[bookmark: _GoBack][Helmsman's log, the 8th moon of the 832nd passage of Prinya] (and copied into Elinyr’s notebook as per her request)
By time I again write in this journal, Prinya will have been reconvened at Eastpoint.
Unlike most of my entries where I tend to just spill whatever I be thinkin, it be prudent to be a bit more explanatory due to the absence of the scribe Elinyr, so I be copyin all these notes to her so that she have a record for the future.
To begin, we were able to attune and bind two more shrines in the desert near the outpost, the shrines of Death and Life. Only the fire shrine remains. Much of our time went to collecting the resources needed to perform the rituals, and involved gatherin sand dragon eggs, gorgeous butterflies, an obsidian orb, and some lightin essence. Both rituals were intense, and I don’t think all the guild folk understand how it be a spiritual experience for a shaman, but it be important that I attend to these spirits.
At one point, many things became strange and an Efreeti Prince, the Prince of Swords, appeared. He visited the guild hall and proposed a gamble with the guild to gain his help with a problem that we have, that turned out to be far larger of a problem than I originally thought. A far larger problem than anyone, save maybe Orcus, thought. 
As it turns out, we won the wager and were told about the diamond city and its fall; about djinn and full Celestines, about how the sandblooded and children of the sky came to fight. Although it be complex, it ultimately came down to balance - how organization, construction, and study are opposed to the passionate and primal. At one point, we be informed about how the Flamelord (one if not the strongest Efreeti princes) tore the diamond city from the sky, breaking djinn into pieces and ripping the many wings off the full Celestines leaving them to what they be today. What the guild be doin is reestablishin the city, which is bound to eventually and inevitably get the attention of the Flamelord.
We were instructed to go to a cave beneath where the diamond city may fly someday to find a cave and to kill an Efreet who be gatherin information for the Flamelord and buy us some time to gather some forces to at least ... be in a position to negotiate? Either way, we all might need to be calling in every favor and donatin to Lyla because we is gonna need it. Remember, this Efreeti Prince tore the city from the sky and this is apparently an issue even some deities be concerned about, meanin these entries become all the more important ifn I end up on the receivin end of his wrath. Were we to fail in stoppin this Efreeti, the Flamelord would be informed of our progress to once more establish the flyin Diamond, and that would give us little time to prepare for his arrival. 
(As an aside, we be told we be able to free the djinn from the bottles if we only knew the right ritual, but that it was lost in time. However, the Prince of Swords just said to ‘surprise him, like we tend to do’ so maybe we be able to figure that out eventually and free them from their bottled bondage).
After entering the cave and dealin with traps and golems and men of brass and metal, we found our guild split and only 3 of us remained to fight the Efreet - armed with a djinn bottle himself - while the rest dealt with a fall and battle with mechanical spiders.
The goddess of luck smiled upon us, as we slowly and methodically brought the Efreet down, him leavin the djinn bottle and his shield behind as trophies. We finally reconvened with the rest and found a control room that would eventually activate the city once more after we reconfigured all the shrines. 
The next day, we be hired to clear out some dig sites of some followers of Sulith who be taking up residence and building fetishes to the dead, and raising undead that be wanting to have us all join em. We took great offense to this, and collectively, with the help of the gnolls, cleared them away.
Later, some of us took to gambling while the rest went with some green formians to... place some explosive charges down in the hive system of some red formians. Hopefully by helpin, we have one less issue to worry about. 
... I think we have plenty enough on our plate at this time. I might be needin a drink of fermented scorpion venom or two with Captain Flint just to steady my nerves. I not be sayin much about mah feelins and try to keep some humor and my bravado about, but I be worried. It would be silly not to be, when impendin death in flames is quite literally approachin. I can only hope the Dynamae be respondin in kind to provide balance in time.
Life, Freedom, to wherever I take the four winds, lest they take me,
Helmsman Obeah Nganga, Voice of the People... Slayer of Efreeti

