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heart." The direction on the outside was the Hardic rune for willow. The note was signed with.afoot. But now and then Diamond had an hour or
two free. He always went down to the docks and sat.vanished in a silent blackness that rose slowly higher. The master looked at that. "Witchwind,
you.capital of the Kargad Empire and treated with King Thoreg as its ruler..of some white substance that foamed, turned brown, and hardened;
meanwhile the plate itself."No, nothing. And if a girl visits a man, what then?"."You're there in the water, together, you and the child. You take
away the child-name. People may.The Old Powers," Irian said..style of a hundred years ago; I didn't want to. I had to admit, however, that she was
right; brit was."He wanted me to go to the College on Roke to study with the Master Summoner. He was going to send me there. I decided not to
go.".them. Women had always been leaders in the league, said Ember, and women, in the guise of salve.BUT OF COURSE he went down to
Havnor South Port, in one of his father's carts driven by one of his father's carters, along with Master Hemlock. As a rule, people do what wizards
advise them to do. And it is no small honor to be invited by a wizard to be his student or apprentice. Hemlock, who had won his staff on Roke, was
used to having boys come to him begging to be tested and, if they had the gift for it, taught. He was a little curious about this boy whose cheerful
good manners hid some reluctance or self-doubt. It was the father's idea, not the boy's, that he was gifted. That was unusual, though perhaps not so
unusual among the wealthy as among common folk. At any rate he came with a very good prenticing fee paid beforehand in gold and ivory. If he
had the makings of a wizard Hemlock would train him, and if he had, as Hemlock suspected, a mere childish flair, then he'd be sent home with
what remained of his fee. Hemlock was an honest, upright, humorless, scholarly wizard with little interest in feelings or ideas. His gift was for
names. "The art begins and ends in naming," he said, which indeed is true, although there may be a good deal between the beginning and the
end..And they talked about that, all the wise women of the island: what was the true art of magic, and where did it turn false; how the balance of
things was kept or lost; what crafts were needful, which useful, which dangerous; why some people had one gift but not another, and whether you
could learn an art you had no native gift for. In such discussions they worked out the names that ever since have been given to the masteries:
finding, weather-working, changing, healing, summoning, patterning, naming, and the crafts of illusion, and the knowledge of the songs. Those are
the arts of the Masters of Roke even now, though the Chanter took the Finder's place when finding came to be considered a merely useful craft
unworthy of a mage.."They sent me here. They said, "All the foreigners in one basket."" The stranger was in his thirties, with a blunt face and a
pleasant look, dressed plain, though the cob that stood behind him was a good horse. "Put me up in the cow barn, mistress, it'll do fine. It's my
horse needs a good bed; he's tired. I'll sleep in the barn and be off in the morning. Cows are a pleasure to sleep with on a cold night. I'll be glad to
pay you, mistress, if two coppers would suit, and my name's Hawk.".He stared at her, seeing a round-faced woman, middle-aged, short and strong,
with grey in her hair and dark eyes under dark brows, eyes that held his, held him, brought the truth out of his mouth..Licky walked him out early
every morning, and often they wandered about till late afternoon. Licky.highly comical way; this melee of forms, although devoid of faces, heads,
arms, legs, was very."In Havnor, years ago, I was in servitude. Those who freed me told me about a place where there are no masters, and the rule
of Serriadh is remembered, and the arts are honored. I have been looking for that place, that island, seven years."."If Roke was now what it once
was, known to be strong, those who fear us would come again to.Licky took him down into the mines to show him the gangues, the kinds of earth
the ore was likely.like an old shoe. I'll join you this evening." And he was gone.."What's up?" said Kurremkarmerruk. "I've been reading about
dragons. Not paying attention. But all the boys I had studying at the Tower left.".forget that. They seem the same as other folk. But they ain't like
other folk. Seems there's no.Early looked at him once. Hound's mouth snapped shut and stayed shut.."Oh, but it is. I'll bet you had to unlearn every
spell I taught you. Didn't you?".A century and a half after Morred's death, King Akambar, a prince of Shelieth on Way, moved the.for them unless
they had a bagman of their own aboard. So they came back up the length of the.down the Inmost Sea to Roke..GOLDEN WAS immensely happy
and quite unconscious of it. "Old man's got his jewel back," said the carter to the forester. "Sweet as new butter, he is." Golden, unaware of being
sweet, thought only how sweet life was. He had bought the Reche grove, at a very stiff price to be sure, but at least old Lowbough of Easthill hadn't
got it, and now he and Diamond could develop it as it ought to be developed. In among the chestnuts there were a lot of pines, which could be
felled and sold for masts and spars and small lumber, and replanted with chestnut seedlings. It would in time be a pure stand like the Big Grove, the
heart of his chestnut kingdom. In time, of course. Oak and chestnut don't shoot up overnight like alder and willow. But there was time. There was
time, now. The boy was barely seventeen, and he himself just forty-five. In his prime. He had been feeling old, but that was nonsense. He was in
his prime. The oldest trees, past bearing, ought to come out with the pines. Some good wood for furniture could be salvaged from them..They
greeted him, and Azver took the word - "Come into the Grove, Master Windkey," he said, "and.convenience to the wizard, who had got used to
having his wants provided, his time free, and an.How far does the forest
go?.file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (29 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:30
AM]."You've already missed it. You'll have to backtrack.".She was looking down at her hands, clasped now on her knees. In the faint reddish glow
of the cabin lantern her lashes cast very delicate, long shadows on her cheeks. She looked up, straight at him. "My name is Irian," she said..timid
daughter of the younger brother of the Lord of Wayfirth, and took infinite pleasure in.The roof of the cavern was far above him. The trickle of
water dripping from the mica ledge.You don't care, eh? Stay a while. You can see," And he set off down the path between the parsley.those with
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business ran from one booth to another; farther back, green letters jumped, columns of.was some sniggering and shushing..New York, New York
10019.Through love, respect, and trust, Dragonfly would never disregard a warning from Rose; but she was unable to see Ivory as perilous. She
didn't understand him, but the idea of fearing him, him personally, was not one she could keep in mind. She tried to be respectful, but it was
impossible. She thought he was clever and quite handsome, but she didn't think much about him, except for what he could tell her. He knew what
she wanted to know and little by little he told it to her, and then it was not really what she had wanted to know, but she wanted to know more. He
was patient with her, and she was grateful to him for his patience, knowing he was much quicker than she. Sometimes he smiled at her ignorance,
but he never sneered at it or reproved it. Like the witch, he liked to answer a question with a question; but the answers to Rose's questions were
always something she'd always known, while the answers to his questions were things she had never imagined and found startling, unwelcome,
even painful, altering all her beliefs..He told her, as well as he could. "We were strangers. Yet she gave me her name," he said. "And I.making a fist
and smiling. "Pretty good for fifty years old!" she said. It was silly to boast, but.followed..But in fact Golden wasn't thinking only about the
business. He had observed something about his son that had made him not exactly set his eyes higher than the business, but glance above it from
time to time, and then shut his eyes..died, eh?".The witch emerged with a soapstone drop-spindle and a ball of greasy wool. She sat down on the
bench beside her door and set the spindle turning. She had spun a yard of grey-brown yarn before she answered..with the King of the Kargad
Lands.."Oh, yes," Irioth said. "It was my fault." But she forgave; and the grey cat was pressed up against his thigh, dreaming. The cat's dreams
came into his mind, in the low fields where he spoke with the animals, the dusky places. The cat leapt there, and then there was milk, and the deep
soft thrilling. There was no fault, only the great innocence. No need for words. They would not find him here. He was not here to find. There was
no need to speak any name. There was nobody but her, and the cat dreaming, and the fire flickering. He had come over the dead mountain on black
roads, but here the streams ran slow among the pastures.."Broom's a village sorcerer. This man is a wise man. He learned the High Arts at the Great
House.the predominant body type is short, slender, small-boned, but fairly muscular and well-fleshed. In."Do you think that's true?" he asked.."I
am not a witch," she said. Her voice sounded high, metallic, after the men's deep voices. "I have no art. No knowledge. I came to learn.".Pelnish
Lore and the Kargish legends maintain that the separation was deliberate, made by an.the hillside with its grass and bushes in the last of the
sunlight, but there was no entrance..number in their psycho-technical tables. They permitted me to fly -- why? Because experience.He saw her now
more clearly than he had seen her in the tower. He saw her more clearly than he had.again with that yearning look. The sun was setting; he stood
up, bade her goodnight gently, and."I don't know, my dear. I do want you to be safe. I do love to see your father happy and proud of you. But I can't
bear to see you unhappy, without pride! I don't know. Maybe you're right. Maybe for a man it's only one thing ever. But I miss hearing you
sing.".away -- that mysterious, dangerous, incalculable power against which Golden's wealth and mastery."I tell you, Irian, he cannot come here, he
cannot harm you here.".A pause. "This," Diamond said. His voice was level. He looked neither at his father nor his mother.."While we talk behind
her back?".his hand, and rule with his guidance, as Morred ruled. No witches will defile sacred ground. No.teaching him, petting him a bit as he
had done yesterday. He sat down with him in the sun. Gelluk.But if he lets you in, then from inside you see that the door is entirely different - it's
made.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!"."When I said that. . .".whom he trusted. One of them was a man
called Crow, a wealthy recluse, who had no gift of magic.Orm, the Great Dragon, who had defeated Ath, led hosts of his kind to harry the western
islands of.with the spells worked in such events and their success or unsuccess. Such random records reveal a.As mountains will, Andanden makes
the weather. It gathers clouds around it. The summer is short, the winter long, out on the high marsh..She sat on a while by the Thwilburn. She was
troubled by what he had told her and by her thoughts.as they said taught her teachers, became the mistress of all healing arts and the science
of.steaming water into the bath. "He has ivory," she said. "Tell him ivory it has to be. Out there.having by both wizardry and scholarship
discovered Yevaud's true name under centuries of false.Ayo closed her hand and opened it palm up, a fleeting sketch of a gesture, of a
sign..something of the eagles quick, stiff turn, staring. Wizard knows wizard, and he knew which house.They went on through darkness, seeing
only the track before them in the dim silvery glow of werelight shot through by silver lines of rain. When she stumbled he caught her arm. After
that they went on pressed close side by side for comfort and for the little warmth. They walked slower, and yet slower, but they walked on. There
was no sound but the sound of the rain falling from the black sky, and the little kissing squelch of their sodden feet in the mud and wet grass of the
track..He looked at the man he knew only as Otter..playing and delaying. But now that I've come, you serve me, and have nothing to be afraid of.
And.wondered, it being winter and all, and you being on the roads. But with that horse, I thought you."Your fear. Did you think I would attack you,
or what? But that's ridiculous!"."I would," she said..Still it rankled him that Diamond had let him down flat, without a word of thanks or apology.
So.Medra stayed three years with Highdrake, and when the old mage died, the Lord of Pendor asked Medra to take his place. Despite his ranting
and scolding against dragon hunters, High-drake had been honored in his island, and his successor would have both honor and power. Perhaps
tempted to think that he had come as near to Morred's Isle as he would ever come, Medra stayed a while longer on Pendor. He went out with the
young lord in his ship, past the Toringates and far into the West Reach, to look for dragons. There was a great longing in his heart to see a dragon.
But untimely storms, the evil weather of those years, drove their ship back to Ingat three times, and Medra refused to run her west again into those
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gales. He had learned a good deal about weatherworking since his days in a catboat on Havnor Bay.."What's more wrong than to summon oneself
back from death?" said the Namer..Still it rankled him that Diamond had let him down flat, without a word of thanks or apology. So much for good
manners, he thought..The power of the Archmage of Roke was in many respects that of a king. Ambition, arrogance, and.was gone, and there was
nothing there but the woman standing on the hill path and the tall man."I said you have a strength in you, a great one," the witch said from the
darkness. "And you know it too. What you are to do I don't know, nor do you. That's to find. But there's no such power as to name yourself.".I
paced the room. She followed me with her eyes, as if I were. . . as if she stood in a cage..tales, and songs, is written in the characters properly called
Hardic runes. Most Archipelagans."Well, this boy did learn at last to tame his anger and control his power. And a very great power it was.
Whatever art he studied came easy to him, too easy, so that he despised illusion, and weatherworking, and even healing, because they held no fear,
no challenge to him. He saw no virtue in himself for his mastery of them. So, after the Archmage Nemmerle had given him his name, the boy set
his will on the great and dangerous art of summoning. And he studied with the Master of that art for a long time..Iria regularly. He tried stopping in
the village at the foot of the hill to ask questions, but."You went in there, that hole, with the old wizard, didn't you? Did you find him?"."You could
go to Roke," he said, his eyes bright with excitement, mischief, daring. Meeting her almost pleading, incredulous silence, he insisted: 'You could. A
woman you are, but there are ways to change your seeming. You have the heart, the courage, the will of a man. You could enter the Great House. I
know it.".The poem begins with the best known and most cherished love story in the Archipelago, that of.The light went with her. He was alone in
the dark. The cold grip of the spells took him by the.our art when we don't know what it is?".San's big jenny by Alder's white horse. She was a
whitey roan, young, with a pretty face. He went."I don't live in this House. In any house," the Patterner said. "I live there. The Grove - ah," he said,
turning suddenly. The big, white-haired man, Kurremkarmerruk the Namer, was standing just down the path. He had not been standing there until
the other mage said 'Ah." Irian stared from one to the other in blank bewilderment..dominant will-the will of a mage strong enough to hold even
strong wizards in his service. There.pouch, lifted it to his lips, and drank its contents. He opened his smiling mouth so that Otter.been enough of
that kind of intimidation lately. But it went against his grain. He didn't like to.The brave girl, the brave heart." The mare put her head down and
shivered all over with relief..there was no wound. Gagged and bound, without his voice and hands to work magic, he could do.brass the wide,
vaned wings opened and the dragon sprang up into the air, circled Roke Knoll once,.She was getting used to his strange face now and was able to
read it. She thought that he looked sad. His way of speaking was harsh, quick, dry, peaceable. The men of the Isle are not always wise, eh?" he
said. "Maybe the Doorkeeper." He looked at her now, not glancing but squarely, his eyes catching and holding hers. "But there. In the wood. Under
the trees. There is the old wisdom. Never old. I can't teach you. I can take you into the Grove." After a minute he stood up. "Yes?".Otter's mother's
hospitality..The gift for magic is empowered mainly by the use of the True Speech, the Language of the Making,.originally part of the governance
of the school or of the Archipelago, is no longer useful or.rested. The mage was a quiet man. Though there was a hint of fierceness in him, he never
showed it.So said Ember, his fierce, black-browed teacher..III. Azver.to the house with three eggs, they were still warm in his hand, silky brown
lukewarm eggs, and the."It hasn't been changed," he said, but he knew that was not what she meant. "I'm sorry," he said. "If I stayed a month, if I
stayed the winter, would that use it up? I should have a place to stay, while I work with the beasts."
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