[Helmsman's log, the 10th moon of the 832nd passage of Prinya, Eastpoint mooring]
I could write an entire book on what has been transpirin’, and I’m not entirely sure I understand it all myself. But, the purpose of a log is to track events, so I’ll do the best I can.
We be spending one day collectin various items needed for the ritual to finally calm the fires of the fire shrine, goin after specific mushrooms, plants, and elemental cores. It generally be easy, save for the typical desert difficulties of all matter of tings tryin to eat me and everyone else. Rocs, Ettin, Sand dragons, and the like, all tryin to make me into their mid day snack. Thankfully, the guild be resourceful and clever, and we were able to get everyting.
Later at night, we had to go to the control room in the desert and use the traps there to fend off what I be surmisin’ as the vanguard and scouts of the Flame Lord’s army. Using the steam vents and automatons, we be able to fend them off, at least for now.
Some be talkin of some mysterious merchant that showed up after I be sleepin, bringing some curse upon folk, but I be too busy preparin to go to the fire shrine to investigate it much. A newer Guild member, Rowan, be askin me all about the lost Crescent City. I think he might have just caught wind of the treasures that be buried far beneath the waves. Either way, I can’t never complain when more folks want to become acquainted with the waters. 
The next day, we helped forge an alliance between the gnolls before heading out to the fire shrine. We warned the new folks how bad it could be, but I don’t think they realized until we be performin the ritual and a dragon erupted from the ground. They be fightin it for a while when the shrine told us the only way it would work with us would be to defeat its champion, so we jumped up and joined the fray. Let it be known that there be dragon slayers amongst the Adventurers Guild now, and I be proud to have them amongst my friends.
Finally, we used a translation of a scroll in the language of the djinn within the control room that functioned as a key. After insertin a long series of numbers, it was discovered that we had made the diamond city take to the air once more.
We entered it by an movin box attached to a thin series of chains. I can’t describe it and do it justice, but what I can say is that the very elements be channeled from below and charged into a network beneath the city itself, and it shows when you are standin within it, on the ground, yet in the air at the same time. Things there are merged, combined, and balanced. The city is empty for now, but the celestines are determined to reclaim their ancestral home. Theirs is the domain of air and sky, so it seems poetic and right to me.
I might take a break from my log for a bit - Eastpoint be breaking up in another moon and the 833rd passage will begin. I’m needin to pour over some maps and speak to the captains at the docks in order to make a more targeted move against Blackfin - and with the way he moves, pinnin him down is going to be difficult at best. They be needin’ experienced sailors and sea-folk, and I ain’t wantin to let them down.
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