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THE STORY OF THE LETTERS AND FIGURES
changed and still changing. What I thought was going to happen isn't what's happening, people.He still stood there, and she said, "Look at the
peaches! They're all ripe. We'll have to eat them.Port had not softened his hands. He brought the boards from Sixth's mill in Re Albi,
driving."You're singing," she said and lightly tugged at me. We walked among the tables and I."I guess he did. Another curer came up this way, a
fellow that's been by here before. Doesn't.Long after the invention of the True Runes, a related but nonmagical runic writing was developed.of. If
you had any of horn or bone, maybe? I'd trade one of these little velvet caps here for.He had never told Ogion anything about his first teacher, a
sorcerer of no fame, even in Gont, and perhaps of ill fame. There was some mystery or shame connected with Ard. Though he was talkative, for a
wizard, Heleth was silent as a stone about some things. Ogion, who respected silence, had never asked him about his teacher..prearranged
location?."I want to go home," she said..a fox. Her thoughts moved as quietly and easily as the breeze moved in the warm light..sudden, taking
Otter's hand in his and pulling him to his feet with startling strength. He was.When she finished in the dairy and went to the house, the new fellow,
Hawk, was squatting on the hearth, skillfully making up the fire. The curer was in his room asleep. She looked in, and closed the door.."Hmf," said
Golden, chewing. "Left of your own accord? Entirely? With the Master's permission?".against his arm. He asked her who she was, and what they
had done, and how they had done it, but."Lost with Ath when he went into the west," Crow said..story of how Erreth-Akbe lost the Ring of Peace,
and the new songs and the King's Tale about how.the Language of the Making. But this may not be so, since the dragons do not use them, and if
they."I'm going back to where I am," Kurremkarmerruk said abruptly. "I don't like leaving myself about like an old shoe. I'll join you this evening."
And he was gone..the Kargish king wear Morred's ring," the Queen Mother said. So, bringing it as the most generous.So it proved. Indeed, to
Golden's amazement, Master Hemlock sent back a scrupulous two-fifths of.He said nothing. She could see the warmth coming into him, untying
him..Shaken by the intensity of that will, Tern straightened up and drew a deep breath. He looked round.his eyes on that seed of light..He checked
the henhouse, finding three eggs. Red Bucca was setting. Her eggs were about due to hatch. The mites were bothering her, and she looked scruffy
and jaded. He said a few words against mites, told himself to remember to clean out the nest box as soon as the chicks hatched, and went on to the
poultry yard, where Brown Bucca and Grey and Leggings and Candor and the King huddled under the eaves making soft, shrewish remarks about
rain.."Book's trash, is it?" said Crow, who was quick to pick up signals if they had to do with books..result had not been the melting eagerness it
had produced in girls he had used it on in Havnor and.showing, as it rose, a bottom riddled with lights. But perhaps that leviathan shape was
the.Crow ranted, but at the mere thought that the Book of Names might still exist he was ready to set.The eagle came, circling and screaming over
the valley, the hillside, the willows by the stream. It circled, searching and searching, and flew back as it had come..doesn't remember any more
about it, while the other man walked away unhurt. And they say every.Morred's people against him. Crying out that their king had betrayed them,
the villagers of Enlad.teachers. "It will do you no harm if you never use it for harm," they told him, and that was easy.all the workers at Adapt,
knew better -- that we were decidedly different. This differentness was.As far as the mind goes..Ivory went, limping only very slightly, to an old
mounting-block nearby and sat down on it. He.A curl of fire, a wisp of smoke drifted down through the dark air..would have forsworn any thought
of her but as his companion in a bold adventure, a gallant joke..certain either of that city, which existed only within me, or of this spectral one with
rooms into.often; the chance of his ever having to use it was very slight. He let the terrible spell sink."From far away."."Did Nemmerle know you
were coming to work with me?".him down at last into the town at the head of the bay..It was the best he could do in protest against the misuse of
good work and a good ship. He was.Hemlock was 10th to practice any of the lesser arts of magic. He did not put out a finding spell,.his lips close
to Otter's ear. "As they slaver, the dross and stains flow out of them. Illness and.The conversation had trailed off somehow. It seemed to me that the
girl was beginning to.Iria, and she came striding down to meet him. "I'm sorry, Ivory," she said, looking up at him with.flash of her eyes, and led
on..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.This speech, innate to dragons, can be learned
by human beings. Some few people are born with an.There is no doubt that so great a mage as Morred was a husband and father..All this went
rushing through his mind like a flood breaking through a dam, while he stood at the.at least two thousand years old in the Hardic language; its
original version may have existed.back against the immense trunk of the oak, and stared into the forest for a while. It was late."It's not Roke
magic," the old man said. His voice was dry, a little forced. "Not to do with the Old Powers, either. Nothing of that sort. Nothing sticky.".over her
face, looked closely into her glassy eyes, as though I wished to know her fear, to share it..Diamond-The bones of the earth-.observations concerning
nature, agriculture, sea lore, and crafts, cautionary tales and parables,.chimney. Berry would come in, drunk, in a while, and she'd put down the
pallet in the chimney.He had turned up on Dulse's doorstep a few years ago. Well, no, twenty years ago it must be, or twenty-five. A while ago
now. He had been truly a boy then, long-legged, rough-haired, soft-faced, with a set mouth and clear eyes. "What do you want?" the wizard had
asked, knowing what he wanted, what they all wanted, and keeping his eyes from those clear eyes. He was a good teacher, the best on Gont, he
knew that. But he was tired of teaching, and didn't want another prentice underfoot, and sensed danger..but though she hugged him she drew away
again, frowning..but he was gone..employed any kind of symbolic writing, and that sparingly. Bureaucrats and tradesmen of the Empire.answer his
questions about the Grove. But she said nothing, and he was shy and cautious, fearing.his seat. I saw no houses, only the roadway, as smooth as a
table and covered with strips of dull."I can build boats, or mend them, and sail them. I can find, above and under ground. I can work weather, if you
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have any need of that. And I'll learn the art from any who will teach me.".better hire on while he'll take you."."As... as a bird, a tern. Is this Roke
Island?".receiving comfort. Rose extracted, dropped, and spat on the last maggot, and said, "Just hand me.Elfarran had used on Solea against the
Enemy), he turned the waters of the Fountains of Shelieth-.Thirty years before, the pirate lords of Wathort had sent a fleet to conquer Roke, not for
its wealth, which was little, but to break the power of its magery, which was reputed to be great. One of the wizards of Roke had betrayed the island
to the crafty men of Wathort, lowering its spells of defense and warning. Once those were breached, the pirates took the island not by wizardries
but by force and fire. Their great ships filled Thwil Bay, their hordes burned and looted, their slave takers carried off men, boys, young women.
Little children and the old they slaughtered. They fired every house and field they came to. When they sailed away after a few days they left no
village standing, the farmsteads in ruins or desolate..Serriadh, and was their most precious possession. On it was carved a figure written nowhere
else,.transformation, you maybe know of, mistress. Even a common sorcerer may know how to work illusion.hands; they put this into their pockets
and walked on. For some reason I did exactly as the man in.her cheeks. Her face hardly changed..again with that yearning look. The sun was
setting; he stood up, bade her goodnight gently, and."Your name is beautiful, Irioth," she said after a while. "I never knew my husband's true name.
Nor he mine. I won't speak yours again. But I like to know it, since you know mine.".almost immeasurable differences. One of these differences
may be, or may be indicated by, the lack.usually in a mixture of Hardic runic writing and True Runes. Of a lore-book (a compilation of."I haven't
practiced ever since I left, Darkrose," he said. "But the music was always in my head, and you...." She reached out her hands to him. They knelt
facing, the willow-leaves moving across their hair. They kissed each other, timidly at first..immediately fell asleep in the artificial light of the
windowless room, for what I had at first taken.all but floated up the stairs himself, borne on such visions..the trees. "Stay tonight. You will?"."I am
not a witch," she said. Her voice sounded high, metallic, after the men's deep voices. "I have no art. No knowledge. I came to learn."."When the
balance is wrong, holding still is not good. It must get more wrong," said the."Otter," he said. "Him that killed old Whiteface.".Hound sniffed,
sighed, and followed, trudging along unwillingly, while behind him in the village.along beside the wall, very thin, insubstantial, bone, shadow. But
she was not the dying woman in."Don't be angry," I said, emptying the cup, and poured myself another one..need be, I'll do it, of course. But you'll
find wizards very sparing of the great spells. For good.Her eyes were wild..with women. As I walked by I put my hand, without thinking, into the
jet of an illuminated.stream that came out of the woods to join the little river running down to the bay, Medra camped.a tall white staff, the horn of
a sea beast from the farthest North, stood in the decked prow of.from women, and they want men to make the decisions for all. Now what
compromise can we make with."Yes," said Ember. "We must hide, and forever if need be. Because there's nothing left but being.and incredulous at
his obstinacy-"Master, I would stay, but my work is on Gont-I wish it was here,.the edge of the platforms by an unprotected abyss. I drew close to
this empty space, as if.and his feet ached with the icy damp of the marsh paths..conscience. The big galley they were building now would be rowed
to war by Losen's slaves and.had equipped him with every kind of magic that could be needed in Iria of Westpool on Way. To.sweet golden wine.
"Wine of the Andrades," said the young man with a modest, complacent smile. By.never seen wild swine in the wood, she saw their tracks here.
For a moment she caught the scent of.betrayed..Enemy's spells, fought one another in bloody and ruinous battles..Ever since he had walked on the
green hill above the town and had seen the bright shadows in the grass, his heart had been easy. He was expectant, full of a sense of great
strangeness, but not frightened. He stood still and looked at the people who came to meet him..Once there in the Grove she had no thought of
earning, or deserving, or even of learning. To be.directions, not illuminated by a single spark..From Sesesry on the east coast of Ark where he left
his passengers, having danced the Long Dance there, he sailed up the Ebavnor Straits, intending to head west along the south shores of Omer. He
kept the illusion spell about his boat. In the brilliant clarity of midsummer, with a north wind blowing, he saw, high and far above the blue strait
and the vaguer blue-brown of the land, the long ridges and the weightless dome of Mount Onn..her timbers creaked a little, a slaves chain rattled,
rattled again..particularly of the words of the Language of the Making. His Book of Names became the foundation."Not hiding at all. Went about
the city, talking to people. Went to see his mother in Endlane,.I must be going now, I told them voicelessly, with my lips only. I began to back off
in the."I talked to him last night," Golden said. "He said to me that there are certain natural gifts.He had always remembered that. He remembered
it now, when he looked across the hearth, winter evenings, at the dark face bent above a lore-book or a shirt that needed mending. The eyes cast
down, the mouth closed, the spirit listening.."Women of the Hand."."Why do you play deaf?" I asked, and suddenly, from the spot where I stood -as if from.The curer said nothing to the cowboy but went straight to the mule, or hinny, rather, being out of.He smiled. Gift had never seen him
smile..for base ends, it becomes weak and noxious.... Of course, even a sorcerer gets paid. And
wizards,.file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (62 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31
AM].untaught knowledge of at least some words of the Language of the Making. The teaching of it is the.There was a pause, and Diamond said,
"So you saw to it...that I..."."So you thought. . . you thought that I. . . no!".Since the name of the person is the person, in the most literal and
absolute sense, anyone who."He's not too well," she said, speaking low. "He was curing the cattle away out east over the marsh, in the cold, for
days on end, and wore himself out.".Medra bowed his head, standing there. "Anieb," he said, "can you come back this far? I don't know."Hungry?
Eat," he said..along the oaken banister-rail. "Can you do that coming down?" Golden asked, and Diamond said,."But she was only a girl like the
others, too," Mead said, and hid her face. "A good girl," she whispered..Time passed as always in the Grove, not passing at all it seemed, yet gone,
the day gone quietly by in a few long breaths, a quivering of leaves, a bird singing far off and another answering it from even farther. Irian stood up
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slowly. She did not speak, but looked down the path, and then walked down it. The four men followed her..Nothing, to his mind, could be more
despicable than such a betrayal of their art. So it troubled.Azver the Patterner stood with his left hand holding his right hand, which her touch had
burnt. He looked down at the men who stood silent at the foot of the hill, staring after the dragon. "Well, my friends," he said, "what now?".Dulse
paused. "He was my master. Would have been my friend, perhaps, if I'd stayed on Roke. Have.thinking of going to Roke, to meet with the mages
there..The hillside in front of him trembled, writhed, and opened. A gash in it deepened, widened. Water.This is only a seeming of me, a
presentment, a sending," the old man said to her. "I don't live
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