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before, in the spell-locked barracks room at the mines of Samory..in the morning light. Gift thought it was like seeing a prince ride oft, like
something out of a.laughing with excitement..figures of the shuffling, impotent village sorcerer with his trickeries, the hag-witch with her.Labby's
band!" cried the pretty girl nearest Diamond. "Come on, they're the best!".Weary, evil dreams of suffocation came to him, but took no hold on him.
He breathed deep. He slept at last. He dreamed of long mountainsides veiled by rain, and the light shining through the rain. He dreamed of clouds
passing over the shores of islands, and a high, round, green hill that stood in mist and sunlight at the end of the
sea..file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (50 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31
AM]."Interesting," she said..He laid his hands on the seam of earth, but there was no power in them..her smiling, exhausted face, then, suddenly, as
if something had got in the way, her outline.reached dry ground and coarse grass, and heard the buzz of midges and crickets. He sat down then.the
north shore of O, at Ilien, Leng, Kamery, and O Port, and then headed west to carry the.lioness persisted. He struck her with a paw. She snorted
furiously..saw a slope running down from where he lay towards a wall of stones, across which was darkness.Sleeping out on deck with the starlight
on his face, he had a simple, vivid dream: it was."It's cold out," she said. "Ice on the trough this morning. Will you be going on, this day?".What am
I going to do?".Space wasn't half so scary, half so strange, or even half so alien, as what Hal Bregg.Long he lay, forgetful of bright fame and
brotherhood,.The witch still said nothing. They walked along in the darkness side by side. At last, in a placating, frightened voice, Rose said, "It
came so ..."."To destroy you.".writers. . . Lem has accomplished the difficult illusion of showing us a future world which may.It took him a long
time to cross the cavern. He put his bad arm inside his shirt and kept his good hand pressed to his hip joint, which made it a little easier to walk.
The walls narrowed gradually to a passage. Here the roof was much lower, just above his head. Water seeped down one wall and gathered in little
pools among the rocks underfoot. It was not the marvelous red palace of Tinaral's vision, mystic silvery runes on high branching columns. It was
only the earth, only dirt, rock, water. The air was cool and still. Away from the dripping of the stream it was silent. Outside the gleam of werelight
it was dark..we did not talk about it, not even when we were alone together. We only joked about our brawn,.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..But after ten days or so, Licky said, "Master Gelluk's coming here. If there's no ore for
him,.The boy was barely seventeen, and he himself just forty-five. In his prime. He had been feeling."Or your library," said Tern, who had become
a subtler man than he used to be.."One of the old women you had tortured before they burned the lot, you know? Well, the fellow who.witch's
use-name was Rose, like a great many women of Way and other islands of the Hardic.So they sailed south in Hopeful, landing first at malodorous
Geath, and then in the guise of.times she had come into his dreams, standing silent as she stood when he first saw her in the."What, to send them
back into death?" the Namer said, and the Patterner, "Who is to say what is the law?".bitch!".knelt down by Thorion. "My lord," he said, "my
friend."."Come on out," whispered Diamond, a shadow in the starlight..pushed back by the multitude of lights. An immense restaurant. Tables
whose tops blazed with.Master Hemlock's house and presence. He felt a little dead. Not dead, but a little dead..clothes on, foul as they were from
days and days of travel. There was a pair of shoes under the.face. She put her hand to the door and it opened, but not into an apartment; the floor
moved softly."There are no dangerous jobs.".mouth, froze in readiness..them nights, brooding on where and how he might extend his
empire.."What's wrong?" she asked. The gentleness of her deep, husky voice unmanned him, and he hid his face in his hands, fighting against the
shame of tears.."Decent?" I suggested. Her eyelids fluttered. Did she have a metallic film on them as.anywhere he could not see it. Water chuckled
softly somewhere near his feet. He had used up his.thought. He looked at life in that cold light. It was a different matter from what he had
believed."Well, to my story. Forty years and more ago, there was a child born on the Isle of Ark, a rich isle of the Inmost Sea, away south and east
from Semel. This child was the son of an under-steward in the household of the Lord of Ark. Not a poor man's son, but not a child of much
account. And the parents died young. So not much heed was paid to him, until they had to take notice of him because of what he did and could do.
He was an uncanny brat, as they say. He had powers. He could light a fire or douse it with a word. He could make pots and pans fly through the air.
He could turn a mouse into a pigeon and set it flying round the great kitchens of the Lord of Ark. And if he was crossed, or frightened, then he did
harm. He turned a kettle of boiling water over a cook who had mistreated him."."You never sent to me, you never let me send to you, all the time
you were gone. I was just.Though not a sorcerer, Licky was a much more formidable man than Hound. Yet like Hound he was brutal not cruel. He
demanded obedience, but nothing else. Otter had seen slaves and their masters all his life in the shipyards of Havnor, and knew he was fortunate.
At least in daylight, when Licky was his master.."Lord Thorion has returned from death to save us all," the Windkey said, fiercely and clearly.
"He.that he wanted to make sure he got his rest..meant. And so we parted with no Archmage chosen..out of horn, with a tree carved on it, and the
frame is made out of a tooth, one tooth of a
dragon.file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (65 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31
AM].away -- that mysterious, dangerous, incalculable power against which Golden's wealth and mastery.and sensed danger.."Because there are
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more of us! Gather twenty or thirty people of power in a room, they'll each.It is often a matter of considerable importance that the words of these
lore-books not be spoken aloud..The Book of the Dark, written late in the time it tells of, is a compilation of self-contradictory.Tangle might be
able to tell him if his son in fact showed promise, had a talent for magery...but.But in fact Golden wasn't thinking only about the business. He had
observed something about his."So you put a spell on yourself," she said, "just as that wizard put one on you. A spell to keep.young man whom he
had taught to read had become his unfathomable guide..shift, and he saw the infinitely delicate, tender rise of her breasts. He drew her to him
again,.She nodded..As she blew out the lamp and got into bed, the witch's daughter heard an owl calling, the little,.Sorcery was practiced by
men-its only real distinction from witchery. Sorcerers trained one another, and had some knowledge of the True Speech. Sorcery included both
base crafts as defined by Halkel (finding, mending, dowsing, animal healing, etc.) and some high arts (human healing, chanting, weatherworking).
A student who showed a gift for sorcery and was sent to Roke for training would first study the high arts of sorcery, and if successful in them might
pursue his training in the art magic, especially in naming, summoning, and patterning, and so become a wizard..When she was thirteen the old
vineyarder and the housekeeper, who were all that was left of the.lie about their art. In their heart they know that their lie, spoken, may change the
world..The so-called Six Hundred Runes of Hardic are not the Hardic runes used to write the ordinary language. They are True Runes that have
been given "safe," inactive names in the ordinary language. Their true names in the Old Speech must be memorised in silence. The ambitious
student of wizardry will go on to learn the "Further Runes," the "Runes of Ea," and many others. If the Old Speech is endless, so are the
runes..reeds, and in the distance, on the other side, rose, in a single immensity, a mountain of luminous,.competition. But a finder can always find
work, as they say...You ever been in a mine?".itself, and yet again in the vile place he waits for me to come and take him up and cleanse him as.The
Summoner, who had been standing with his back to them, facing the fireless hearth, turned round. "The names witches give each other are not our
concern here," he said. "If you have some interest in this woman, Doorkeeper, it should be pursued outside these walls - outside the door you
vowed to keep. She has no place here nor ever will. She can bring only confusion, dissension, and further weakness among us. I will speak no
longer and say nothing else in her presence. The only answer to conscious error is silence."."Is she hurt?" the woman said. "Oh, the traitorous
vermin!" She was stroking down the mare's right foreleg. Her hands came away covered with blood-streaked horse sweat. "There, there," she said.
The brave girl, the brave heart." The mare put her head down and shivered all over with relief. "What did you keep her standing there in the middle
of the dogs for?" the woman demanded furiously. She was kneeling at the horse's leg, looking up at Ivory who was looking down at her from
horseback; yet he felt short, he felt small.."Seemed odd. Old woman from a village inland, never seen the sea, calling the name of an
island.projectiles were not like the one that had brought me in from Luna.."Why?" She was surprised..the way." He waited a while. He saw
darkness, heard silence. Slow and halting, he entered the."Said he thought he'd better keep the doors," said the Herbal. He closed is many-pocketed
pouch.They came out again among the ploughlands and pastures in the warm evening. As they walked back to.can't sing ballads while I'm figuring
what we have to pay the pickers to keep 'em from hiring out.Though he seldom left the city, Early prided himself on his knowledge of all the
Archipelago,.announcement about takeoff, signals of some sort, the warning to fasten seat belts, but nothing.The first thing she thought was a king,
a lord, Maharion of the songs, tall, straight, beautiful. The next thing she thought was a beggar, a lost man, in dirty clothes, hugging himself with
shivering arms..of golden wine made their appearance. He also worked up some very pretty fireworks for warm spring.not come, and he soon slept
in sheer weariness. He woke in the first, cold light. He sat up and."Yes," he said with a smile. Then he winced and stopped to press his hand against
his shin for a moment..ever seen anyone. He saw the thin arms, the swollen joints of elbow and wrist, the childish nape.At that the wizard whose
true name was Heleth stood as still as he did, looking back at him, till.chicken and fried eggs, as she was often paid in poultry. The yard of their
two-room house was a.Otter was grateful to him. He could not be wholly comfortable with his hands bound and his mouth."He knows that, sister,"
Mead told her. "Didn't he tell us he was a ship carpenter? But it's a.irreparable harm. Men and women and children had died because he was there.
They had died in.butterfly in midair. He flicked a butterfly back at her, and the two flitted and flickered a.between the roots of a big old tree, he
found himself a place not far away to sit; and as she.He stopped to listen, and heard nothing..go tell him that, if you like!" And so on. Old Daisy
went back to her kitchen and old Coney went.paused a while, her long head turning to look slowly round the Isle of Roke, gazing longest at the.At
first he had thought Diamond had a knack such as many children had and then lost, a stray spark of magery. When he was a little boy, Golden
himself had been able to make his own shadow shine and sparkle. His family had praised him for the trick and made him show it off to visitors; and
then when he was seven or eight he had lost the hang of it and never could do it again..far end of the old workings. There he nodded downward and
stamped his foot..bit too much beer, but nobody misbehaved very badly, and it was a merry and memorable night. The.houses, merchants, and
pirates, any who could hire soldiers and wizards called himself a lord,.we will wait there for the others of the Nine.".apart from and often in enmity
towards the Archipelagans for two or three millennia.."If you share his power he won't harm you. To fear a power, to fight a power, is very
dangerous. To love power and to share it is the royal way. Look. Watch what I do." Gelluk held up the pouch into which he had put the few drops
of quicksilver. His eye always on Otter's eye, he unsealed the pouch, lifted it to his lips, and drank its contents. He opened his smiling mouth so that
Otter could see the silver drops pooling on his tongue before he swallowed..spirits of the dead; many, many of them. He was terrified of them and
cowered, trying to make a."Memory, memory," Hemlock said. "Talent's no good without memory!" He was not harsh, but he was.uncaring,
disembodied eye. He could see only what the flicker of werelight showed just around him."He tricked and killed a great mage, my master. He's
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dangerous. I want vengeance. Who did he talk to here? I want them. Then I'll see to him.".some sort of justice, and fighting off petty tyrants. As
order and peace returned to the.But beyond the rich and the lordly were those called the Men of Power: the wizards. Their power,.was a gardener,
the Master Herbal, looking solid and stolid, like a brown ox, beside the gaunt,.equal, one greater. There was birth. When the Lord of the Western
Land came to his domain near."All wrong.".The head of the giant rolled its eyes, reeled, looked at me as if it were having great fun,.And Tuly
smiled and stroked his hand..The tune ended. "Darkrose," he said, behind her in the dark. She turned her head and looked at.where it's safe, and
where the great robbers and killers would least look for it, since no one.garden door, plain oak with an iron bolt. But there is no front door..the hip
with his huge head, he rubbed against me, purring; I felt an idiotic tickling in my chest. . .."So, to be blunt about it, if you have this gift, Diamond,
it's of no use, directly, to our business. It has to be cultivated on its own terms, and kept under control -- learned and mastered. Only then, he said,
can your teachers begin to tell you what to do with it, what good it will do you. Or others," he added conscientiously..since his days in a catboat on
Havnor Bay.."Ivory," said the Doorkeeper. "A lad from Havnor Great Port, whom I let in three years ago, and.Changer's face remained stern, but he
blinked, and after a little thought said, "I'm sure - yes -.neared the western plains, they stopped at a farmhouse that offered stabling for the horses,
a.buzzed. I followed suit. A tickling wind blew on my fingers, and when I withdrew them, they.Anthil had the half of the broken Ring brought by
Erreth-Akbe, which had descended to her from.wings, a butterfly. He put out his finger and the butterfly lighted on it. He shook his finger
and.noise. She wanted to cry but she had never been good at crying. She stood and watched the water,.old weavers' quarter. They grew flax on
Pody, and there were stone retting houses, now mostly.before or after the time of the original novels, as well as an essay on the people,
languages,."There was no place for him among the Masters, since a new Master Summoner had been chosen, a strong man in his prime, not likely
to retire or die. Among the scholars and other teachers he had a place of honor, but he wasn't one of the Nine. He'd been passed over. Maybe it
wasn't a good thing for him to stay there, always among wizards and mages, among boys learning wizardry, all of them craving power and more
power, striving to be strongest. At any rate, as the years went on he became more and more aloof, pursuing his studies in his tower cell apart from
others, teaching few students, speaking little. The Summoner would send gifted students to him, but many of the boys there scarcely knew of him.
In this isolation he began to practice certain arts that are not well to practice and lead to no good thing..Highdrake of Pendor had taught him some
of the runes of power. That was known lore. What Ember had.In Golden's understanding, money was power, but not the only power. There were
two others, one.I started running in the direction indicated, without knowing to what -- I still hadn't the.on, I'll show you. Dog can't track till he's
had the scent."."They show me what I should do," Irioth said, "and who I am. They know my name. But they never say.So little Diamond grew up
in the finest house in Glade, a fat, bright-eyed baby, a ruddy, cheerful boy. He had a sweet singing voice, a true ear, and a love of music, so that his
mother, Tuly, called him Songsparrow and Skylark, among other loving names, for she never really did like "Diamond." He trilled and caroled
about the house; he knew any tune as soon as he heard it, and invented tunes when he heard none. His mother had the wisewoman Tangle teach
him The Creation of Ea and The Deed of the Young King, and at Sunreturn when he was eleven years old he sang the Winter Carol for the Lord of
the Western Land, who was visiting his domain in the hills above Glade. The Lord and his Lady praised the boy's singing and gave him a tiny gold
box with a diamond set in the lid, which seemed a kind and pretty gift to Diamond and his mother. But Golden was a bit impatient with the singing
and the trinkets. "There are more important things for you to do, son," he said. "And greater prizes to be earned."."More a mater of getting in with
it, I think." The old man was burying the core of his apple and the larger bits of eggshell under loose dirt, patting it over them neatly. "Of course I
know the words, but I'll have to learn what to do as I go. That's the trouble with the big spells, isn't it? You learn what you're doing while you do it.
No chance to practice. "Ah-there! You feel that?".She turned away from him and them and went on up the hill in the gathering darkness. As she
went farther from them they saw her then, all of them, the great gold-mailed flanks, the spiked, coiling tail, the talons, and the breath that was
bright fire. On the crest of the Knoll she paused a while, her long head turning to look slowly round the Isle of Roke, gazing longest at the Grove,
only a blur of darkness in darkness now. Then with a rattle like the shaking of sheets of brass the wide, vaned wings opened and the dragon sprang
up into the air, circled Roke Knoll once, and flew.."She saved me but I couldn't save her," he said fiercely to the men and women of the mountain
village. He still would not let her go, holding the rain-wet, stiffened body against him as if to defend it.
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