Mainstreet (Assorted Merchants)
 You are in the main street of Alesia, a bustling bazaar where merchants come to exchange and sell wares, there are various stalls set up for hawking goods. Unsavory types lurk behind the street corners. 

Temple of Volund/Cenwalh (Blacksmith)
The area outside the temple is bustling with merchant stalls, smiths of lesser renown peddling their goods. The temple itself appears to be a marketplace, coin and crafts are being exchanged at a dizzying speed. Within the classical structure and behind the great columns are roaring hearths, lighting up the inside. The interior air is bristling with cinders. Dozens of craftsmen hold molten blades toward an idol of a massive ascomanni man holding a hammer. They worship in their own way, which is creating and forging. 
A few men are making crafts, one near the entrance porch into the temple. He is a portly fellow, stained by dirt and wet with sweat, with a massive forked beard. He does not appear to be Cenwalh, but is working on forging the boss for a shield. 
Cenwalh? 
"Yes, hes over there.."
He points to a man in a dark red robe by the large idol of the smith, he has a forest of bristling black hair on his face and is melting metals onto the base of the idol, which slowly spills down and collects at the base of it. He is flanked by several other men in red robes, they have work belts and smithing hammers at their side. The other priests appear to be helping him.
Greeting: 
"Hail Volund!" he says back in a deep, throaty voice. “For he created the earth!"
Make Stuff: 
"My time is very valuable, if you donate to the temple of Volund, I will consider working a craft for ye"
"You have slain a wyrm? Let me have it"
His eyes open wide and he begins to fondle the material in awe. You can clearly see that he is running through all sorts of scenarios and work orders in his mind" I thought that they were pushed into the mountains.. from the time of Clovis." "Did such a thing truly exist? Tell me of it"
"Yes, images, images! These are the stories we tell our children!"
"Yet I propose to you a true test of your story's truth"
"If this is truly the scale of a wyrm, then the fires of the Volund hearth will not destroy it"
"Prove this to me and I will work it, for a donation"
"Toss it into the hearth, and if it survives, I will consider it"
It lands on top of the molten fires and sinks down. Moments pass, he looks to you with a rueful expression. After a few moments it pops back up. 
"By Volund, it is the skin of a wyrm!"
"Nothing made by the hand of man can resist this fire!"
"You are no conjurer of tricks, but a man of great courage!"
"....very well, tell me what you wish to be made"
"You ask for much... are you prepared to release a great charity to the temple of Volund? To help pay for the hearth stones?"
Eadwine (Goldsmith)
Inside the temple of Volund. 
Found through Cenwalh: 
"I know not of tutors, although we do have another priest in this temple who creates precious works for Volund"
"Eadwine, he is an acolyte, a young lad with a dark composure, some imperial blood in him"
"But don't let that fool you, he is a trustworthy lad, and has created many of the idols and gold works you see adorning this temple"
"He should be around here, but let us stay to the task at hand!"
A man matching Eadwine's apperance is nearby bringing Cenwalh a vessel of water. He is a young chap, barely into his twenties. some ornately decorated silver rings hang from his work belt. One of the few clean shaven people you have encountered throughout this land, he has dark hair and a brooding composure. 
"Cenwalh told me of your interest in precious works"
