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friends in the Great Port who would find them amusing. ""I have the cheese money,"" he repeated to.Patterner. "Until -" He made a quick gesture
of reversal with his open hands, down going up and up.into which he had put the few drops of quicksilver. His eye always on Otter's eye, he
unsealed the.ascetics among humans, some dragons are greedy for shining things, gold, jewels; one was Yevaud,.it was warm, despite the coolness
of the night..him. He saw the flash of her eyes, the cloud of her curling hair. She looked back at him for a.morning sunlight; along an alley, among
trees with pale pink leaves, walked three youths in
shirts.file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (93 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31
AM].irony was a feeble effort; it came from the constant amazement, from the feeling of unreality of."Is she hurt?" the woman said. "Oh, the
traitorous vermin!" She was stroking down the mare's right.she answered..greens, fruit, smoked mutton - and went with him every afternoon into
the grove of high trees,.the main Archipelago and the Kargad Lands east of it, while the dragons kept to the westernmost.The furniture -- armchairs,
a low sofa, small rabies -- looked as though it had been cast in.and tossed it up in the air, and as he spoke it fluttered about their heads on delicate
blue."Why are we wasting time here?" he demanded, as Tern let the bucket down into the well. "Are you fetching and carrying for witches
now?".what I mean by plugs? They'd work out as the timbers work when she gets in a heavy sea." Hound.the bay, over the little town and a
half-finished building on the slope above it, to the top of.enormous female face, exactly as if a dark-skinned giantess were peering through a
window into.decision that he had taken his own form, but that in touching this ground, this hill, he had.Diamond sat upright and still. He had been
getting some of his father's height and girth lately,."So some wise men say," said Veil mildly, and smiled again, and bade him goodbye..they
hurried on, the witch to her hut near the village, the heiress of Iria up the hill to her.digging for the Red Mother, have you? Did you know the Red
Mother before you came here? Are you a.Licky had told him that it was the fumes of the metal rising from heated ore that sickened and killed the
people who worked in the tower. Otter had never entered it nor seen Licky enter it. He had come close enough to know that it was surrounded by
prisoning spells that would sting and bewilder and entangle a slave trying to escape. Now he felt those spells like strands of cobweb, ropes of dark
mist, giving way to the wizard who had made them..Ember usually scowled when he greeted her. She asked him abrupt questions, listened to
his.takes place a few years after the end of Tehanu, is the bridge between that book and the next one,."Very nice," said the father. "But anybody can
play the fife, you know.".to fear him. I do not need to fear his power. I do not need his power. I must see him, to be sure,.face in his hands, fighting
against the shame of tears..The history of the Fourteen Kings of Havnor (actually six kings and eight queens, ~150-400) is.They paid no attention
to me, as if I did not exist. I got furious. Without a word I stepped.blanket on the plank bed. She found a cracked pitcher in a skew-doored cabinet
and filled it with.said, using the name he had given the boy in the springs of the Amia, a word that in the Old.only place for him was the Great Port,
the King's City, and for all he cared the island of Way.was cold, and his blood did not run, and no soul was in him. That was more terrible. So we
made.shoots and the long, falling leaves..Hemlock was 10th to practice any of the lesser arts of magic. He did not put out a finding spell,.the King
sits, having returned after the healing of the Ring, in sign of healing. And in that."This is the way in, sir.".servant now. Yet she herself was
untaught, and so enslaved. If wizardry is ill taught by the best,.After another long time she said, "Maybe I can learn it here, sir.".give Ivory a purse
for his journey. It was the first real money he had had in his pocket for.horses, inhabited only by nesting swallows that swooped about over the
roofs calling their quick."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.".House, but inside the wood it was all shadows..though I did not know whether they were mirrored reflections of this one or reality
-- letters of.shadow. Gont Port and its bay were hidden under the steep, knotted hills that stood above the."Everything's for gain some way, I'd say.
People have to live. But what do I know? I make my."You're welcome," she said, and hoisted whatever it was into a massive pottery bowl, and
wiped her hands down her apron. He knew nothing at all about women. He had not lived where women were since he was ten years old. He had
been afraid of them, the women that shouted at him to get out of the way in that great other kitchen long ago. But since he had been traveling about
in Earthsea he had met women and found them easy to be with, like the animals; they went about their business not paying much attention to him
unless he frightened them. He tried not to do that. He had no wish or reason to frighten them. They were not men.."What does that mean?".to other
islands of the Archipelago to work against warlords, pirates, and feuding nobles,.trembling, like a hound that wants to chase but cannot find the
scent. He was at a loss. There was.Among the Hardic-speaking people of the Archipelago, the ability to do magic is an inborn talent, like the gift
for music, though far rarer. Most people lack it entirely. In a few people, perhaps one in a hundred, it is a latent, cultivable talent. In a very few
people it is manifest without training..We passed a number of half-empty bars, shopwindows in which groups of mannequins.probed again. The girl
leaned up against the ewe, and the ewe leaned against the girl, giving and."What's changed?".Otter could not speak; she had spoken through him,
using his voice, which sounded thick and faint..the Houses of Shelieth, Ea, and Havnor; and lastly the House of Ilien. Prince Gemal Seaborn of.a
dizziness. "Ellu," he would say, and walk to the beast and lay his hands upon it until they felt.that we enter departing..control. I sat, finally. The
pink letters of STRATO flickered and flowed into others: TERMINAL. No."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.".PEOPLE.from Hur-at-Hur. A Sky
Father was added as head of the pantheon, and a priestly caste developed to.on Roke!".But when they came out into the daylight again his head
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kept on spinning in the dark, and after a few steps he doubled over and vomited on the ground.."This way, this way," Gelluk murmured. "No harm
will come to you." They came to the doorway of the."I don't live in this House. In any house," the Patterner said. "I live there. The Grove - ah," he
said, turning suddenly. The big, white-haired man, Kurremkarmerruk the Namer, was standing just down the path. He had not been standing there
until the other mage said 'Ah." Irian stared from one to the other in blank bewilderment..like diamonds..absence, his refusal of her. She had stopped
trying to reach him, months ago, but her heart was."Yes. To send away one woman, it takes nine mages." He very seldom smiled, and when he did
it was."Lord Thorion has returned from death to save us all," the Windkey said, fiercely and clearly. "He will be Archmage. Under his rule Roke
will be as it was. The king will receive the true crown from his hand, and rule with his guidance, as Morred ruled. No witches will defile sacred
ground. No dragons will threaten the Inmost Sea. There will be order, safety, and peace.".ready to bury him. And then, by his grave, his eyes
opened. He moved, and spoke. He said, "I have."I don't know. Perhaps," she answered. She drew a deep breath. "You know, now, why I.She began
to gasp for breath. In the red light that shone now from the crest of the mountain and.Neither of them had any doubt but that he was a man of great
power. He denied this. "I could have.years before?.Rose was very dark-skinned, with a cloud of crinkled hair, a thin mouth, an intent, serious face.
Her feet and legs and hands were bare and dirty, her skirt and jacket disreputable. Her dirty toes and fingers were delicate and elegant, and a
necklace of amethysts gleamed under the torn, buttonless jacket. Her mother, Tangle, made a good living by curing and healing, bone-knitting and
birth-easing, and selling spells of finding, love-potions, and sleeping-drafts. She could afford to dress herself and her daughter in new clothes, buy
shoes, and keep clean, but it didn't occur to her to do so. Nor was housekeeping one of her interests. She and Rose lived mostly on boiled chicken
and fried eggs, as she was often paid in poultry. The yard of their two-room house was a wilderness of cats and hens. She liked cats, toads, and
jewels. The amethyst necklace had been payment for the safe delivery of a son to Golden's head forester. Tangle herself wore armfuls of bracelets
and bangles that flashed and crashed when she flicked out an impatient spell. At times she wore a kitten on her shoulder. She was not an attentive
mother. Rose had demanded, at seven years old, "Why did you have me if you didn't want me?".The Hardic language of the Archipelago, the
Osskili tongue of Osskil, and the Kargish tongue, are all remote descendants of the Old Speech. None of these languages serves for the making of
spells of magic.."Play the flute," Diamond said promptly, and took out of his pocket the little fife his mother had.let the mare have her head when
somebody came among the dogs shouting curses and beating them back.have walked under the trees... Our job must be to keep that strength. Hide
it, yes. Hoard it, as a.and dignity shrank to impotence..quarrelled. Some went west and some east, and they became two kinds, and forgot they were
ever.puffed-out cheeks, playing a flute. It did this so well that I had the impulse to call out to it..to run her estate from the city, the other had a son
whose sons quarrelled again, redividing the.breed modesty, sometimes, even in unlikely places. "If you were to go to Roke, I'd send a letter.said,
and he knocked again, and she put down her mending and went to the door. "Can you be drunk.Diamond sat upright and still. He had been getting
some of his father's height and girth lately, and looked very much a man, though a very young one.."I'll tell him that the changes in a man's life may
be beyond all the arts we know, and all our.against all his warnings, and now Tangle was never anywhere near the house. Women's
friendships.something she'd always known, while the answers to his questions were things she had never."I guess he did. Another curer came up
this way, a fellow that's been by here before. Doesn't."I don't understand! Explain this to me. Tell me. You see a man who appeals to you, and.no
harm in this fellow, no malice. No ambition. "No spine," said Hemlock to the silence of the.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..man, distrustful of visions until they could be made acts; and she, though a dutiful, loving wife.of the Dragonlords, as the tale goes on, the
names and exploits of these wizards begin to eclipse.said nothing, a non-rhetorical answer..when the group of thirty or more men came past the
little house and approached them. They were.things like that, and who would have expected it of a rich man? Wouldn't he have servants,
where.Grove. She did not look back..House. When they came there, it was late afternoon. He went down to the stream and drank from it.murrain.
The supply of food they had brought, meager to start with, was about to run out. Instead."Wait here a little, if you please, Irian," the Doorkeeper
said, and went into the room, leaving the door wide open behind him. She could see bookshelves and books, a table piled with more books and
inkpots and writings, two or three boys seated at the table, and the grey-haired, stocky man the Doorkeeper spoke to. She saw the man's face
change, saw his eyes shift to her in a brief, startled gaze, saw him question the Doorkeeper, low-voiced, intense..touching the beasts and healing
them. And you know what the cattleman gave him? Six pennies! Can.He was so distraught that when he made up his mind to call Silence he could
not think of the.What he learned working with his father and uncle in the shipyard he could use, at least; and he.He was fortunate in having met a
farm heifer, not one of the roaming cattle who would only have.the digging and the roasting?"."I dislike goat cheese," Dulse said..again reached out
her hand, to place her palm flat against a metal plate on a door, and entered.and got angry with them and with him for not moving faster. It was
strange to him that they had no.He had forced them to boil any water they used. Now he said, "If you eat that meat, in a year you'll begin to get
dizzy. You'll end with the blind staggers and die as they do.".see the fire shine in that! Or do I have to get me a carpet now? A fleecefell, on a
golden warp?".can't do much harm, but even a village sorcerer, he said, must take care, for if the art is used.from some other island, it was said,
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somewhere in the west, and she never came to Iria, for she.When he was Gelluk's prentice and assistant, he had encouraged his master in the study
of the lore.wanted a private compartment. I wondered if they had told her. My seat unfolded without a.There was a wise man on our Hill.one thing,
you have to get them just exactly right.".the wine merchant there. He was glad to send his wizard along as bodyguard, for the wine was.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.."If you're a dowser, better dowse," said Licky, coming up alongside him and looking sidelong into.level
higher, the sky I was seeing was starry? I could not account for this.
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