Hlaalu Temple
	Erirvase Drinith
	Female
	Dunmer
	Pilgrim 
	Solo - 3
	Conversations - 2

	Guarg gro-Yarzol
	Male
	Orc
	Commoner
	4
	3

	Llalamu Sathren
	Female
	Dunmer
	Healer
	4
	2

	Rirnas Athren
	Male
	Dunmer
	Priest Service
	3
	3




Erirvase Drinith – Solo
“The forceful expression of will gives true honor to the Ancestors.” (House Telvanni motto)
“Great, merciful Tribunal, help us instill our ancestors’ virtues. For their bounty is higher than mountains and deeper than oceans.”
	“Saint Roris, purify our actions, to become models for the coming generations. Conserve our strength. Fortify our hearts from evil.”

Guarg gro-Yarzol – Solo
“Where did I leave those damned prongs?”
“Huh. Has that crack always been there? 
“What I wouldn’t give for a swig about now.”
“Gods it’s hot in here.”

Llalamu Sathren – Solo
“To Oblivion with that orc! Dust – dust all over everything! I don’t know why I even try cleaning anymore.”
“Agh! Was that another rat?!”
“What is that smell?”
“Like the Saints endured, we must endure.”

Rirnas Athren – Solo
“I wonder how successful substituting Kagouti hide for Shalk resin would be.… Worth an attempt.” 
 “We’ll need more phials by next week… Maybe the other temples will sell me some of their used.”
“ –sigh– Our lords will provide. Our lords will provide.”

Conversations
Llalamu Sathren & Rirnas Athren
Llalamu Sathren  - “Sera, can we consider hiring someone different for the repairs? Guarg has been fixed on the same point for months.”
Rirnas Athren  - “So I am aware. As much as I would prefer dust to not fall on my head during prayers, it is improbable that another carpenter would take a recompense of meals and board alone.”
Llalamu Sathren  -  “You have a point. Perhaps we could put gold aside for another laborer.”
Rirnas Athren  - “Undoubtedly, the worker we could afford would be a fraudster and a swindler. We’d be no better off. The orc’s presence shall have to be suffered a little longer.”
Llalamu Sathren - “For now, sera. For now.”

Erirvase Drinith & Llalamu Sathren
	Erirvase Drinith  - “Not to be impertinent, but your funds seem to be allusive. I’ve seen countless temples and none have such difficulties keeping their walls standing.”
	Llalamu Sathren - “It’s true we have had to tighten our belts of late. There have been problems in Balmora with the merchants. One of the Councilmen assured me the difference will be restored in full.”
	Erirvase Drinith  - “Hmm. You can’t base your livelihood on the whims of traders. I believe it is time to press.”
	Llalamu Sathren - “Whatever happens, sister, I will not beg. I may be living off rat meat, but I shall retain that much of my dignity.  Please, don’t worry about my troubles. The saints sustained themselves with far less.”

Guarg gro-Yarzol & Rirnas Athren 
	Guarg gro-Yarzol  - “I have the bill for this month.”
	Rirnas Athren  - “What’s the damage this time?”
	Guarg gro-Yarzol  - “Five for the new pickaxe, two bags of chalk and lime at seven a pound, new boards for a couple drakes, and nine hundred gold for psyso – pysologic – ah, emotional trauma.”
	Rirnas Athren  - “Trauma? What trauma?” 
[bookmark: _GoBack]	Guarg gro-Yarzol  - “Ah… I forgot Sathren said to keep it quiet. Better that you know. See, one of my planks hit a bystander. Just a bump. Didn’t need to call no physician. Her fault really. End of it, so I thought. Then old bat comes back claiming something about traumatic stress or anxiety. Would have booted the wuss but she brought muscle. Sathren paid them off before I could straighten the whoreson’s face.”
	Rirnas Athren  - “Just… Just write everything down. I am suddenly feeling very tired.”

Guarg gro-Yarzol & Rirnas Athren 
Rirnas Athren - “How is it coming today? Any progress?”
 	Guarg gro-Yarzol - “Hmmp. Your sills are shot, the joints rusted out, cradle’s cracking, don’t know how the lintels have lasted, and don’t get me started on –”
Rirnas Athren - “Technical jargon aside.”
Guarg gro-Yarzol  - “Right. Every time that damned Mountain of yours shakes it creates crakes as big as the Empire’s ass. I keep patching them but it’s like covering a plug ugly woman with a shawl; got to come off eventually. Tear it down. That’s my opinion.”
Rirnas Athren - “I can live with superficial imparities. Just as long as we won’t be crushed in our sleep.”
Guarg gro-Yarzol - “That won’t happen while I’m here. Can promise you that much.” 

Erirvase Drinith & Guarg gro-Yarzol
Erirvase Drinith  - “Guarg, why are you here?”
Guarg gro-Yarzol  - “Well my da was drinkin’ at the Toll-Keeper when he sees the ruttiest, burliest, pug nosed orsimer woman he’s ever set his eyes on. Love at first sight.”
Erirvase Drinith  - “Don’t be an oaf. You know what I mean. How does an orc find himself in a Morrowind temple? Why not work in Cyrodiil or Orsinium or even Skyrim, for Azura’s sake. All are more palatable to other races. Instead you come here.”
Guarg gro-Yarzol  - “I go where the work is. Don’t care where or who’s giving the orders. Just give me something I can hammer. Rise early, work hard, strike gold – that’s what my da always said. Beside, I’ve grown fond of you little red-eyed rascals. You’re a funny lot.”
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