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"Get the sail down," Medra said, peremptory. The master yawned and cursed and began to shout commands. The crewmen got up slowly and
slowly began to rake the awkward sail in, and the oarmaster, after asking several questions of the master and Medra, began to roar at the slaves and
stride among them rousing them right and left with his knotted rope. The sail was half down, the sweeps half manned, Medra's staying spell half
spoken, when the witchwind struck..She stepped across the threshold of the Great House..famous wizard."."Irian, here's what you must do to enter
the Great House...".Ivory smiled. He said nothing, but she knew how petty the doings of a village witch appeared to him, who had seen great deeds
and powers. She sighed and spoke from her heart - "Oh, if only I wasn't a woman!".behind them emerged majestically slow, huge surfaces filled
with people, like flying stations,.They can, and will. And if you reveal yourself, they will punish you. And me." He put a ponderous.at the sites of
the Old Powers, in the great, universally celebrated annual festivals such as.listened..shadow under the throat of her shirt.."Then to me you are
Silence," the wizard said. "You can sleep in the nook under the west window. There's an old pallet in the woodhouse. Air it. Don't bring mice in
with it." And he stalked off towards the Overfell, angry with the boy for coming and with himself for giving in; but it was not anger that made his
heart pound. Striding along-he could stride, then-with the seawind pushing at him always from the left and the early sunlight on the sea out past the
vast shadow of the mountain, he thought of the Mages of Roke, the masters of the art magic, the professors of mystery and power. "He was too
much for 'em, was he? And he'll be too much for me," he thought, and smiled. He was a peaceful man, but he did not mind a bit of danger..wanting
a boy to work on his boat, or a girl to train in the weaving sheds, or he was buying.Ring of the Runes was broken, and Erreth-Akbe died with the
great dragon, and Maharion the Brave.went by. Only at a crossroads an old donkey grazing a stony pasture came over to the wooden
fence.brilliance, black facades; the brilliance gave way slowly to stone; the carriage stopped. I got off.youngest of them tortured, and then burned
them where Losen could sit at his window and watch. The."I am hungry now," said the mage. He took a hardboiled egg from the basket, cracked,
shelled, and ate it..of an impossible airplane, but remained empty; there were only the black machines, emerging."She gave me freedom," he said.
"And I still feel that all I do is done through her and for her. No, not for her. We can do nothing for the dead. But for...".cafes, the sharp, persistent
smell of fried food, rows of gas flames behind windows, the clinking.Medra had been thinking, once again, and still unavailingly, how he could
leave Havnor at once and.daylight, when he saw her big, dirty hands, when she talked like a yokel, a simpleton, he regained.Printed on narrow
sands under granite cliffs, in the first light, were the tracks of a bird alighting. From them led the tracks of a man walking, straying up the beach for
a long way as it narrowed between the cliffs and the sea. Then the tracks ceased.."But you can? Right? You really can? No," she whispered, as if to
herself, "you are not.Telio, built of rosy sandstone, and fields and orchards that should have been fertile. But the."Suits me," said Licky..Hemlock's
rune, which had two meanings: the hemlock tree, and suffering..She backed away from him, terrified..sodden leaves; I froze.."Some flurries," he
said. She got a good look at him now in the light of lamp and fire. He was not a young man, thin, not as tall as she had thought. It was a fine face,
but there was something wrong, something amiss. He looks ruined, she thought, a ruined man..She agreed with the others to give him a little house
down by the harbor and a job helping the boat-builder of Thwil, who had taught herself her trade and welcomed his skill. Veil put no difficulties in
his path and always greeted him kindly. But she had said, "What can you tell me that would make me trust you?" and he had no answer for
her..another, and had some knowledge of the True Speech. Sorcery included both base crafts as
defined.file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/Desktop/Ursula%20K.%20%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt.file:///D|/
Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (41 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31 AM]."Pretty good,
pretty good," his father said. "Keep practicing." And he went on. He was not sure.a wide, fine net of resistance. Even now there were strands and
knots of that net left. Medra had.afternoon, but after it she went off in her abrupt way. He felt some awe of her; she was."If it's a real gift, an
unusual capacity, that's even more true. A witch with her love potions.they went to Gont and sought our lord, to find what that meant, "a woman on
Gont". Eh? But they.buildings, windowless, black, seemingly lifeless, for they were without more than light -- not the.flash of her eyes, and led
on..he explained that he could not eat yet. "As I stayed there in the sickness, in the sick fields, I.up the street with him..was stiff, rejecting him.
Then she turned and, fierce, hasty, awkward, seized him in her arms. It."Ivory! That fellow that studied with the Hand? Is he here?" the Changer
demanded of Irian,.he finally spoke was, "I only wanted to make love to you,".sacred springs and pools in the gardens of the Lords of Way-into a
flood that swept the invaders.Namer, master of the knowledge of the True Speech.her clothes, and pulled them on, still swearing - "You coward
wizard! You traitorous son of a."Get the sail down," Medra said, peremptory. The master yawned and cursed and began to shout.This conversation
was idiotic and I felt terrible, but I had to find out..end becomes a means to an end less than itself... There was no man there more greatly gifted
than."Then why did you drink?" she asked..without a spell or two. A village hut with a palace floor. Well, it'll be a sight, come winter,
to.threateners..naked in the chill of the rain. All her will was aimed on walking forward; she had nothing else in."I'd say," she said, her voice thin
and reedy, speaking to the curer, "that if Alder's beeves stay afoot through the winter, the cattlemen will be begging you to stay. Though they may
not love you.".and obeying Losen, an old habit now, and well learned. They credited him with the powers he had.connection. He-or Anieb within
him-could follow the links of Gelluk's spells back into Gelluk's."How do you know?" she whispered..across half the world. Turning west he saw
fields and pastures and roads. To the north were long.change being. But this was different, this slow enlargement. I am vastening, he thought..not as
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a statement but with intention to act, reinforced by voice and gesture-in a spell-does the.A child ran bawling to its mammy. No one else was about.
But Early turned his head, still with.elaborately woven. Having made a fool of himself on Roke, he had come back to do it all over.passes all the
trade and commerce and learning and craft of Earthsea, a wealth not hoarded. There.There was an uncomfortable silence, as the Doorkeeper did not
speak. At last a slight, bright-eyed man who wore a red tunic under his grey wizard's cloak said, "Do you bring this woman into the House as a
student. Master Doorkeeper?"."Yes," said the Patterner. "What goes too long unchanged destroys itself. The forest is for ever.surface carrying us
began to branch, dividing along imperceptible seams; my strip passed through."I don't know, my dear. I do want you to be safe. I do love to see
your father happy and proud of.He knew he was no match for Early. To stop that first binding spell he had used all the strength of resistance he
had. The illusion and the shape-change were all the tricks he had to play. If he faced the wizard again he would be destroyed. And Roke with him.
Roke and its children, and Elehal his love, and Veil, Crow, Dory, all of them, the fountain in the white courtyard, the tree by the fountain. Only the
Grove would stand. Only the green hill, silent, immovable. He heard Elehal say to him, Havnor lies between us. He heard her say, Al! the true
powers, all the old powers, at root are one..give Ivory a purse for his journey. It was the first real money he had had in his pocket for.He was only a
little sorcerer, a cheating healer with a few sorry spells. Or so he seemed. What if he was cheating, hiding his power, a rival hiding his power? A
jealous rival. He must be stopped, he must be bound, named, called. Irioth began to say the words that would bind him, and the shaken man
cowered away, shrinking down, shriveling, crying out in a thin, high wail. It is wrong, wrong, I am doing the wrong, I am the ill, Irioth thought. He
stopped the spell words in his mouth, fighting against them, and at last crying out one other word. Then the man Ayeth crouched there, vomiting
and shuddering, and San was staring and trying to say, "Avert! Avert!" And no harm was done. But the fire burned in Irioth's hands, burned his
eyes when he tried to hide his eyes in his hands, burned his tongue away when he tried to speak..He had seen a father and son work together from
daybreak to sundown, the old man guiding a blind ox, the middle-aged man driving the iron-bladed plough, never a word spoken; as they started
home the old man laid his hand a moment on the son's shoulder..They came forward on their knees, face to face, their arms straight down and their
hands joined..enjoy battles of wits with wizards, "splitting arguments with a forked tongue." Like human beings,.So it was. For the rest of his life,
Medra kept the doors of the Great House on Roke. The garden door that opened out upon the Knoll was long called Medra's Gate, even after much
else had changed in that house as the centuries passed through it. And still the ninth Master of Roke is the Doorkeeper..no desire to travel and meet
other kinds of people, or to see the world, saying he could summon.c'est la meme chose, plus fa change..meeting, she asked him and he told her
more, though reluctantly, always partially; he shielded his.Down in their tiny cabin Dragonfly sat waiting for him, solemn as ever but her eyes
blazing with excitement. "We'll go ashore in the morning," he repeated to her, and she nodded, acceptant..The tall man in his tall hat suddenly sat
down on the dirt beside Otter, quite close to him. His.village standing, the farmsteads in ruins or desolate.."I said I'd see to his beasts at... at the
pasture between the rivers, was it?" he said, getting.That night, over supper at the waterfront inn, she asked with unusual timidity in her voice, "Do
I have great gifts?".No, not for her. We can do nothing for the dead. But for...".were performing the same scene over and over again, and I would
have liked to stop and see what.outer courts. .. Why is it so? Are all women incapable of understanding? Or is it that the Masters."Come back," the
Windkey said to the men..When she was thirteen the old vineyarder and the housekeeper, who were all that was left of the household, told the
Master that it was time his daughter had her naming day. They asked should they send for the sorcerer over at Westpool, or would their own village
witch do. The Master of Iria fell into a screaming rage. "A village witch? A hex-hag to give Irian's daughter her true name? Or a creeping traitorous
sorcerous servant of those upstart landgrabbers who stole Westpool from my grandfather? If that polecat sets foot on my land I'll have the dogs tear
out his liver, go tell him that, if you like!" And so on. Old Daisy went back to her kitchen and old Coney went back to his vines, and
thirteen-year-old Dragonfly ran out of the house and down the hill to the village, hurling her father's curses at the dogs, who, crazy with excitement
at his shouting, barked and bayed and rushed after her..Slavery was common to many of these states, and a stricter social caste system and gender
differentiation ("division of labor") than in the Archipelago..inside. . .".He sat down on his narrow bunk and looked at her sitting on her narrow
bunk; they could not face each other directly, as there was no room for their knees. At O Port she had bought herself a decent shirt and breeches, at
his suggestion, so as to look a more probable candidate for the School. Her face was windburned and scrubbed clean. Her hair was braided and the
braid clubbed, like Ivory's. She had got her hands clean, too, and they lay flat on her thighs, long strong hands, like a man's..name but said only,
"mistress.".and treasures and children..who sometimes came among people in human form, and who made the rich Isle of Pendor into a
dragon.bring about an event. To write such a rune is to act. The power of the action varies with the.He had made a little heap of bits of eggshell on
the ground by his knee. He arranged the white fragments into a curve, then closed it into a circle. "Yes," he said, studying his eggshells, then,
scratching up the earth a bit, he neatly and delicately buried them. He dusted off his hands. Again his glance flicked to Irian and away..The young
man, called Ivory, did not actually have his staff and cloak yet; he explained that he.and when his son was born, the mother said, "We could call
him Chestnut, or Oak, maybe?" But the.single heart.".He strode from the house, turned, and set a fire spell on it so that it burst into flames, thatch
and walls and every window spouting fire. Women ran out of it screaming. They had been hiding no doubt in the back room; he paid them no
attention. "Hound," he thought. He spoke the summoning, using Hound's true name, and the old man came to him as he was bound to do. He was
sullen, though, and said, "I was in the tavern, down the way there, you could have said my use-name and I'd have come.".He ran down from the
straggle of huts to the quick, noisy stream he had heard singing through his.Roke School was founded by both men and women, and both men and
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women taught and learned there during its first decades; but since during the Dark Time women, witchery, and the Old Powers had all come to be
considered unclean, the belief was already widespread that men must prepare themselves to work "high magic" by scrupulously avoiding "base
spells," "Earthlore," and women. A man unwilling to put himself under the iron control of a spell of chastity could never practice the high arts. He
could be no more than a common sorcerer. Male wizards thus had come to avoid women, refusing to teach them or learn from them. Witches, who
almost universally went on working magic without giving up their sexuality, were described by celibate men as temptresses, unclean, defiling,
essentially wicked..through long-disused levels, yet the wizard seemed to know every step, or perhaps he did not know.to do it, making the spell
very carefully. It was the reversal of a finding charm: a losing charm,.Diamond sat upright and still. He had been getting some of his father's height
and girth lately,
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