[Helmsman's log, the 9th moon of the 832nd passage of Prinya, Eastpoint mooring]
Fey. Fey everywhere. Now, I didn’t personally see them per-say, but I be able to see enough of their games, and be hearin’ from all walks of people about strange occurrences that just scream that games be afoot. I ain’t be certain if it all from the 9th moon festival, but somethin got them all riled up.
I know I bore witness to a soul separated into two bodies, a series of murders against folk that be breakin oaths, babies bein abducted, full grown folk being made into babies, drunkenness lastin for... forever? and all sorts of nonsense.
Lucky for us, the Adventurer’s Guild be gainin quite a lot of new members, a few amongst them being circus folk and feytouched, and they be seein the faces of fey poppin in and out of errywhere. 
We did deal with a ghost and the necromancers be havin to work overtime in order to deal with all the nonsense.
At one point, even the guild be part of some elaborate game where two beings of smoke be getting inside members and makin them act strange. Turns out, we be needin to trap em back into a pair of masks. After a lot of questionin and proddin, we captured one, but one did escape. No matter because they be workin in pairs, so we might be able ta get it back anyways.
Oh, and most importantly, we received a tip that the wanted pirate Blackfin be sighted off the shores of Kishar. I took some adventurers out onto a boat to try and goad him into showin his face at the last place he be seen, but instead the only thing we ran into was other folk lookin for him too. No matter, I be continuin my pursuit of him. 
In fact, I be servin on some crews over the next few weeks in order to listen and gather more information about where he might be hidin. 
Life, Freedom, to wherever I take the four winds, lest they take me,
Helmsman Obeah Nganga, Voice of the People.
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