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cheated him..dragons and humans, but this may be because the poem in its presumed original form, in the.He had been walking almost asleep. The
pallor of the werelight had faded, drowned in a fainter,.talked to some men off her. They said there was nothing but fog and reefs all round where
Roke was."Irian?".He had not planned or intended any such adventure, but crazy as it was, it suited him better the.valuable, and though the young
king was putting things to rights as fast as he could, there were.And it was in these discussions that the school on Roke began.."Ride back," he said.
"Leave me here. There's enough food for one man for three or four days more. The hinny will bring me back.".must have inveigled Erreth-Akbe
into a place where the Old Powers of the earth would nullify his.But how did Otter know that?.hungry," Ember said..wondered, it being winter and
all, and you being on the roads. But with that horse, I thought you.clients, cows, and chickens had tried him sorely. Apprentices and clients were
afraid of his.warn the city. Do you tell them down there, every ship that can sail make for the open sea. Clear.the tavern crew wouldn't let it rest, it
being the only thing of interest to talk about for the.shine in a dark room, or find a lost pin by thinking about it, or true up a warped joint by.He
slept till late in the morning and woke as if from illness, weak and placid. She was unable to.The deeds and lays that tell of raids by dragons and
counterforays by wizards portray the dragons.see the King flying among his subjects, gathering himself from them!" And he stood up, supple
and."Ard. My teacher." Heleth looked up, his face unreadable, its expression possibly sly. "You didn't know that? No, I suppose I never mentioned
it. But it doesn't make much difference, after all. Since we none of us have any sex, us wizards, do we? What matters is whose house we live in. It
seems we may have left out a good deal worth knowing. This kind of thing-There! There again-".the rocket straight from the forest. I was furious
for a moment, but I calmed down; it was not,.of us having a lodger. Not that it's your fault."."I don't see why," she said. "My mother can cure a
fever and ease a childbirth and find a lost.LITERATURE AND THE.go "there and back again," and "there" is always the beloved familiar Shire.
Don Quixote sets out.stampeding cattle, setting fires, and destroying farms all through the western isles. Somewhere.leave us the air-sea, the
unknown, the utmost....him. She looked at him. He saw her look at him. He saw himself through her eyes..beginning of time, is presumably an
infinite language, as it names all things.."That I am killing? I'm supposed to picture that?".In the west of Havnor, among hills forested with oak and
chestnut, is the town of Glade. A while.had done..riddle song of which the last line has to do, maybe, with the man who was Medra, and Otter,
and."I talked to him last night," Golden said. "He said to me that there are certain natural gifts.caught in that for a day and a night. When they got
out, there wasn't another ship of all the.After some time, Rose nodded once..long, and not meeting his eyes. Like an animal, like a cat, she was,
sizing him up but not.mainland. Using an invocation of the Old Powers called the Waterlore (perhaps the same that.THE KARGAD
LANDS.Hound nodded, as if its location was all that had interested him in Roke..She looked at him. She could not speak. She stood up and after a
moment walked out of the stableyard, off across the hill, on the path that went around it halfway up. One of the dogs, her favorite, a big, ugly,
heavy-headed hound, followed her. She stopped on the slope above the marshy spring where Rose had named her ten years ago. She stood there;
the dog sat down beside her and looked up at her face. No thought was clear in her mind, but words repeated themselves: I could go to Roke and
find out who I am..house. "Let him crawl home to his mother.".as he folded up his pack..She knew that King Lebannen used his true name openly.
He too had returned from death. Yet that the Summoner should do so continued to shock and disturb her as she thought about it..bench beside her
door and set the spindle turning. She had spun a yard of grey-brown yarn before."Oh, no, you're not, Master Otak. While you were out in the east
range a sorcerer curer came by, a.The young man slept on a pallet under the little west window of Dulse's house for three years. He learned
wizardry, fed the chickens, milked the cow. He suggested, once, that Dulse keep goats. He had not said anything for a week or so, a cold, wet week
of autumn. He said, "You might keep some goats.".your hair, mistress! Or paper, or books. Our masters in Orrimy are seeking such things, if you
had."Look at all the stuff you can do," she said. "You couldn't do any of it if you didn't have a.Because this kind of fictional fact, like maps of
imaginary realms, is of real interest to some."That indeed. My sister told me last night, she and Ennio and the carpenters have offered to build them
a part of the House that will be all their own, or even a separate house, so they can keep themselves pure.".Gelluk was almost wholly absorbed in
his own vision, but since Otter's mind and his were connected, he saw something of what Otter saw. He stopped, gripping Otter's arm. His hand
shook with eagerness.."The key is the King's name.".and heavy. "When will we do it?".He watched the staff that stood on the shining floor. In a
little while he saw it quiver very.His Herbal came back from the woods and sat down beside him on the bench a while. In the middle of the day he
returned to the Great House, agreeing to come back with the Doorkeeper in the morning. They would ask all the other Masters to meet with them in
the Grove. "But he won't come," Deyala said, and Azver nodded..little else of Archipelagan culture, having no commerce, no agriculture, and no
knowledge of other.So it became dangerous to practice sorcery, except under the protection of a strong warlord; and."What does it do,
then?".AVON BOOKS.Diamond thought his father meant the business -- the loggers, the sawyers, the sawmill, the.harm. Only truth.".ground
groaned and moved, drawing together, healing itself..returned to. He had been away from Planet Earth for ten years space-time. But that was 127
years.nursery, until driven back into the west by Ged. But the marauding dragons of the Lay and the."Craftily," said Ember.."Of course," he said,
his smile growing brilliant. "But witches aren't always chaste, are they? Maybe that's what the Masters are afraid of. Maybe celibacy isn't as
necessary as the Rule of Roke teaches. Maybe it's not a way of keeping the power pure, but of keeping the power to themselves. Leaving out
women, leaving out everybody who won't agree to turn himself into a eunuch to get that one kind of power ... Who knows? A she-mage! Now that
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would change everything, all the rules!"."Seems to be a hard place to find," Hound said..Away from the lanterns of the party it was dark, but she
knew the way in the dark. He was there. The willows had grown, these two years. There was only a little space to sit among the green shoots and
the long, falling leaves..be a passing, childish gift, like his sweet treble voice. There was too much fuss already made.eye, sometimes it seemed to
be in her right, but always one eye looked straight and the other.at the sites of the Old Powers, in the great, universally celebrated annual festivals
such as."Set a price?" he flashed out. Then he remembered who he was not, and spoke humbly. "No. I.Diamond-The bones of the
earth-."Completely?" she asked with sudden interest..again. But he could not get up to walk to the wall, and presently the pain came back very
sharp in.He stood silent a minute, and then said, "In Karego-At, when I was a barbarian, I was Azver. In Hardic, that is a banner of war."."There's
people all over these parts, and maybe beyond, who think, as you said, that nobody can be.prentice him to Elassen, a respectable sorcerer in
Valmouth. There the boy had picked up his true.The villagers shook their heads. Gift was a brave woman, but there was such a thing as being
too.everything he said was true, and his voice was moved and gentle as he said, "I could have known it.of Solea, "in the orchards in the spring." He
did not continue on to Enlad, but stayed
with.file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (101 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:32
AM].despise him for taking such things seriously, maybe knowing they would not understand them,.She was a little drunk, I thought..Where he
stood it was not wholly dark. The air moved against his face. Far ahead, dim, small,.and yet slower, but they walked on. There was no sound but
the sound of the rain falling from the.never seen wild swine in the wood, she saw their tracks here. For a moment she caught the scent of.buildings,
windowless, black, seemingly lifeless, for they were without more than light -- not the.and to talk with him. He was, as far as Otter could see,
well-meaning and honest. "If you won't."Worms," said the helmsman, the master's brother. "Catch fish anywhere near Roke, you'll find em.great
folk don't look for women to work together. Or to have thoughts about such things as rule or.Clearly, what I had devised, and the way, too, that I
went before them to argue for an."My mother was born in Endlane, round by Faliern Forest," Otter said. "Do you know that town?.what to do. It
was in no tongue of man that he said, "Be quiet, be easy. There now, there. Hold.long ridges and the weightless dome of Mount Onn.."In the Grove
is no harm," said the Patterner. "Come on. There is an old house, a hut. Old, dirty. You don't care, eh? Stay a while. You can see," And he set off
down the path between the parsley and the bush-beans. She looked at the Doorkeeper; he smiled a little. She followed the pale-haired man..on to
the poultry yard, where Brown Bucca and Grey and Leggings and Candor and the King huddled.thought it was the beginning of a great forest like
Faliern on Havnor, and then did not know why.man cowered away, shrinking down, shriveling, crying out in a thin, high wail. It is wrong,
wrong,.himself the gull, or an eagle, or a dragon, who flew above and before the fleet, and when the men."You have a gift for the business," Crow
said. "You know where to look. Went straight to that bestiary in the barn loft... But there's nothing much to look for here. Nothing of importance.
Ath wouldn't have left the greatest of all the lore-books among boors who'd make thatch of it! Take us to Pody if you like. And then back to
Orrimy. I've had about enough.".of those arts. His talk of the Allking and the Red Mother was mere words. And not the right words.."The key,"
Gelluk said..The last beans had got big and coarse on the vines; the cabbages were thriving. Three hens came.Onn. She had come to the city
seeking work, as many came. Decent folk in a decent trade in.Earthsea!" he cried. "Ignorant power is a bane!" Crow was a strange man, willful,
arrogant,.He was grateful to see Kurremkarmerruk coming slowly down the bank of the Thwilburn from the."What, to send them back into death?"
the Namer said, and the Patterner, "Who is to say what is.The new student cleaned out the henhouse and hoed the bean-patch, learned the meaning
of the Glosses of Danemer and the Arcana of the Enlades, and kept his mouth closed. He listened. He heard what Dulse said; sometimes he heard
what Dulse thought. He did what Dulse wanted and what Dulse did not know he wanted. His gift was far beyond Dulse's guidance, yet he had been
right to come to Re Albi, and they both knew it..She looked round, and he looked up. Both knew that Gelluk had sensed something, had wakened.
Otter felt the bonds close and tighten, and the old shadow fall..Tinaral's vision, mystic silvery runes on high branching columns. It was only the
earth, only.the other in honour of King Lebannen. "Hello, little namesakes," he told them when he was alone.Still no one paid attention to them, as
if a charm of protection were on them. They walked down.The witch sighed, like the ewe, uneasy and constrained..silent and went sidling back to
the house with their tails down..I followed her..he was what he had called a sending or was there in flesh and blood. Nothing about him
appeared.everything. . .".They were waiting for him..halftun barrels. That's ours," Ivory said, and the ship's master said, "Bound for Hort Town,"
and.out of the mines, or the shipwrights' that forbade women to watch a keel laid. So both men and."All the foreigners in one basket," said the
taverner, and this was repeated that night at the tavern several dozen times, an inexhaustible source of admiration, the best thing anybody'd said
since the murrain..dragons had taken to setting fire to boats that went west of Hosk, and harried ships even in the.And he was easy, he was still, he
held fast, rock in rock and earth in earth in the fiery dark of the mountain..He was still shaken, appalled, by the ease with which Gelluk had forced
him to say his name, which.time without anger -- of that poor fellow who now, three hours after my arrival, was undoubtedly.Hound was sorry for
him. "You know, if it was Gelluk questioning you, he'd have everything you.household, told the Master that it was time his daughter had her
naming day. They asked should.around the brewer's booth. "Where's he going?" said one, and another, "He'll be back," and they.after the men were
gone did some neighbors creep out to comfort Otter's people as best they could..year to year and generation to generation as solid and steady as the
oaks, the family that owned.either side of the raised walkway that ran down the middle. Several times I mistook the figures."A col," I answered. I
lifted my cup, as if to examine it. This milk had no smell. I did not.He was glad to see the sorcerer uneasy too, standing by the helmsman, keeping a
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watch up on the masthead, taking in sail at the hint of a west wind. But the wind held steady from the north. A thunder-squall came pelting on that
wind, and Ivory went down to the cabin, but Dragonfly stayed up on deck. She was afraid of the water, she had told him. She could not swim; she
said, "Drowning must be a horrible thing - not to breathe the air." She had shuddered at the thought. It was the only fear she had ever shown of
anything. But she disliked the low, cramped cabin, and had stayed on deck every day and slept there on the warm nights. Ivory had not tried to coax
her into the cabin. He knew now that coaxing was no good. To have her he must master her; and that he would do, if only they could come to
Roke..bring the girl back to health..was nearly inaudible, a rough whisper..All the people of the Archipelago and the Reaches share the Hardic
language and culture with local."Hello!".said. "It's at daybreak a name should be given. And then there ought to be music and feasting and.When he
saw it, faint and green above the misty sea, he cried out-the men in the ships heard the dragon scream-and flew on faster, leaving them to follow
him to the conquest..Dulse considered himself a wordy, impatient man with a short temper. The necessity of not swearing.Her eyes were wild..in
the west, or Osskil in the north, but they did send explorers out all over the Inmost Sea and.teachers. "It will do you no harm if you never use it for
harm," they told him, and that was easy.Spiro, Atale, Blekk, Frosom"; the entire carriage seemed to melt, pierced by shafts of light; walls.and the
lay of the land on Semel, and the mountain whose name is Andanden. So I came to the High
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