[helmsman’s log, the 6th moon of the 832nd passage of Prinya]
First off - and let me be quite clear here - tha outpost is a waterless death trap filled with terrible things and anyone who decides to make that their home be crazy. The gnolls? Crazy. The adventurers and merchants? Crazy.
[bookmark: _GoBack]So, we were able to bring some balance to a few of these elemental shrines - one of which rests beneath the chapter house. Now, I ain’t be tellin anyone how to live, but why they decided to build it on a site of power like that is beyond me. Either way, teamwork made the dream work, and we were able to commune proper-like with the spirit of the shrine, and get it to work wit us, and somehow this helped set it free from... somethin. Strangely, we also be helping the lightnin shrine and after it be mighty angry and rain a storm upon us, it now be calm and at peace, and after doing so, those sand people be appearin and instead of cuttin on us and castin spells, they be thankin us and speakin of a tribe that is gonna be angry. Either way, there be more to those shrines than what first appears, and bindin that level of power seems like lunacy. Maybe Elinyr or the old flame might know more, but imma have to be askin em. Those shrines be makin me feel like someone forgot that the elements ain’t things to be controlled, but merely moved and channeled. Then again, not everyone be feelin the importance of balance and not everyone feels the elements surgin through they bones like I do.
We had to push back those red formians, who came in all angry and broke through the walls in two places - after pushin them back, we were asked by the green formians to go inta their tunnels and root out some reds that be tryin to take it over - and lucky for us Flint can see where the ground be soft or trapped or we would have been in a world of hurt. That said, the not-lord-unlucky-why-he-don’t-donate-a-coin-or-three-ta-Lyla-be-beyond-me dwarf was havin no luck diggin, so every time he done so we end up anchor deep in a formian ambush. We eventually got the queen and then rushed out as the tunnels collapsed behind us - luckily, we didn’t lose anyone. In fact, at one point, we be gainin someone. In a weird summonin circle, this Celestine named B’hari appeared, knowin and claimin herself an adventurer, and healin and bleedin with us. She seems to be silver tongued and able, although I be thinkin she might be likin to inflict pain a bit more than be my own personal taste - but, it takes all kinds to mind a boat.
We also went and fought this mighty lizard by the name of Sandmaul, with a reflective hide that was a thick as a guard wall. Luckily, we knew enough to keep it at distance and distracted, and eventually we took it down. The fight brought honor to the god of fightin’, so that was celebrated.
We also dealt with another of those people getting bewitched by a gem in its head - this time, a gnoll that appeared ta be a hyena. It took some doin, as it was owned by this cruel master merchant, but for some reason, B’hari convinced Elinyr to have her rewoven fight the person-animal in bloodsport in order for him ta break the gem during the fight. I be sayin this was the worst idea ever, but hey, the idea I tried ended with me findin some company in her guard, so all in all, I can’t be criticizin a situation that ultimately worked out - the winds do blow in strange ways sometimes and you just gotta go with the flow, mon. Now this merchant be wantin revenge against the person who be sellin her this gnoll-not-hyena, and that aligns with our goals so we be gettin along just fine. 
Some other merchant be tryin to buy treasures from the desert, and seemed all into those bottles that be the possession of the guild. I think the master merchant competition be makin merchants all crazy and willin to take risks they ain’t used to - either way, I hope people hold on to their purses, because greed makes people go to some strange places. 
Finally we dealt with a potential abduction where two folk be tryin to take a gnoll away and south to some dwarf that we don’t know. What I do know is, I be tired of this snatchin people up and haulin them off, and as a voice of the free folk, I ain’t be havin it no more. If I have to go myself to investigate, I will. Maybe others will join me. Maybe not. But it be boilin my blood to see good folk taken and unable go where they be choosin.
I gonna be packin - I ain’t suited to this desert heat, and far too far from the sea to my liking - but it looks like I’m going farther south for now before I be heading back toward Kishar.
Life, Freedom, to wherever I take the four winds, lest they take me,
Helmsman Obeah Nganga

