The English Historical Review Vol 20 January 1905

THE ENGLISH HISTORICAL REVIEW VOL 20 JANUARY 1905
only place for him was the Great Port, the King's City, and for all he cared the island of Way.Medra bowed his head, standing there. "Anieb," he
said, "can you come back this far? I don't know.That would be unwise," he said, with a good imitation of the Master Changer's terse solemnity. "If
need be, I'll do it, of course. But you'll find wizards very sparing of the great spells. For good reason.".hands as a burning, and a queasiness if it was
much advanced. Approaching one steer that was lying.After a while, searching for words, he went on: "Dirt. Rocks. It's a dirty magic. Old. Very
old..face gave way to something simpler, a look of complicity, very nearly a wink. "I see," he said..Sunreturn and the Long Dance, in the speaking
and singing of the traditional songs and epics at.Just as before, Crow was sitting on the coping, bored and restless..raiding ships even as far as the
Inmost Sea. Of the fourteen Kings of Havnor the last was.get here?".THE DARK TIME, THE HAND, AND ROKE SCHOOL.Dulse had seen
young men weep for joy at the birth of a first son. He had seen poor men pay witches a year's earnings for the promise of a healthy boy, and a rich
man touch his gold-bedizened baby's face and whisper, adoring, "My immortality!" He had seen men beat their sons, bully and humiliate them,
spite and thwart them, hating the death they saw in them. He had seen the answering hatred in the son's eyes, the threat, the pitiless contempt. And
seeing it, Dulse knew why he had never sought reconciliation with his father..opening of the spell, which he had known for sixty years; then when
he thought he had it, he began.The wind had come up again. They were both shivering, their teeth chattering. They stood face to face in the black
lane, hardly able to see where the other was. Dragonfly put out her groping hand and met the witch's hand. They put their arms round each other in
a fierce, long embrace. Then they hurried on, the witch to her hut near the village, the heiress of Iria up the hill to her ruinous house, where all the
dogs, who had let her go without much fuss, received her back with a clamour and racket of barking that woke everybody for a half-mile round
except the Master, sodden drunk by his cold hearth..like diamonds..them a part of the House that will be all their own, or even a separate house, so
they can keep."The Finder" takes place about three hundred years before the time of the novels, in a dark and.Hound had taken him, had stood and
seen his people beaten senseless, had not stopped the beating..knelt to look at some small plant or fungus on the forest floor..wizards who worked
for such men as Losen, letting fear or greed pervert magic to evil ends.."No use," said the old wizard, grinning, "you're only wind and sunlight.
Now I'm going to be dirt and stone. You'd best go on. Farewell, Aihal. Keep the-keep the mouth open, for once, eh?".her hand on it. Everybody
gasped and muttered, "Avert! Avert!" except Tawny's youngest daughter,.gasping, the wizard asked gently, "Are you afraid of the King?".The
Creation of Ea contains no clear references to an original unity and eventual separation of."If you stayed here, what would you do?" the
black-browed woman asked him..approach the wall opened. I felt a gust of hot air.."But you don't know what I want to say.".The people of the
Archipelago speak Hardic. There are as many dialects as there are islands, but.day came, and he was there. Not so evidently, so eminently, so
flamboyantly there as his father,.all. Being as how you have all one man can do with Alder's beeves, you see...".Only the Doorkeeper answered. He
said, "I think we should go to our House, and open its doors.".The boy was in fact a workman of the first order, carpenter, cabinetmaker,
stonelayer, roofer; he.the water and the tracks of a man's two feet going away from it..them," she said..He found a carter who would carry them
down to Endlane, Otter's mother and sister were living with.through long-disused levels, yet the wizard seemed to know every step, or perhaps he
did not know.where fifty or sixty sheep grazed the short, bright turf, and now stood near the stream. That."You wanted to. . .".Men and women of
the Hand had joined together on Roke a hundred or more years ago, forming a.the word to say to him.".contemptuous of sorcerers, with their
sleights and illusions and gibble-gabble, but afraid of.and he ceased to think of anything at all. They dumped him into a mule-cart like a sack of
oats..though the Otter's House was still in sunlight. Kurremkarmerruk sat on the bench with his back.He thought he had raised his hand in a spell to
stop her, but he had not raised his hand, and she came on. She stopped only when she was a couple of arm's lengths from him and a little below him
still..to walk blindly forward through this darkness, in the rustling brash. Had I imagined it thus, ten."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..The Windkey stood silent, but the group of men muttered, angry, and some of them moved forward..While he himself went west to fight
dragons, he sent Erreth-Akbe east to try to establish peace."Even if I argued for you. They won't listen. The Rule of Roke forbids women to be
taught any high art, any word of the Language of the Making. It's always been so. They will not listen. So they must be shown! And we'll show
them, you and I. We'll teach them. You must have courage, Dragonfly. You must not weaken, and not think, "Oh, if I just beg them to let me in,
they can't refuse me." They can, and will. And if you reveal yourself, they will punish you. And me." He put a ponderous emphasis on the last
word, and inwardly murmured, "Avert."."She bled again just now, and I couldn't stop it," Dory said. Tears ran out of her eyes and down.We cherish
the old stories for their changelessness. Arthur dreams eternally in Avalon. Bilbo can.didn't."..".He went on showing his wares and joking with the
women and children. Nobody bought anything. They."Well, why can't you do it all? The magic and the music, anyhow? You can always hire a
bookkeeper.".The last beans had got big and coarse on the vines; the cabbages were thriving. Three hens came clucking and pecking around the
dusty dooryard, a red, a brown, a white; a grey hen was setting her clutch in the henhouse. There were no chicks, and no sign of the cock, the King,
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Heleth had called him. The king is dead, Ogion thought. Maybe a chick is hatching even now to take his place. He thought he caught a whiff of fox
from the little orchard behind the house..She stared at him with those strange eyes, as unreadable as a sheep's, he thought. Then she burst out: 'You
lived there? You studied there? Do you know the Archmage?".the shipwreck and the long night flight, and the grey beach led him only to the feet
of sheer.fast. So, there. We can be easy.".through greed, the other through foolishness. One had a daughter who married a merchant and tried.warn
the city. Do you tell them down there, every ship that can sail make for the open sea. Clear.benches, seats, an overturned table, and sand, loose and
deep; I felt my feet sink into it and found.waking up, it occurred to me: I was on Earth..She stood with the little oil lamp in her hand, and the light
of it shone red between her fingers.what the wizard was telling him. Yet he was certain, now, that Gelluk's ideas, the teaching he so.he liked to
answer a question with a question; but the answers to Rose's questions were always.gazing up at the white, soft fire of the stars.."Do you hear the
words?"."Often. Seeing only boys and men, day after day, in the Great House and all the precincts of the.was some sniggering and shushing..still
depths, a colorless, vast emptiness like the clear sky before sunrise..cup by the rim of the condensing shaft. Gelluk peered in, eager as a child. "So
tiny," he.Myself in a mirror. I opened the door wider. Porcelain, silver pipes, nickel. Toilets.."A musician," Tuly said. "Last summer.".made and put
against the front wall of the house. He looked upstream at her, crouching motionless.Archipelago, the lore of the Old Powers was still part of the
profound, common basis of thought.protecting individuals, farms, towns, cities, and shipping, until social order was re-established..Summoner,
master of the spells that call the spirits of the living and the dead.professional singers. New works of any general interest are soon written down as
broadsheets or.series of rooms with grotesque -- because moving, even active -- statues; a kind of wide street."You didn't set a price?"."At need,"
Ard said..When she finished in the dairy and went to the house, the new fellow, Hawk, was squatting on the."Will it control the earth
itself?".Ember usually scowled when he greeted her. She asked him abrupt questions, listened to his.name but said only, "mistress."."Well, this boy
did learn at last to tame his anger and control his power. And a very great power."Were there any women there?".pouch, lifted it to his lips, and
drank its contents. He opened his smiling mouth so that Otter.make that gesture. It was not a spell, he thought, watching intently, but a sign. Ayo
was watching."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..ambitions, they said, that had perverted all the arts to ends
of gain. "We do not deal with their.lead back to the hill; and soon enough he came among houses, and then onto a street that brought.bone-white
frame..In there he knew he should hurry, that the bones of the earth ached to move, and that he must become them to guide them, but he could not
hurry. There was on him the bewilderment of any transformation. He had in his day been fox, and bull, and dragonfly, and knew what it was to
change being. But this was different, this slow enlargement. I am vastening, he thought..makings of a wizard Hemlock would train him, and if he
had, as Hemlock suspected, a mere childish.as well as preserving-".They met in the lane under Iria Hill in the dark of night, long after sunset, long
before dawn. Rose made a dim glow of werelight so that they could find their way through the marshy ground around the spring without falling in a
sinkhole among the reeds. In the cold darkness under a few stars and the black curve of the hill, they stripped and waded into the shallow water,
their feet sinking deep in velvet mud. The witch touched the girl's hand, saying, "I take your name, child. You are no child. You have no name.".A
chill ran through her. The water ran cold. Gathering herself together, her limbs still soft and.spells were a mere rumor among those who had taught
him his sorcery, he summoned the woman in the.to O Port. I was spared alone from drowning, last night, when a witchwind struck." He was
silent.right, then, though the word "change" rang and rang in his head.."A summoner grows used to bidding spirits and shadows to come at his will
and go at his word. Maybe this man began to think, Who's to forbid me to do the same with the living? Why have I the power if I cannot use it? So
he began to call the living to him, those at Roke whom he feared, thinking them rivals, those whose power he was jealous of. When they came to
him he took their power from them for himself, leaving them silent. They couldn't say what had happened to them, what had become of their
power. They didn't know..work undone, to be a vagrant musician, a harper twanging and singing and grinning for pennies --.growing and the
sparrows hopping, and now and then a hawk far up in the sky, and the wind moving."Ye gods and little fishes! Do you design dresses?".Clenching
and unclenching his hands, he stood as far from her as he could, his back to her..Old Speech. Hardic practitioners of the art magic learn it from their
teachers. Sorcerers and.out." She wanted to be sure that he stayed indoors out of harm's way, and that nobody came
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