You are laying about your room, getting a bit of rest from your recent ordeals, when the partition set up by the dwarves to provide you with some privacy is opened. One of the clerics looks in for a few seconds, then states "friends of the dwarves, you are invited by Rerrid the Wise to join him for a morning prayer". With a respectful bow, he beckons you to follow him.

You are led to the central room of worship. The dwarves you pass on your way all react to your passing in some way; some nod their heads, some smile at you, and yet others stare with a frozen look on their faces. Your finding of the Eye has apparently been well noted, if not always well received.

The shrine appears as it always does - well taken care of, and busy. However, the dwarves have cleared the center of the room, and have set a long table with five chairs. Just ahead of it, towards the shrine, they have sat a small dais of sorts, slightly raised, with three chairs on top. The cleric leading you points at the table, and for want of anything better to do, you sit down. 

A few moments later, Rerrid appears from behind a series of curtains that have been affixed to the back of the room. He is wearing a richly appointed robe made of red velvet with a prominent symbol of the hammer and anvil weaved in gold. Accompanying him is a dwarf whom you have never met before, wearing similar garb, as well as Thandain Deeperdark. They sit themselves across from you - Rerrid in the center of the dais, Thandain to his right, the other on his left. It seems that nobody else has even noticed this little ceremony, as the bustle and hustle of the daily dwarven worship goes on around you.

Rerrid smiles at you briefly, then assumes a serious expression and clears his throat. 

"My friends. Over the past day I have been to Verbobonc, presenting our findings of yesterday. Tulian's Eye, as you well know, is an important part of our heritage, and we are happy to have uncovered it."

Rerrid stops for a moment, looking to the dwarf on his left, who maintains a neutral expression, then he resumes.

"While there had been some suspicion of trickery, the diamond has indeed been proven to be the Eye. In order to facilitate the use of what some might term an unexpected discovery, I have been asked to join the church's staff in Verbobonc. I shall be leaving as soon as our conversation is over."

Again stealing a glance to his left, Rerrid looks back at you. His face, for just a moment, assumes an odd expression, as if he is warning you to remain silent. Then he goes on.

"The church, of course, is grateful for your assistance to me in this matter. While it is understood that as treasure hunters and thrill-seekers, you had your own motivations for pursuing your course of action, nonetheless your chance involvement provided an important contribution to the success of this effort. Thus, I have been authorized to offer you the church's token of gratitude. Let it never be known that the dwarves do not pay their debts."

Accepting a small bag that seems heavier than expected from his similarly dressed counterpart, he speaks again, the warning glance never leaving his eyes.

"Semaj, the church has authorized me to grant you the full value of the diamond in platinum. In this bag you will find twenty trade bars of highest-grade platinum, bearing our mark. You should be able to sell each of these for 500 gold at any money-changer or coin-mint in the realms."

Rerrid now holds the bag up, proffering it to you. 

[Offers to Semaj; assuming acceptance]

"I, Rerrid Hammersong, ninth in the Council of Nine, proclaim this satisfaction of a debt of riches. Dorn, master of the treasury in the church of his mightiness, Moradin the great, is witness to this transaction and the repayment of our financial debt, which is now paid in full" he says, gesturing towards the dwarf to his left, who starts rising from his chair, a satisfied look on his face. 

"There is still, however, the matter of a debt of honor"

Dorn freezes in mid-movement, and looks at Rerrid in surprise. Thandain's face remains impassive.

"Indeed. Before we leave, I must admit that it is my opinion that you have been of greater service to our cause than this payment represents." Rerrid says, nodding towards the bag. Dorn assumes a worried look as he carefully sits back in his chair. Rerrid turns his head to his left. "As a current member of the council of nine", he leaves the sentence hanging as he looks at Dorn, who for a second stares back, then gives an almost imperceptible nod of his head. 

Rerrid turns back to you and continues "I see fit to provide you with some further assistance, minor things that I believe might be of use to you in your future travels. I wish to make sure that not only do we maintain our honor in the service of Moradin, but that we repay kindness with even greater kindness."

"Moradin would surely agree", this last statement he says again to Dorn, who has sunken further into his chair with a deep frown.

Rerrid then turns to Thandain who, you suddenly note, has been carrying a small sack. She pulls a folded cloth out of it, which she hands back to him. He looks up.

"For each of you, I have obtained a small item from our stores in Verbobonc. It is my judgment that has decreed the nature of these items, and I may have been wrong in my choices. If so, please accept my apology and know that it was done with the best of intentions at heart."

He turns to looks at Zorn.

"Zorn, you have only just recently joined this group, yet your contribution cannot be entirely overlooked. For you, I have procured this; I am sure you could find use for it."

He uncovers a small stone, pale blue and somewhat oval in shape, and hands it over to Zorn.

Then he takes another bundle from Thandain, and looks at Kwog.

"Kwog, you have chosen a new path, one that befits you. I well remember your brush with death the last time you encountered your nemesis. Your Luck all but deserted you then. I hope that this will help you avoid a similar fate in the future." He unfolds the bundle, which turns out to be a gray, ordinary-looking cloak. He hands it over to Kwog, accepts yet another small bundle from Thandain, and turns to Eloen.

"Eloen. We don't normally like wizards much in our community. Their magic, it seems, is not always predictable. And yet, you have done much to alleviate my own personal fear of things arcane. As I was looking for something appropriate I came across this little ring, which has been sitting unused for decades" and he uncovers a platinum ring adorned with a small assortment of tiny diamonds arranged in the shape of an "I". He gives it to Eloen, then retrieves a fourth bundle from Thandain, this one rather larger than the others, and looks at Semaj.

"Semaj, child of the goddess of nature, the one whose courage has impressed even a grizzly old dwarf such as myself. You have been fighting the doomdreamers longest of your peers here, unbeknownst to you. You have faced terrible consequences, and yet have stayed dedicated to this cause. Even if your reasons are different than ours, I am truly grateful. I have thought far and long about my gift to you. Your talent with the bow is extraordinary and needs no augmentation. Your faith is strong, and even after more than one brush with death himself, your spirit remains unbroken. How could I, a simple dwarf, be of help?" Rerrid stops to take a breath. "As I was perusing our storerooms, the one thing that kept coming to my mind was the image of that simple armor in which you continue to place your trust. In this vain, I have decided to give you this" and he uncovers what, at first glance, seems like a well-made chain shirt. As Semaj takes it, his eyes open wide, and you all realise that this is no plain armor; the metal bands are made of a pale blue metal like you have only seen once before in your life - yesterday. As Rerrid begins speaking again, you also note that Dorn now seems angry, and even Thandain's face registers a look of discomfort. "I found this in the armory section of our treasury, Semaj. It is made with platinite, the special metal that was only ever discovered here, in the Stalagos, and which only the Hammersongs knew how to work. It has some unique properties, the most notable of which is the way it seems to hinder those ethereal. It burns them, and they cannot ignore it as they do ordinary metal. I believe it is also magically fortified around areas covering vital organs. Only 500 of these particular armors were ever made, and less than 50 are known to survive. To the best of our knowledge, none other than dwarves have owned such an armor in more than a millenia."

He turns to Thandain again, and she hands him the sack. He feels inside of it, as he turns his gaze upon Magnus.

"Magnus, I need not give you more praise. The church has already recognized you as a leading member of this expedition, the success of which will be recorded for history. Magnus and Tulian's Eye will be forever linked. As I was relating your involvement to the other members of the council, I also mentioned to them how shameful I thought it was that the liberator of the Eye was walking around battling evil with a simple Axe. They readily agreed. Thus I bring you this" and he pulls a Dwarven waraxe out of the sack, and even Eloen, to whom weapons mean little, can feel the magnificence of the weapon. Not one of you had ever seen such exquisite craftsmanship, such tremendous power contained in such a compact form. 

"May it serve you well, Magnus." Dorn, who has assumed a somewhat dazed expression throughout the last few exchanges, starts getting out of his chair again, this time much more wearily. But Rerrid, apparently, isn't done yet. "While this concludes our official business, I would wish to delay you just a little bit longer." He pulls a tiny box from the inside of his vest, and places it in front of him.

"This, my friends, is from me. It has been in my family for generations." He opens the little box and pulls out a delicate, yet simple-looking gold ring, adorned with three stones. He holds it up in the air, twisting it this way and that, and as you strain your eyes you notice that two of the stones are a lifeless gray. The third is red. 

"I mentioned our distrust of arcane magicks. This may have a little bit to do with it. The ring was commissioned by Rastor, who thought that it could be of use to him in his fight against our common nemesis. Help him it did, on one occasion. And yet, the power of the ring is... treacherous. It can be deceiving. Rastor himself learned that upon his second request, made too hastily in a crucial stand. Our culture, tradition, places the blame squarely on the ring and its associated magicks, yet..."

Upon hearing these words, Dorn places a warning hand on Rerrid forearm, and Thandain leans over to whisper in his ear. Rerrid listens for a few seconds, and then shakes his head. "It has been long, too long for us to maintain this senseless story." He pauses for a moment, then resumes his speech

"I have been a historian of sorts. Obsessed with the impossibility of our fortified position being taken over, even by a group as powerful as the doomdreamers, I had delved into the history of our battles. There had to be a reason for that defeat. Years I had spent, meticulously collecting, organizing and cross-referencing all the information I could gather, and it eventually all became clear. Rastor's ring - this ring - was indeed his undoing. But it was his command that made it so"

"The details of that battle need not interest you, nor would I be able to explain this all in the right context. Suffice it to say that Rastor was tired, and that he had had some phenomenal success with his one previous use of the ring's power. He became... careless. His son, who fled the mines when it was all over, took the ring from his body. He considered using it, but could not overcome his fear. And so he gave it to his son, together with his admonitions regarding its use. It was understandable; he was so overcome with grief that he found the ring an easy target upon which to place the blame."

Rerrid stops for a moment to take a deep breath.

"Thus the ring, and its burden of guilt, became a family heirloom. It represented our power as it did our tragedy. It had become quite impossible for us to use. But its power is still potent. It has one more use stored in it..."

"Worded carefully, almost any wish made of the ring will be granted. I beholden it to you, with this admonition, and this request: Be careful of its power. Use it to defeat the doomdreamers."

With this, Rerrid, obviously overcome with emotions, rises abruptly from his seat and hastily moves behind the curtains, quickly followed by Dorn. Thandain stays on the dais, with a reserved smile on her face. For some reason, you sense that the morning might hold more surprises.

