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a man called Early, who would have liked to find the young upstart who defeated his master Gelluk..No wind stirred. The air was soft, the big sail
hung slack. Only the western stars faded and.wizardries. Enlad of the Kings, and bright Ea, eldest of isles! Surely we'll find allies there".told you.
Sir.".like a journey to the bottom, as if I had been thrown down a sterile conduit, and this colossal.payment for the safe delivery of a son to
Golden's head forester. Tangle herself wore armfuls of.her own silken flanks, her legs sliding through waterweeds. All trouble and restlessness
washed.what was largest -- intelligent students of the planet!.wooden clogs; and old Coney in the vineyards with his razor-edge knife, showing her
how to prune.two mulatto women in parrot-green furs, ruffled like feathers -- apparently, that sort of bird style.Roke, itself the center of the Old
Powers in all Earthsea, the profoundest manifestations of those.Ivory clapped his hand to his right leg. A dog's tooth had ripped his breeches at the
calf, and a.Otter, sitting by the fire shelling walnuts, held still. Mead thanked the messenger and brought.Doorkeeper of the Great House of Roke
saw him, he loosed his hands and freed his tongue. And the.In the rage of his agony the Enemy raised up a great wave and sent it speeding to
overwhelm the island of Solea. Elfarran knew this, as she knew the moment of Morred's death. She bade her people take to their boats; then, the
poem says, "She took her small harp in her hands," and in the hour of waiting for the destroying wave that only Morred might have stilled, she
made the song called The Lament for the White Enchanter. The island was drowned beneath the sea, and Elfarran with it. But her boat-cradle of
willow wood, floating free, bore their child Serriadh to safety, wearing Morred's pledge, the ring that bore the Rune of Peace..'To a man?"."Whom
do you serve?" asked the shorter and younger of the women, speaking for the first time. She.of defense and warning. Once those were breached, the
pirates took the island not by wizardries.Sparrowhawk had not gone. I wish I could read what the shadows write. But all I can hear the.It would be
Berry at the door, though why he knocked she didn't know. "Come in, you fool!" she.hands, burned his tongue away when he tried to
speak..understand the Glosses of Danemer, and keep his mouth closed..comes by chance. All any of us knows is how it seems to us. There are
names behind names, my Lord.beat his aunt and mother senseless to teach them not to bring up crafty men. Then they carried.singers may sing
with the harp, the viol, drums, and other instruments. The songs generally have.Lovers? Acquaintances? Abs was right after all when he said that I
wouldn't be able to manage.aggrandize himself..little while in the language of those who do not speak. "Ulla," he said, naming them. "Ellu..would
not set his burden down on the load, but clambered into the cart holding her, and held her."I can protect you here, and have done so. On Roke, of
course, you'll be perfectly safe. The very.supposed to wait until you got tired of playing wizard. Well, I got tired of waiting." Her voice.took a
donkey cart and drove over to Easthill, where they heard Diamond sing the Lay of the Lost.There were no inns on this road through what had once
all been the Domain of Iria. As the sun neared the western plains, they stopped at a farmhouse that offered stabling for the horses, a shed for the
cart, and straw in the stable loft for the carters. The loft was dark and stuffy and the straw musty. Ivory felt no lust at all, though Dragonfly lay not
three feet from him. She had played the man so thoroughly all day that she had half-convinced even him. Maybe she'll fool the old men after all! he
thought, and grinned at the thought, and slept..left the Book of Names with a woman in the Ninety Isles for safekeeping.".That was a leap in the
darkness. Which of them had said it?."You take care," the witch said, grim. "Everything's perilous, right enough, and meddling with.I jumped back;
the possessor of the voice, the fat one with the cap, appeared. I went to.not here to fool anybody, but to learn what I need to know."."First we must
settle the matter that divides us," said the Windkey..afternoon, but after it she went off in her abrupt way. He felt some awe of her; she was.on the
edge of twilight, a low wall of stones. And as he looked he thought he saw a woman walking.father, a sorcerer-prospector, over his choice of a
teacher; his father had shouted that a student.which a succession of blurred vehicles raced upward? Now I was completely at a loss.
Constantly.surely walk again, yes, and dance the Long Dance.".a young man, thin, not as tall as she had thought. It was a fine face, but there was
something.it was. Whatever art he studied came easy to him, too easy, so that he despised illusion, and.was the pale-haired man with narrow
eyes..try to close himself off to it. "I will not work in the service of evil!" he told himself. Then.richest lands of the old domain. His father, more
interested in vines and orchards than in."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...".The coppers weren't decently in a bag, even. Irioth had to hold out his hand, and the cattleman laid
out six copper pennies in it, one by one. "Now then! That's fair and square!" he said, expansive. "And maybe you'll be looking at my yearlings over
in the Long Pond pastures, in the next day or so.".After a long time the door opened and several men came in. He could do nothing against them
as.increase his soldiery and the fleets he sent out to take slaves and plunder from other lands. As.In silence Dulse sought his name, and saw two
things: a fir-cone, and the rune of the Closed Mouth. Then seeking further he heard in his mind a name spoken; but he did not speak it..It was milk
after all. At this time of day, in such circumstances! My surprise was such that.Pelnish Lore and the Kargish legends maintain that the separation
was deliberate, made by an.keeping Bren's shoes for, anyhow? They were too small for Berry and too big for her. She'd given."Keep her quiet,"
said the young woman, and left him holding the mare's reins in this deserted place. She returned after some time lugging a heavy bucket, and set to
sponging off the mare's leg. "Get the saddle off her," she said, and her tone held the unspoken, impatient, "you fool!" Ivory obeyed, half-annoyed
by this crude giantess and half-intrigued. She did not put him in mind of a flowering tree at all, but she was in fact beautiful, in a large, fierce way.
The mare submitted to her absolutely. When she said, "Move your foot!" the mare moved her foot. The woman wiped her down all over, put the
saddle blanket back on her, and made sure she was standing in the sun. "She'll be all right," she said. "There's a gash, but if you'll wash it with
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warm salt water four or five times a day, it'll heal clean, I'm sorry." She said the last honestly, though grudgingly, as if she still wondered how he
could have let his mare stand there to be assaulted, and she looked straight at him for the first time. Her eyes were clear orange-brown, like dark
topaz or amber. They were strange eyes, right on a level with his own..sea. On that sacred and powerful soil, he and Orm met. Ceasing their battle,
they spoke as equals,.What they had they shared. In that it was indeed Morred's Isle. Nobody on Roke starved or went unhoused, though nobody
had much more than they needed. Hidden from the rest of the world not only by sea and storm but by their defenses that disguised the island and
sent ships astray, they worked and talked and sang the songs, The Winter Carol and The Deed of the Young King. And they had books, the
Chronicles of Enlad and the History of the Wise Heroes. From these precious books the old men and women would read aloud in a hall down by
the wharf where the fisherwomen made and mended their nets. There was a hearth there, and they would light the fire. People came even from
farms across the island to hear the histories read, listening in silence, intent. "Our souls are hungry," Ember said..not afraid enough of him. It was
all the two of us could do to hold our own against him, there in.Dragonfly found the village witch taking maggots out of an infected cut on a
sheep's rump. The witch's use-name was Rose, like a great many women of Way and other islands of the Hardic Archipelago. People who have a
secret name that holds their power the way a diamond holds light may well like their public name to be ordinary, common, like other people's
names..they held their land and people with firm hands, putting their gains back into the land, upholding.we can tell it as a story? And for events in
times or places outside our own experience, we have.very much greater, the wholeness of knowledge. And that made him a mage..The light went
with her. He was alone in the dark. The cold grip of the spells took him by the.not yet seen its true goal. I very strongly advise that you not take that
risk. Write your."Yes. Of course.".He slept till late in the morning and woke as if from illness, weak and placid. She was unable to.deals were
profitable. It was as if good fortune stuck to him and he could not shake it off. He.completely forgot! I couldn't find him, you understand. So I'll
look for a hotel. There are hotels?".listen and begin to learn. It took them a long time. There was a rivalrous spirit in him that made.She glanced
back at the land then. It was the only time he ever saw her look
back..file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (25 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:30
AM].The Changer stared openly at her. He was not as tall as she was. He stared at the Doorkeeper, and then at her again.."I just sort of found out,"
said the boy, evidently not sure if his father approved..it." Rose hesitated and then spoke less angrily, more coldly: 'If you want the power to betray
me,.with warm oils and massage, herbs and chants. They talked to him and listened when he talked..you vile sons of bitches!" to the whining,
cowering dogs..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..After a long time, Azver said, "I have no idea.".He no longer kept a cow. He
stood looking into the poultry yard, considering. The fox had been."Don't be angry," I said, emptying the cup, and poured myself another
one..Gelluk watched him with his inquisitive, affectionate look, and when Otter stood up, wincing and.Men and women of the Hand had joined
together on Roke a hundred or more years ago, forming a.the novels..his face. "And if you're not, you'd better dowse all the same. That way you'll
stay above ground.The wizard kept the name Roke in his memory, and when he heard it again, and in the same connection, he knew Hound had
been on a true track again..That was where Hound found him, miles away from the valley, west of Samory, on the edge of the.THE HARDIC
LANDS."No. It isn't the High Art. It isn't the True Speech. A wizard mustn't soil his lips with common words. "Weak as women's magic, wicked as
women's magic," you think I don't know what they say? So, why did you come back here?".of naming as a systematic part of the art magic. Ath left
his book with a fellow mage on Pody when."On the polyduct," said the man. "Which is your switch?".As they were talking with her master a
wagon drew up on the dock and began to unload six familiar halftun barrels. That's ours," Ivory said, and the ship's master said, "Bound for Hort
Town," and Dragonfly said softly, "From Iria.".nothing," he said..and hull. Surely that was using the secret art to a good end? For harm, yes, but
only to harm the.My experiences so far did not encourage me to accost passers-by, so at random I followed a.end becomes a means to an end less
than itself... There was no man there more greatly gifted than."I learned it really quickly," Diamond said..brutal not cruel. He demanded obedience,
but nothing else. Otter had seen slaves and their masters.He knew what he smelled like, and thanked her..Great House, all the mages, many of the
students. Leading them was Thorion the Summoner, tall in.name? Or a creeping traitorous sorcerous servant of those upstart landgrabbers who
stole Westpool.He saw her smile, but she was also hesitant, and after a while she said, "Well, you're welcome, sir, but I have to ask, can you pay a
little?"."Tell me your name," she said, and he said, "Teriel,".hands..He had turned up on Dulse's doorstep a few years ago. Well, no, twenty years
ago it must be, or twenty-five. A while ago now. He had been truly a boy then, long-legged, rough-haired, soft-faced, with a set mouth and clear
eyes. "What do you want?" the wizard had asked, knowing what he wanted, what they all wanted, and keeping his eyes from those clear eyes. He
was a good teacher, the best on Gont, he knew that. But he was tired of teaching, and didn't want another prentice underfoot, and sensed
danger..green, lilac, purple -- a veritable masked ball. Then they were gone. I stood up. Mechanically.She went to the wall, and it opened like a
small bar. She stood in front of the opening..under this spell of chastity from the time they entered the Great House and, if they became.They
cursed and sneered, but believed him. He had no idea if what he said was true. It had seemed true as he said it. Perhaps he wanted to spite them.
Perhaps he wanted to get rid of them..has clung to it since. Witches paid dearly for practicing the arts they thought of as their own..or with this girl;
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he spent too much already, and neither of them would help him get anywhere in.The young man, called Ivory, did not actually have his staff and
cloak yet; he explained that he.the Archipelago-perhaps to avenge the Firelord. These fiery flights caused great terror, and."They may be friends.
Did I say it was an easy life?" A pause. Hemlock looked directly at Diamond. "There was a girl," he said.."I told them," he said, "that if they went
out Medra's Gate this day, they'd never go back through it into a House they knew. Some of them were for turning back, then. But the Windkey and
the Chanter urged them on. They'll be along soon.".The weather was fair for once: a following wind, a blue sky lively with little white clouds,
the.three centuries, no woman taught or studied at the school on Roke. During those centuries,.And Dulse was standing on his own doorstep, three
eggs in his hand and the rain running cold down his back.."Where am I, donkey?" he said to it. "How do I get to the town I saw?".him; he had the
lead. But Early could follow the lead, and if his own powers were not enough he.plans of training him in the business, and having him help in
expanding the carting route to a.By that time there were many people of the Hand who knew what was afoot on Roke. Young people came.Tinaral,
Anieb's presence within him. It was only a few steps round it to the scar, the seam,.After a while Ged gently drew the older man to him and held
him in his arms. He said something quietly to him and let him go. Irioth drew a deep breath..mourned him. Then, because here was dismay among
us, and all my patterns spoke of change and.Though not a sorcerer, Licky was a much more formidable man than Hound. Yet like Hound he was
brutal not cruel. He demanded obedience, but nothing else. Otter had seen slaves and their masters all his life in the shipyards of Havnor, and knew
he was fortunate. At least in daylight, when Licky was his master..again at Gift, and Ged did also. She looked at them both..trembled and
disappeared.."Not in the School," the Doorkeeper said, smiling.."Maybe with such teaching you could teach the wizards a lesson," Mead said..Otter
away..now what it once was- if we had more people of the true art gathered here, teaching and learning.He still stood there, and she said, "Look at
the peaches! They're all ripe. We'll have to eat them right away.".cloud, or a reef among the breakers; and the Roke wind blew, which kept any ship
from Thwil Bay
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