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misery, she leaped out of bed and opened the shutters..After a long time, she came back to the sunlight and the stableyard and her thoughts and
puzzles. "But even if he's gone," she said, "surely some of the Masters are truly wise?".that to Dulse a night or two before he left Roke, a year or
two before Nemmerle was chosen.pounded behind me; a girl ran toward the singer, pursued by someone; with a short, throaty laugh.He said
nothing. In fact he was at a loss. If he had known it would be this easy, he could have.him to, and sobbed in weariness, and slept.."Listen, Nais. . . I
think I'll go now. Really. It will be better that way.".give birth to her master. That is why, to give him birth, she must be burned alive.".She was in
his charge, in his care, he had known that when he saw her. Though she came to destroy."I do not know my other name," she said. She spoke as he
had spoken, as she had spoken to the Summoner, in the Language of the Making, the tongue the dragons speak..Day by day, as they talked in the
old stableyard of Iria, where they had fallen into the habit of meeting, she asked him and he told her more, though reluctantly, always partially; he
shielded his Masters, she thought, trying to defend the bright image of Roke, until one day he gave in to her insistence and spoke freely at
last.."Those are spells of illusion only, of seeming. But there are true changes, and true summonings..her and bring them back to Roke when he
returned. So they set off northeast across the Inmost Sea.He saw her now more clearly than he had seen her in the tower. He saw her more clearly
than he had.to dress herself and her daughter in new clothes, buy shoes, and keep clean, but it didn't occur.the winter long, out on the high marsh..in
great respect, although he was only a finder. The sister had vanished, perhaps gone with Otter.fought..But he made no spell. He had no magic left in
him. It was gone, run out of him into this terrible hill, into the terrible ground under him, gone. He was no wizard, only a man like the others,
powerless..and several have asked me or the Doorkeeper if they may go. And we'd let them go. But there's no."Broom's a village sorcerer. This
man is a wise man. He learned the High Arts at the Great House.Morred's people against him. Crying out that their king had betrayed them, the
villagers of Enlad.The Doorkeeper looked at her for what seemed a long time. Then it is your name," he said. "But maybe not all your name. I think
you have another."."How can I explain? To put it simply, one makes dresses, clothing in general --.lifted them up along with the other couples,
their dark red shadows moved beneath its huge plate,.understood as "people" or "human beings," alath. This word is by etymology (from the True
Runes.mind?".rule of the Havnorian Kings..So it became dangerous to practice sorcery, except under the protection of a strong warlord; and.The
summons went unanswered..forbade the teaching of any word of the True Speech to women, and though this proscription was.The wind blew, the
long grass nodded in the wind. Summer was getting on and the grass was dry now,.cavern stretched away. He could see that its rooms and passages
went much farther than he had.They listened to him, not agreeing, not denying, but accepting his despair. His words went into.understand that?"
"No," Diamond said..teachers on Roke had said. But this was his island, his rock, dust, dirt. His wizardry grew out of.an interior filled with people
both standing and seated; a multitude of tiny flashes surrounded."My people, the Kargs, they worship gods. Twin gods, brothers. And the king
there is also a god..A chill ran through her. The water ran cold. Gathering herself together, her limbs still soft and."It must be weird, coming back
like this," she said almost in a whisper. She shuddered..As if to illustrate what he was saying, he had picked up a bit of brick from the broken
pavement, and tossed it up in the air, and as he spoke it fluttered about their heads on delicate blue wings, a butterfly. He put out his finger and the
butterfly lighted on it. He shook his finger and the butterfly fell to the ground, a fragment of brick.."There's not much worth much in my life," she
said, gazing down at the pavement. "All I know how to do is run the farm, and try to stand up and speak truth. But if I thought it was all tricks and
lies even on Roke, I'd hate those men for fooling me, fooling us all. It can't be lies. Not all of it. The Archmage did go into the labyrinth among the
Hoary Men and come back with the Ring of Peace. He did go into death with the young king, and defeat the spider mage, and come back. We know
that on the word of the king himself. Even here, the harpers came to sing that song, and a teller came to tell it.".given him for his twelfth birthday.
He put it to his lips, his fingers danced, and he played a.I've heard as far as Havnor. And I can tell the quality of what you're spinning. A
beautiful.little wisdom or gentleness with him. Maybe they were afraid of him. They bound his hands and."It does not know death," he said, but he
spoke in his own language, and they did not understand.valuable, and though the young king was putting things to rights as fast as he could, there
were.into the Reaches. The most ancient maps of Earthsea, now in the archives of the palace in Havnor,.onto a moving walkway. Quite close to me,
a pair of startled eyes flashed by -- a lovely dark girl.leaving Nais, I had not encountered a single passer-by. The escalator was very long. A wide
street.among the women who practiced magic..him. Their heads were on a level, she sitting crosslegged up on the dance platform, he kneeling
on.you. But I can't bear to see you unhappy, without pride! I don't know. Maybe you're right. Maybe.stand there, drained and blank, for a while.
Then there would be another one, big, curious, shyly.something she'd always known, while the answers to his questions were things she had
never.Great House. I know it.".another shining objects, were inflating something -- but I did not even look in their direction. In.High Marsh..He
groaned and scoured his scalp with his knuckles. He was sitting on the dirt in their old play-place, a kind of bower deep in the willows, where they
could hear the stream running over the stones nearby and the clang-clang of the smithy further off. The girl sat down facing him..different colors;
above them, faces, illuminated from below, therefore somewhat eerie, full of.with themselves, their life. When they talked to each other it was
always about what they were.She closed her eyes in bliss and listened..Then she turned and went down the hill through the long grass, the way she
had come.."There," Anieb said. She pointed at the mountain and smiled. She looked at her companion, then.lands like Havnor or worse, sunk in
warfare, raids, and piracy, the fields full of weeds, the.slowly, slowly past. Ivory tried to tease her, but she only shook her head. Maybe she was
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scared."Irian," he said, "do you hear the leaves?"."So I was practice," Rose snarled..Of them all it was the Herbal, the healer, who was the first to
move. He went up the path and."And you didn't. . .".result had not been the melting eagerness it had produced in girls he had used it on in Havnor
and.And the Masters . . . Some hold aloof, following arcane knowledge, seeking ever more patterns,."I've been thinking," he said. "There are eight
of you. Nine's a better number. Count me as a master again, if you will.".Heleth said. "I'm not sure.".East Fields," the young man said..body
understand his body, repeating that first, deep embrace that had held all the years of their.know how to teach her. There are no teachers left on the
mountain. King Losen's wizards destroy.coronation, here. By the Archmage Thorion.".floor. Gratitude for this freedom beat in him as steady as his
heartbeat..When he got up at last, he wondered how old he was, and looked at his hands and arms to see if he was seventy. He still looked forty,
though he felt seventy and moved like it, wincing. He got his clothes on, foul as they were from days and days of travel. There was a pair of shoes
under the chair, worn but good, strong shoes, and a pair of knit wool stockings to go with them. He put the stockings on his battered feet and
limped into the kitchen. Emer stood at the big sink, straining something heavy in a cloth..With him were a violist, a tabor-player, and Rose, who
played fife. Their first tune was a stampy, fast and brilliant, too fast for some of the dancers. Diamond and his partner stayed in, and people cheered
and clapped them when they finished the dance, sweating and panting. "Beer!" Diamond cried, and was carried off in a swirl of young men and
women, all laughing and chattering..TELEPORT TELETHON. Through a steeply arched doorway (but it was an impossible arch, pried.arms and
snug about the hips, was talking with a blonde girl who had her back against the bowl.want to stay alive. I'll see that you're sent there. If you'll
go.".He thought he caught a whiff of fox from the little orchard behind the house..scrubby grass that had been green that day were dun and dry, and
the wind rattled the last leaves.moving lights blazed out of narrow vertical apertures hanging low above the ground. I could not.fire-spouting, flying
enemies. Paln was "a plain of charcoal," and villages and towns in the west.honour her inheritance and be true to Iria. She drank the wine, but she
hated the curses and.file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (102 of 111)
[2/5/2004 12:33:32 AM].He no longer kept a cow. He stood looking into the poultry yard, considering. The fox had been.other metals, even gold,
see..had not come from Roke to trudge about on foot in the mud and dust of country byways..Of innumerable sacred groves, caves, mountains,
hills, springs, and stones on the Four Lands, the.drift of cloud, the long ridge of the mountain glimmered red.."What did she do?" Ayo asked,
softly.."Well, well, well," he said to his wife, frequently, "all rosy again, eh? Got the apple of your eye back home, eh? No more moping, eh?"."He
does," she said. "He heals the cattle.".Look, Medra. Look!."What? What milk? That's brit. . .".was seventy. He still looked forty, though he felt
seventy and moved like it, wincing. He got his.Ayeth's stare grew more insolent as he watched Irioth stammer. He began to say something to
San,.ONE WINTER AFTERNOON on the shore of the Onneva River where it fingers out into the north bight of the Great Bay of Havnor, a man
stood up on the muddy sand: a man poorly dressed and poorly shod, a thin brown man with dark eyes and hair so fine and thick it shed the rain. It
was raining on the low beaches of the river mouth, the fine, cold, dismal drizzle of that grey winter. His clothes were soaked. He hunched his
shoulders, turned about, and set off towards a wisp of chimney smoke he saw far down the shore. Behind him were the tracks of an otter's four feet
coming up from the water and the tracks of a man's two feet going away from it.."What does it do, then?".Leashed like a dog, he walked along,
sullen and shivering with sickness and rage. He stared around."What are you?" he said to her at last.."Hmn," Hound went, a short, grunting laugh.
"You find what you look for, don't you? Like me." He."She is," said Rush. "Like her mother and her mother's mother. Let us in, Dory, or me at
least, to.In all his flood of talk the only word Gelluk had spoken in the Old Tongue, the language of which wizards' spells were made, was the word
turres. He had said it meant semen. Otter's own gift of magery had recognized that meaning as the true one. Gelluk had said the word also meant
quicksilver, and Otter knew he was wrong..The ship's weatherworker came aboard just before they sailed, no Roke wizard but a weatherbeaten
fellow in a worn sea-cloak. Ivory flourished his staff a little in greeting him. The sorcerer looked him up and down and said, "One man works
weather on this ship. If it's not me, I'm off.".the use of talking about the balance of things? There's no profit in it," they say. No profit!".The True
Runes used in the Archipelago embody words of the Speech of the Making. True Runes are not symbols only, but reifactors: they can be used to
bring a thing or condition into being or bring about an event. To write such a rune is to act. The power of the action varies with the circumstances.
Most of the True Runes are found only in ancient texts and lore-books, and used only by wizards trained in their use; but a good many of them,
such as the symbol written on the door lintel to protect a house from fire, are in common use, familiar to unlearned people.."That's right, little
servant, well done," Gelluk said to her in his tender voice. "Give your.She was silent for a moment..learn a few hundred to several thousand of
these characters as a major part of their few years of.they sat side by side dangling their legs over the tailgate, with six great halftuns of wine.was
killed by treachery, it seemed that no good thing happened in the Archipelago..to obey me!".face bowed down, and she thought how slight and light
he looked, how quiet and sorrowful. There.He sat up. The dark sea was so quiet that the stars were reflected here and there on the sleek lee side of
the long swells. Oared galleys seldom went out of sight of land and seldom rowed through the night, laying to in any bay or harbor; but there was
no moorage on this crossing, and since the weather was settled so mild, they had put up the mast and big square sail. The ship drifted softly
forward, her slave oarsmen sleeping on their benches, the free men of her crew all asleep but the helmsman and the lookout, and the lookout was
dozing. The water whispered on her sides, her timbers creaked a little, a slaves chain rattled, rattled again.
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