Departure from Helgen

Dawn crept over the shattered ruins of Helgen, casting long shadows that seemed to whisper of
forgotten sorrows. Gerdur stood amidst the jagged remnants of the tower, her gaze fixed on the
horizon where the first light pierced through the veil of mist. In that uncertain dawn, fear and
longing intertwined within her, like tendrils of ivy wrapping around her heart.

Hod, Frodnar... Are they searching for me? Are they safe without me? The thought clawed at her
insides, a bitter reminder of the family left behind, their fate now entwined with her own. Guilt
coiled like a serpent within her, tightening its grip with every passing moment.

"They must be frantic," Gerdur thought, her voice barely a whisper against the backdrop of
desolation. The weight of their hopes and fears bore down upon her, heavier than the crumbling
stones that surrounded them. She had been their steadfast anchor, the rock upon which they
leaned. Now, adrift in the merciless currents of Skyrim's wilderness, she was adrift herself, torn
from them by forces beyond her control.

Beside her, Sven moved with a calculated efficiency, his eyes scanning their meager supplies with
a keen, unwavering focus. His voice, when it finally broke the heavy silence, was sharp and
pragmatic. "Gerdur, our supplies won't last. We can't stay here."

His words cut through the morning mist with the clarity of a sword's edge. Gerdur glanced at him,
catching the glint of resolve in his eyes. He stood before her, an enigma wrapped in layers of grit
and determination. She couldn't forget he was the one who had torn her from everything familiar,
everything safe. Yet now, bound together by necessity, their destinies intertwined in ways neither
could fully grasp.

"Gerdur, we need to put some distance between us and Helgen," Sven insisted, his tone tinged
with urgency. "Then, we find a safe place to rest, to gather what we can. It's risky, but staying
here... it's not an option."

His words hung in the air, heavy with unspoken truths and the harsh realities of their plight. Gerdur
felt the weight of his logic pressing down upon her, forcing her to confront the stark choices before
them. She wrestled with her own doubts, her gaze faltering for a moment before meeting his once

more.

My family... The thought surfaced again, a fragile thread of connection to the life she once knew,
now frayed and fragile. She glanced at Sven, searching for some hint of remorse, some crack in his
stoic facade. But there was none. His features remained impassive, his resolve unyielding as the
stone beneath their feet.

How did it come to this? Gerdur wondered, her thoughts echoing in the cavernous silence of their
departure. Trapped with the one who shattered my world. Can | trust his intentions, his actions? Or



are we mere pawns in a game played by forces beyond our understanding?

For Sven, the journey was a tumult of conflicting emotions. He had taken Gerdur from her family, a
fact that gnawed at him with every step they took into the wilderness. "She deserves better"”, he
thought, his jaw clenched with the weight of guilt. "But | can't undo what's been done."

As they ventured deeper into the wilderness, the mist swirling around them like spectral fingers,
Gerdur felt the weight of guilt and uncertainty settle upon her like a heavy cloak. Every step taken
beside Sven felt like a betrayal of her family, her community. Yet amidst the shadows and the
unspoken tension, a flicker of hope remained—a fragile ember in the darkness, whispering of
unforeseen alliances and the possibility of redemption.
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