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"Was that the Archmage? Truly?".Serriadh, and was their most precious possession. On it was carved a figure written nowhere else,.the limited
habitable land available to them. Famine is unknown and poverty seldom acute..Ayo closed her hand and opened it palm up, a fleeting sketch of a
gesture, of a sign..Outside the gleam of werelight it was dark..What he learned working with his father and uncle in the shipyard he could use, at
least; and he.continuously by hundreds of feet on the floor above; the all-embracing roar now swelled, now."I told him," Golden said, "that I had
seen you, with a turn of your hand and a single word, change a wooden carving of a bird into a bird that flew up and sang. Pre seen you make a
light glow in thin air. You didn't know I was watching. I've watched and said nothing for a long time. I didn't want to make too much of mere
childish play. But I believe you have a gift, perhaps a great gift. When I told Master Hemlock what I'd seen you do, he agreed with me. He said that
you may go study with him in South Port for a year, or perhaps longer.".see the King flying among his subjects, gathering himself from them!" And
he stood up, supple and.paused a while, her long head turning to look slowly round the Isle of Roke, gazing longest at the."Good," he said, and that
was the last word he spoke to Ivory..to Roke and find out who I am..soon as he saw the old man.."Then he drinks it at his place.".She broke off,
coughing. Her mother shot an anguished, yearning glance at the wizard. Surely he."Who told you about it?".He had been walking almost asleep.
The pallor of the werelight had faded, drowned in a fainter, vaster clarity. Sky and earth were all one grey, but before them and above them, very
high, over a drift of cloud, the long ridge of the mountain glimmered red..the boys his age in town and all the girls too. The young people danced,
and some of them had a.always with him. "Real power goes to waste. Every wizard uses his arts against the others, serving.made himself
comfortable in his coil of cable and watched the stars. Looking west, he saw the four.name? Or a creeping traitorous sorcerous servant of those
upstart landgrabbers who stole Westpool.know that the Moon is the Earth's father? Yes, yes; and he lay with her, as is the father's right..our art
when we don't know what it is?".He heard behind him the next tune start up, the viol alone, strong and sad as a tenor voice: "Where My Love Is
Going.".doesn't remember any more about it, while the other man walked away unhurt. And they say every.whisper..hands clapping. Dulse
shivered, shuddered all over like the water of the pool..I will not be summoned.".She looked at him and at the Doorkeeper and said nothing..heart
of the teaching of magic..The original loose, roughly descriptive use of the words witch, sorcerer, wizard, was codified into a strict hierarchy by
Halkel. Under his rules:.They say she lived in a cave under Roke Knoll, never coming into the daylight, but weaving vast.breakfast. So it was with
warm food in his belly and a certain chill courage in his heart that he.He stepped down from the doorstep onto the dirt so that he could feel the
ground with the nerves of his soles, but the mud slimed and fouled any messages the dirt had for him. He set the eggs down on the doorstep, sat
down beside them, cleaned his feet with rainwater from the pot by the step, wiped them dry with the rag that hung on the handle of the pot, picked
up the eggs, stood up slowly, and went into his house.."I'll get the water," Tern said. He took the basin and went out to the courtyard, to the well.
Just as before, Crow was sitting on the coping, bored and restless..close in mind and could touch him if she reached out. But at night she knew only
his blank.narrowed between the cliffs and the sea. Then the tracks ceased..work undone, to be a vagrant musician, a harper twanging and singing
and grinning for pennies --.bodily strength came back soon, for he was young, but his mind was slow to find itself. He had.To it he flew, and on it
landed, and as he touched the earth he was a man again..He said nothing. She could see the warmth coming into him, untying him..He had tried to
look at Ember as untouchable while he longed to touch her soft brown skin, her black shining hair. When she stared at him in sudden
incomprehensible challenge he had thought her angry with him. He feared to insult, to offend her. What did she fear? His desire? Her own?- But
she was not an inexperienced girl, she was a wise woman, a mage, she who walked in the Immanent Grove and understood the patterns of the
shadows!.His face was a warrior's face, but when he looked into the trees it was softened, yearning..Mountain, echoing round from north to south,
dying away in the cloud-filled forests..off her sandals and put her feet in the water. It was cool, but veins of sunwarmth ran through it..She tried to
sit up again, looking up, but the shaking and shuddering seized her and wracked
her..file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (98 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31
AM].runes. To write in the True Runes, as to speak the Old Speech, is to guarantee the truth of what.their hair. They kissed each other, timidly at
first..House. When they came there, it was late afternoon. He went down to the stream and drank from it.It was peaceful here with the woman and
the cat. He had come to a good house..dread and hide..level higher, the sky I was seeing was starry? I could not account for this..wrong, something
amiss. He looks ruined, she thought, a ruined man..Sail home to the houses of the sunrise, Hasa..witch's son from inland Havnor. The most beloved
hero of the Archipelago, his story is told in The.village, sending Hound there before him, sending his own presentment there to watch. When he
knew.spirits like a stone. There was nothing here for him except the girl Dragonfly, who had come to.The summer ended too soon that year. Rain
came early; snow fell in autumn even as far south as.He glanced at her. His dark eyes were large, deep, opaque like a horse's eyes,
unreadable..looked up at her face. No thought was clear in her mind, but words repeated themselves: I could go.When he got up at last, he
wondered how old he was, and looked at his hands and arms to see if he was seventy. He still looked forty, though he felt seventy and moved like
it, wincing. He got his clothes on, foul as they were from days and days of travel. There was a pair of shoes under the chair, worn but good, strong
shoes, and a pair of knit wool stockings to go with them. He put the stockings on his battered feet and limped into the kitchen. Emer stood at the
big sink, straining something heavy in a cloth..I started running in the direction indicated, without knowing to what -- I still hadn't the.might make a
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good prentice, here in the palace. Maybe he could go to Roke after all, for Early was.go in.".talk of how to destroy one another?".A young man in a
grey cloak hurrying down the passageway stopped short as he approached them. He stared at Irian; then with a brief nod he went on. She looked
back at him. He was looking back at her..mind, seeking his true name. But he did not know where to look or how to look. A finder who did."Which
district?".When he looked up and spoke it was with a hint of a melancholy smile. "All the mystery and wisdom of the Masters, when it's out in the
daylight, doesn't amount to so much, you know. Tricks of the trade - wonderful illusions. But people don't want to believe that. They want the
mysteries, the illusions. Who can blame them? There's so little in most lives that's beautiful or
worthy.".file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (76 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31
AM].boys his own age, his own sort, from the respectable families of Glade. Tuly insisted on calling."Why can't I give myself my own true name?"
Dragonfly asked, while Rose washed the knife and her hands in the salt water..outside the barracks. The autumn sun was warm. The wizard had
taken off his conical hat, and his.The name and office of archmage were invented by Halkel, and the Archmage of Roke was a tenth Master, never
counted among the Nine. A vital ethical and intellectual force, the archmage also exerted considerable political power. On the whole this power
was used benevolently. Maintaining Roke as a strong centralising, normalising, pacific element in Archipelagan society, the archmages sent out
sorcerers and wizards trained to understand the ethical practice of magic and to protect communities from drought, plague, invaders, dragons, and
the unscrupulous use of their art..done. But the fire burned in Irioth's hands, burned his eyes when he tried to hide his eyes in his."He's dead," she
said, "two years. The marsh fever. You have to watch out for that, here. The water. I live with my brother. He's in the village, at the tavern. We
keep a dairy. I make cheese. Our herd's been all right," and she made the sign to avert evil. "I keep em close in. Out on the ranges, the murrain's
very bad. Maybe the cold weather'll put an end to it.".untaught knowledge of at least some words of the Language of the Making. The teaching of it
is the.Her use-name had been Flag, the blue iris of the springs. Her mother and aunt called her Flag when.about him. There was a way out of the
knot, if he turned around so, and then so, and parted the.triple beat on his tabor, and they were off into a sailor's jig..Grove, she saw it as stone walls
enclosing all one kind of being and keeping out all others, like.HISTORY OF THE ARCHIPELAGO.Early had them put to death along with the
man who reported them to him. It was a public.look at her as she came into the room..pedestrian. Between black silhouettes was a glow, which I
thought might be a hotel. It was only.speak to her." The girl went back in for a moment, and Rush said to Medra, "It's consumption her.face. She
put her hand to the door and it opened, but not into an apartment; the floor moved softly.I did not know in which direction to go. I considered what
to do, but by this time my transfer.bright the hawk's flight."That's very clever," Golden said..drunk by his cold hearth..For a moment longer they
held still; then the night wind blew across their naked shoulders, and shivering, they waded out, dried themselves as well as they could, struggled
barefoot and wretched through the sharp-edged reeds and tangling roots, and found their way back to the lane. And there Dragonfly spoke in a
ragged, raging whisper: 'How could you name me that!"."Where will you go?" he said..swallowed them. Nobody in Woodedge said a word about
the stranger hidden in Mead's apple loft..I must be going now, I told them voicelessly, with my lips only. I began to back off in the."But he scared
em, somehow, did he?".The king left soon after, and the Master Windkey went with him. Before the king was to be crowned,.leaving Nais, I had
not encountered a single passer-by. The escalator was very long. A wide street.The trees parted, and before I saw the water, I smelled it, the odor of
mud, of rotting, or."If a word can heal, a word can wound," the witch said. "If a hand can kill, a hand can cure. It's a poor cart that goes only in one
direction,".HOUND STAYED IN ENDLANE. He could make a living as a finder there, and he liked the tavern, and.the loose violet coat in front of
me had done; a key with a small depression for the fingertip, I.others they said, "Ember can tell you." She refused his question, not arrogantly but
definitely,."I don't see why one couldn't be." She never saw why something could not be.."We could find no trace of him. No doubt he changed
himself to a bird or a fish when he left Roke,."I don't see why," she said. "My mother can cure a fever and ease a childbirth and find a lost ring,
maybe that's nothing compared to what the wizards and the dragonlords can do, but it's not nothing, all the same. And she didn't give up anything
for it. Having me didn't stop her. She had me so that she could learn how to do it! Just because I learned how to play music from you, did I have to
give up saying spells? I can bring a fever down now too. Why should you have to stop doing one thing so you can do the other?".asked no more.
But he wanted to see the girl as beautiful as a flowering tree. He rode past Old.softly forward, her slave oarsmen sleeping on their benches, the free
men of her crew all asleep
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