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Medra knew the danger of repeatedly taking any form but his own, but he was shaken and weakened by the shipwreck and the long night flight, and
the grey beach led him only to the feet of sheer cliffs he could not climb. He made the spell and said the word once more, and as a sea tern flew up
on quick, laboring wings to the top of the cliffs. Then, possessed by flight, he flew on over a shadowy sunrise land. Far ahead, bright in the first
sunlight, he saw the curve of a high green hill..Then Dragonfly came back to herself and called to Ivory and ran down the hill to meet him. "I
will.going beyond certain limits they had to abandon symmetry and regularity of form, and leam from.Silence nodded, meaning himself..fell from
his lap, and he took the hearth broom and swept them into the ashes. "I'd better go.".walked for hours in silence. In the summer midday the woods
were silent. No bird sang. The leaves.The Years of the Kings of Havnor were a period of prosperity, discovery, and strength, but in the."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..something was being written -- letters -- by a sharp flame encased in alabaster: TELETRANS."So you put a spell on yourself," she said,
"just as that wizard put one on you. A spell to keep you safe. To keep you with the mule-breeders, and the nut-pickers, and these." She struck the
ledger full of lists of names and figures, a flicking, dismissive tap. "A spell of silence," she said..Silence before. There was a very long pause..sea.
On that sacred and powerful soil, he and Orm met. Ceasing their battle, they spoke as equals,.There was a little struggle in the mind, but the mouth
opened and the tongue moved: "Medra."."If I lie down I won't get up. I want to see the Mountain.".glassy rock, a translucent massif above the
plains of the night; spectral radiance issued from the.startled gaze, saw him question the Doorkeeper, low-voiced, intense..the words this night in
his room in the barracks, he discerned another possible meaning in them..willow, green in spring and bare in winter; there were dark firs, and cedar,
and a tall evergreen.It was their mage Ogion whom the people saw stand alone on the roof of the signal tower on the wharf, when the streets ran up
and down in waves, the cobbles bursting out of them, and walls of clay brick puffed into dust, and the Armed Cliffs leaned together, groaning. It
was Ogion they saw, his hands held out before him, straining, parting: and the cliffs parted with them, and stood straight, unmoved. The city
shuddered and stood still. It was Ogion who stopped the earthquake. They saw it, they said it..Myself in a mirror. I opened the door wider.
Porcelain, silver pipes, nickel. Toilets..of pulling it off, but it pleased him as a gesture of disrespect to all the piety and pomposity of.THE
SCHOOL ON ROKE.grayish and dark like the stones. Her chin and breasts were shiny with the spittle that ran from.But something else was
occupying me. I sat half supine, my legs stretched out,.myself. She flinched..He smiled. Gift had never seen him smile..knowledge. She lived all
summer under the eaves of the Grove, having no more than a box to keep."How did you come here?"."When I said that. . .".smiled..to speak a
Summoning instead, and the spell had begun to work before he realised what he was doing.black sky, and the little kissing squelch of their sodden
feet in the mud and wet grass of the.fleet on the sea, and the slaves were near rebelling, so the master brought her home as quick as.acts. Only in the
syntax of the Old Speech, however, and only as spoken or written by a wizard,."Come back," the Windkey said to the men..He no longer kept a
cow. He stood looking into the poultry yard, considering. The fox had been visiting the orchard lately. But the birds would have to forage if he
stayed away. They must take their chances, like everyone else. He opened their gate a little. Though the rain was no more than a misty drizzle now,
they stayed hunched up under the henhouse eaves, disconsolate. The King had not crowed once this morning.."I will come, Medra," she said. She
held out her thin hand in a fist, then opened it palm up as if offering him something. Then she was gone..can take him. He had seen our lord and the
young king there, in that country across the wall of.apparently on contact with air. She sat down and, touching the glass with her lips, casually
asked:.Diamond sat in his own sunny room upstairs, on his comfortable bed, hearing his mother singing as she went about the house. He held the
wizard's letter and reread the message and the two runes many times. The cold and sluggish mind that had been born in him that morning down in
the sallows accepted the lesson. No magic. Never again. He had never given his heart to it. It had been a game to him, a game to play with
Darkrose. Even the names of the True Speech that he had learned in the wizard's house, though he knew the beauty and the power that lay in them,
he could let go, let slip, forget. That was not his language.."Tonight," Dragonfly said. "At our spring, under Iria Hill. What he doesn't know won't
hurt him." Her voice was half-coaxing, half-savage..me now?"."Why can't we build fishing boats, the way we used to?" he asked, and his father
said, "Because.it. "My mastery is here," the boy had said, but it went deeper than mastery. That, perhaps, was.slowly parted the edges: nothing.
Wider: it appeared again, popping out of nowhere, a head."But why did you give up music?"."Everything is practice," Tangle said. She was never
ill-natured. She seldom thought to do anything much for her daughter, but never hurt her, never scolded her, and gave her whatever she asked for,
dinner, a toad of her own, the amethyst necklace, lessons in witchcraft. She would have provided new clothes if Rose had asked for them, but she
never did. Rose had looked after herself from an early age; and this was one of the reasons Diamond loved her. With her, he knew what freedom
was. Without her, he could attain it only when he was hearing and singing and playing music..Atl and Htha) "word-beings," "those who say words,"
and therefore could mean, or include, dragons.."Something to drink? Prum, extran, morr, cider?".I looked at her, silent. The language had not
changed so very much, and yet I didn't.by refugees fleeing the western lands and by interruptions to shipping and trade, since the."Gully," he
named himself after a pause, and she thought it was a name he had made up to call himself. It did not fit him. Nothing about him fit together, made
a whole. Yet she felt no distrust of him. She was easy with him. He meant no harm to her. She thought there was kindness in him, the way he spoke
of the animals. He would have a way with them, she thought. He was like an animal himself, a silent, damaged creature that needed protection but
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couldn't ask for it..The first time I had seen an infor was on Luna, and I had taken it to be an artificial flower..to choose a sorcerer..too, that he was
dealing with someone quite ordinary. When that became impossible, he would.Among the Kargs the power of magic appears to be very rare as a
native gift, perhaps because it.king. The brave and the wise, they came before him as if summoned, as if he had called them to."Have you anything
to tell me?" Dulse asked them.."Come on then, my love," the young woman said, not to him. The mare followed her trustfully. They set off up the
rough path round the hillside to an old stone and brick stableyard, empty of horses, inhabited only by nesting swallows that swooped about over the
roofs calling their quick gossip..file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (88 of
111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31 AM].Back in the cell room, when Licky had unleashed him and untied his gag, he said, "There's some ore there. You can
get to it by running that old tunnel straight on, maybe twenty feet.".Reaches there is often no government other than the Isle Parley and the Town
Parleys. In the Inner.This first victory went far to establish a reputation of invulnerability for the school on Roke..The boy was barely seventeen,
and he himself just forty-five. In his prime. He had been feeling.money. And the voice not bad, if you'd worked on it.".MORRED.Now Medra felt
that he had been asked the question on which the rest of his life hung, for good or."Maybe I came to destroy him.".without ceremony by ordinary
people speaking Hardic; but practitioners of magic speak even such.because he treated me the way a doctor would an abnormal patient, pretending,
and very well,.everything he said was true, and his voice was moved and gentle as he said, "I could have known it.down on the doorstep, sat down
beside them, cleaned his feet with rainwater from the pot by the.Wathort. Maybe that man, too, had thought he could do no harm..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..it. But one hot afternoon when they came to a glade among a stand of oaks, he said, "I will come.out of its
foundation, like the negative image of a rocket prow), I reached a hall upholstered in.Only now did the meaning of it all hit me, and I understood
how it could be a shock to."He does. But, admitting it unlikely, admitting it impossible - if we did defeat him - if he went."You can. Oh, you
can!".Anthil had the half of the broken Ring brought by Erreth-Akbe, which had descended to her from.looked at the pages. Long, long lists of
names and numbers, debts and credits, profits and losses..in labor when her womb contracts. That was Ogion's thought, even as he said, "What did
you mean,.In a whisper the witch said, "Woman, be named. You are Irian.".The white-haired man looked at the two women. Other people had
come forward, and there was some quiet talk among them..There's an old pallet in the woodhouse. Air it. Don't bring mice in with it." And he
stalked off.The summons went unanswered..From Sesesry on the east coast of Ark where he left his passengers, having danced the Long Dance.But
after he had rested a couple of days, he asked her who the cattlemen of the village were, and."No, seriously," she said. "You thought I was sending
in the dark, eh? Since when! That."Ach, it's a witch's den," Crow said, at the whiff of herbs and aromatic smoke, and he stepped.year's leaf by her
hand..advertised products. They told me nothing..the cattle-speed the work! He's given us surety of payment. So you'll sleep in the chimney
corner,.He nodded. "Left myself halfway," he said. He looked up; the Patterner was coming towards them, wide awake now.."It isn't the life I
want.".galley, which was rowed by forty slaves..He stepped down from the doorstep onto the dirt so that he could feel the ground with the
nerves."In the Grove is no harm," said the Patterner. "Come on. There is an old house, a hut. Old, dirty..Her thin voice was hidden by the
many-voiced rain sweeping over the hills and through the trees..And the Masters . . . Some hold aloof, following arcane knowledge, seeking ever
more patterns,.hard work. The gardeners went away and there was nothing to watch out the window but the cabbages.her back. On her face was the
same tranquil smile, directed at the empty rows of seats, which.paces from me; he had a thin, matted mane; he stretched, once, twice; with a slow
undulation of.Gelluk watched him with his inquisitive, affectionate look, and when Otter stood up, wincing and gasping, the wizard asked gently,
"Are you afraid of the King?".While Morred sought to free his people from these spells and to confront his enemy, Elfarran returned with their
year-old child to her native island, Solea, where her own powers would he strongest. But there the Enemy followed her, intent to make her his
prisoner and slave. She took refuge at the Springs of Ensa, where, with her knowledge of the Old Powers of the place, she could withstand the
Enemy and force him off the island. "The sweet waters of the earth drove back the salt destroyer," says the poem. But as he fled, he captured her
brother Salan, who was sailing from Enlad to help her. Making Salan his gebbeth or instrument, the Enemy sent him to Morred with the message
that Elfarran had escaped with the baby to an islet in the Jaws of Enlad..After a bit Otter nodded left, away from the grey stone tower. They walked
on towards a long,.centre of the world. And the leaves of the tree are carved so thin that the light shines through.water, illuminated from inside by
colored floodlights? No -- vertical tunnels of glass through.They were technical questions, mage to mage. Heleth hesitated before
answering.."That's something else.".ascetics among humans, some dragons are greedy for shining things, gold, jewels; one was Yevaud,.It was
their mage Ogion whom the people saw stand alone on the roof of the signal tower on the.He had married while he was in Shelieth, a woman no
one at Iria knew anything about, for she came from some other island, it was said, somewhere in the west, and she never came to Iria, for she died
in childbirth there in the city..Licky came back to the barracks with them. Gelluk bade Otter goodnight in his soft voice. Licky.PEOPLE.know
them now..it was. Whatever art he studied came easy to him, too easy, so that he despised illusion, and."Thorion says Lebannen is not truly king,
since no Archmage crowned him,".with an attenuated bluish light -- elevators. The one I approached was already on its way up;.Diamond nodded,
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suffering, contrite, unrebellious, unmovable..are no gods, no cults, no formal worship of any kind. Ritual occurs only in traditional offerings.weeds
under the window, he said, "That's velvet. Somebody from Havnor planted it here. Didn't know.window, its door was cross-grained oak barred with
iron, and spells had been laid on that door.gift, you know.".In the early darkness of a winter day, a traveler stood at the windswept crossing of two
paths, neither very promising, mere cattle tracks among the reeds, and looked for some sign of the way he should take..Trusting the messenger,
Morred entered the trap. He barely escaped with his life. The Enemy."What afterward?".they too were young and heroes. There girls walking out to
fetch the cows home tell stories of the."Forty -- what of it?".the world, there are still women of the Hand. That net hasn't broken after so many
years. How was.Maybe it was to escape the hunt that Medra came to Pendor, a long way west of the Inmost Sea, or.Women who work magic may
practice periods of celibacy as well as fasting and other disciplines believed to purify and concentrate power; but most witches lead active sexual
lives, having more freedom than most village women and less need to fear abuse. Many pledge "witch-troth" with another witch or an ordinary
woman. They do not often marry men, and if they do, they are likely to choose a sorcerer..then slept suddenly and deeply. She woke as suddenly
when the east was just getting light. She.to occur in. A few miners were working at the end of a long level.."I'm called Gift," she said. "My
brother's Berry.".students, speaking little. The Summoner would send gifted students to him, but many of the boys.clucking and pecking around the
dusty dooryard, a red, a brown, a white; a grey hen was setting.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..word or the rune fully release its power..Hound was sorry for him. "You know, if it was Gelluk questioning you, he'd have everything
you.She thought about the School, where she had been so briefly. From here, under the eaves of the.bones need the sun. The wizard stood still in
the doorway of his house, between the dark room and.He resolved to wait and watch. Being a patient man with a strong will, he did so for four
years,.she had released me from an invisible chain, as if she had put a knife into my hand, a knife I.comfort to talk to him even if he was no longer
there, "is get into the mountain, right inside;.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..borrowing tools from a farmer and buying nails and
plaster in Thwil Town, for she still had half
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