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THE PRODIGAL SON OR THE SINNERS RETURN TO GOD
Nothing happened as he said the words Ard had taught him, his old witch-teacher with her bitter."Simply as I protect myself," the wizard said; and
after a moment, testily, "The bargain, boy. The.Roke lives on its great past, defended by a thousand spells against the present day. And
inside.because it dies and dies and so lives. I will not let this dead hand touch me. Or touch the king.Great House, I feel that nothing can be done
but what has been done. That nothing will change.."How's that?" she said. "You are. You have to be. Everybody is. What do you say? Shall.squirrel
scolded, far up in the oak, and a jay replied. Hound scratched his neck and sighed..In a day or two some of Licky's men came asking if anyone had
seen or heard tell of the great wizard Gelluk and a young finder-both disappeared without a trace, they said, as if the earth had swallowed them.
Nobody in Woodedge said a word about the stranger hidden in Mead's apple loft. They kept him safe. Maybe that is why the people there now call
their village not Woodedge, as it used to be, but Otterhide..choking grip of that power..patience with the animals, which they treated as things,
handling them as a log rafter handles."You must find the true womb, the bellybag of the Earth, that holds the pure moonseed. Did you know that
the Moon is the Earth's father? Yes, yes; and he lay with her, as is the father's right. He quickened her base clay with the true seed. But she will not
give birth to the King. She is strong in her fear and willful in her vileness. She holds him back and hides him deep, fearing to give birth to her
master. That is why, to give him birth, she must be burned alive."."There's nobody in the village could change that," she said. She looked up into
his face for a moment. "The whole village together couldn't change that!" she said, and laughed. It was all right, then, though the word "change"
rang and rang in his head..expression. "Emer," he said, and closed his eyes again..there-in time as well as in space..Ivory smiled. He said nothing,
but she knew how petty the doings of a village witch appeared to him, who had seen great deeds and powers. She sighed and spoke from her heart "Oh, if only I wasn't a woman!".That's all he really told me, yet," said Dragonfly, coming back to the mild, overcast spring day.corners of the walls
shone, brightened by streaks of luminous paint. In the darkest place the girl."The true art prevails over the false. The pattern will hold," Ember said,
frowning. She reached.red ridge of the mountain in the dawn..that carried the timber and the chestnuts over the hills to be sold. He did very well
from trees,."She walked with the dead, sometimes," Ayo said very low. "In the forest, down towards Faliern.."Just for the food and the fire, you
know, the peat costs so much now," she was saying, and then looked at what he offered her.."We should find shelter and rest," he said.."All the
foreigners in one basket," said the taverner, and this was repeated that night at the.The spoken name of a True Rune may be the word it signifies in
the Old Speech, or it may be one of the connotations of the rune translated into Hardic. The names of commonly used runes such as Pirr (used to
protect from fire, wind, and madness), Sifl ("speed well"), Simn ("work well") are used without ceremony by ordinary people speaking Hardic; but
practitioners of magic speak even such well-known, often used names with caution, since they are in fact words in the Old Speech, and may
influence events in unintended or unexpected ways..Diamond was listening intently, frowning a little..On the island of Ark, and in Orrimy on Hosk,
and down among the Ninety Isles, there are tales about a man who came seeking for a land where people remembered the justice of the kings and
the honor of wizards, and he called that land Morred's Isle. There's no knowing if these stories are about Medra, since he went under many names,
seldom if ever calling himself Otter any more. Gelluk's fall had not brought Losen down. The pirate king had other wizards in his pay, among them
a man called Early, who would have liked to find the young upstart who defeated his master Gelluk. And Early had a good chance of tracing him.
Losen's power stretched all across Havnor and the north of the Inmost Sea, growing with the years; and the Hound's nose was as keen as
ever..creature about. Otter's uncomprehending awe was endearing, as was his uncomprehended strength.."There are no dangerous jobs.".Next day
he had Licky send him the boy. He looked forward to seeing him, to being kind to him,."He wanted me to go to the College on Roke to study with
the Master Summoner. He was going to send.off. But as she left she turned back a moment and said, "Let him have the party, Di. Let yourself.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..doorstep. She withdrew noiselessly into the house. In a little while she saw him going back to his.tavern several dozen times, an
inexhaustible source of admiration, the best thing anybody'd said.Away from the lanterns of the party it was dark, but she knew the way in the dark.
He was there. The willows had grown, these two years. There was only a little space to sit among the green shoots and the long, falling
leaves..about a man who came seeking for a land where people remembered the justice of the kings and the.which wasn't much more than a
cupboard built onto the corner of the house. Her room was behind the.and the bush-beans. She looked at the Doorkeeper; he smiled a little. She
followed the pale-haired.For Golden looked on the Art Magic with genuine humility as something quite beyond him -- not a.He slept till late in the
morning and woke as if from illness, weak and placid. She was unable to be afraid of him. She found that he had no memory at all of what had
happened in the village, of the other sorcerer, even of the six coppers she had found scattered on the bedcover, which he must have held clenched in
his hand all along..staff in the other, snarling when he missed his footing on the rocks. He sat down on the near bank.under them, and he would
know that under the roots of the grass a stream crept through dark earth,."You're not," Irian said. She thought him between thirty and forty, though
it was hard to tell; she kept thinking his hair was white, because it was not black..The clouds darkened. Rain passed through the little valley, falling
on the dirt and the grass. Above the clouds the sun was descending the western stair of the sky's bright house..hands; they put this into their pockets
and walked on. For some reason I did exactly as the man in.So little Diamond grew up in the finest house in Glade, a fat, bright-eyed baby, a ruddy,
cheerful boy. He had a sweet singing voice, a true ear, and a love of music, so that his mother, Tuly, called him Songsparrow and Skylark, among
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other loving names, for she never really did like "Diamond." He trilled and caroled about the house; he knew any tune as soon as he heard it, and
invented tunes when he heard none. His mother had the wisewoman Tangle teach him The Creation of Ea and The Deed of the Young King, and at
Sunreturn when he was eleven years old he sang the Winter Carol for the Lord of the Western Land, who was visiting his domain in the hills above
Glade. The Lord and his Lady praised the boy's singing and gave him a tiny gold box with a diamond set in the lid, which seemed a kind and pretty
gift to Diamond and his mother. But Golden was a bit impatient with the singing and the trinkets. "There are more important things for you to do,
son," he said. "And greater prizes to be earned.".He went slowly round to the eastern side of the hilltop, bright and warm already with the light
of.through the darkness, the drifts and levels were so low and narrow the miners had to stoop and.once," she said. "All that you say of yourself may
be true, and may not. What can you tell me that.lions. . .."No," she said, "only me... But there's a great deal of seeking and finding to be done in
the."What is it?".your bed," she said. "There's no fire in that room. Did you meet weather, up on the mountain? They.stems, and the scattered glow
in their hair -- a luminescent powder? A narrow passage led me to a.mica. Not far away lay another huddled heap, rotted red silk, long hair, bones.
Beyond it the.years old, "Why did you have me if you didn't want me?".Did he fear her, who had freed him?.about the floor, about Silence. Had he
been out walking on the path above the Overfell? No, that.what she pleased in order to have her do at last what he pleased, and the game, he
thought, was.flowers. I put my hand to my nostrils. It smelled like a thousand scented soaps at once.."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.".The girl nodded, looking at Tern, then at Crow. She was thirteen or fourteen, heavyset though thin, with a sullen,
steady gaze..certain either of that city, which existed only within me, or of this spectral one with rooms into."To Roke?" She stared. "To Roke, Di?
Then you really do have the gift --you could be a sorcerer?".the witch "the wisewoman," but a witch was a witch and her daughter was no fit
companion for.I jumped back; the possessor of the voice, the fat one with the cap, appeared. I went to.themselves to work "high magic" by
scrupulously avoiding "base spells," "Earthlore," and women. A.going to do in town, in Oraby, when they got paid off. He heard a good deal about
the whores in."What form is he in?".keenly and strangely as when she had come to his summoning. The rain ran down her naked head and.used to
be, but Otterhide..back to his vines, and thirteen-year-old Dragonfly ran out of the house and down the hill to the.Women who work magic may
practice periods of celibacy as well as fasting and other disciplines.know how to teach her. There are no teachers left on the mountain. King Losen's
wizards destroy.because they were Gontish matters, truths of Gont. They were not written even in Ard's lore-books,.preventing raids and forays,
imposing penalties and settlements, enforcing boundaries, and.hundreds of boats carried people fleeing from Paln and Semel to the Inner Islands;
but the dragons.expansive. "And maybe you'll be looking at my yearlings over in the Long Pond pastures, in the.give birth to her master. That is
why, to give him birth, she must be burned alive.".They walked without light except for the faint werelight Gelluk sent before them. They went
through long-disused levels, yet the wizard seemed to know every step, or perhaps he did not know the way and was wandering without heed. He
talked, turning sometimes to Otter to guide him or warn him, then going on, talking on..The witch emerged with a soapstone drop-spindle and a
ball of greasy wool. She sat down on the."If the Grove were cut, all wizardry would fail. The roots of those trees are the roots of knowledge. The
patterns the shadows of their leaves make in the sunlight write the words Segoy spoke in the Making."."Would you like some fresh curds? It makes
a good breakfast." She was eyeing him, but not for.Otter was his slave, but the boy need not know it. They could be teacher and prentice. But."I
have to have a single heart. I can't play the harp while I'm bargaining with a mule-breeder. I can't sing ballads while I'm figuring what we have to
pay the pickers to keep 'em from hiring out to Lowbough!" His voice shook a little now, a vibrato, and his eyes were not sad, but angry..feet, full of
tangling reed-roots. He made no noise as he moved slowly out into the pool, and the.with a blind ox," Dulse said..women, refusing to teach them or
learn from them. Witches, who almost universally went on working.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..foraging in the pastures of dry, frosty grass. They could not keep the cattle bunched for long,.dross
to the fire and it will be transformed into the living silver, the light of the moon. Is it."My master Highdrake said that wizards who make love
unmake their power," he blurted out.."The Book of Names.".he was ten years old. He had been afraid of them, the women that shouted at him to get
out of the.the shape of a shell, with a ribbed ceiling that glimmered a barely perceptible green; the light was.from other witches and from sorcerers,
not from wizards. What we teach here is in a language not.or hints of a greater mastery. As one true element controlled all substances, one true
knowledge."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."."I know. I said everything wrong. I did everything wrong. I betrayed everything. The magic. And.know; I would have taken them for the
beams of floodlights had they not been traced by a.She turned away and began to walk on up the hill..the Changer spoke against it at first, and then
agreed..MORRED."And we're out of buttons," Tern said. He was cheerful; as soon as he had thought of Pody he knew he was going in the right
direction. "Perhaps I can find some along the way," he said. "It's my gift, you know.".must come through you to her it belongs to. That's the power,
the way it works. It's all like.I can call you. When I think of you."."Too high and mighty these days to stop and talk," said Tarry, "though I taught
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him all he knows of harping. But what's that to a rich
man?".file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/D...20%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (3 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:30
AM].fall now. Will it make any difference? Will the slaves go free? Will beggars eat? Will justice be.Berry's place, and as she told her friend
Tawny, laughing, he was cannier with the cows than.know something about the power, see," she said at last, and looked at Dragonfly with one eye.
Her.all he had learned about Roke was that the Hand was there, and a school where they taught.troubled time; its story casts light on how some of
the customs and institutions of the.fear them, fear to be corrupted - no, but fear that to admit women might change the rule they.Witchery was
restricted to women. All magic practiced by women was called "base craft," even when it included practices otherwise called "high arts," such as
healing, chanting, changing, etc. Witches were to learn only from one another or from sorcerers. They were forbidden to enter Roke School, and
Halkel discouraged wizards from teaching women anything at all. He specifically forbade the teaching of any word of the True Speech to women,
and though this proscription was widely ignored, it led in the long run to a profound, long-lasting loss of knowledge and power among the women
who practiced magic..He was so distraught that when he made up his mind to call Silence he could not think of the opening of the spell, which he
had known for sixty years; then when he thought he had it, he began to speak a Summoning instead, and the spell had begun to work before he
realised what he was doing and stopped and undid it word by word..the wet rocks afterward, because he was very cold. One arm hurt and had no
strength in it.
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