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Welcome, friends and travelers. . .
First Anniversary Edition!
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Updates and Announcements

-All questions for Q&A (and spotlights) should go to:

earthdawn@subdimension.com

-New expanded format for EarthdawnLegends, if you like it, send us email:
earthdawn@subdimension.com



-Submissions for ALL SECTIONS are being taken right now! If you would
like more detailed submission guidelines, email earthdawn@subdimension.com
with the subject "Submissions”

-Webring is joining with Yahoo! Watch for changes in all Earthdawn Webrings
House Rule or Talent Knack of the Month
unconsciousness: the closer you get to unconsciousness, roll toughness against x

with less than 10 away from unconsciousness rating where
x = wound — (uncon — current damage)

Website of the Month

The RPG Vault — very nice site
hetp://earthdawn.thesil.com/

I regret to say that I did not have the time to choose a site for the STAR Award
because there were no submissions to help me out and this last month was
fraught with personal problems. Next month will be the first one.

The Spotlight is on: Milestones

Because this edition of EarthdawnLegends is a big milestone — our 1st
anniversary, ['ve decided to discuss milestones that have occurred this year.
And with our subscriber list having grown to 48, we have a lot to celebrate.

Legendary Status

Meet Saria, a nearly 6th circle Troubadour and a 3rd circle Wizard. I have
been playing this character since mid-1994 (yes, it has been slow gaming). Just
recently, she and her 3 friends (Torian, Arilou, and Raven) earned level 2
legendary status.

Horrors



This year, I lead a campaign in which Aryx and Thanatos absolutely annihilated
Chantrel's Horror. Though I did my best as GM, CH was no match for them.
Congratz to them! Coincidentally, Aryx is slowly, but surely nearing level 4
legendary status.

The Books

Another milestone my group and I reached this summer was replacing the two
core books (the hardback rulebook and the companion). These two books are
the first duplicates in my complete collection.

How about you?

If you and your group have crossed a big milestone, email us at
earthdawn@subdimension.com (subject: milestones). If we get enough
submissions, a special milestone-only edition will be distributed.

Age of Legends (New Fiction Section)

The Touch of Song
By: J. Anne Mauck

The sun was resting on the highest peak on the mountain near my home the
evening I went for a walk and did not return. This sounds misleading,
however, and I need to set the record straight, even though it has been over one
hundred years.

I knew all the stories of the Horrors. I even had cause to believe some of them,
having actually seen one during an attack near my village. My dear brother
died defending us. It saddened me to watch him fight with the scythe as if he
were a master of the blade when he was really only three years older than I with
no more experience in battle than in the field. At the time, I did not find it
strange that I was so emotionally devoid. It wasn't until my brother's funeral
that I realized something was wrong.

I loved my brother. He was my mentor, my playmate, and a co-conspirator.
There was nothing that we could not talk about. And when he died at the
young age of 18, I should have mourned him.

I could not. There were no tears to fall, no screams of injustice to rip from my
throat. Those belonged to my mother as we watched the body burn on the



pyre. More than once she screamed my name, and flailed about searching for
me. "Milya, where are you! Don't leave me!" He was not the only one to die
that day, but he is the only one I remember.

A week later, the sunset was a beautiful rosy color, with shades of glowing
orange and fading, finally, to the violet blue of twilight. I walked alone just
inside the tree-line, not wishing to see anyone, lest they insist on offering their
comforts. Again. I cannot begin to tell you how tired I had become of their
condolences, the outpouring of emotion was disgusting to me. It still is.

As I walked, I heard singing. It was a beautiful tune which brought the first
tear to my eye since the day my brother died. I sought out the voice. The
more I heard it, the more I longed to find its source. The sound began to filter
into my veins and soon it began to burn within me.

Though I could not hear the words, I could feel its intent. The music was safe,
inviting, and more beautiful than anything I had ever heard before. I found a
stream, deep in the woods, that I had never seen before. I'm sure, now, that I
had known it was there, but it seemed unfamiliar at the time.

I washed my face, neck, and arms in that cool water. I wanted the burning to
disappear. The need to find the woman, for I knew it was a woman's voice,
was driving me onward. The water of the stream was delicious, but it didn't
seem to quench my thirst at all. Just as I finished drinking, I looked up and
saw the most beautiful woman I had ever seen.

She had hair like the sun, golden and glowing, which flowed down to her feet
as she sat on a rock, her skin was bronze like the Scavians and seemed to also
glow. Her eyes were as blue as the deep sea and she seemed to be straight from
the tales the Scavian pirates told of women on islands in the sea who tempt
men to there deaths. She could not be a Horror herself, I thought. No Horror
could be so beautiful, nor could one be the source of such beautiful music. Yet
there she was and I was bewitched.

She beckoned to me. It seemed natural. I waded across the stream to her
where I took her hand. Her hand was colder than ice and when I touched her,
I froze. Part of my response was fear, part of it was an overwhelming desire to
become her. Actually, it was the instantaneous effect of her touch. I could no
longer sense the world around me. The entirety of my universe was her.



When I next became aware, I was no longer in the woods, by a stream, or even
near the mountains I had once called home. I was not afraid, and there was no
burning desire to hear the music again. I felt strange, as if I had been asleep for
decades. I was no longer me, in fact, I could no longer remember my name.

There was a reflecting pool nearby. I looked into it, expecting to find a knot on
my head, or a cut -- some kind of wound that would explain the strange ache in
my soul. The woman who returned my gaze was not me either. I had shoulder
length dark hair, and brown eyes. The woman looking back at me had golden
hair and blue eyes. She imitated my movements exactly. My hair was longer, I
could feel that. I pulled the thick braid I felt on my back over my shoulder. It
was golden blonde and my hand was a finely tanned bronze.

[t struck me that [ was not Milya anymore. The cause of the ache must have
been the result of a massive change in my pattern. It struck me, then, that
patterns and magic were not things I had a working knowledge of. I had been
changed. And it did not bother me at all.

The woman who had touched me approached from the shadows to my left.
"Greetings, my child. Do not be afraid. I am a friend." I told her I was not
afraid. She smiled at that, looking as beautiful as she had when I had gone to
her. "You will never feel fear again. I knew I had chosen well." Chosen? I
wanted to ask her what she meant by that since it seemed to me that I had been
coerced, but I knew she would tell me that all my questions would wait and
that all would be clear in time. She said some words I felt I understood, or
rather that I should understand. It was a blessing of sorts and I felt at peace.
And with that, she left me, turning back only once before the shadows to say,
"You have need of no one now, my child. Go and learn who you are." And
since that day, I have seen no one like her. Or like myself.

Now, I am still a golden blonde woman with eyes like the deepest sea. I appear
to most people to be a beautiful Scavian human following the Troubadour
tradition. My voice is like a call to all who hear it.

I know I should feel some emotions from time to time. I especially believe that
I should feel some guilt for leaving my mother as I did. What woman could
stand losing both of her children in one week. And there was no body for her
to mourn for me. [ visited my village once, several years later. My home stood
abandoned. I asked my aunt, who was now thirty years older than my fondest
memories of her, what had happened. Ilearned of my mother's fate.



She had died of grief only months after her daughter disappeared. Since her
husband had been long gone, her children were all she had left. After her
funeral, the villagers opted to leave her house empty, lest a similar fate befall
them. I was not allowed to enter the house.

My Name is now Sylaina, the fourth I have been called in this new life. I can
manipulate the hearts of all peoples, control the lives and deaths of men, and
transform young girls who are drawn to me. I have known many others of my
kind, we call ourselves the siriene, and, like myself, none feel any emotion to
excess.

It's strange, though. I feel as though I am finally myself. And though it has
taken these one hundred years, I am finally in complete control. I have become
who I feel I was always meant to be. Though I am not sure my transcendence
is worth the price of emotion.

Adventure Hook

A child is found on the road, either just walking along, or lying in a basket on
the side of the road. When the characters stop to talk to or inspect the child,
nothing is revealed, except that a walking child knows where he is going as if
s'he is being drawn there (a child in the basket begins to cry terribly if taken in
the wrong way).

Famous Words

A Nethermancer was asked to come to a funeral to say a few words to the dearly

departed...
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