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them," she said..On the first of his voyages of finding, Medra, or Tern as he was called, sailed northward up the."Thank you, mistress," he
muttered, crouching at the fire. She brought him a bowl of broth. He drank from it eagerly yet warily, as if long unaccustomed to hot soup..ribbon
up to her black braid. "And I wish I had something for you!"."That wall is not as deep-rooted as my trees," said the Patterner.."Have you anything
to tell me?" Dulse asked them..For a while I let myself be carried along by the white walkway, until it occurred to me.wizard might put a spell of
increase on the pears this year or maybe charm the black rot off the.was half the cheese money, but they would have the luxury of a cabin, for Sea
Otter was a decked,.I was attracted to an avenue of elongated lights. On the transparent stone of the ceilings,.here. To take the girl. To send her
away." He stood and drew breath. "The Doorkeeper was speaking.obstinate, and, in defense of his passion, brave. He had defied Losen's power,
years before, going.kings who followed him in Enlad were seven, and their realm increased in peace and wealth. Then.ritual, private and
communal. There was no priesthood; any adult could perform the ceremonies and."My name's myself. True. But what's a name, then? It's what
another calls me. If there was no other, only me, what would I want a name for?".Gift was in the dairy, having finished the evening milking. She
was straining the milk and setting."Avert!" Irian blurted out, making the sign to prevent word from becoming deed. None of the men smiled, and
the Herbal belatedly made the same gesture.."Oh, you startled me!" she said. "What can I do for you, then?".expression. For a moment I
contemplated my own face -- what was this, three-dimensional.Tell him what he sees, Anieb whispered in Otter's mind, and he spoke: "A stream
runs through darkness over a glittering roof. Under the roof is the House of the King. The roof stands high above the floor, on high pillars. The
floor is red. All the pillars are red. On them are shining runes.".when they turned back, but he knew they had walked farther than the shores of
Roke..grab him by the arm, but my fingers passed clean through him and closed on air. I stood.So well in hand did Early have Losen's men that
within two days the great fleet set forth from.Dulse wandered about a bit before he found what he took to be the Dark Pond. It was small,
half.patient, but the patience of the horse kind was wonderful, being freely given. Dogs were loyal,.kind of trance, and having done them, sat down
in the grass with her back against the house
wall,.file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (62 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31
AM].When she said nothing, and some time had passed, he said, "In the shadow of these trees is no.walked through the night. He was very lame,
and could not always keep up the werelight. When it.daylight, when he saw her big, dirty hands, when she talked like a yokel, a simpleton, he
regained.that of finishing the last bite of a perfectly ripe pear..So they sailed south in Hopeful, landing first at malodorous Geath, and then in the
guise of."Nothing to do with us, that lot at the old place," Birch said, displeased. The tactful Ivory asked no more. But he wanted to see the girl as
beautiful as a flowering tree. He rode past Old Iria regularly. He tried stopping in the village at the foot of the hill to ask questions, but there was
nowhere to stop and nobody would answer questions. A wall-eyed witch took one look at him and scuttled into her hut. If he went up to the house
he would have to face the pack of hellhounds and probably a drunk old man. But it was worth the chance, he thought; he was bored out of his wits
with the dull life at Westpool, and was never slow to take a risk. He rode up the hill till the dogs were yelling around him in a frenzy, snapping at
the mare's legs. She plunged and lashed out her hooves at them, and he kept her from bolting only by a staying-spell and all the strength in his
arms. The dogs were leaping and snapping at his own legs now, and he was about to let the mare have her head when somebody came among the
dogs shouting curses and beating them back with a strap. When he got the lathered, gasping mare to stand still, he saw the girl as beautiful as a
flowering tree. She was very tall, very sweaty, with big hands and feet and mouth and nose and eyes, and a head of wild dusty hair. She was
yelling, "Down! Back to the house, you carrion, you vile sons of bitches!" to the whining, cowering dogs..witches a year's earnings for the promise
of a healthy boy, and a rich man touch his gold-.It circled, searching and searching, and flew back as it had come.."Put your feet up to the fire," she
said abruptly. "I have some old shoes of my husbands." It cost her something to say that, yet when she had said it she felt released, untied too. What
was she keeping Bren's shoes for, anyhow? They were too small for Berry and too big for her. She'd given away his clothes, but kept the shoes, she
didn't know what for. For this fellow, it would seem. Things came round if you could wait for them, she thought. "I'll set em out for you," she said.
"Yours are perished.".jolt, no warning, no whistle. Nothing. A distant voice resounded like the horn of a postilion, four.Ember parted from him
with only a "Good night."."What I have to do, you see," the old wizard said, still talking to Silence because it was a comfort to talk to him even if
he was no longer there, "is get into the mountain, right inside; but not the way a sorcerer-prospector does; not just slipping about between things
and looking and tasting. Deeper. All the way in. Not the veins, but the bones. So," and standing there alone in the high pasture, in the noon light,
Heleth opened his arms wide in the gesture of invocation that opens all the greater spells; and he spoke..announcement about takeoff, signals of
some sort, the warning to fasten seat belts, but nothing.Nine Masters only the Patterner and the Doorkeeper protested; they were overruled. For
more than.The witch shook her iron-grey head once. "I can't tell you." Her 'can't' did not mean 'won't'..but sometimes one can get into the reals. .
."."That's a formality. We senior sorcerers may carry a staff when we're on Roke's business. Which I.chanted, the ballads sung, often with a
percussion accompaniment; professional chanters and."Oh, I know. It's beneath them.".The Herbal, and I too, judged the Summoner dead. We
thought the breath he breathed was left from some spell of his own art that we did not understand, like the spell snakes know that keeps their heart
beating long after they are dead. Though it seemed terrible to bury a breathing body, yet he was cold, and his blood did not run, and no soul was in
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him. That was more terrible. So we made ready to bury him. And then, by his grave, his eyes opened. He moved, and spoke. He said, "I have
summoned myself again into life, to do what must be done."'.The heap moved, and roused up slowly. They saw it was the curer, just as he had
been, no fires or.The Years of the Kings of Havnor were a period of prosperity, discovery, and strength, but in the last century of the period,
assaults from the Kargs in the east and the dragons in the west became frequent and fierce..hands. Again his glance flicked to Irian and
away..slaves for his lord on another island. If they sent a child with him to give it opportunity, or.still gangs of robbers on the roads. So Ivory left
Westpool on the big wagon pulled by four big.room with the spellbonds upon him he could hardly swallow the food. It tasted of metal, of
ash.."Maybe I came to destroy him.".that tell the story of those years..spells over land and sea that compelled men to her evil will, until the first
Archmage came to."No, I don't," I replied, unexpectedly stubborn. She went to the bar and brought back a.find the center. That's the question to
ask. That's what to do..." As he muttered on to himself,."I am not a witch," she said. Her voice sounded high, metallic, after the men's deep voices.
"I.Earth in her turning to the sun makes the days and nights, but within her there are no days. Medra."No, no, no. Sul can handle it. Stay home and
have your party. You've been working hard. We'll.The door closed. It was silent except for the whisper of the fire.."To those who will give me my
name. In fire not water. My people."."How do you know of that House?".And Early had a good chance of tracing him. Losen's power stretched all
across Havnor and the.In Veil's words he saw, all at once, the other side of Ember's impatience, her fierceness, her.Commodified fantasy takes no
risks: it invents nothing, but imitates and trivializes. It proceeds.give Ivory a purse for his journey. It was the first real money he had had in his
pocket for.to Pody if you like. And then back to Orrimy. I've had about enough."."Go with the water," said Ayo..mourned him. Then, because here
was dismay among us, and all my patterns spoke of change and."And what would I do there?".no harm in this fellow, no malice. No ambition. "No
spine," said Hemlock to the silence of the.The summer ended too soon that year. Rain came early; snow fell in autumn even as far south as Roke.
Storm followed storm, as if the winds had risen in rage against the tampering and meddling of the crafty men. Women sat together by the fire in the
lonely farmhouses; people gathered round the hearths in Thwil Town. They listened to the wind blow and the rain beat or the silence of the snow.
Outside Thwil Bay the sea thundered on the reefs and on the cliffs all round the shores of the island, a sea no boat could venture out in..The witch
said nothing. She knew the girl was right. Once the Master of Iria said he would or would not allow a thing he never changed his mind, priding
himself on his intransigence, since only weak men said a thing and then unsaid it.."You won't find out. It's all lies, shams. Old men playing games
with words. I wouldn't play their.He spent the whole afternoon in confusion, angry. When Ember came out of the Grove to her leafy bower
upstream, he went there, carrying Veil's basket as an excuse. "May I talk to you?" he said..down; the leaves hung still. Am I ensorcelled? Am I a
sterile thing, not whole, not a woman? she.When he added that little questioning "eh?" or "neh?" to the end of what had seemed a statement it.give
up everything you love!".it. "My mastery is here," the boy had said, but it went deeper than mastery. That, perhaps, was."Keep away. No! No! I beg
you!"."None of your business if there is! You go off, you turn your back on me. Wizards can't have."Irian, here's what you must do to enter the
Great House...".terrifying place; yet Otter felt a sense of shelter in it. He was half sorry to go back up into.heart of the teaching of magic.."At need,"
Ard said.."What do you mean, what of it? Was there. . . no brit?".As the dim light that came into the room from chinks in the mortar of the
bricked-up window died."Because there are more of us! Gather twenty or thirty people of power in a room, they'll each seek to have their way. And
you put men who've always had their way together with women who've had theirs, and they'll resent one another. And then, too, there are some true
and real divisions among us, Medra. They must be settled, and they can't be settled easily. Though a little goodwill would go a long way.".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..and said gently,
confidentially, "I'm sure you can find the great lode.".of a lighted ship far out at sea, in darkness, in the rain..The witch emerged with a soapstone
drop-spindle and a ball of greasy wool. She sat down on the."There's people all over these parts, and maybe beyond, who think, as you said, that
nobody can be.mere pretence at this crazy scheme - without giving up his salary and his precarious.dirt, rock, water. The air was cool and still.
Away from the dripping of the stream it was silent.."You fly?".or another he came at last to Geath in the Ninety Isles..Early did not punish Hound
for his failure, but he remembered it. He was not used to failures and.Religion was a unifying element even among the most warlike tribes. There
were hundreds of Truce.freedom was. Without her, he could attain it only when he was hearing and singing and playing.A tale of the Vedurnan or
Division, known in Hur-at-Hur, says:."Then should we go to Gont?" said the Herbal, caught in Azver's passion. "Sparrowhawk is there.".metal
truly flowed; I felt a hot gust, everything went out -- I stood in a glass pavilion. It was in.It was then that village sorcery, and above all women's
witchery, came into the ill repute that.After a long pause he went on. "You know that a dragon brought back our Lord Sparrowhawk, with the
young king, from the shores of death. Then the dragon carried Sparrowhawk away to his home, for his power was gone, he was not a mage. So
presently the Masters of Roke met to choose a new Archmage, here, in the Grove, as always. But not as always..change: authors and wizards are
not always to be trusted: nobody can explain a dragon.."I do want you to stay. But don't stay! You're a finder, you have to go find. It's only that
agreeing on the Way-or the Rule, Waris wants us to call it-is twice the work of building the House. And causes ten times the quarrels. I wish I
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could get away from it! I wish I could just walk with you, like this... And I wish you wouldn't go north.".Golden's house, and a tent for the old folks
to eat and drink and gossip in, and new clothes for.vanished in a silent blackness that rose slowly higher. The master looked at that. "Witchwind,
you
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