The two travel stained adventurers entered the town of Ferdham exhausted.  The man wore tattered clothing, bloodstained and fit only for a rag bin.  The woman’s clothing was better off, though still crimson stained.  They gathered a few curious glances as they stumbled to the inn.
Aviannah left her husband sitting wearily at a table and went to locate the innkeeper to arrange for a bath, room and food.  Ignoring the fine heavy pouch attached to her belt, she pulled the necessary coin from her own slender belt pouch, passing it to the innkeep with a quiet sigh.  Turning back to her husband, she helped him to his feet and followed the innkeep to their room.
After seeing to Graylyne’s bath, Annah talked him into resting while she disposed of his destroyed clothing.  Her smile at his sleeping form turned to a frown when her gaze fell on the pouch containing the writ from the king and the remaining money he had given them.

“I almost lost you beloved, thanks to the incompetence of those we wished to hire.  They are not fit to complete the task the king gave us, so we have failed before we’ve begun,” she whispered.  Quietly, she pulled out a piece of parchment, quill and ink.
Your majesty.

I regret to inform you that our efforts to obtain the egg were a failure.  The adventurers we had wished to hire were not up to the task.  To be blunt, most of them were incompetent. I wish to return to you 170 of the 200 gold you advanced to us.  We spent 50 gold to purchase supplies.  I have replaced 20 of that 50 with coin from my own pouch, and will make an attempt at a later date to send the remaining 30.

I am sorry for our failure.

Regards,

Aviannah Keels
Aviannah carefully blew on the ink to dry the letter before folding it and adding it to the pouch.  Quietly she slipped out of the room, pouch in hand, heading to the shrine of St. Cuthbert.  Leaving the pouch with the priest, and coinage to find a reliable messenger, Aviannah returned to the inn and crawled into bed, huddling gratefully next to the warmth of her still living husband, to rest until time for her midnight devotions.
The next day saw the Keels turning their backs on the town of Ferdham, feet treading the well worn road to a new place.
