps hundreds of thousands - like me, people whose lives have been
changed in ways big and small. People who have relied on Morrowind to carry them through dark times, who have
met friends and loved ones through its community, who changed their views on videogames thanks to its world and its
mechanics, who can’t help but tear up when Nerevar Rising plays. People for whom Morrowind is a great distraction
from the troubles of daily life. For whom it is a very fond memory.
The full impact that The Elder Scrolls III: Morrowind had on its fans cannot be measured, but we hope that the stories
below provide a glimpse of just how much this game has meant to us.

—Darya Makarava (Lady Nerevar)

T

here is a saying that everyone who bought the

Velvet Underground’s debut album went out and
started a band. It wouldn’t not surprise me if some years
from now Morrowind will be recognized as a similarly
formative influence on a generation. It certainly was for
me.
In the near future, I will be crossing that selfconsciousness inducing threshold where my first
introduction to Morrowind is further removed from
the present than from my birth. Over that decade and
a half, Morrowind has affected me in more ways than I
can begin to recall. It profoundly shaped my aesthetic,
my thinking about fiction, and my feelings about games
and creativity at large. It inspired me to develop skills
that went on to define my life and made me a self-taught
game developer. In its vibrant community, I participated
in thought-provoking discussion, contributed to
ambitious creative projects and made some great friends.
Somewhere along the way I met the person with whom
I’ve been sharing my life for ten years and counting.

W

here do I begin? This game has actually
given me so, so much. I started playing it in the
summer of 2011 and instantly got hooked, and spent the
entire summer playing it even though I didn’t know what
I was doing. The first time I played it, my then-boyfriend
(now-fiance) came over, noticed I was playing it and then
mentioned that his best friend also really liked the game.
This helped to spark a wonderful friendship between
me and that friend, and honestly I don’t think we’d be
as close as we are if we hadn’t spent many late nights
discussing lore and the game. It also helped me meet and
befriend so, so many wonderful people who’ve helped me
out a lot through the Facebook Morrowind community,
and I’m so grateful for that.
The game has also helped me refine my art skills - it has
such an incredibly inspiring and beautiful landscape. The
first drawing that I was truly happy with and proud of
was an ink drawing of an Emperor Parasol, and I’ve kept
that style throughout my development as an artist and I
still use it for a lot of my work.

Yet, despite all those countless little nudges, I think the
one thing that made me return time and again to that
strange, unknown land was that –to me– Morrowind
held a promise of wonder, a map of infinite resolution to
be filled in with the imagination. Above all, Morrowind
taught me the joy of making stuff up, alone or together,
sometimes through hard work and sometimes through
those precious magical coincidences that can only emerge
in a creation much greater than any of its creators. For
that, I am deeply grateful.

The game itself has such a unique atmosphere, too.

I’ll put it this way: you don’t know this yet, but in the
vast, dark space of worlds as of yet unimagined are many
places where someone buried a little fire stolen from the
gods. On clear nights, the inhabitants of those realms
will look up, locate a single star on the firmament and
say “That’s where we come from.”

D

I still get the shivers when I enter a House Dagoth
shrine, or an ancestral tomb. I still shit myself when a
nix-hound jumps at me out of nowhere. It’s a game that
I don’t think I’ll ever tire of, and one that I never want
to tire of.
—Rachille, Wales

on't know if anyone else is like me,

but when I get to a new city, in any game, I
must explore every nook and cranny of it until I’m
completely familiarized with it. With Vivec city that is...
problematic, because of the sheer size and the maze-like
layout.

—Kasper

I
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was 8 years old, the docks was a portal to a new
world. Don’t think I ever went back to be honest.

I

love how weird it's allowed to be. Enemies

can be giant bugs or flying jellyfish and the trees
are huge mushrooms. Race doesn’t define a character’s
personality and the ethics of your character are yours
to define. Could do without some of those cliff racers,
though.

I

remember walking into the bookshop in

Vivec city 15-ish years ago and reading A Dance In
Fire and a bunch of other complete stories until it was
suddenly 4am in Real Life.

I

was in the 7th Grade when I first got
Morrowind, shortly after its release.

I bought the vanilla version at a Gamestop on the
recommendation of a friend.
I played it and created an Argonian for the disease
resistance and water breathing ability.
By the time 8th grade rolled around, I had already
logged dozens upon dozens of hours into Morrowind.
Got GOTY edition on Xbox for Christmas.
I remember I kept a notebook to keep track of all my
enchanted items. I’d wake up one, two, three hours early
so I could have time to play Morrowind before going to
school. The game gave me this funny excited/anxious
feeling. Whenever I thought about playing it, my
stomach did these flips in anticipation. Nowadays even
the theme song brings back this feeling.
I used to bring the map that came enclosed in the game
to school so I could talk to my friends about it and
demonstrate where I found the Fang of Hyanekhtnamet,
or where I encountered vampires.
Got made fun of a lot for the passion I had for this game.
But I didn’t care. It was my own magical world where I
could do whatever I wanted or be whoever I chose. No
other game has done for me what Morrowind did in that
regard. It was unprecedented to a kid of 13.

T

he landscapes and the story that made
me feel like I was THERE. Unbeatable. I love
Oblivion and Skyrim so much but I’ve never been as
immersed or stupefied by any other game as I was by
Morrowind. It’s just special in a way I can’t explain.
I still play it - it may have a bit to do with the fact that it
was the first TES game I ever played, but that’s not the
crux of why it’s always been my favorite.️

T

he fucking chills that I get from the main

theme aside...

There was this point when I was doing a more recent run.
I think back in 2015. See, I had discovered Morrowind
when I was just a kid. All of it went over my head, cause
duh. So there I am, much more grounded in the lore
communities and well-versed in all the cool shit actually
at play. I was talking with the Ashlanders in Ahemmusa
Camp, and it just kind of hit me:
I get it now. Look how fucking far I’ve come. I
understand this.
And that map that used to feel so broad and winding felt
simultaneously homey and too big to comprehend.

M

orrowind made me feel...scared, and

curious. I can count on half a hand the games
that did that so fully and consistently, and Morrowind
was the first in my life.

Without being too sappy, this game helped to make me
who I am.
—Andrew
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I

've loved Morrowind from the moment I first

played it. It was the first open-world video game
I’d ever played, and I’d never seen something like it
ever before. I lived in Morrowind, I really lived there.
I knew all the people, I could name all the Dunmer
saints, I knew all the roads. Whenever I hear the clink
of a wooden wind chime, I’m right back in Ahemmusa
Camp. I’ll always be a Telvanni at heart.
I just love how much detail they put into worldbuilding.
The Dunmer had such a weird culture that you just
wanted to explore forever. Starting from their names,
to the landscapes, the weird food, the traditional and
not-so-traditional ways of living, the fact that the
Dunmer themselves had different factions. Morrowind
NPCs don’t have a great AI or a schedule. They don’t
interact with objects, they don’t talk to each other. Yet
Morrowind always seemed the most alive to me.
—Eva, Germany

I

came to Morrowind backwards. My

roommate got me into Skyrim first. Fell in love with
it so much that I backtracked to previous titles, playing
Oblivion to death, and finally getting Morrowind.
I have mixed feelings about Morrowind. The vanilla
graphics look dated and unappealing. The combat is
absolutely dreadful. The UI is clunky and difficult. But
at the same time, the sheer depth of the world presented
shines through. It’s the first main-title integration of the
lore that I’ve come to love so much. And it solidified a
lot of the conventions that I thought made Oblivion, and
later Skyrim, so enjoyable. Here’s to Morrowind: you’re a
pain to actually play, but you’re a beauty to experience.

T

t's all my brother-in-law's fault.

Back in 2004 or so he was at a Blockbuster store
(remember those?) and found a copy of Morrowind in
the discount bin. We were both getting bored with video
games because so much of the experience was riding
linear rails without any explanation of the game-world or
characters. He read the back of the case, thought it was
interesting, and picked it up.
Five minutes into the game he said, “Michael is going
to love this.”
He was not wrong. I went through character creation,
was fascinated by the glimpses of Imperial culture but
didn’t really “get it” until that message when you leave
the Census Office. It basically said, “Go have fun.
There’s a main quest if you’re interested but...you don’t
have to play it.”
I looked at the screen. I looked at my brother-in-law. “I
can...go anywhere?” I asked him.
“Yes.”
I sold my loot from the Office and went straight into the
Bitter Coast. I’ve been in love ever since.
—Michael, Pennsylvania

M

orrowind is a great game. I have no

nostalgic attachment to it at all, as my first TES
game was Skyrim. After spending a bit over 100 hours
in it, I began to appreciate it an unhealthy amount. The
feeling of exploration, discovery, quest completion, and
character progression is some of the best I have ever
experienced, and the world with its inhabitants, weapons,
varied architecture, varied culture, varied flora, wild life
and lore made it feel like an actual WORLD.

he first time I turned Almalexia's soul

into a machine gun.

Truly the best reward I’ve ever gotten in a video game.
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I

G

etting really, really angry because I

couldn’t find Arkngthamz and I walked around
for an hour trying to look for it.

I

was a kid when we got it, maybe 11 or 12?

My siblings and I shared game time, and we’d all sit
around and watch each other play. Our first character
ever was a Bosmer named N.A.L., or No Alcohol Lager.
He wore a fancy skirt, fancy shoes, and a Colovian fur
helm for the entirety of his life.
Mecha Chupi was our highest level one, a Dunmer in
her 50s. The last time we played her we decided the
gondoliers in Vivec had cool hats, and since we were
permanently levitating, we’d chase them around like a
ghost and kill them for said hats.
Man, I remember getting into Seyda Neen and being
blown away by how it looked. How hostile the people
were, the Fargoth debacle. Taking a wrong turn and
finding the scrolls of Icarian flight. Stealing mushrooms.
Actually having to try to figure things out. Getting to
Balmora and being absolutely awestruck by how much
of a CITY it was, a real city! And having the exact same
feeling when I got to Vivec for the very first time. Real,
genuine admiration and love for a game world I’d never
had before.

I

've been playing Morrowind since I was

10 years old, and I’m turning 23 next month. The
game’s world is so lush and unique, the characters all
have their own personalities, and the world was just
so VAST and full of surprises. It’s been my biggest
inspiration in terms of worldbuilding, and to this day
whenever I play it I’m still finding new things I’ve never
found before. After almost 13 years!

W

hat makes Morrowind special is the

way my brain treats it. It’s less a game and more
of a place, not because it’s so immersive but because I
played so much of it in a young age that navigating in it
feels like navigating a place I know rather than a game
I’m playing.

I have rituals in Morrowind that I’ve had for nearly 15
years now, that I’ll do in every play through without fail,
a little differently every time because I still can.
I think most of us can spit out the opening dialogue
without a second thought, and Nerevar Rising still
brings that same feeling of wonderment and importance
that it did when we were kids.
And now I have this radical community (and a sweet ass
tattoo) of people who love the game as much as I do.
Morrowind is and will probably always be my favorite
game. I could probably go one forever about it, but yeah
anyway.
Also Divayth Fyr? His basement is scary. Dagoth Ur
also scary.
—Audrey, Oregon

Zlobsky
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B

ack when I got it, I wasn’t much a pc player,
so I started with Xbox. I was a DJ at the time, and
working in advertising, figured that was my career path.
Loading the game, and playing for that first hour was
less playing a game, and more looking into a living
world. It was raining, people had their own lives, and
these evil crabs kept bothering me. I remember seeing
a small rooftop party that I decided to crash, but before
I did that, I watched them. It felt once again like I was
looking into a window into another world, a living
breathing place. As I traveled from Balmora south to the
bitter coast, I remember rain, mud, fog, nix hounds and
a constant feeling of attention, wondering if there was a
challenger around the next corner.
Delving deep into a cave, feeling claustrophobic and
yearning for more light. Is that shadow a kwama warrior,
or a pirate to be killed?
It wasn’t the gameplay, it wasn’t the lore, it wasn’t the
sweet imperial forts. It was that moment of looking into
another world, and seeing that something was looking
back at me. That made me want to make games.

H

aving only completed Skyrim and a few

hours of Oblivion (plus a little ESO on the side),
I was a pretty casual fan of The Elder Scrolls franchise.
It’s only after falling in love with the online roleplaying
community that I became eager to learn more about the
lore and world I was writing for, and so began playing
what many consider to be the best game in the series:
Morrowind.
I never expected to become so entranced by a game that
I initially saw as very dated. Sure, killing that rat took
longer than expected, but before long I was hooked on
the adventures of my poorly named Nerevarine (Mr.
Kitty) and studying up on the metaphysics of this
incredibly rich and complex universe. It was a memorable
and inspiring experience.

I

t's the dumbest things that you can get
invested in, and the consequences to getting
invested that truly made Morrowind special to me. My
brother and I started playing Morrowind way back in
2004 so you’ll have to forgive me if I make some minor
errors, it was the original Xbox version of the game. In
hindsight that maybe wasn’t the ideal way to experience
Morrowind, but we had fun anyway. Being us, we
decided that we wanted to complete all the faction questlines, but since we were young much of the nuance and
the story flew straight over our heads.
There’s one specific faction I’m talking about that really
forced us to repeatedly consult guides written by other
kids barely older than we were. House Hlaalu. Now, for
those of you who don’t know, House Hlaalu is a very
much cloak and dagger faction in game, it’s all espionage
action and mercantile empires. Not a very nice group
now are they? There were sympathetic figures in House
Hlaalu, but as I said my brother and I were dumb kids
so we just sort of agreed with all the quest givers and did
precisely as they asked.
There is a very specific point in the quest-line when
you’re suppose to be an agent for one of the most
sympathetic characters in the faction, when an underling
of his is skimming off the top of the Houses profits and
he wants you to investigate. So he sets you up to work
for this underling as a double agent, you’d receive your
orders from the underling and return to your actual boss
so he can get the guy for messing with the House and
its workers. But of course my brother and I weren’t the
sharpest tools in the shed, so what did we do? Exactly
as the underling asked, we aided his protection and loan
racket without ever reporting back like you’re suppose to.
Corky. Corky is the name of a guar in Morrowind.
There’s nothing special about Corky except Corky’s
name, he’s just a regular and normal beast of burden, he
plows the fields for his master, he enjoys eating corkbulb.
Unfortunately, Corky happened to be owned by a guy
that the underling was squeezing for money. So here
comes me and my brother, not understanding what’s
happening in this story line at all, we immediately start
to lean on the guy to pay up. What does he do? What
any reasonable dirt farmer getting leaned on by a hired
sword with no money does, he gives us his prized guar to
sell, Corky.
Now, unlike most escort quests that you hear about in

6

games, having Corky follow behind us wasn’t that bad, he
was slow but we were slower so it worked out in the end.
I liked Corky after having him follow us for a while, he
had a fun name to say and quite frankly he looked cute
with his bulbous head and permanent smile.
For some reason we didn’t go back to finish the quest
off and leave Corky behind, instead we decided to
go do something differently. We used a method of
transportation known as a Silt-Strider to take Corky
with us to a place known as Khuul, for what reasons we
went there are still unknown to me even now. Khuul is
not a very nice place, it was a shanty town of wooden
shacks and a ramshackle dock that it relied off for
smuggling and fishing to get by. Still we headed there, to
our most grievous mistake. You see Silt-Striders are very
tall insects that can carry people and cargo to and fro, so
to board one of them you have to have a platform around
the same height. Khuul’s platform unfortunately had
a roof over the top of it which was rather close to head
height around the edges.
Quite bluntly, Corky got stuck underneath this roof, his
model was too large to fit under the edge of the roof on
either side of the platform. Now if the man working the
Silt-Strider had been under the roof too this wouldn’t
have been a problem, but unfortunately Morrowind
is not a bug-free game. The man had for some reason
moved closer to his transport and then fallen through the
ground to the base of his transport, unharmed but away
from the roof. The crux of the issue was that the escort
had to be close enough to you to travel successfully, since
Corky was trapped under the roof he was too far away.

merely that I had a story or a story with my brother but
that there was something more to the action of killing
Corky. That the world and all the story and plot had
seemed to lead us to that fateful platform in Khuul. That
Corky, a simple beast of burden, had somehow been
endowed with such a meaning for us that even to this
day, me saying those words still rings with the same
guilt, well over a decade afterwards. I’ve played through
Morrowind many times after that one, I’ve never joined
the Hlaalu again and each game I make it a goal to
kill the underling so that future Corkys will never be
harmed.

T

he first time I played the game and

arrived in Balmora and saw the Argonian start to
walk I was very scared.
The first time I heard the ambient silt strider call in the
ashlands I thought something big was going to come out
of the fog and attack and I was very scared.
The first time I tried sleeping in the wilderness and
instead got attacked I was very scared, and because it was
a kwama forager on the ground and I kept turning around
and couldn’t see what it was I was even more scared.

Oh how we fretted over a fictional beast, we tried to
use the Silt-Strider anyway but that just made us appear
in some other place without Corky. We tried and
tried, but try as we might nothing worked in freeing
Corky. Eventually my brother, who I don’t think was
quite as attached to Corky as I was, decided that it was
completely hopeless. But rather than have him spend
out his days in that terrible village of Khuul, my brother
decided that he should mercy kill poor Corky. The deed
was done and with it I said “You killed Corky.” A simple
statement but one that has rung with guilt between us
ever since.
Eventually we returned to the farmer that had given us
Corky to sell so that he could meet his debt, he called us
scum for killing Corky.
That is what made Morrowind truly special for me, not
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Shagan Fury

I

t took me like a good three months or so

to figure out what Morrowind was. I had completed
both Fallout games and the first Baldur’s Gate, so I knew
my way around an RPG, but Morrowind presented itself
as... something different. I assumed for a while that
quests were dumb and played it the same way I play I
approached Asheron’s Call: pick a direction, find cool
shit, murder anything in the way.
It worked for a while. I was just this wandering
psychopath who caused death and destruction and
looked like Liberace as painted by Frazetta. I installed
mods. Sooo many mods. Every goofy bullshit mod I
could find. I modded it until it broke and then I modded
it more.

local tribals in order to turn them to our favor in case
of an eventual war. Whether this was intentional or not
on the part of the developers, it struck a chord with me,
as it was the same thing our government was doing in
Afghanistan at the time. I had been led to believe I was
going to be playing fantasy James Bond when the script
flipped: Now I was expected to be fantasy Lawrence of
Arabia.
I remember that place, the creepy Sixth House fortress
where all the rooms had super creepy names like the
spine farm and skull gallery and the Ankletorium. That
was where I decided these bad guys were fucked up and I
was definitely committed.

Somewhere along the line I did a quest for that Cosades
guy. Then another. All of the sudden I was invested.
These spies want to dress me up and parade me around
like a messianic mascot, which seemed like an okay
thing, you know, troll the local religious population into
worshiping a false idol to curry favor with the tribal
leaders. I didn’t, at this point, believe a word of the
Nerevarine nonsense.

I started reading the books at about that point. I had to
know more, had to look for any clues that could possibly
help me. I learned that my people, the Nords, and the
local folk, the Dark Elves, didn’t get along so great. That
was when I started roleplaying, I realized that maybe
there was a good reason everyone treated me like a bag of
diseased genitals. Maybe walking around Vivec city with
my horned helmet and fur cloak and mead horn was a bit
insensitive.

This was fascinating to me, I was, in essence, being asked
by an Imperial occupier to win the hearts and minds of

So I went to the tailor and bought some plain clothes for
when I went into the Ashlands. All of a sudden I was
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playing my character super-consciously, I was analyzing
everything as if I were living it. We were up against some
nasty evil and I had to do everything right. I approached
the Urshilaku with a genuine sense of reverence, feeling
an unwelcome guest treading on sacred ground. That’s
a feeling I still get every time I reach that part of the
game, like a wretch grasping at greatness. I go to the
wise-woman and endure her brow-beating, for I deserve
it. For I had spoken when I should have listened. For I
knew nothing of these people, yet I walked in like I was
the one who would save them. I knew this Nerevarine
nonsense was bullshit, but Nibani Maesa, she was the
real deal. She treated me fairly, when I listened. They
were good people, these, and they deserved my help,
even if that meant manipulating them.
The Urshilaku burial is to this day one of the best
dungeons I’ve ever had the pleasure of exploring in a
game. Every inch of the place felt drenched in magic and
history. It was at some point in that delve that a tiny part
of me started to believe. I went into the Urshilaku place
with like a t-shirt, jeans, and an attitude to listen. I came
out of there head-to-toe in bugshells with Sul-Senipul’s
bow shouting “AE CHIM CE ALTADOON” at the
sky.
At the time I was getting hardcore into cultural
anthropology, with a specific interest in Pacific Island
peoples. Clearly, someone at Bethesda was too. There’s a
thing Islanders have in common, no matter where you go
on the earth. They hide their warmth like the core of a
volcano. They don’t look it, but they ARE warm. This is
a defense mechanism. The worst thing in the world to an
islander is colonialism, even the friendly kind.
At that moment, I understood these Dunmer. They
have lifestyles, folkways, things ancient and sacred and
harmless yet so very scary to the Imperial occupier. They
were prickly because they had to be, to be hospitable was
to invite their own destruction.
But, there is something else to be known about island
people: Once the outsider is accepted, they are defended
as if they too, are a part of the island. That’s a kind of
love that’s rare and precious and can only be earned
through selfless devotion. The game got this. When I
devoted myself to the Dunmer, they had my back, they
even began putting their centuries-old feuds behind
them to rally behind my banner.

I found myself questioning my loyalties. If the Emperor
asked me to act against these Dunmer, would I?
What had gone from a silly distraction of a walking
simulator had me pondering serious questions of tribal
identity and imperialism, and whether imperialism can
be justified in the face of terrible destructive force. There
were no easy moral questions, nor were they the type of
questions I was used to being asked to ponder in a video
game about elves.
My dad comes by like “What are you doing now?”
“Well, dad,” I say, “I’m trying to get three major political
parties to hear me out that something really bad is going
to happen if they don’t pool their resources toward
finding a solution right now. They each have favors I
need to do for them before I can get audiences with their
leadership though and time may be running short” (At
the time I had no idea I wasn’t on any sort of a timer for
the main quest, I assumed, like classic Fallout, you could
lose by dicking around for too long)
My dad laughs incredulously, “yeah right, I can see that
you’re fighting with pterodactyls” He walks away shaking
his head. “That game has great music though.”
(He used the music from Morrowind to dub a DVD of
our 2003 vacation photos from Yellowstone. I’m not even
kidding. They hear Nerevar rising every time they look at
their 300 photos of Old Faithful. To be fair, it is fucking
great music.)
So all of a sudden there’s a magical ring and something
called a Daedra is going to kill my ass dead if I’m not
the thing I’ve been totally lying to everybody that I am
this whole time. I’m legit freaking out, right? Because
what video game tells you the end right out of the gate
like that? I mean, that Nerevarine thing was the most
obvious red herring in the history of video games, now I
have to put this poisonous-ass jewelry on?
I make a backup save and prepare to beat feet out of the
cavern.
And the fucking ring works. WHAT. I’m fucking
Nerevar. WHAT. Nerevar the Nord. WHAT.
I’ve gotta be more Dunmer than Dunmer. I unite the
houses and y’all know how the rest goes. When I met
Vivec, I did it as his humble soldier. I felt genuine pity
striking down Dagoth Ur and Almalexia.
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I interacted with Morrowind in a way I had never with
any other game before. Immediately after finishing it
I uninstalled all of the mods. I had to experience the
world as it was intended, and to this day am awestruck
at how original and different it was while still feeling so
totally lived-in and consistent. That’s a difficult balance
to strike, and I don’t know of a single game before or
since that did in quite the same way that Morrowind
did.
There’s so much depth that it takes far more than
a passing glance to appreciate it. The Dunmer are
a living, breathing, beautiful (though they hide it)
culture, with a province that’s just as alive and dripping
with personality.
I know I’ve purchased Morrowind at least four times
over the years. Sometimes I roll up a character, ~TGM
and just go sightseeing, revisit old haunts and old friends.
I remember this funky little tropical island off the coast
of Khuul with a campsite and a hammock. I’d always
hang out there, every time.
There are certain things are just Morrowind to me:
Playing Ninja on the Balmora roofs. Getting lost in
the Vivec Cantons. Going to like a hundred goddamn
smuggler caves trying to remember the one Chrysamere
is hidden in.
I don’t know that I’ve ever gotten as much value, poundfor-pound, out of a game as I did from Morrowind. It
was just something very, very special.
—Cody, Arizona

W

hat makes Morrowind special to me is

that it gave me this universe to delve into when I
was going through a rough patch in my life. And I’m still
playing the game to this day. It’s really the only reason
I’m still around at all.

M

orrowind is special to me because it is, as

far as I’m concerned, a game playable for over a
decade.
And really not many games can tout that level of
playability.
PS: I’m still scared of ash vampires: the original
nightmare fuel.
—Triona, California

I

had a tutor in my first year of high school in

2010 who gave me two of his old games as gifts.
One of them was Morrowind. I’ve played Morrowind
sporadically ever since then and have only finished the
main questline three times in those 7 years (and the
Mages Guild questline countless times). Morrowind
was my first PC game and my first RPG. Morrowind
brought fantasy to life for me. Morrowind gave me
hundreds of stories to indulge myself in (for a prolific
reader like myself who was always running out of books
to read Morrowind was like winning the lottery), and
that was without the DLC.
Morrowind got me invested in its world, in its people,
its culture, its history like nothing ever had before.
Morrowind had me reading ever piece of dialogue and
every book I could get my hands on. Funny thing is,
Morrowind is probably what got me interested in real
world history. Especially alternate history. I will always
remember the moment after defeating Dagoth Ur
where all I could think was “What if?” Of course that
questioning line of thought was ended by the appearance
of Azura who went on to be my favorite Daedra in TES
(sorry Sheogorath). Despite its annoying combat and
infuriating cliff racers, Morrowind will always be my
favorite game because it wasn’t just a game for me, it was
another reality.

—Michael

T

his was the first game in history to

make me, a responsible straight-A student, actually
skip my classes. The programming classes. I think that is
why I didn’t become a programmer.
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I

grew up with TES. I played Daggerfall as a
young kid in the 90’s, and returned to Tamriel with
Morrowind, but I found myself not just returning to a
game series, instead, I was drawn into another world that
felt meaningful and alive. It changed my outlook on life
overnight, and I was never the same afterwards.
My love of Morrowind consumed me, but at the
same time it opened new doors, and created new
opportunities. I quickly started modding the world, and
it became my passion, which helped me develop skills,
and those skills landed me a career. It built friendships,
it made me a part of communities. It helped make me a
better person.
Every single time that I walk off that boat, I’m reminded
of the power Morrowind wields over me, and the secrets
it holds —the call of Dagoth Ur to come under Red
Mountain, still as strong as it was the first time I stepped
onto Vvardenfell.

O

ne memory that really stands out is

when I first started the Bloodmoon expansion and
was trying to get to Solstheim. I began swimming from
Vvardenfell to the island because I did not know about
the boat that takes the player there. I suppose I didn’t
save, and I swam all the way there and arrived on shore
only to be mauled by a bear. I was forced to reload and it
is still one of my funnier memories of the game.
More broadly speaking, I really enjoy Morrowind for its
rich story, its unique villain, and the engaging journey
the player goes on as the Nerevarine. Morrowind was
also such a unique landscape and it left a positive impact
on me since I was very young.
—Weston, New Jersey

I think back to the first date I had with my future wife,
we played Morrowind together for hours — I had asked
her out because she was excited about Skyrim being
announced, because she too was a fan of Morrowind —
Morrowind literally lead to the happiest moments of my
life.
6 years on, and my wife & I still play Morrowind
together.
—Adam, New Zealand

G

etting lost on the way to Balmora,

and taking the road east from Seyda Neen. After
wading through swamps and fighting off mudcrabs and
rats for half an hour, the fog rolled away and I found
myself staring at this enormous building, the Hlaalu
canton of Vivec. That’s when it hit me: the world was
much larger and more magical than I had imagined.

F

or me it was my first proper PC game. I sunk so

many hours into it over many characters. It was a
game of freedom and choice.

Adam Fields
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T

he year is 2004; I am an introverted teenager

who has just gotten an Xbox and is in love with
Fable, Lord of the Rings, and all things with knights,
swords, sorcerers, and magic. My favorite movie is
Excalibur when it isn’t Goodfellas. I was telling a
schoolmate about how great Fable was, and he spent
weeks convincing me of the virtues of Morrowind.

I bought it from some video rental/game store near a
local Wal-Mart, used, for $19.99. I remember a rude 19
year old with pimples and long, greasy blond hair telling
me they didn’t have the GOTY edition, and I settled for
the vanilla version. Vanilla Xbox, you can’t get more bare
bones than that.
It took me months to ‘get’ the game. I had the same
problems with combat that new, young players reared
on Skyrim have today, that older fans who started with
Oblivion had 10 years ago when they wanted to play
Morrowind. I didn’t pay much attention at first, but I
remember the moment the game hooked me - I was
wandering aimlessly in the foyada and looked up to see
the moons. I was not in Kansas anymore. I borrowed
the official strategy guide from a neighbor and devoured
it, using it to create an ultimate min-max character that
would do every faction; Nerevar Symmachus Azrael.
Hey, I was 13; cut me some slack. I acquired the GOTY
edition and I spent the next two years methodically
exploring and completing the game as a Hlaalu
completionist.
I played the game through all the tumultuous experience
of adolescence; I was in state custody and bounced
around places for a while but I always had my Xbox,
Morrowind, and the heavily annotated guide. I would
spend long, Mountain Dew fueled nights completing
quests, arranging my spoils in Rethan Manor, exploring
the island.
Eventually I sold my Xbox and everything with it at the
start of a darker chapter in my life, but for years I pined
to return to the only place I had ever really been able
to consider home - Morrowind. I considered it home
because no matter where I was off to next, no matter
what I had to endure, I could always count on a friendly
greeting from my factions and a warm welcome at Odai
Plateau. It was home because no matter how often I had
to move, Morrowind was always there.
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Fast forward about 5 years. I got my shit together
extraordinarily quick after my own adventures in the
real world (years spent camping, squatting, hitching,
drinking and smoking under moon and star). Six months
after I picked myself back up, I took a hand-me-down
laptop and bought Morrowind on Steam. I didn’t
mod for a year, I just dived in vanilla again. When I
saw Rebirth featured, it was the first mod I installed.
Eventually I got into Oblivion for awhile, but I always
come back to Morrowind. My HP died, I had to run
MW from a 16gb pen drive on a shit emergency Dell,
something that ran about as well as something from
2004. I got a new laptop, and I’m diving back into
Morrowind - despite being able to run Oblivion heavily
modded, despite being able to run Skyrim, I’m back to
the well.

I

recall playing the game at my friend’s house
when I was like, 13. It was the first time I was
introduced to the concept of Steam gaming. In the
ten minutes in which I played the game, my Argonian
Assassin attempted to pick a guard’s pocket, got the shit
kicked out of him, and was eaten by a slaughterfish when
I tried to flee into the water. I ended up downloading
Steam and re-making the character as best I could so
that I could avenge myself (i.e., beat the game). No
regrets. The game was basically the catalyst for my shift
from console gaming to PC gaming.
—Lactic_Patrol, Rhode Island

I

Arena and
Daggerfall. The games were very different to others
we played together (like Lands of Lore and Ishar), the
world seemed huge and the combat felt (at the time)
quite action packed.

used to watch my dad play

I remember a sense of dread when we encountered a
troll for the first time and it would continue to get up,
even after dad killed it. I laughed when dad’s character
became a wereboar.
I was 16 when Morrowind came out and it was one of
the first RPGs I played by myself (my English wasn’t
great at the time).
My father often looked at the games I played and was
quite unimpressed. “It just looks like DOOM. Why
don’t they make something new?”
When I first got off the ship, the music kicked in and
raindrops rippled the water surface of Seyda Neen bay,
he just sat silent for a bit. I remember he didn’t play it
nearly as much as I did, he didn’t have the time anymore.
But we agreed this game was something else.
My friends didn’t like Morrowind, because it was
“weird”. All the mushroom trees, the silt striders,
hostile raspy Ashlanders, they wanted something more
Tolkienesque.

Later Oblivion came out and I started sinking my time
into that.
For me, Morrowind is the perfect symphony of visuals,
music, game design and an unknown substance that
hasn’t really been achieved since.
—Jan

C

any time close to when it was first released. I first
played it at 16 years old, after being started into the
series with Oblivion. Morrowind is what made me
finally begin to care about the lore of the series, and
started me wanting to go into art because it made me
really begin to like the Dunmer as race, and to find
myself actually having inspiration for what to draw. A
moment I remember within one of my first playthroughs
of Morrowind was walking into an ancestral tomb,
seeing a bonewalker, being permanently unable to move
due to the curse, not knowing how to fix this and being
rather upset I had lost that character. I had no saves
before then, and wasn’t even very far into the game. Fuck
bonewalkers, they are hell. I personally would claim
them to be worse than cliff racers. At least I will draw
cliff racers…
—Jesse

I loved it. The visuals reminded me of strange graphic
novels I used to read, like Moebius’ stuff.
The game systems fascinated me - I couldn’t get enough
of the freedom to do anything and everything. I would
spend days just diving for pearls and running from
one town to another. (Or, more likely, flying, because
I tinkered with the enchantment system a lot. I was
SO proud of my black shirt that regenerated health
constantly!)

onsidering my age, I never played Morrowind

T

he thing that made it so great for me was

just the chance to create stuff that I actually felt
proud of for a change. Mind you, my personality during
that time left a fuckton to be wished upon, but at least I
made something. Of course, playing the game just left me
with a constant feeling of “Yeah, this is right”, which is
not something I generally get to feel a lot.

And of course, the concept of mods blew my mind
completely. I could play with something other players
made?! There were mods expanding absolutely every
aspect of an already huge game. I thought I would keep
playing Morrowind forever.
It was the first game to give me the idea I could start
modding myself.
Now, of this I am quite ashamed, but I never finished
the game’s main story. I got hundreds of hours in with
different characters several times, but the story was
difficult to follow at my level of English.
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O

h Morrowind, sweet Morrowind.

This game of games got introduced to me by
my father, sometime at 2002 when I was just at the
elementary school. The freedom, depth, level of details
and atmosphere of the game caught me so incredibly
much back then, so I had to show it to my friends. Not
long after, most of them were playing as well and every
day at school was full of stories about our amazing
adventures and fat loot we found scattered over the
Vvardenfell. Golden times.
Few months later the datadiscs with new content were
out and we spent countless hours reading about all the
cool stuff on our Czech forums and looking for plugins
on the Internet (the school was the only place with
ADSL back then and the Czech TES community was
flourishing, we even had all the important webpages
printed on the paper, reading through quests and stat
sheets all day long).
Then, not even knowing it, I did the first step towards
my career today - I discovered some tutorials for TES:CS
that were in my native language and I created a house.
Then another, one, two more and a dungeon...a castle!
And I started creating sketches, layouts, dreaming about
all the things I could create, inventing stories, and started
working on plugins for all my friends (mostly houses with
lots of crates and shelves of course).
When I entered the high school, I found interest in 3D
graphics and the ideal place to start was once again,
modding Morrowind, so I started learning Blender by
creating my own meshes, then, sadly the Czech TES
community started slowly dying, I begun visiting the
official forums more often, but for years I never posted,
some time later I even overcame the fear and joined the
Skyrim: Home of the Nords project, for which I created
my first animations, of course I also joined the Tamriel
Rebuilt project and started posting, becoming the part
of our large family - the international TES community.
Community full of amazing, skilled and helpful people,
the best community known to me.
I then published some of my mods on Nexus and started
sharing my knowledge with others who asked for it.
After finishing the high school, with some knowledge
of game mechanics, 3D and animation, I slowly got into
creating my own games, using the Unity game engine,
which at the end, after years of hard work lead me finally
to the game dev community.
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I started freelancing as an artist and then got a job in a
studio as an animator/3D artist/game developer.
The funny thing is that I actually saw preview of
Morrowind in a game magazine, back in 2001 and my
initial reaction at the screenshots full of Nix-Hounds,
Silt Striders and characters in netch leather masks was
something like: “Wtf is this? I am most certainly not
playing this weird stuff.”
To this day I mod and tweak my Morrowind whenever
possible, precisely assembling my detailed lore-friendly
vision of how the world of 3E should be, patiently
awaiting it’s glorious return in the new open-sourced
engine.
Sometimes, when reality is too much of a bite for me,
I just turn it on, sit, listen to the music and watch the
world slowly living in its own peaceful pace.
So, this was my short summary of the real value of TES
III Morrowind in my life. (I keep the long version for
telling my future grandchildren during the long winter
nights)
—Lord Berandas, Czech Republic

I

first played Morrowind in 2002 on my parents
toaster. It couldn’t handle Balmora.

Fast forward. I get my buddy’s Xbox when I’m in college,
probs 2009. Buy Morrowind (and Fable) for a total of 10
bucks.
I’ve since spent countless hours since playing random
characters, learning all the lore, getting sidetracked by
Skyrim and other forms of life, and eventually coming
back home recently.
I know most everything about the game, except I STILL
haven finished the main quest. My current Argonian has
a lot of promise.

M

Original Character was the
character I made in Morrowind, named Alva
Lorsel. I really liked Vivec city, so I would go around
all of it without relent, scouring for all its secrets.
Eventually, I ended up succeeding in one of my crowning
achievements in my entire life: finding the goddamn
Vivec Morag Tong HQ without a walkthrough or guide.
I was so overjoyed that, without thinking, I just went
to open the hatch door, excited that Alva was about to
join a secret organization that I thought was some sort
of easter egg or something. Idiot me didn’t realize that
the door had an enchantment trap, which reduced poor
Alva’s health to about 2%. My mistake is now stuck in
his backstory forever as his introduction to the Morag
Tong, since he’s stayed with me as a super cool OC to
this day.

y first ever

I

'm playing through Morrowind completely

through for the first time after always restarting
characters and then quitting the game for months at a
time. I never got further than getting the information
from Addhirranir and the other two dudes in Vivec. The
graphics don’t bother me one bit, combat has aged quite a
bit, and it isn’t exciting, but its not a chore either. World
is amazing, role playing is amazing, freedom is amazing,
entire game is amazing. Got a crapton of Daedric
weapons sitting in my shack in Seyda Neen cause no one
can afford them. Trapped the soul of a Golden Saint
today too.

—Clockwork, England

Minttu Hynninen
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I

t was 2003. I was 11 years old and unfamiliar

with the gaming landscape or lingo. My older
brother and I were left in GameStop at the mall,
browsing. We had a little pocket money between us and
we were trying to decide what games to buy.
My brother picked up Morrowind, showed it to me,
and said, “you would LOVE this game. It’s an RPG.”
Knowing I was a fan of adventure video games, he
correctly assumed I would fall in love with Morrowind.
However, stupid little me at the time had no idea what
an RPG was, and had no idea what an open world video
game was like. I just knew I liked Pokemon and Zelda. I
looked at the cover art and decided I wasn’t interested. I
told my brother I wanted a different game.
He looked annoyed, then bought it for me anyway.
It sat on the shelf collecting dust for a month before I
realized I was bored and begrudgingly decided to insert
the disk into our Xbox. I picked up the controller, sat
down on the floor in front of the TV, and…
That song started playing. My jaw dropped. As a young
composer who played original music in concerts, I was
immediately touched by this moving composition. I just
didn’t expect video game music to sound this good, this
compelling.
I started a new game and watched the mysterious,
chilling cinematic. “They have taken you from the
Imperial City’s prison, first by carriage and now by
boat… to the east, to Morrowind. Fear not, for I am
watchful. You have been chosen.”
I awaken to a blue-skinned, red-eyed elven man. “Stand
up, there you go. You were dreaming. What’s your
name?”
I answer.
“Well, not even last night’s storm could wake you. I
heard them say we’ve reached Morrowind. I’m sure
they’ll let us go…”
I looked around. The conditions of the boat were
dreadful, I saw bones in a corner. I shuddered.
“Quiet, here comes the guard…”
The guard’s clunking footsteps intimidated me.
Cautiously, I looked up at his face.
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“This is where you get off. Come with me.”
I followed him to the dock. The guard on the deck is
gentler with me. He is polite, and he tells me where to
go. I go to the records office, I tell them everything, and
soon… they release me into the world.
I look around, overwhelmed. I’m in a small swamp city.
Some of the people are hostile. Some of them less so. I
wander around, searching for what to do. My journal
tells me I must go to “Balmora.” Where is Balmora?
I open my map and look at where I am. A tiny blip on
a continent. No matter how far away from Seyda Neen
I traveled, I barely covered any distance at all. I could
climb right over that mountain and still see more of the
world rising into view like ghosts through an endless mist.
I realize I have been dropped into a whole world. A
hostile, mysterious, beautiful, alien world.
And eleven-year-old me didn’t put that game down for
hours. Days. Years.
When I discovered the moddability of the PC version
of the game, I felt like a universe was opened up to me.
Not only was the game incredible on it’s release, but
the community made it endless. My first exposure to
mods was through Morrowind, and my first exposure to
modding was also through Morrowind. Determined to
put my original characters into the game, I hunted down
every tutorial and resource available to me, to bring my
characters to life in a video game. Though my mods
weren’t very good, I still felt like I had done something
incredible.
I still play Morrowind to this day. Bethesda has never
made as beautiful a world since and I don’t think it ever
will. My imagination and passion for roleplaying was
brought to life because of Morrowind, and I owe a lot of
my personal inspiration to it.

I

'm sure this won't surprise you, but it was

the artwork...the styling of the creatures and races
that sucked me right in. At the time, I was playing
through Baldur’s Gate and Icewind Dale, which couldn’t
have been more generic in its presentation. Morrowind...
with its alien landscape and terrifying baddies and the
best storytelling and game play I had ever experienced,
was beyond anything else happening at the time. The
guys working on it really just threw everything they had
into it...as if it were the last project they’d ever work on.
The writing, the game mechanics, the backstories, the
lore, the most gd beautiful artwork...it is still the standard
by which I hold all video games. Michael Kirkbride’s
artwork and characterization of Vivec impacted me more
visually and intellectually than any other contributions
made to the game.
—Marsha

I

first saw Morrowind when my brother rented it
for Xbox. I’ll never forget how initially I said “oh that
looks stupid.” Then I learned you could choose your race
and gender and did a full 180. I felt like I made an impact
on the world. Leaving a trail of books from one town to
the next left me with a sense of presence. Actually reading
all of said books gave that presence purpose.
Fast forward a few years and Morrowind pushed me into
the world of texturing. It’s been a love story ever since.

M

y most beloved memory of playing
Morrowind is when my wife suddenly said out
of nowhere “outlander” after days of me playing without
headphones and hearing “outlander” from the speakers
every few minutes.
—O.

I

was afraid to buy Morrowind. I didn’t even
speak English back them. But, as soon as “Nerevar
Rising” started to play in the main menu, I knew that it
would be a good experience.
And so I begun to play. As we say around here, “video
games teach English better than school”, and it was
through playing Morrowind that I learned English.
It influenced the way I see the game. When I couldn’t
understand more than a few words, I would attack things
to see what would happen. As my knowledge of the
language grew, I began to think about my actions, and
eventually I came to understand what was happening
and for what reason. So, to me, Morrowind will always
be a tale about an outlander, who begins ignorant and
savage, and goes on to learn about his place on the world,
the “proper tendencies of a hero” he must be, and all that
comes with such knowledges.
I love(d) to stand in Ascadian Isles at dusk while
“Nerevar Rising” played in the background. It felt
peaceful, and was painful to think that the Red Year
put that place to waste. And while I never feared the
mudcrabs, I still chill down my spine while walking
through a ash storm. The first time I found one, I blindly
wandered into a daedric ruin.
—Alexandre José, Brazil.

Roman Dubina
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F

or starters, there were numerous times

where I’d simply let “Nerevar Rising” play on the
loading screen before picking up one of my characters.

The closest I can describe the initial play-through
was like being a baby all over again. Everything is
new, exciting, confusing, and scary to you and you’re
stumbling forever because you’re trying to find your
way. I’m fairly certain my first hour of playing was just
the following:
“The hell is that?!”
“The hell are you?”
“What the hell is this?”
“WHAT THE HELL!”
Part of why Morrowind grabbed me so hard was that it
was so unlike any fantasy I had come across before.
The architecture, the creatures, the sounds, the culture,
the fauna; it was all so wondrous and distinct. “Dwarves”
that were really steampunk elves with a penchant for
dressing like ancient Akkadians and Sumerians; Netch,
Silt Striders, nix hounds, and of course Ordinator armor
and bonemold armor.

I was confused, impressed, overwhelmed, frustrated, and
I loved every moment of it.
I even got emotionally invested into it, and pretty much
right from the start. Being a young teen who was still
occasionally bullied for his ethnicity also really struck a
chord with me and made me hate the Dunmer at first.
“Empire sets me free and wants my help to fuck over a
bunch of hyper-conservative, slavery-endorsing, racist
elves? Count me the fuck in.”
“Oh hey, House Hlaalu doesn’t give a shit that I’m a
foreigner, and they have some beautiful and idyllic cities
and towns. You have a network in place that will also help
me fuck over more of these racists? Where do I sign?”
My Redguard joined the Legion because at least they
are somewhat helpful unlike most of the locals. So I get
going on the main quest, as I usually do it first since it’s
given to me first and I almost feel obligated to do it when
playing a game like this. So I start doing the main quest,
and shit starts to get heavy. I begin to think “huh, maybe
there’s more to this than I thought.” Being woken up by
ash vampires and having weird nightmares also didn’t
help. But then it happens...
I nervously pick up Moon-and-Star and HOLY SHIT
WHAT?!
Okay, this is real now. I was playing for kicks and purely
as a living middle finger to this province. I mean, this
still applies (ha ha, your Nerevarine is a salty Redguard
outlander), but there was definitely a character arch
moment there. I returned to the Urshilaku more sombre
and humble than I was before. And then another thing
happens shortly thereafter...
“Oh hey, one of the living gods of Morrowind is actively
trying have you killed.”
Okay motherfucker, let’s do this. I’m the Nerevarine and
I’ve grown in power and influence so fuck you and the
clique you claim. I am out for blood now. As I’m trying
to get stronger, complete more quests that are basically
a “ha ha get rekt” to the other Houses, the Temple, and
Vivec, it dawns on me how ‘real’ this is getting. I’m being
recognized as Nerevarine for real by some people, more
people are trying to kill me.

Mary-Meegan Costello
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I even stop by Vivec City a few times purely to remind
the Ordinators that I mean business and am not to be
trifled with, even if their maces are terrifying.

Eventually I feel I’m “ready” for a confrontation with
a god. I make my way to Vivec and sneak and swim
around to avoid wasting resources on Ordinators. The
whole time, I’m thinking about the attempted murder,
the imprisonment of dissidents, and everything else that
has upset me about this fascinating and beautiful place.
I get to the temple, and I’m ready to turn the bay red
with blood. It takes forever (still scared of Ordinators
because reasons) but I make it to the Temple, sneak in,
speak to the Archcanon but am also prepared to kill him
if necessary.
“Thank you for coming, HERO. You know the Temple’s
doctrine on the Nerevarine. Perhaps it is time to change
that doctrine.”
Wait wut? Vivec wants to meet with me. This revered
Living God who’s been trying to kill me now wants to
meet with me. WTF is going on?
I go, still ready, hoping, and planning on murdering him
if I can, but it feels different now. Are we going to have
some epic talk before fighting and that’s the end of the
quest? Is he behind the Awakened Sixth House? Screw
this guy and the rest of the Tribunal for killing “me” in
the past.
I get in there and I start speaking with a god. I swear I
spent an hour in there just talking, listening, and trying
to understand. I couldn’t believe it, but I decided not to
kill him. I actually came to feel pity for him. I went on a
legitimate journey and character arc with this game; my
character and his priorities and personality did change,
grow, and evolve over the months I spent playing this
game and making my way to the end quest.
I’m sure many if not all of you here have seen that image
floating around of “how I felt after I finished playing
Skyrim vs. Morrowind”; the Skyrim one is a kid in a
tacky medieval costume whereas the Morrowind image
is of a dirty and bloody soldier having a cigarette.
That image is accurate. After all the escalating shit I
and my character had been through, I just paused and
appreciated it all as I exited Ghostgate and looked back
at the clear skies and deactivated barrier.

I

f irst saw a preview for TES III on the
animation block called Toonami on Cartoon
Network. This was about a year after high school. I
was working as a stockroom guy at a local grocer’s and
binge watching Japanese cartoons in the evening. (Now
I work as a trainer in a factory and binge watch Japanese
cartoons in the evening.)
So, I saw the preview for this game that promised you
could be anyone you wanted in a strange and hostile
land. I was a little skeptical. I’d played a lot of video
game RPGs that claimed to be open world but they were
pretty rail-roady. Finally saw a copy of it for XBox a few
months after finding out about it and lost about 2,000
hours of my life in the subsequent years, but I don’t
miss those hours. I spent those hours in a good place
that helped to serve as a template for interesting world
building and quest design, and I was able to bring that to
my hobby of tabletop RPGs (and crappy fan fiction) so
I’ll always think very highly of it.
I kinda did the re-start-itis thing at first, yeah. I think
it was my fifth or sixth character I decided to stick with.
An Imperial Warrior. I tried some magic stuff before
that but Morrowind’s magic system is a little unforgiving
at low levels, so I didn’t get into it much right away.
I didn’t have as much of a concept of RPing or selflimitations in those days so I did pretty much everything
with that dude, plus the two expansions. My favorite
two things about Morrowind compared to other games
before or since would be the variety of landscapes and
architecture styles from one zone to the next, and of
course the random naked Nords who dot the landscape.
This has become a long-running joke in my family and
local gaming group. There’s always a random naked Nord
guy at some point just because.

A

ctually deep world building that isn’t
“Not-Medieval Europe” and interesting characters.

The whole thing was just so special, unique, fantastic,
and investing. I have loved all the Elder Scrolls games
since and for different reasons, but this was special for its
style and how it got me involved.
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I

first played Morrowind in late 2015/early 2016 as
my second Elder Scrolls game (played about 5 hours
of Oblivion years before). I was 13 at the time. I went in
completely blind, vanilla. When I left the Census and
Excise Office I read my journal entries and directions
carefully, walked over to Balmora, reading all the
waypointers, raiding dungeons along the way and getting
shit scared of a nixhound that was in one of them. The
experience felt quite real and immersive.
Later I got lost when attempting to go to the Dwemer
ruin next to Moonmoth fortress and stumbling near
Ald’ruhn with a sandstorm ongoing, wandering around
confused and keeping my eyes peeled, after that I
actually got into Ald’ruhn and wondered what kind
of sand city is that, I walked around and I joined the
Fighters Guild, talking to every member to get some info
on where am I. Atmospheric as hell.
Last memory is of when I went to Gnaar Mok. I was
looking around stealing everything from barrels and
sacks, and then I found some enchanted sword in one. I
remember that made me feel awesome, finally getting a
good weapon.

I

started playing very recently and although
I’ve always enjoyed role playing in single player
RPGs, I never really cared about my character’s religion
or belief because most games have established that
deities are in fact real, so there would be no reason not to
believe in them.
However, after joining three guilds, one royal house,
and the Temple, I decided to take on the Pilgrim’s Path
to learn more about Dunmer culture. I read the stories
associated to the shrines in order to understand their
meaning and the importance of ALMSIVI.
But after my arrival in Vivec City, I prayed at the
shrine that made me levitate and soar through the skies
above the city, enabling me to even reach the top of the
Ministry of Truth.
I enjoy religious orders in video games when they have
crazy interactions like that, or an interesting history
and belief system. But seeing that a god was able to do
something like that to me (as opposed to Skyrim, for
example, where the Divines do jack shit), in combination
with the stories and wisdoms of Vivec I had learned
about, made my character not only continue the Tribunal
quest, but BELIEVE in the Tribunal.

Roman Dubina
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I

back when I
was 14 or 15. That was about 7 years ago. It made
my high school years beautiful. It really is more than
just a game...Vvardenfell feels like home. Thanks
to Morrowind, I learned quite a lot of real-world
mythology, I got into the fantasy genre, I started reading
Borges and Lovecraft. Later, I would pick up Lord of the
Rings and the Dune series, but everything Dune does,
Morrowind (and TES) does better.

started playing Morrowind

I first installed the game on a toaster PC which couldn’t
really handle the game. It took me a few days to get into
Morrowind, but once I did, I couldn’t stop playing it. I
could even overlook the FPS drops I was getting. But
I was still new to RPGs, so I had no idea what roleplaying is. I was close to completing the Bloodmoon
main quest when I realized I had been playing the game
the wrong way. I even used a glitch to join two Great
Houses. Anyway, it was during this playthrough that I
became interested in the Dunmeri culture, and by the
time I started my second one, I had done my research on
role-playing and Morrowind’s lore. This time I was going
to play the game properly.
I started exploring Vvardenfell, and I finally faced not
just one, but many Cliff Racers at once. I raided every
tomb I could find, looking for the Lessons. I managed to
collect most of them. All in all, my second playthrough
was an amazing experience. It’s hard to describe it. I got
so attached to my Breton spellsword, I couldn’t play the
game as anything else other than that. I tried re-playing
the game as a Dunmer thief. It didn’t work.
As for the most memorable moments, here are some:
getting my ass kicked by the bandits in a certain cave
near Seyda Neen right after creating my first character,
playing through the Path of the Incarnate quest, visiting
Vivec on a new playthrough (it would always rain in
Vivec the first time I’d visit it with a new character),
hanging around Mournhold and anything involving
Almalexia and Azura, especially the cutscene which
plays in the Cavern of the Incarnate. Almalexia pissed
me off, but I loved her quests, especially the last one.
I LOVED the Tribunal expansion, it’s probably my
favorite part of the game.

books and Internet analyses of the Lessons, I understood
things are not quite as black and white as Azura =
good and Vivec = bad. Vivec grew on me pretty fast.
As a result, I created a new character that would end
up joining the Temple in hopes of learning more about
CHIM from the Lord of CHIM himself. I love my
headcanon.
Now, the main quest. Morrowind’s main quest was
awesome on many, many levels. It wasn’t just about
becoming a hero and saving the world, it was the story
of Nerevar and his companions. Combine that with the
metaphysics and it is, hands down, best fantasy story
I’ve read, I’ll ever read. I’m unable to find another game
or book as good as it, and that’s disheartening. I loved
Nerevar and Dagoth Ur - Dagoth was a very sympathetic
villain. Then there’s Vivec, the most fascinating fictional
character I’ll ever come across. Gotta say it, I did shed
a few tears at the end of C0DA. The thought of Vivec
coming to terms with his past and going off to sleep
forever (if that’s what happened) is a bittersweet way to
end Morrowind’s story.
I’m now a med student, thus I have less time to play
games and sadly, even less time to spend in the TES
community, but that will change once I’m done with
the preclinical years. I haven’t uninstalled the TES
games, and I’m currently playing ESO, which proved to
unexpectedly awesome.
—Ana, Romania

T

he game was gifted to my by my ex, who
warmly recommended it, saying it was “literally
the best fantasy RPG ever”. For some reason I didn’t
believe him and put the box on my shelf to collect dust
for a year before I finally gave it a try. I think it took me
30 minutes to realize I absolutely loved this world and
before I knew it I’d spent the entire night playing. It
turned into an obsession lasting to this day, and I’m very
grateful to my ex for opening that door for me.

I remember feeling really excited about entering the
Cavern of the Incarnate for the first time. I was finally
going to get the Moon-and-Star ring that would prove
I was indeed Nerevar Reborn. I had strong feelings
towards the Tribunal, I couldn’t wait to kill them and
avenge Nerevar. However, as I kept reading in-game
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H

remember getting this game as a pre-teen, only
my second PC game ever. I had no idea what it
even was when I unwrapped the box on Christmas Day.
Morrowind... Even now I can feel the same feeling of
mystery and anticipation I felt when I first whispered the
title aloud.

I first started watching my older sister play when it first
came out in 2002. I was six. I remember her male Khajiit
Nerevarine wandering through Vivec.

You all know how it starts. After a mysterious
introduction and a very stirring quote by Zurin Arctus,
you wake up on a ship with what I thought was a very,
very sick man telling me I need to go and some pseudo
Romans leading me out into the staggeringly impossible,
yet filled with every possibility. Being dropped into
Tamriel for the first time, I don’t think I’ve felt the same
intense sense of wonderment from a video game since.

I don’t know what happened to the game after that
but I knew I was obsessed. Fixated. And for 5 years, I
would spend every once in awhile wondering what ever
happened to that game. When I was 11, a few years after
my family finally got an Xbox, I was given the console
edition and all my memories came flooding back.

For all the hours I’ve played Morrowind, I’ve only
completed the main quest once. It took my third attempt
to finally realize how to create my perfect style of play
that fit with the feel and mechanics of the game. Then,
when I finally gained audience with Vivec, I felt as if I
had met both my mentor and a hated adversary. I wanted
to learn so much from him, but he was a liar and a
backstabber so eventually I went back to Vehk and Vehk
and in his temple murdered him in righteous vengeance
for betrayal of Indoril Nerevar who is and is not me.
Then, I saved before it dawned on me that I just fucked
over my entire game.

It was just the vanilla edition. No in-game console, no
expansions. Plain Morrowind.
Every moment of free time I had, I played it.

My 4th attempt was my shining triumph as the
Nerevarine and savior of the Dunmeri people and
possibly the entire world.
All other hours sunk since have been the pure joy of being
free and playing for the fun of play. I still love Morrowind
and play it unmodded and love every second.

onestly, Morrowind was my first
RPG.

I restarted games over and over and over at first, just to
be able to learn the opening sequence by heart. Then, I
started to learn what immersive gaming was. I was there.
I was in that world, just as confused and wondrous as my
character who had been taken from the safe medieval
European feel of the Imperial City.
The game helped me get my character started and
saddled up with items, a weapon, some money, and a
magic ring! And then, left me, just like that, alone to
wander this world with no idea of how anything was
supposed to work. No one liked me, I was slow, poor,
relatively defenseless, and lost.
It took me years to finally get around to finishing the
main quest.
In my 10 plus years of playing almost nonstop, I have
only finished the main quest twice.
I have logged over 10,000 hours playing

W

still my favorite game
of all time? It was what made me want to be
creative again, after being shut down for so many years.
The game’s world was so detailed it actually felt real, and
I want more than anything to someday make something
else that feels like that.
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hy is Morrowind

Before I was introduced to the expansion packs.
Which was a year ago.
Morrowind made me fall in love. With RPGs, with
videogames, with the world of Vvardenfell.

M

orrowind was my first TES game.

Back then, I was just a six year old kid and
I didn’t really like it. It was too complicated for me.
Then, about two years ago, after playing countless hours
of Skyrim and Oblivion, I decided to give it a shot
again, and it has since become my favorite game of the
franchise. There is just this feeling of wonderment I get
when traveling across Vvardenfell. While Skyrim and
Oblivion were nice to play, Morrowind was what got me
interested in the lore of The Elder Scrolls. Everything
about Vvardenfell and its people was (and still is)
fascinating to me.

F

ifteen years ago, a game was released. Little

did I know that it would have such a profound and
persistent impact on my entire life, become the catalyst
for so much change and creation, and permanently alter
my perception of what it means to be I.
This game is a tapestry of stories I can’t set down and
a world that I am always relieved to sink myself back
into. This game helped teach me so many things: how to
make a world feel alive, how it is possible to make even
object pop-in look beautiful, and, most personally, how
powerful representation really is.
I came to Morrowind while still struggling to make
sense of what would later be identified as gender
dysphoria and clinical depression. I barely knew
the words for what I felt, would not learn the words
‘nonbinary’ or ‘transgender’ until many years later. But
I looked upon Vivec with all the awed wonder a living
god might merit, and when they spoke, I trembled. This
figure, this character, looking right at me through the
holes in the fourth wall: they were like me. And they
were beautiful.
Over time, I returned to Morrowind as a source of
inspiration. Its postmodern gods and sandstone temples,
chitinshell communities and lowing beasts of strange
burden, the curmudgeonly charm of such a welcoming
and hostile land. I dragged myself through innumerable
downswings and outright breakdowns with the help of
its capacities as escapism and as a sort of philosophy text.
I learned how to make something holy out of the messy,
painful fact of my difference, and I am ever grateful for
the creation of Vivec for this.
It is not hyperbole to state that, had I not found this one
game in particular, I would likely be dead. There were
many times when my depression was so severe that, had
I not found this direction to push my energies into, it
could easily have swallowed me for good.
I cannot count the number of hours I have spent playing,
discussing, drawing, researching, and most definitely
writing Morrowind. I have met dozens of wonderful,
passionate, brilliant people through the incredibly
vibrant and active fandom specific to Morrowind. A
game that’s fifteen years old and still drawing so much
love and fascination, it deserves the praise it gets and
more.

Steblynka
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I

tried playing Morrowind a couple times

over the years, I knew the rough shape of the story,
the major characters and some of the memes, but I
never got past Seyda Neen. But after putting too many
thousands of hours into Skyrim, I resolved to give it a
fair shot.

At first it felt very unwelcoming. I decided to join the
Mage’s Guild and the Temple, and the quests were harder
to follow without handy compass icons to point the way
and there were so many it felt like I was never making
any progress at all. Every creature was hostile and too
strong to defeat, the towns were brown and drab and full
of people who hated me, I felt like I spent most of my
time wandering through ash and blight storms, and with
each main quest I completed the ending seemed further
and further away. I was having fun... mostly. But I felt
like there was something I wasn’t quite understanding,
something that hadn’t clicked with me.

I

still remember how lost and alone I felt

I

will always remember the night when I lost
track of time and the sun came up.

when Caius had to leave. He was the only thing in
this huge, unknowable place that anchored you with any
sort of direction. The emptiness of his house after that
moment was so sad.

M

orrowind is special to me because it
inspired me to write, which is now my favorite
hobby, tied with Morrowind.

Then, my pilgrimage sent me to the shrine beyond the
Ghostgate. I hadn’t been there yet, hadn’t even seen a
section of the fence. I decided that a pilgrim wouldn’t just
teleport over to Ald’ruhn, they’d brave the Foyada, so I
set out from Vivec resolved to walk the whole way. Once
I reached the Foyada the ash storm never let up. It was
just me and the gray in front of me, beset by cliff racers
and strange unearthly wailing sounds and the ceaseless
howling of the wind. And the dread was building. I was a
lowly level-7 pilgrim walking towards the ghostfence, the
wall keeping the blighted legions at bay. I’d be stepping
beyond that gate into the realm of Dagoth Ur.
Then, the ghostfence came into sight and the humming
drowned out every other sound, and I was just totally
in awe. It clicked, I finally understood it, the game had
finally won me over.

I

started playing Morrowind when I was 11
because I thought it was cool that you could kill
NPCs. I was used to games where if you attacked NPCs
it wouldn’t do anything.

Minttu Hynninen
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W

ell, Morrowind came out in...2002, but I

didn’t really playing until I was like around five
or six...so 2003-2004. Back then my family was poor and
we scraped by, but we had this old clunky computer that
was given to us by someone (at least I hope it was given,
anyway), probably my grandpa because he was always
getting the weirdest things as payment for working on
peoples cars.
For the longest my brothers would go and get copies
of games from their friends at school, and we played
DOOM, Arena, Daggerfall, and Chex Quest whenever
we had the time and weren’t being yelled at for one thing
or another or breaking stuff, as kids do.

W

hat makes Morrowind special to me is
the freedom I experienced it in that I have never
experienced in any other game, ever.
I can kill Almalexia and use her soul to make a pair of
enchanted pants. I can create a spell that unlocks a door,
heals me, and summons a skeleton all at once. I can
simply kill Caius Cosades, or steal a Daedric daikatana
at level one, or simply jump across the entire map
with a scroll. I can create alchemy potions that boost
my alchemy, and then use those potions to make new
potions, and so on, until my potions can make me a god
in an instant. I can get so drunk on sujamma that I can
slaughter Vivec in a couple of hits.

But then we ended up getting Morrowind for Christmas
out of the blue (I think my mom was just trying to get us
a new game and picked up a random one), and of course
I didn’t know what to really do. I mean, I was like six
or seven at the time so I couldn’t completely understand
the story, but what really grabbed my attention were the
visuals and the sounds and the fact you could run around
and pretty much do whatever you want. Sometimes that
was what I usually did, just run around in Morrowind
exploring shit. I never did complete the story.

I have never played another game in my life that gave me
so much to do and so little direction. It did not feel like a
video game, but like a game from when I was just a child
- there were no rules, because anything was possible, as
long as I was creative and working hard to achieve it.

But then our computer clunked out and I stopped
playing TES for awhile. Ended up getting a PS2 and
spent my time in San Andreas and God of War, but
eventually I got a PS3 and got Oblivion and BAM,
back in TES. Started earning my own money, ended up
getting a school Mac Air, and started porting a bunch of
TES Games to Wine and started playing them all. Got
the mobile games too on my old ass phone.

T

Finally finished the story for Morrowind back then, took
a shitload of time, but hey, great things usually take the
longest to happen.
—LaJaveyon, Kansas

It wasn’t just a game: it was a world, and it belonged to
me.

his is one of those areas in which I think

Morrowind might outperform almost any other
game in existence. Oh, so you’re the hero and you want
to be in charge of this guild? Too bad. Someone is
already there and he’s not going to step down just to
make you happy. A goddess visits your dreams and tells
you to save the world? Good luck buddy, I’ll direct you to
the pile of “Nerevarine” corpses over in the corner who
thought the same thing.
Even other TES games never pulled this off quite
so well. If you want something from the world of
Morrowind, you have to earn it.
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W

hen I first picked up Morrowind, I

had no idea what to do because I was pretty and
inexperienced with that type of game; it was a hand-medown from my brother. First thing I did was pickpocket
some random guy (unsuccessfully, of course) and then get
in a never-ending fistfight with him until I just quit and
dropped the game for a few years.
Fast forward 2 years to Skyrim. This one was easy to
learn and get into, and I adored it. Replayed it tons of
times over the next few years, and it was what got me
into the lore on a pretty basic level.
Then, about a year ago, I got Morrowind. It changed
everything for me: it had this nostalgic feel that is
impossible to replicate, the graphics were poorly aged but
charming, it didn’t baby you from the start, and creating
my own named custom class made my character feel
much more unique than it ever had in Skyrim.
But it still wasn’t obsession at first sight. My first
“official” character was played for about a week, but I
got bored with him. Never even saw Tarhiel, the wizard
who falls from the sky. My second character was the
same guy, with a couple of minor variations. Same thing
happened, still never saw Tariel. My third character,
however, was special. I made this one a mage instead
of a warrior, and I tried to set up everything perfectly.
This time I saw Tariel at the beginning of the game, like
I was supposed to, and took this angel of magicka as a
symbol of the game’s true acceptance of me. This was the
character that I learned to truly love Morrowind with.
Today, Morrowind is my favorite Elder Scrolls game, and
one of my favorite games. Spell crafting has got to be my
favorite feature in any game, and walking into the sky to
fight winged beasts man to man via levitation HAD to
be in Skyrim, because it’s the only way for a true Nord to
take down a dragon.
Morrowind has the most interesting characters (I love
Divayth Fyr), I love the different settings (swamps are
awesome and ashlands make me want to leave them,
which should be exactly the point) and the marching
music is very uplifting.
Dwemer and Daedric ruins were especially done better
in Morrowind, I think; seeing a massive statue of
Sheogorath that goes up to the ceiling of his huge shrine
in the wilderness, his crazed face looming over me as I
confront his followers, sounds like some plotlined and
scripted event in Skyrim, but in Morrowind, things just
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happened on their own, and it felt genuine; Dwemer
ruins felt ancient, eerie and mysterious, and I wanted to
get in and out quickly if I had a bad feeling about the
place, or explore further and take some big risks, whereas
Skyrim’s Dwemer ruins were always really boring for me,
and I held off going into them for as long as possible.
Everything about the game just felt right. Everything
was put where it is on purpose, and it just generates an
amazing experience.

I

got around to Morrowind after beating

Skyrim, Oblivion and ESO. I must admit that
their graphics spoiled me, but I found Morrowind more
tolerable when modded. Mostly I wanted to say that I
had played it, and I’ll admit, I rushed it and consoled a
lot. But I got attached to characters, like Yagrum and
Divayth and I came to appreciate how it must have felt in
2002. I like that Skyrim is a bit less intense, I don’t have
a problem with able to make my own spells for example.
But the aesthetic of Morrowind it far better.
Morrowind seems completely unique. The landscape
being half verdant and alien, and half desolate and
hellish is very impactful. The fact that you could be a
horrible person, beyond Skyrim’s level, is interesting. I
remember killing a family because I liked their house
and wanted to live there.
I eagerly await Skywind, but I do occasionally go back
to Morrowind just to wander around looking at the
Ghostgate or Vivec City or Mournhold. And it feels more
spiritual; there’s only so much pseudo-Viking stuff I can
take. It’s why I hope that the next game is in Hammerfell.
The idea of spending many real-world minutes
wandering a vast alien desert seems far more interesting
than Valenwood or Black Marsh. That may seem odd but
consider how many religions took shape in deserts. It’s a
weird, meditative thing, and spending an hour walking
from the Ashlander camps to Vivec gave me a lot more
drive to consider the story.

W

hen Morrowind was released in 2002,

I was 20 years old. I had seen Daggerfall
on shelves at my local tech store for years, but never
picked it up. As a D&D nerd, Daggerfall’s cover
stank of heresy. I was working as an artist and level
designer for a startup using the next-gen Unreal engine.
Fast forward to early 2005. Startup had failed, and I
finally succumbed to the hype and picked up a copy of
Morrowind GOTY.
I didn’t like Morrowind at first.
The combat and interface were awkward. But the further
I walked from Seyda Neen the more I recognized the
beauty of the world I was exploring. The amoral House
Hlaalu and mercenary Guilds were repulsive but I could
not look away. The alien Tribunal and pious House
Redoran had won me, and all of the good and bad
Daedra had seduced me. Mehra Milo’s blasphemy made
me question my chosen faith. Nibani Maesa made me
question everything. Beneath all the documents and
dialogue, I could sense a hidden truth. This game did not
ask me to defeat it, it begged to be experienced. It was a
mirror, a symbol waiting to be interpreted.

In 2006 I made a race mod and a couple of Redoran/
Temple-related mods for Morrowind. Oblivion came
out. It was good, but not the same. I enlisted in the US
Army, re-enlisted, and was honorably discharged. Fast
forward to 2017.
I’m 35 now. I’ve enjoyed Oblivion and Skyrim several
times, but Morrowind still has that do-anything
sandbox charm. Since the mid-2000s, I’ve read many
of the literary sources that helped inspire Morrowind’s
metaphysics and cosmology, and become a better
person for it. Quietly, secretly, I cut myself into a better
shape. Could I also be a Clever Man? In 2017 my daily
endeavor is discipline: read, dream, write, work. I’m a
firm believer that art can and will save humanity. A career
would be nice, but that’s not what drives me. I will not
stop until my voice speaks mysteries and inspires love.
Shout out and thank you hugs to all the developers and
fans who have made Morrowind and Tamriel a place to
find our hidden selves. Big love.

CRPGs could be real art.
I cruised the Bethesda lore forum, arguing metaphysics.
Read the Trial of Vivec, but did not participate.

Alexey Rudikov
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T

he most powerful moment I’ve ever felt in

gaming happened in Morrowind.

It was in Seyda Neen, shortly after I had created my first
character. After bumbling around in Arrille’s trade house
for a few hours I walked outside and looked up at the
night sky.
It took my breath away. As Jeremy Soule’s soundtrack
swelled around me I remember thinking to myself this
could be my new home.
I wasn’t loosing touch with reality, nor was it that the
graphics of the skybox map were overwhelming my
senses, it was just the fact that the day had actually
changed into night.
Growing up I didn’t have a lot of video games. Not poor
or anything, my parents just didn’t want me getting
distracted so they never bought me a console no matter
how often it was on my Christmas wishlist. In that time
and place it was impossible to avoid them though. I’d
get in a few hours at a cousin or friend’s house, and our
home computer meant a handful of PC games made it
into my repertoire.
But here’s the thing, in all of those games I never really
felt like the world ever existed without me. Enemies had
no purpose beyond obstacles for me to kill. The world in
Pokemon Blue was clearly designed for me and no one
else; the Safari Zone effectively does not exist unless you
first overcome the obstacles leading up to it. In a game
like Secret of Mana, no matter how long I spent out in
the wild killing rabbits, the sun would keep shining.

I

first played Morrowind a few years ago,
as the game came out when all I cared about was the
Teletubbies. I heavily modded it, thinking that making
it look like a more recent game would be the only way
I could enjoy it, coming from Skyrim. I installed the
overhaul, got in game and... I didn’t enjoy it. The game
would crash often, and I gave up.
Then, a few weeks ago, I decided to give it another
chance. I nuked the file directory to get rid of the
overhaul, reinstalled the game, and this time only added
mods to make it 1080p, and run in borderless windowed
mode. And I had so much fun. The game granted me so
much more immersion than Skyrim, despite the graphics
which I had wrongly assumed would be unplayable
for me. I created a back-story for my character, and
roleplayed her realistically.
The world of Morrowind surprised me, in that, despite
its outdated mechanics and graphics, the game still holds
up today as an incredible example of Bethesda’s world
building. If I had not bothered to pick the game back
up and give it another chance, I feel that my gaming
experience would have suffered an incredible loss.
—Lyanna

When I looked up at the night sky in Seyda Neen, it
was the first time I felt like the world didn’t care about
me. Day would turn to night without any concern over
whether I needed to see something. Guards pulled
out torches to improve their own vision without any
unwritten rule that the needed to give me one as well.
I wanted to rush around and grab/stab/speak with
everything I could just to see what would happen in a
world that wouldn’t bend over to accommodate me. It
was a sense of limitless potential that very few games
have filled me with since.

Shagan Fury
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W

hen I was 13 my family finally got a
computer capable of playing video games.

My friends immediately hooked me up with the three
games they thought were worth playing as my first foray
into games: Call of Duty, Halo: Combat Evolved and
The Elder Scrolls III: Morrowind.
It was harder and more confusing than I had possibly
imagined. I spent ages hacking at a Stilt Strider’s legs,
thinking my health was going down because it was
attacking me (it was a Slaughterfish of course). I died so
many times without saving and had to restart the whole
game. I had to call my friend Chris and get him to walk
me through one of the first main quests (I was stuck in a
cave for hours trying to figure it out - I had to climb up a
dark area I kept walking straight by).
Soon my younger brother and sister started playing. To
this day it is almost the only game my sister has played.
Every year or so she does an entire play - every possible
side quest, her favorite being the Twin Lamps.
When I was 14 I became very sick, and I needed
spinal surgery. I was bedridden for many months
before and after.
Some of the warmest memories I have of that dark time
are of me laying on my bed playing, with my brother
and sister lying on either side of me, offering suggestions
of which quests to do and reading the books within the
game.
I wouldn’t care about video games if it wasn’t for
Morrowind. Every time I hear the score I get tingles all
over. It is my favorite video game, and one of my all time
favorite media experiences full stop.
—Rachel, Australia

F

inishing the main quest and sobbing like a
little child after the whole Dagoth Ur situation.

Playing with console commands for the first time and
thinking it’s absolutely hilarious to spawn 10 Vivecs in
Seyda Neen until I realized this is kinda sad and I might
be a very lonely unhappy person (At the time! Things
have changed!)
The scenery! I think the game aged very well aestheticwise. I have to admit one of the reasons I play vanilla
Morrowind in its full low-poly short-loading-distance
glory is that when I tried to install MGE all it did was
make my framerate drop and make hay textures (but only
hay textures) look very HD, which leads me to think my
copy of MW simply doesn’t handle graphic mods. But I
think vanilla Morrowind looks fine, which can’t be said
for, say, Oblivion or Skyrim. It’s just such a well-designed,
unique landscape. I love it. It always inspires me.
The combat. I know lots of people complain about it but
it has got to be my favorite combat system in any TES
game. It’s so... organized and clear. And it’s my character
landing hits and evading attacks, based on THEIR
agility and other stats, not based on my reflexes (you
could throw a basketball at my face and I would not even
flinch and only realize 5 minutes later).
The characters! I’m in looooove with the ALMSIVI
(Vivec is a very significant character to me) and Dagoth
Ur, with pretty much all the NPCs, with Nerevar’s silent
presence in the game, how you’re somehow supposed to
consider him a saint and a good man even though the
same sources clearly describe him as a war-mongering
despot. Azura’s evident manipulation of the Nerevarine,
the whole millennia-old mess you find yourself involved
in - lovely!
But most importantly, I found my significant other
thanks to our shared love for TES3. She is the love of
my life, and to think we met and started talking to each
other because of this old game about grumpy gray elves!
She writes the best TES fanfiction in the world.
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I

remember feeling a strong connection to Caius

Cosades, the monk guy that you report to at the
beginning of the game.

Admittedly, I always get attached to mentor characters,
probably because I have an older brother in real life that
I look up to. Nevertheless, I remember feeling so sad
when Caius had to leave to go back to Cyrodiil. I mean,
this was the character that helped me integrate into
this strange world of Morrowind. He told me to read
the history, practice, join guilds, and he helped me to
complete the first parts of the Neravarine Prophecies. He
was the only character I considered a friend, and now, just
the trials are about to get really difficult, he leaves. He
would never find out if all our hard work paid off.
Of course, I go on to complete the Nerevarine
Prophecies, alone. I wore the Moon-and-Star ring along
with the ring that Caius gifted to me. Eventually, I was
named by all of the houses as the Nerevarine and it was
time for me to face Dagoth Ur at Red Mountain.
But before I went, I paid one final visit to Cauis’ house. I
wanted him to know all that had happened after he left.
I still had all of the papers relating to the main quest
in my inventory. On his bed, I left the parts he already
knew about: the directions to Balmora, the hospitality
papers, the decoded package.
On the nightstand and the table, I pretty much laid out
the rest of the story, and the proof that I was indeed the
Nerevarine. On the papers that I had received from the
ashlanders, including a paper that described the trials I
had to go through, I placed the amulets I received from
the tribes, proving that I had won their favor.
There was a paper called “note from the Archcanon”
that seriously doubted I could be the Nerevarine. On it,
I placed the ring of the Horator, ultimately proving that
the houses changed their mind on the matter.
I even sort of headcanoned that I left the in-game
journal that your character keeps, the last entry being the
one that starts with “To defeat Dagoth Ur, Vivec says I
must go to Red Mountain...” and basically details what
I’m going to do.
I could really go on and on about what I left in Caius’
house with the hopes of him returning, because I pretty
much left everything minus the stuff I needed to fight
Dagoth Ur.
Sadly, it’s also part of my headcanon that my character
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died beneath Red Mountain. It actually did happen
that after I destroyed the Heart of Lorkhan, Dagoth
Ur teleported down and killed me, causing a game over.
I thought that ending, though sad, was nevertheless
triumphant. With the heart destroyed, Dagoth Ur’s plan
failed, and the bridge probably still collapsed killing him
just as it would if my character was still alive.
In the true ending, Azura tells you that you no longer
bear the burden of prophecy. I thought this was strange
considering you’re still expected to act as the Nerevarine
in Morrowind. My character had been going nonstop
since she first landed in Morrowind, so I wanted to give
her this chance to truly rest.
Either way, I imagine Caius returning to his home, and
learning that it was all because of us that Morrowind
was saved.

I

started playing Morrowind back in 2003
with a friend. The first hours we were like “shit dude
where the fuck is East and what’s this skdoenfjskdjf
ruin?” but after a couple of hundred hours we were
trying to fool each other with legends like “hey I saw a
flying island with a giant dragon flying over the statue in
Ebonheart”.
I spent 30 minutes flying over that damn dragon statue.
Fuck you Charol, give me back my 30 minutes.

W

hen I bought Morrowind (or, more

properly, my parents bought it for me) I
HATED it. My father had introduced me to Daggerfall
in the late 90’s, and I adored it. I didn’t really get into the
story, or the characters, or the setting, but the size of the
world and the ability to just go sink hours into a dungeon
entranced me. There’s a whole lot that went with it, but
I loved the game, so much that i even got Redguard
when it was new. Like, on a store shelf, instead of being
a retro-quirky download. Totally different game and I
didn’t actually get into Redguard, but when I heard about
Morrowind it really peaked my interest.
And, after a lot of pestering, I got TES 3... Only to
be instantly devastated. Less than half the skills, no
Advantages or Disadvantages, a pathetically tiny world...
3RD PERSON CAMERA! Never even got out of
Seyda Neen before giving it quits.
A couple weeks later, however, I was over at a friends
house, and he insisted on showing me his ‘house’ in
Morrowind. I remember not looking forward to it, and
would have rather played Neverwinter Nights... but I
went along with it because I was, after all, the guest…
And it just sorta struck me. No, this wasn’t Daggerfall,
but that didn’t mean it was bad. I mean, the armor
(which I hadn’t experienced in my short playtime)
looked super cool and you could decorate your house
and the environments were really more than just flat
open landscapes. I decided to give it another go when I
got home.
And after some work, I started to enjoy myself. I started
to really enjoy the Dunmer and their culture (I’ve always
been a history and culture guy) and the setting and what
was going on. Before long, I had genuinely started to
love the game. Not because it was love at first sight, or
because it had so much freedom and interesting writing...
But because I was able to find elements of it that pulled
me in, even though there were also elements I hated.

appreciation of most games and sequels. From Skyrim
to Diablo 3, Heroes of Might and Magic 5 to Halo 5,
Dragon Age 2 to Fallout 4... I actually appreciate and
enjoy more games than the gaming community says I
‘should’ because I take them as their own.
There are exceptions, of course... but I genuinely think
that my lukewarm reaction and gradual acceptance, even
love, of Morrowind, has allowed me to enjoy more games,
and more types of games, than I may have otherwise.
And that’s why it’s special to me.

T

he disturbingly frequent pop up... “there
are not enough innocents left to make this world
worth saving” after going on a murderous rampage to
test a new weapon...

I

confess. I possess like 6 copies of Morrowind but
I feel like a dumb when I play it. Morrowind is like
an old Dunmer teacher who snubs me for being a stupid
outlander but looks winsome while doing it. The game
is so detailed and interesting it doesn’t even need to be
enhanced through mods - save for the glorious MGSO
which I cannot go without. I observe a lot and having the
full distance view is crucial to me. I didn’t grow up with
it, but I wish I did. Finishing the game now that I am an
adult would not bring the same emotions as if I was 15 or
17, but I can better understand its lore I guess, and this is
great. So it’s still an ongoing adventure for me. All I can
say for now is Morrowind is a pearl I discovered by going
through a lot of shit in my life, and I want to keep it,
because it’s so good it remained unaffected by it.

And I think this has shaped my perspective on games in
general... My initial, hated response to Morrowind and
gradual acclimation to it has made me more forgiving
about changes over the course of a franchise. I don’t
really pop a game in and, if it’s different than the last, go
on a tirade about how it’s terrible and it ruined what was
great about ___.
I try to take each game in isolation, for what it is.
And on the whole, this has vastly improved my
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I

'm a newcomer to Morrowind, having first

started playing it in 2014. I bought the game as a
present to myself after going through a rough patch in
life, and I’d heard a lot about this game. I had played
Skyrim before but wasn’t too impressed with it; it seemed
a bit too normal for my tastes, typical fantasy fare, if
you will. But the tiny taste of Morrowind I got from the
Dragonborn expansion to Skyrim left me hungry for
more, and so I decided on Morrowind as my next game
purchase.
One of the first things that made me fall in love with
Morrowind was the kwama mine right outside Seyda
Neen. You see, the idea of humans keeping hive insects
as pets or cattle has been one of my favorite ideas ever
since I was about 6 or so (I was exposed to science fiction
at an early age; blame my parents). So the moment I
understood what the kwama mine actually was, the
present me was excited and the 6-year-old kid I’d once
been was absolutely over the moon. There are plenty of
things like that in the game, things that feel like they
were designed specifically with me in mind. The idea
of keeping hive insects as cattle (just the detail that it’s
called a kwama mine specifically and not a hive or farm
is cool) is just one very specific example.

One final thing: the ambiance in the ancestral tombs is
so incredibly well made. In most video games, you can
go grave-robbing and tomb-raiding with merry abandon,
and the tombs and burial chambers just feel like another
room. Not in Morrowind. The first time I walked into
an ancestral tomb, I got really scared and wanted to leave
immediately. It really feels like you’re trespassing, like
you’re walking on hallowed ground while you’re in there,
being somewhere you’re definitely not supposed to be and
doing things you definitely shouldn’t. Very well done,
very spooky, made this compulsive looter feel weird
about looting things for the first time ever in a game.
—Elias, Sweden

I

met my husband

fanart.

because of his Morrowind

Another thing I enjoy is how the land and people of
Morrowind add to the feeling that you’re a long way
from home, that this is definitely not Kansas anymore.
You are a stranger in a strange land, with ash-faced
people who call you names when they think you can’t
hear them (and often when they know you can), with
giant pillbugs for public transport and pterodactyl
inferno in the skies and giant mushrooms straight from
Alice’s wonderland.
As a Swede, Skyrim felt very familiar. I suppose it might
be different if you’re not from the Nordic countries, but
to me, even though the landscapes were majestic and
beautiful, they never gave me that thrill of the unknown.
Morrowind gave me that feeling in spades. And the
world didn’t just look interesting on the surface, there
were so many books to read and it felt like the world had
depth to it somehow, in a way that Skyrim didn’t (I don’t
know why I feel like this, I just do). Reading the books
and trying to make sense of all the weirdness, beauty and
wonder of Morrowind was how I got introduced to the
Elder Scrolls lore community, through which I’ve made
wonderful friends and even met my beloved.
Alexey Rudikov
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I

discovered Morrowind when the 360 and PS3

came out. I tried it a few times but just didn’t get it.
Every time I started, I’d just pillage Seyda Neen for all
its worth until the guards would notice and bring my
murderous ways to justice, of course killing me to do
it. Then I’d put it away for awhile then tried again and
got to Balmora and got lost, I think talking to every
NPC I crossed paths with through me off my set path
or something.
I guess I should mention that this was around the time
right after our house burned down, the day after I
graduated High School. I put off going to college to get
a part-time job, and took Community College courses
instead to help out. It was just my Dad my brother and
me. One semester we just didn’t have the money so I
couldn’t go back to school. It was then I booted up the
Xbox, and something just clicked. I learned to use the
journal, and actually paid attention to what was there.
I found myself swept away, into a world complicated
and ready to explore. I made my way through my most
memorable playthrough of any game I’ve ever played,
still remember the chills and excitement I got from
charging into Red Mountain and challenging Dagoth Ur
by the Heart and Akulakhan, and it carried through the
expansions too.
I wish I could explain or recapture that feeling, a game
made me a part of its world like none ever had.
TES for me has given me a good outlet, Oblivion was
next and Skyrim once it was released. Even when my
Dad died from a car wreck, TES helped in its own way.
That opening theme a promise, that another world was
there and ready.

I

remember the weekend where I first played

Morrowind quite distinctly. It was the summer of
2003, I was almost 10, and absolutely obsessed with
video games. I’d gone with my mom to visit a friend
of her’s that I’d never met. He turned out to be a huge
gamer, and he spent a good chunk of Saturday showing
me all sorts of games, the most memorable of which
being Katamari Damacy.
But he also spent a good amount of time with my mom,
and during that time I decided to browse through his
library and happened upon a game with a case that
looked like faded parchment and crazy writing around

the edges and emblazoned on the front: The Elder
Scrolls III: Morrowind.
Instantly intrigued, I popped the game into his Xbox
and was overcome with awe as the introduction to
“Nerevar Rising” sang out of the speakers. I must have
sat there for a good several minutes listening to it go —
quite the feat for a nine-year-old boy, I might add. But
once the goosebumps finally faded, I started a new game
and hadn’t the slightest clue what I was doing.
I chose to play an Argonian because I thought lizards
were cool, and didn’t bother actually reading Sellus
Gravius’ instructions. In fact, the first thing I did was
go straight to the store and, after accidentally stealing
Arrile’s silver staff (and being killed for it), sell everything
I owned, including my package for Caius and clothing.
Then, with the money, I bought that silver staff and went
to investigate the giant flea just outside of town.
After figuring out that it was the taxi service around the
world, I traveled to the place with the coolest-sounding
name: Vivec. Needless to say, I was simultaneously
dumbfounded and completely lost as I blundered my way
through the city. The canals! The cantons! The stalwart
guards clad in gold! I couldn’t get enough of it. Well,
except for one thing: people wouldn’t stop telling me
to put some dang clothes on, and I already spent all my
money on my fancy stick and the ride over. Thus, I did
the most logical thing I could think of: found the nearest
wardrobe and grabbed some clothes. The owner of said
clothes wasn’t particularly happy about this and started
punching me.
“But didn’t you just tell me to put some clothes on?”
I thought as I fled his little gray fists right into an
ordinator, who was also not happy with me. I resisted
arrest because I didn’t think I did anything wrong and he
bashed my scaly skull in.
I think this is when I truly realized how special this
game was. It wasn’t just some static playground where
I could do whatever I wanted, I was a living, breathing
world. Never before had I experienced something like
this, and it’s affected the way I look at fiction to this day.
I have a hard time enjoying a story whose setting doesn’t
grab me, and I have Morrowind to thank/blame for that.
— Zach
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I

n Junior High I was allowed my first

console, a NES that I got from a family down the
road with a jar full of pennies. At the time the N64 was
out and I only got to play that at my cousin’s house. I
never once complained because I finally had a console to
play video games on, without having to share it or make
arrangements to go to a friend’s house.
As I played the NES my dad showed some interest in
it, but he’d only known arcade games and a few DOS
games that took some sort of elaborate magic to run. We
took turns playing Mario Bros and Metroid and then
that graduated to my dad teaching me about computers
and how to build ‘impressive’ rigs that our smartphones
now outclass in every way. I remember we got a handful
of games and almost all of them were Star Wars, because
that was the thing me and my dad obsessed over, he even
engineered a flight simulator rig with a steering wheel
and gas pedals that we played the pod racing game on for
hours.
One game, however, was a fantasy game called TES
III: Morrowind. I had to unfasten the steering wheel
and move it aside, I remember looking at the box and
thinking ‘wow can our rig handle these graphics at
max?’. The game was dated, in fact I think Oblivion
was recently announced. It was summer in rural north
Texas and anyone who grew up in that area knew there
was little to do. The outside world was baked under a
cruel sun. Computer rooms were kept dark, only lit by
the screen or a sliver of sunlight cutting through the
blanketed windows. I popped the Morrowind disk in
and installed the game after an hour, sitting down at my
desk and placing my hands on the off-white mechanical
keyboard as the fans in my room and my rig roared.
I was consumed, I was impressed that I could make my
own character after waking up on the boat to an odd
gray-skinned mer with red eyes. I suspected he was an
enemy due to how predictable tropes were at the time,
but no, Jiub was one of many people I would learn to
be ‘Dunmer’ as I stepped into this bizarre world with
towering bug creatures and dreamy music. I picked a
Breton female, decided I was going to be a mage of
sorts, and received my first quests. I was used to games
being a bit more linear, so as soon as I was sent off on my
own I spent at least five hours doing absolutely nothing
and making pitiful attempts to kill anything. I had
absolutely no idea what was going on, but the sounds,
the environment, the NPCs and dialog kept me invested.
I had a Dark Brotherhood member attack me the first
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night I was in Balmora and I managed to kill him with
a glitch that happened with a low level conjuration spell
that trapped the attacker on a rock while I cast measly
destruction spells.
I honestly never felt this powerless in a game before and
preferred to conjure things to attack while I hid in a
corner to nervously organize my inventory. Morrowind
made me feel like an NPC in the beginning of a game. I
had to stay in this one area and do menial quests to make
a small amount of money for new spells.
I really felt like I lived in Balmora for a while, instead
of passing through like a vagrant hero who felt no
connection to these small villages because I was ‘too
important’. I remember feeling invested in every bit of
lore or book I read, coming across Palla and feeling a
sense of dread after reading it.
I clung to every bit of dialog, every detail, every book.
It was all so important and fascinating, and I knew if I
missed anything I would regret it later. I truly felt like a
scholarly mage exploring a strange land where knowledge
was my only tool for survival. When approaching a ruin
or settlement, I made a new save file with some ominous
description as if I knew I was about to enter a Pandora’s
Box of opportunity or setback. The writing is full of
twists, you think you are making the most diplomatic
approach - and then it often turns on you.
Once I learned that I was the Nerevarine and shirtless
uncle Caius Cosades took a huge rip from his skooma
pipe and left me his house, I stayed there and did menial
tasks again. It was like I went into denial of my destiny
because the game made me feel so personally connected
with it. Having that sort of responsibility and knowledge
of the ‘villain,’ Dagoth Ur, was intense. I would walk
into Ghost Gate and encounter a few ash ghouls, defeat
them, and walk out feeling as if I already had my fill of
that unsettling nonsense for a bit.
So many subtle things made me feel truly unsettled in
that game, more than any horror genre I played. Don’t
even get me started with my first encounter with Yagrum
Bagarn. I felt connected with this game, I felt horrible
seeing the lonely dreamers and ash ghouls. I even felt
bad for Dagoth Ur, for the Tribunal, for Nerevar. Even
with her calm and direct voice I felt like Azura was
manipulating me up to the very end. I couldn’t pinpoint
the exact reason why, but it felt off, my victory was a
solemn one as I carried on to do the other expansions.

Very few games have had this impact on me, and it led
me to seek out other people with ideas and theories
online. I wasn’t very active, but I loved to read about
other’s experiences and ideas based off of the lore as I
picked up a copy of Oblivion for the Xbox 360. TES
has always been my outlet for weird ideas and complex
characters. I never stray from it for very long and I don’t
think I ever will.

I

think it was 2003 when I saw Morrowind

in the shelf at my mom’s apartment. I was mildly
curious and gave it a try. I made a Redguard due to them
being versed in using swords (I had looked at the manual
and found out there were big two handed swords and I
really wanted one) . Didn’t really pay much attention to
the directions so when it came to combat I couldn’t hit
anything and I couldn’t get my claymore. Disheartened,
I put the game away and went back to Halo. On another
visit I decided to give it another try. I went with a
Dunmer this time and then went back to Redguard
when I saw they weren’t as strong. I was 10 so I didn’t
think about anything other than being strong and having
a big sword, so of course I couldn’t hit anything and
ended up dying again and giving up.
But for some reason I would get to my mom’s and I
would just stare at the case and look through the manual.
My mom had given up on the game as well for the same
reasons (plus she saved in the middle of a cliff racer
attack and couldn’t get away) so I couldn’t ask her for
help. Then I went to visit my uncle and my cousins had it
as well. I ended just watching them then I realized how
wrong I was playing.
So next visit to mom’s I gave it another go. Started up
another Redguard character. Now that I knew what I
was doing and could enjoy the game. Didn’t really try
the main quest but kept going through the starting guild
quests in Balmora till I got bored from trying to find that
rogue Telvanni and trying to collect the guild dues. Once
again I ended up restarting this time going with a Nord
because I had taken a liking to them (I still use Nords
for my main character playthroughs) it had been a couple
years and I had a better attention span to pay attention
to directions so I did the main quest and attempted
guild quests again. Now I felt like I could totally enjoy
the game and of course got addicted to it and couldn’t
stop thinking of it. Eventually I got the game of the
year edition which didn’t help. I failed a lot of classes in

middle school and only wasn’t held back thanks to no
child left behind act.
Years later I still play it. I still use my Nord and name
him Nenavar (I decided to name him after Nerevar but
forgot how to spell it and I thought of it as that). Now
I’m modding it and just enjoying the new content.
10 year old me couldn’t mentally handle it. 11-12 year old
me understood it and got addicted. I still play it.

I

remember first seeing someone playing the
game in an Internet cafe, I don’t remember the year,
but it was definitely between 2002 and 2004. It looked
unlike any other game I’ve seen before. That was back
when those graphics were good looking.
I didn’t play any games different than CS1.0 back then,
so I immediately knew Morrowind was too complex for
me, yet I was still amazed by the possibilities such game
could offer.
Fast forward to 2006. I’m talking to a classmate of mine
known to be an avid gamer about some game where
you can walk around be male or female choose your
appearance, and he told me it was called Morrowind. I
had apparently remembered it and wanted to play it.
Since I was a freshman high school kid with a small
allowance living in a country where piracy is no big deal
and everyone does it (except for me who just got their
first computer and didn’t have Internet yet and thought
that procuring a copy of Morrowind required the skills
of a notorious hacker from Hollywood movies). So I
asked this classmate of mine to procure me a copy of the
said game for the modest price of providing my own CD
and roughly $1 for the service.
I got my copy the next day and I rushes home eager to
finally delve into this boundless fantasy world.
Little did I knew, more Hollywood hacker skills were
required. Apparently things called “cracks” had existed
and needed to be applied to make those pirated games
work. Since I had no previous experience at this point,
no Internet to search for answers I gave up as the only
thing that worked was the Construction Set.
There goes my Morrowind adventure...
It’s 2011, Skyrim comes out, everyone is talking about it,

35

I don’t know anything about it or care for that matter. In
2013 I finally decide to see what it is about. I sort of like
it and start researching it. It turned out a game called
Oblivion was the previous in the series that I tried to run
on my first PC but couldn’t. And what’s before Oblivion?
HOLY ... FUCKING ... SHIT ... MORROWIND ... I
try Oblivion, but hate the generic setting so I quickly get
rid of it and focus on Morrowind, the game I should’ve
played many years ago. I install it, but after playing some
Skyrim and Oblivion and knowing how vast they can
be, as well as sort of being jaded with games in general
at that point, I was reading about it, watching videos...
Basically getting pumped for it and yet putting it off only
getting as far as Balmora.
It was finally in 2014 that I managed to get a proper
feel of what Morrowind was all about. At that point I
concluded that it is my favorite of the series. In 2015
I bought ESO, my first legal copy of something TES.
Then I decided to finally finish what I started so long ago
- Morrowind. Sadly I only got to where the ashlanders
recognize you as Nerevarine.
I’m yet to complete the game but I intend to go back to
it. My only regret is that I didn’t try to get it to work or
asked for help back in 2005 as I feel I’ve missed a lot - a
whole experience in my teenage years I could’ve had.

I

first played Morrowind in 2004, while I was
a sophomore in high school. My best friend got it
for Xbox. At the time, I wasn’t really into console RPGs
much, but our group of friends played Runescape a lot
at that time. After watching him play for a few weeks,
he let me try it. I was immediately drawn into it, and I
distinctly remember saying to him “Dude, this is like
Runescape, but with good graphics!”.
For the next 4 years, I played this game as often as
I could. The game had a profound impact on me
artistically. I was already kind of on the border between
not knowing what I wanted to do for a career, and
this game, as well as all of Betheda’s following works,
definitely launched me over to being an artist. The vast
open world and the beautifully designed natural areas,
combined with Jeremy Soule’s score, took my mind to
places of inspiration that nothing (aside from being out
in real nature) has ever taken me.
I still play this game often. I usually revisit it several
times a year, coupled with the amazingly well done
Overhaul mod on PC.
I had a thought recently while playing it that was
triggered by an old memory from back in high school. As
a young man who was trying his best to woo the ladies
in school, I often found myself on one of those 2 hour
long phone calls with the girls who acted interested, but
would make you work hard for it. During almost all of
those sink holes of time, I’d find myself in Morrowind,
usually in Balmora or Mournhold, jumping from
building to building. It didn’t take long to bring that
Acrobatics skill to it’s max on my characters. I would
literally do this for hours while talking on the phone. It
became a sport for me, almost like parkour.
Smash cut to 14 years later, and while having a
conversation with my wife in our office, I found myself
doing the exact same thing in Balmora with one of my
new characters.
10/10. Will be playing this game for the rest of my life.
You know how your Dad or Grandpa always had their
favorite old timey movie that they would watch often?
I’ll always have my favorite old timey game that I’ll play
often.
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