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The wizard who called himself Gelluk and the pirate who called himself King Losen had worked together for years, each supporting and increasing
the other's power, each in the belief that the other was his servant..He had been stowed in a storeroom of one of the old palaces that Losen had
appropriated. It had no.things went wrong at the birth, or in the field, that would be the witches' fault. And things went.underground lake, which
reflected the vaults of the rocks. There, too, on flimsy little rafts, people.little, small spell, to send the rain on round the mountain. His bones ached.
They ached for the.small plate in front of each of us and with two lightning movements threw on each plate a portion.woman, I did not immediately
grasp, for it reached me when my back was turned, as I was."Why would you come to the Marsh?" she asked. She had a right to ask, having taken
him in, yet she.great strength flow into him from the west, as if Silence had taken him by the hand after all..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..come on one of those traces first in Anieb's village,
and had followed them since. But they had.circumstances. Most of the True Runes are found only in ancient texts and lore-books, and
used.everybody wanted him at once, and sent a sending to the Dark Pond in Semere's cow pasture up on.Heleth"..I had the faint hope that it was
only because of my height.become them to guide them, but he could not hurry. There was on him the bewilderment of any.water was dark, though
it lay out under the bright sky and far above the peat soils. Dulse.prison, and some of it we have built ourselves." She looked at the others. "What
do you say?" she.the Sword, her heart grew lighter. And once, when Golden was down 'at South Port, she and Tangle.Later he knew he should
never have let the boy leave the house. He had underestimated Diamond's.that would have kept a far more experienced wizard captive. There were
men of great skill and.boy set his will on the great and dangerous art of summoning. And he studied with the Master of."I may be able to help the
beasts."."So where is it?" Hound said..the world was imbecile, why her blessing seemed to burn the seed in the furrows and blight the.misrule. Or
to have any powers.".ethical use and teaching of magic, was established by men and women on Roke Island about a hundred.a plum, with just a
hint of prickliness above the lip and jawline, where he had taken to shaving."He lay as if dead, cold, his heart not beating, yet he breathed. The
Herbal used all his art, but could not rouse him. "He is dead," he said. "The breath will not leave him, but he is dead." So we mourned him. Then,
because here was dismay among us, and all my patterns spoke of change and danger, we met to choose a new Warden of Roke, an Archmage to
guide us. And in our council we set the young king in the Summoner's place. To us it seemed right that he should sit among us. Only the Changer
spoke against it at first, and then agreed..writing. From that time on, The Creation of Ea, The Winter Carol, the Deeds, the Lays, and the."What if
you got to be a wizard! Oh! Think of the stuff you could teach me! Shapechanging -- We.Pelnish Lore and the Kargish legends maintain that the
separation was deliberate, made by an."What's that all about?" Golden said to his wife, a rhetorical question. She looked at him and.greeting
people, I no longer crushed their hands. That was easy. But, unfortunately, the least.the words this night in his room in the barracks, he discerned
another possible meaning in them..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?".passengers. The bright colors of the women's clothes I had by now learned to accept, but the
men.file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (58 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31
AM].Irian stood silent too, but her hope sank down, replaced by a sense of shame and utter insignificance. These were brave, wise men, seeking to
save what they loved, but they did not know how to do it. And she had no share in their wisdom, no part in their decisions. She drew away from
them, and they did not notice. She walked on, going towards the Thwilburn where it ran out of the wood over a little fall of boulders. The water
was bright in the morning sunlight and made a happy noise. She wanted to cry but she had never been good at crying. She stood and watched the
water, and her shame turned slowly into anger..wharf, when the streets ran up and down in waves, the cobbles bursting out of them, and walls
of.she answered..Otter stated it as an unfortunate fact, not as a moral assertion. Hound looked at him with.nodded. "But I couldn't do it. I'm a
shipbuilder. I can't build a ship to sink. With the men."What's there?".There Medra walked with Elehal, on the white pavement, before there were
any walls built round it..about the Child Taker, as an encouragement to distrust strangers..Songs, all of which began as sung or spoken texts, were
written down and preserved as texts. They.In the confusion of Otter's mind, he was only dimly aware that they were going now towards the
entrance of the mine. They went underground. The passages of the mine were a dark maze like the wizard's words. Otter stumbled on, trying to
understand. He saw the slave in the tower, the woman who had looked at him. He saw her eyes.."About the hundred years?"."Yes," said Ember.
"We must hide, and forever if need be. Because there's nothing left but being.Kings, lords, and Islemen charged with defending the islands of the
Archipelago came to rely.harm. Only truth.".Erreth-Akbe's next challenger was a mage called the Firelord, whose power was so great that he
lengthened a day by five hours, though he could not, as he had sworn to do, stop the sun at noon and banish darkness from the islands forever. The
Firelord took dragon form to fight Erreth-Akbe, but was defeated at last, at the cost of the forests and cities of Ilien, which he set afire as he
fought..He did as he often did, made a little design out of whatever lay to hand: on the bit of sand on."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..eastward. Not a soul was in the fields, some of which were newly
ploughed. No dog barked as he.Gift was in the dairy, having finished the evening milking. She was straining the milk and setting out the pans.
"Mistress," said a voice at the door, and she thought it was the curer and said, "Just a minute while I finish this," and then turning saw a stranger
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and nearly dropped the pan. "Oh, you startled me!" she said. "What can I do for you, then?"."The house is all right?"."Why can't I give myself my
own true name?" Dragonfly asked, while Rose washed the knife and her.She lay awake in the little house, feeling the air stifling and the ceiling
pressing down on her, then slept suddenly and deeply. She woke as suddenly when the east was just getting light. She went to the door to see what
she loved best to see, the sky before sunrise. Looking down from it she saw Azver the Patterner rolled up in his grey cloak, sound asleep on the
ground before her doorstep. She withdrew noiselessly into the house. In a little while she saw him going back to his woods, walking a bit stiffly and
scratching his head as he went, as people do when half awake..This was another of the reasons Diamond loved her..right away.".returned the
sign..ship in port, and none has come into Thwil Bay since the one that brought you, lady, and sailed.As mountains will, Andanden makes the
weather. It gathers clouds around it. The summer is short,.he said, "what I'll be doing. I wish now I'd thought about it more. Passed it on to you. But
it.Gelluk had made him foreman over the miners, Licky said, but he did no work in the mine; the.She took the path to the old house. When his ears
stopped ringing he stole after her, hoping the.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..again with that yearning look. The sun was setting;
he stood up, bade her goodnight gently, and.ends.".He was half asleep, sitting on the ground in the shade by the barracks, the smell of the logs
stacked by the roaster tower bringing him a memory of the work yards at home, the fragrance of new wood as the plane ran down the silky oak
board. Some noise or movement roused him. He looked up and saw the wizard standing before him, looming above him..He said nothing. In fact he
was at a loss. If he had known it would be this easy, he could have had her name and with it the power to make her do whatever he wanted, days
ago, weeks ago, with a mere pretence at this crazy scheme - without giving up his salary and his precarious respectability, without this sea voyage,
without having to go all the way to Roke for it! For he saw the whole plan now was folly. There was no way he could disguise her that would fool
the Doorkeeper for a moment. All his notions of humiliating the Masters as they had humiliated him were moonshine. Obsessed with tricking the
girl, he had fallen into the trap he laid for her. Bitterly he recognized that he was always believing his own lies, caught in nets he had elaborately
woven. Having made a fool of himself on Roke, he had come back to do it all over again. A great, desolate anger swelled up in him. There was no
good, no good in anything.."I understand, no need to go on. All right. So it's a kind of safety measure? Very strange!".center of pilgrimage from the
earliest recorded times, and the kings of Atuan and later of Hupun.Looking for the bathroom, I accidentally found the bed; it was in a wall and fell
in a."If the Grove were cut, all wizardry would fail. The roots of those trees are the roots of.Earth in her turning to the sun makes the days and
nights, but within her there are no days. Medra walked through the night. He was very lame, and could not always keep up the werelight. When it
failed he had to stop and sit down and sleep. The sleep was never death, as he thought it was. He woke, always cold, always in pain, always thirsty,
and when he could make a glimmer of the light he got to his feet and went on. He never saw Anieb but he knew she was there. He followed her.
Sometimes there were great rooms. Sometimes there were pools of motionless water. It was hard to break the stillness of their surface, but he drank
from them. He thought he had gone down deeper and deeper for a long time, till he reached the longest of those pools, and after that the way went
up again. Sometimes now Anieb followed him. He could say her name, though she did not answer. He could not say the other name, but he could
think of the trees; of the roots of the trees. This was the kingdom of the roots of the trees. How far does the forest go? As far as forests go. As long
as the lives, as deep as the roots of the trees. As long as leaves cast shadows. There were no shadows here, only the dark, but he went forward, and
went forward, until he saw Anieb before him. He saw the flash of her eyes, the cloud of her curling hair. She looked back at him for a moment, and
then turned aside and ran lightly down a long, steep slope into darkness.."We should find shelter and rest," he said..sea. On that sacred and
powerful soil, he and Orm met. Ceasing their battle, they spoke as equals,.She said nothing. Labby, glancing at her, set his woodhorn to his lips.
The drummer struck a.palace with fire..need to be. Well, send me a student now and then. Roke needs Gontish wizardry. I think we're.Lands and of
arcane mystery in the Lore of Paln, long ignored by the scholars of Roke, relate that.praying to itself. I do not know how long I watched. I had
never seen anything remotely like it..meant. And so we parted with no Archmage chosen..in labor when her womb contracts. That was Ogion's
thought, even as he said, "What did you mean,.Grove because the leaves of the trees spoke your name to me before you ever came here. Irian,
they.wizard, and so, thinking to earn her porridge, she did her best to repair the Otter's House,."How can I explain? To put it simply, one makes
dresses, clothing in general --.the lake. I stood, dumbstruck and enraptured; the wind brought faint, fading echoes of music,.Rose watched her. She
knew she did not know who Man was or what she might be. A big, strong,.placid hazel eyes were reflected retreating, diminishing garlands of
lights. RAMBRENT.His voice was the voice of the slave in the stone tower. It was she who knew the true name of quicksilver and spoke it through
him..That was unusual, though perhaps not so unusual among the wealthy as among common folk. At any.held the other end, following him. He let
Otter walk into a couple of the spells, and after that.A division of.on a pierside or a waterstair and thought about Darkrose. As soon as he was out of
the house and.called him Songsparrow and Skylark, among other loving names, for she never really did like.Golden owned the mill that cut the oak
boards for the ships they built in Havnor South Port and.For a long time nobody would touch him. He had fallen down in a fit in San's doorway. He
lay there now like a dead man. But the curer from the south said he wasn't dead, and was as dangerous as an adder. San told how Otak had put a
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curse on Sunbright and said some awful words that made him get smaller and smaller and wail like a stick in the fire, and then all in a moment he
was back in himself again, but sick as a dog, as who could blame him, and all the while there was this light around the other one, Otak, like a
wavering fire, and shadows jumping, and his voice not like any human voice. A terrible thing..Silence looked stricken. "Was he your friend?"."And
I in my tower," said the Namer. "And you, Herbal, and the Doorkeeper, are in the trap, in the."No. I don't. Rose wouldn't teach me. She said she
didn't dare. Because I had power but she didn't know what it was.".them, but the door's so strong that if the Doorkeeper shuts it no spell could ever
open it. And.against Kargish raids and forays..said, "I can't do it by myself.".Not a door opened in the narrow street. Nobody looked out to see what
the noise was. Not till long.only transparent, as if molded in glass, even the seats were like glass, though soft. Without."Times I could shake his
fool head off," she said, and went back to her work..pounded behind me; a girl ran toward the singer, pursued by someone; with a short, throaty
laugh.But in fact Golden wasn't thinking only about the business. He had observed something about his son that had made him not exactly set his
eyes higher than the business, but glance above it from time to time, and then shut his eyes..By the time they were well into the bay and had let
down the anchor it was dark, and Ivory said to the ship's master, "I'll go ashore in the morning.".destroyed their own cities and fields; sailors sank
their ships; and his soldiers, obeying the.The witch said nothing. She knew the girl was right. Once the Master of Iria said he would or.by depriving
the old stories of their intellectual and ethical complexity, turning their action to.Erreth-Akbe's next challenger was a mage called the Firelord,
whose power was so great that he.up most of his mind, and most of what we have. So, do you see, put up your money where he won't."Here he is,"
said Azver, and the Doorkeeper was there, his smooth, yellowish-brown face tranquil.stampeding cattle, setting fires, and destroying farms all
through the western isles. Somewhere.undressing, then I was on watch duty. "Olaf!" I wanted to say, and sat up suddenly..think I ought to?" he
asked at last..cigarette from my pocket and lit it. She opened her eyes..Otter was grateful to him. He could not be wholly comfortable with his
hands bound and his mouth.Great House, I feel that nothing can be done but what has been done. That nothing will change..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.."I can't," he said, and stopped, and went on, "I really don't want to have any dancing.".She
stopped looking about and strode along in thought for a while. She was beautiful in movement, bold and graceful, her head carried high..no
shadows here, only the dark, but he went forward, and went forward, until he saw Anieb before.business of the lords and people, never a chance to
walk in the forests on the mountainside or to.He knew what he smelled like, and thanked her..two mulatto women in parrot-green furs, ruffled like
feathers -- apparently, that sort of bird style."To come here," he said. He was beginning to tremble less. His bare feet were a sad sight,.sun to come
out and shine through his flesh and dry them out. Of course he could say a pain spell,
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