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-----Updates and Announcements
-For those of you who play Shadowrun, I've heard that Wizkids LLC currently
has no plans for further develop the universe because they are superbusy with
Mage Knight (I love this game too). However, they will not let the SR universe
die.
-I'm sure some of you are wondering what happened with my webpage this
month, there were some problems but it's all better now. I will explain this
further in the Webpage of the Month section.

-August is coming up and that is EDL's month of change. If you have ideas
that you would like to see in future editions of EDL, email us. If you want to
join in an Earthdawn discussion, join us at EDLegends over at YahooGroups.
-I am looking for a PBEM that would not mind an observer. I am working on
an article on Earthdawn online gaming. Please email me ASAP at
saria_antares@hotmail.com
-----House Rule of the Month
If the game takes place on a Saturday in an even numbered month under the
blue moon, armor defeating hits occur on a good success.
-----Website of the Month
http://saria.tripod.com/ and http://saria.topcities.com/
Ok, you may have noticed that my site went down for a few days the month.
When I tried to log in to check up on it, I was told I had violated the TOS of
tripod. Of course this happened over the weekend, so nothing could be done
for three days. So, in response, I started working on the site at topcities. Now,
I have the tripod site back and the topcities site will be the mirror, so this
doesn't happen again. If you want to be kept up-to-date on the status of Lady
Saria's Keep, I suggest you sign up for the updates list, the sign-up is at both
sites.
-----The Spotlight is on: The People Behind EarthdawnLegends
Greetings! I'm Jenny Mauck, an aspiring writer and avid gamer (but you
probably already knew that, didn't you). I've been playing Earthdawn since
1994, Shadowrun since last year. I've been a GM for maybe 4 years. Since it's
April, I didn't think anyone actually expected me to be serious (I love April
1st), so I decided to let my sense of humor run rampant through Barsaive. So,
a little about me? I write quizzes for Scholastic Inc. and I have written a few

reviews for Inscriptions Magazine. I read comic books, particularly
Witchblade, anything with Elektra, and manga. I play the violin and I have a
grey cat. I absolutely LOVE putting EarthdawnLegends together each month,
it's not a burden. I delight in sharing my world with other people. While I'm
willing to accept help or input, I don't expect it and am quite pleased with each
edition that I put out, or as pleased as I can be with fiction that seems abrupt
because I try to keep each edition under five pages in Word97. I think it's great
that people enjoy what I do, what I started to do for fun only expecting my
friends to even pay attention. Sure I feel my creativity strained sometimes, but
as any writer knows, this is no reason to stop. When my webpage went down, I
considered quitting this whole thing, just making Lady Saria vanish.
As you probably noticed, I'm not alone here at EDL. Paul De Bonte, my
partner in crime, the guy who sits on my couch and pleasantly clutters my life,
helps me out a lot. In fact, he's the guy you ought to thank for introducing me
to Earthdawn. He's listed as the "Associate Content Developer" -- he lets me
playtest house rules in our games and helps me with spell creation. I never
would have found the joys of gaming without him, and I certainly wouldn't be
putting out the third volume of EDL without him.
There are other people who have helped by donating articles or talent knacks, I
always post links to them with their contributions. To them, I say thank you!
Oh, and Lady Saria insists that I give her proper credit. She's been my
inspiration for longer than Earthdawn has even existed. Ah, the eternal Lady
Saria... *grin*
-----Age of Legends
The Eternal Quest
By: J. Anne Mauck
When Fydren waved goodbye to those gathered to see him off, he felt full of
their good wishes. Though it seemed strange, he could swear he'd heard
someone laugh once he was outside the gates. A quick glance back revealed
nothing unexpected save the tears in his father's eyes. Fydren wasn't all that
surprised since this was the same quest his father had undertaken thirty years
ago. And failed.

The old man said he would find the statue in the North. So, once Fyd was out
of the town's territory, he circled around to head in that direction. There was a
road several miles east that turned north, but the shortcut through the woods
would, for once, be shorter.
Fyd worried about the statue. He knew what it looked like and he had seen
drawings from many a Troubadour that had whiled away the day near such a
famous piece of stonework, but he had never actually seen it. Part of him even
wondered if it was real at all. But surely the town would not keep a special
place for it to return to if it did not. Would they?
The woods were seasonally quiet, springtime kept the birds busy building nests
and finding mates. Their song was familiar to Fyd and served to maintain the
joy he felt in his heart for beginning this quest. After several minutes, he
realized the birds were silent. Not really concerned by this, he kept traveling
but kept his hand near to his sword.
"Excuse me, son."
Fyd looked around. "Pardon me?" His eyes had adjusted to the dim, filtered
sunlight long ago, but still he could see no one.
"Over here," the voice said. Fyd felt a hand on his shoulder.
When he turned around, Fyd saw an old man with a crooked grin. "I'm sorry,
sir, I hadn't seen you." Fyd tried to bow, but the man's hand was strong
enough to prevent him.
"No worries." The old man chuckled. "My name is Vestren. Are you on a
quest?" With a smile on his face, Vestren grabbed Fyd's hand and pulled him
back the way he had come.
Fyd was confused but felt no malice from the old man. "Actually, yes, I am on
a quest. Have you--"
"No questions now, Fyd. Come with me, I may be able to help." The old man
released his hand, but kept walking at a surprisingly brisk pace. He stopped by
a large tree; one so large that Fyd thought it must be older than the Scourge.
"See this tree, Fyd?"
Fyd nodded, wondering for a moment when he had told the old man his name.

"This tree is sacred, belongs to Jaspree. I think if you wait here for a while, the
answers you seek will come to you."
"But, sir, I'm not looking for answers. I'm looking for statues, or rather one
specific one."
"No you're not, son. Trust me." Vestren grinned his crooked grin again.
"Now, you just wait here. If you still haven't got what you're looking for by
nightfall, someone will be here to help you." The old man bowed to him.
Backing away slowly while Fyd looked up into the tree, Vestren disappeared
with a familiar sounding laugh.
*I can't wait here until nightfall,* he thought. Looking around, he saw no
danger and decided to eat lunch there. After perhaps an hour, he decided to be
on his way. Perhaps it would be best to follow the road after all, fewer
opportunities to be sidetracked.
He headed back to the south and found the road as the sun was beginning to
set. With a sigh, he headed east. When it became too dark to continue
traveling, he set up camp near the road.
In the morning, the sky was clear and everything was touched with springtime
dew. Fyd smiled and decided that he would make good time that day.
Spotting some fruit trees nearby, he went to get some fresh breakfast.
Under a tall tree, he saw a little girl trying to jump high enough to pull down
some of the brightly colored fruits. With a smile, he approached her. "Let me
help you." He pulled down a branch. The girl grabbed several fruits and
started shoving them in her mouth.
He ate a few of the delicious and juicy fruits while he watched the girl. After
she finished eating, she grinned at him, juice still dripping from her chin.
"Thank you, sir. My name is Vestra. Is there anything I can do for you in
return?"
Her smile was so disarming that Fyd just laughed. She wiped her chin on her
sleeves and watched him. "Actually, Vestra, have you ever seen the Statue of
Tros?"

"Sure, it's always been in Tros." She started dancing around to the music of
the morning birds.
"Vestra, I'm from Tros and the statue has been missing for forty-three years."
He reached into his pouch for a scrap with the drawing of the statue on it.
"Maybe if you looked at it?" He held out the scrap.
Vestra looked at it. "Oh, -that- statue of Tros. If you walk south for a day and
then turn west at the hermit's cottage, it's in the middle of the lake there. But
there's a horrible monster guarding it. You wouldn't be able to get it." She
giggled, her tone similar to the old man's, and ran off before Fyd could say
anything more.
*First north, now south. I can see why my father never found it.* Fyd sighed
and headed south, hoping to find the hermit before nightfall.
In fact, the girl had been right. At dusk, he reached an abandoned cottage, or
at least, it appeared abandoned. Fyd knocked on the door, but no one
answered. He'd hoped to ask if what the girl had said was true. When he
knocked again, the door came off one of its hinges. Fyd looked inside. The
dust on the floor was thick, cloths covered the meager furniture. Looking at
the sky, he saw some dark clouds. Knowing it could be a bad storm, he decided
to spend the night inside.
Fyd slept soundly through the storm, the cottage was soundly built. The next
morning, he saw a dusty mirror on the wall that he hadn't noticed before. In
the dust he could make out some text:
Go a bit to the west
And all day north
To the gates of Tros
A father's quest
All done -V
With a curse that would make his father blush, he went outside. Perhaps this
quest required a bit more consideration than he had previously given it. He
slammed the cottage door behind him, hearing that laugh carry on the breeze.
He was sure now that it was a laugh, and the thought irritated him. This was
no game, but someone thought it was and was entertained by it.

Fyd decided to continue on to the lake instead of going home. It wasn't where
the legends had suggested it was, but it was the newest information he had.
The lake, however, was nothing more than a nearly dry pond, last night's storm
had allowed it to collect some water.
There was a muddy trail heading north. There were no footprints, but it
looked like something had been dragged away. Curious, he followed the trail.
For the rest of that day and half of the next, he kept following the trail. About
fifty feet from the gates of Tros, the trail ended. *I'm this close, I might as well
go in.*
Inside Tros, life went on as it usually did. Merchants traded in the streets,
children played wherever they found room, and a group of Troubadours sang at
the fountain near the statue. Stunned, he headed toward the statue.
"Fydren! Why aren't you at the smithy with your father?" It was his mother
yelling at him from the market place.
He waved to her, but kept walking to the statue. A young girl was dancing
around the fountain, giggling. She looked like Vestra, especially with that
smile. "Vestra?" He tried to get her attention. She ignored him and kept
dancing.
In front of the Troubadours, an old man sat, listening to the music. Fyd
approached him. "Vestren? Is that you?" The old man, who Fyd remembered
was nearly deaf, kept smiling and laughing without responding to him.
He looked at the statue. When he reached out to touch it, he heard someone
say, "You didn't wait at the tree." He spun around to see who had spoken.
And again, "You didn't read the mirror." And then the laughter again.
The little girl tugged on his sleeve. "Happy day, Fyd!" She giggled. When she
ducked behind him, he saw the same girl where she had been before, when he
had tried to talk to her. Two of them? There were no twins in this town, he
was sure. She tugged on his other sleeve. "Passions be praised, Fyd! Perhaps
you should pray for a sense of humor." With a wink and another laugh, she
danced away into the crowd.
*What a nasty trick to play on someone,* he thought, *on a whole town. But
who?* And then he realized... Passions be praised, or at least one of them...

-----Adventure Hook
The players come upon a poor old man on the side of the road who does not
beg, but instead offers to help them as well as he can. If the players refuse, the
old man starts to follow them. If they accept, he gives them answers to any
questions they ask, but it is clear to at least one player that his information is
not always completely accurate, but should be good enough for the players to
want to follow what he says. If they come back to look for him, he is gone.
-----Famous (Last) Words
The funniest joke is one where everyone is oblivious.
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