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moment. "The whole village together couldn't change that!" she said, and laughed. It was all.center of pilgrimage from the earliest recorded times,
and the kings of Atuan and later of Hupun.Serriadh, and was their most precious possession. On it was carved a figure written nowhere else,."To
those who will give me my name. In fire not water. My people.".however well sung, wrecks the tune it isn't part of. Women teach women. Witches
learn their craft.The tall man in his tall hat suddenly sat down on the dirt beside Otter, quite close to him. His breath smelled earthy. His light eyes
gazed directly into Otter's eyes. "Would you like to know? You can know anything you like. I need have no secrets from you. Nor you from me,"
and he laughed, not threateningly, but with pleasure. He gazed at Otter again, his large, white face smooth and thoughtful. "Powers you have, yes,
all kinds of little traits and tricks. A clever lad. But not too clever; that's good. Not too clever to learn, like some... I'll teach you, if you like. Do you
like learning? Do you like knowledge? Would you like to know the name we call the King when he's all alone in his brightness in his courts of
stone? His name is Turres. Do you know that name? It's a word in the language of the Allking. His own name in his own language. In our base
tongue we would say Semen." He smiled again and patted Otter's hand. "For he is the seed and fructifier. The seed and source of might and right.
You'll see. You'll see. Come along! Come along! Let's go see the King flying among his subjects, gathering himself from them!" And he stood up,
supple and sudden, taking Otter's hand in his and pulling him to his feet with startling strength. He was laughing with excitement..would not set his
burden down on the load, but clambered into the cart holding her, and held her.of his wits with the dull life at Westpool, and was never slow to take
a risk. He rode up the hill.Seeing I had made a mistake, although I did not know what kind of mistake, I muttered.singers may sing with the harp,
the viol, drums, and other instruments. The songs generally have.passage..Enlad to aid him, Morred turned and gave battle. The Enemy would not
confront him directly, but.perfectly chaste, though he laughed at himself a little for it..broken staff..I can give you a bit of milk soup, and a penny
will be more than enough, thank you." She didn't."Your leaves and shadows tell you nothing?"."Is she misnamed?" the Doorkeeper asked the
Namer..and spat. "Avert," he said.."You have told me," Veil said.."Your dad says not.".about Roke and did not answer when he spoke. When he
very tentatively approached her, taking her.seeking and finding people for the school on Roke-children and young people, mostly, who had a.son
that had made him not exactly set his eyes higher than the business, but glance above it from.lay down heavily, again resembling an elongated
boulder; the lioness stood over him and nudged.While Morred sought to free his people from these spells and to confront his enemy, Elfarran.quiet
talk among them..teller came to tell it.".breed modesty, sometimes, even in unlikely places. "If you were to go to Roke, I'd send a letter.It looked
very old. It had been rebuilt and rebuilt again, but not for a long time. Nor had anyone lived in it for a long time, from the feel of it. But it was a
pleasant feeling, as if those who had slept there had slept peacefully. As for decrepit walls, mice, cobwebs, and scant furniture, none of that was
new to Irian. She found a bald broom and swept out a bit. She unrolled her blanket on the plank bed. She found a cracked pitcher in a skew-doored
cabinet and filled it with water from the stream that ran clear and quiet ten steps from the door. She did these things in a kind of trance, and having
done them, sat down in the grass with her back against the house wall, which held the heat of the sun, and fell asleep..little, small spell, to send the
rain on round the mountain. His bones ached. They ached for
the.file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (20 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:30
AM]."I'm called Gift," she said. "My brother's Berry.".along beside the wall, very thin, insubstantial, bone, shadow. But she was not the dying
woman in.She turned away from him and them and went on up the hill in the gathering darkness. As she went.And the Lord of Gont Port had tried
once again to get Dulse to come down to do what needed doing in Gont Port, and Dulse had sent Silence down instead, and there he had
stayed..can't go with her- Can't you go there?" She broke away from Rush, looking again at Tern. "You can.fairy tale. It had been a kind of
profanation. I walked, and her voice pursued me. I made a turn,."The Hoary Men!" said Irian, staring openly at him. All Daisy's ballads of the
Hoary Men who.Ember usually scowled when he greeted her. She asked him abrupt questions, listened to his answers, and said nothing.."Why are
we wasting time here?" he demanded, as Tern let the bucket down into the well. "Are you fetching and carrying for witches now?".dumbstruck, and
they prattled on; suddenly it seemed to me that from the darkness above the."Acknowledged.".Look, Medra. Look!.large warmth. "Will you lead
me, dear Ulla? Will you lead me where I need to go?".into the street. That is, I thought it was a street, but the darkness above us was every now
and.by depriving the old stories of their intellectual and ethical complexity, turning their action to."A school," Ember said. "Where the wise might
come to learn from one another, to study the pattern...The Grove would shelter us.".He stopped and felt the dirt under his feet. He was barefoot, as
usual. When he was a student on Roke, he had worn shoes. But he had come back home to Gont, to Re Albi, with his wizard's staff, and kicked his
shoes off. He stood still and felt the dust and rock of the cliff-top path under his feet, and the cliffs under that, and the roots of the island in the dark
under that. In the dark under the waters all islands touched and were one. So his teacher Ard had said, and so his teachers on Roke had said. But
this was his island, his rock, dust, dirt. His wizardry grew out of it. "My mastery is here," the boy had said, but it went deeper than mastery. That,
perhaps, was something Dulse could teach him: what went deeper than mastery. What he had learned here, on Gont, before he ever went to
Roke.."There is no king in Earthsea," the young man said, stern and righteous, "In my master's service,.pursued him from the east to the west of
Enlad in a trail of ruin. On the Plains of Enlad, meeting.It struck with one huge thunderclap out of sudden utter blackness and wild rain. The ship
pitched.the top of his staff, a light staff of some greyish wood. The door opened as a resonant voice.the pirates. To them no doubt it would bear
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some other name."."It isn't the same kind of thing.".white high-held explosion of unbelievable wings; between them, columns, made not of
any."The Hoary Men!" said Irian, staring openly at him. All Daisy's ballads of the Hoary Men who sailed out of the east to lay the land waste and
spit innocent babes on their lances, and the story of how Erreth-Akbe lost the Ring of Peace, and the new songs and the King's Tale about how
Archmage Sparrowhawk had gone among the Hoary Men and come back with that ring -.to be in one place on the isle and sometimes in another,
were the oldest trees in the world, and.agreeing to end the enmity of their races.."She gave me freedom," he said. "And I still feel that all I do is
done through her and for her..He stood there for a while, bewildered. It seemed to him that it was not by his own act or.was fond of children and
animals. He liked all beautiful things. It was pleasant to have a young.That is, human beings chose to have possessions and dragons chose not to.
But, as there are.remained to be seen. The boy's modesty was a great relief to him..to other men than women and children are. We might have fifty
witches here and they'll pay little.He recognized Hound, though he could not sit up and could barely speak. The old man put his own.within it.
Then Otter could call to Anieb. At once she came into his mind and being, and was there.the bed. She was Anieb..inside a rocky grotto. It was like
ten, fifty Gothic naves formed out of stalactites; veined deposits."Broom's a village sorcerer. This man is a wise man. He learned the High Arts at
the Great House.A tale of the Vedurnan or Division, known in Hur-at-Hur, says:."Where will you go?" he said..the illusion, bringing back the door
frame around him, the walls and roof beams, the gleam of.should take..the lake. I stood, dumbstruck and enraptured; the wind brought faint, fading
echoes of music,.She glanced back at the land then. It was the only time he ever saw her look back..The Song of the Young King, sung annually at
Sunreturn, the festival of the winter solstice, tells.sank. All the shouting and screaming of men's voices was suddenly silent. There was no noise
but.singly or several at a time from their metal lairs and speeding away, always in the same direction..Golden grunted, unimpressed..In there he
knew he should hurry, that the bones of the earth ached to move, and that he must.fiery tower, the place where stone stairs went up among smoke
and fumes. He had to go there. He.He reached out towards Yaved, towards the ache, the suffering. As he came closer to it he felt a.The way one
does research into nonexistent history is to tell the story and find out what.the roar of the rain on the sea, lessening as the freak wind passed on
eastward. Through it one.The Doorkeeper nodded once, mild as ever..the other sorcerer, even of the six coppers she had found scattered on the
bedcover, which he must."Now that is interesting," said the old scholar, sitting up straighter. "I told you I was reading.thought. He was used to
being listened to, not to listening. Serene in his strength and obsessed.sign that was rising, bordered by a lemon haze. Exit? A way out?.some kind.
This happened so suddenly that I froze.."Spoken like a man," said Veil with her gentle, wounded smile.."Come on then, my love," the young
woman said, not to him. The mare followed her trustfully. They set off up the rough path round the hillside to an old stone and brick stableyard,
empty of horses, inhabited only by nesting swallows that swooped about over the roofs calling their quick gossip..maybe some rumor among the
women of the Hand on Hosk sent him there. Pendor was a rich island,.on the pretty black mare that his employer had given him for his use when he
made it clear that he.it. "Media's Gate, they used to call it. I keep both doors." He opened it. The brightness of the.He asked Birch about the place.
"That's Iria," Birch said - "Old Iria, I mean to say. I own the house by rights. But after a century of feuds and fights over it, my granddad let the
place go to settle the quarrel. Though the Master there would still be quarrelling with me if he didn't keep too drunk to talk. Haven't seen the old
man for years. He had a daughter, I think.".years...".was nominally in charge although she was older, larger, better fed, and probably wiser than
he."Are you there, my dear?" said the traveler. He spoke in the Old Speech, the Language of the Making. "Come along, then, Ulla," he said, and the
heifer came a step or two towards him, towards her name, while he walked to meet her. He made out the big head more by touch than sight,
stroking the silken dip between her eyes, scratching her forehead at the roots of the nubbin horns. "Beautiful, you are beautiful," he told her,
breathing her grassy breath, leaning against her large warmth. "Will you lead me, dear Ulla? Will you lead me where I need to go?".clothes on, foul
as they were from days and days of travel. There was a pair of shoes under the.lengthened a day by five hours, though he could not, as he had
sworn to do, stop the sun at noon.He woke, as he always did, in his room in the Great House. He did not understand why the ceiling was low and
the air smelt fresh but sour and cattle were bawling outside. He had to lie still and come back to this other place and this other man, whose
use-name he couldn't remember, though he had said it last night to a heifer or a woman. He knew his true name but it was no good here, wherever
here was, or anywhere. There had been black roads and dropping slopes and a vast green land lying down before him cut with rivers, shining with
waters. A cold wind blowing. The reeds had whistled, and the young cow had led him through the stream, and Emer had opened the door. He had
known her name as soon as he saw her. But he must use some other name. He must not call her by her name. He must remember what name he had
told her to call him. He must not be Irioth, though he was Irioth. Maybe in time he would be another man. No; that was wrong; he must be this
man. This man's legs ached and his feet hurt. But it was a good bed, a feather bed, warm, and he need not get out of it yet. He drowsed a while,
drifting away from Irioth..starved. There was little satisfaction in ruling Havnor, a land of beggars and poor farmers. What.He went on showing his
wares and joking with the women and children. Nobody bought anything. They gazed at the trinkets as if they were treasures. He let them gaze and
finger all they would; indeed he let one of the children filch a little mirror of polished brass, seeing it vanish under the ragged shirt and saying
nothing. At last he said he must go on, and the children drifted away as he folded up his pack..came to him with its easy, loose, majestic tread, and
breathed into his open palm. All those that."Do what?"."No," he said, taking no offense, perhaps not understanding, "Of course it wasn't. I beg your
pardon," she said..He sat up. The dark sea was so quiet that the stars were reflected here and there on the sleek lee.I did exactly as she. The bons
tasted like nothing I had ever eaten. It crackled between the.As far as the mind goes..Trusting the messenger, Morred entered the trap. He barely
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escaped with his life. The Enemy.life. But this gift, this undeniable gift t the rock hovering, the unblown fife -- Well, it would.cold.".learn a few
hundred to several thousand of these characters as a major part of their few years of.They said little, seeming to consult and assent among
themselves almost in silence. At last the shorter woman looked with her fierce eyes at Medra. "Stay if you will," she said.."I don't live in this
House. In any house," the Patterner said. "I live there. The Grove - ah," he."Put your feet up to the fire," she said abruptly. "I have some old shoes
of my husbands." It cost."Put it away," she said, with another laugh, and a flurried motion of her hands. "If you can cure the cattle, the cattlemen
will pay you, and you can pay me then. Call that surety, if you like. But put it away, sir! It makes me dizzy to look at it. -Berry," she said, as a
nobbly, dried-up man came in the door with a gust of cold wind, "the gentleman will stay with us while he's curing the cattle-speed the work! He's
given us surety of payment. So you'll sleep in the chimney corner, and him in the room. This is my brother Berry, sir.".DRAGONS.until:."My
mastery is here, on Gont," he said, still speaking hardly above a whisper. "My master is."Oh I see," Rose said after a moment. "But I don't see why
you ran away."."The watermetal," Otter said..across the glade.
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