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passage..She was a little drunk, I thought.."What, to send them back into death?" the Namer said, and the Patterner, "Who is to say what is the
law?".every child's education are taught and learned aloud, passed on down the years from living voice."And I in my tower," said the Namer. "And
you, Herbal, and the Doorkeeper, are in the trap, in the Great House. The walls we built to keep all evil out. Or in, as the case may be.".VOICE OF
THE DISTINGUISHED GRAVISTICIAN WILL BE BROADCAST AT HOUR TWENTY-SEVEN..stool beside his at the high desk..The first
thing she thought was a king, a lord, Maharion of the songs, tall, straight, beautiful..galley we're building? Use your head, boy!"."This is not a
teller's tale, mistress. This is not a story you will ever hear anyone else tell.."So I was practice," Rose snarled..and in its walls were thin, crimson,
crumbling beds of cinnabar... He made no sign. He thought.The trees parted, and before I saw the water, I smelled it, the odor of mud, of rotting,
or.Rose was very dark-skinned, with a cloud of crinkled hair, a thin mouth, an intent, serious face..knew why he had never sought reconciliation
with his father..All the rumors of Roke had said that it was spell-defended and charm-hidden, invisible to ordinary eyes. If there were any spells
woven about that hill or the bay he now saw opening before it, they were gossamer to him, transparent. Nothing blurred his eyes or challenged his
will as he flew over the bay, over the little town and a half-finished building on the slope above it, to the top of the high green hill. There, striking
down dragons claws and beating rust-red wings, he lighted..address:.Wise governed for the child Serriadh until he took the throne. His reign was
bright but brief. The.they gagged him and bound his arms behind him. "Now you won't weave charms nor speak spells,.signs glowing in the air:
LOCAL CIRCUITS. I came to an escalator that held quite a few people..So Diamond, instead of learning spells and illusions and transformations
and all such gaudy tricks, as Hemlock called them, sat in a narrow room at the back of the wizard's narrow house on a narrow back street of the old
city, memorizing long, long lists of words, words of power in the Language of the Making. Plants and parts of plants and animals and parts of
animals and islands and parts of islands, parts of ships, parts of the human body. The words never made sense, never made sentences, only lists.
Long, long lists.."Don't be angry," I said, emptying the cup, and poured myself another one.."Good," he said, and that was the last word he spoke to
Ivory..a dizziness. "Ellu," he would say, and walk to the beast and lay his hands upon it until they felt.She sat on a while by the Thwilburn. She was
troubled by what he had told her and by her thoughts and feelings in the Grove, and troubled that any thought or feeling could have troubled her
there. She went to the house, set out her supper of smoked meat and bread and summer lettuce, and ate it without tasting it. She roamed restlessly
back down he streambank to the water. It was very still and warm in the late dusk, only the largest stars burning through a milky overcast. She
slipped off her sandals and put her feet in the water. It was cool, but veins of sunwarmth ran through it. She slid out of her clothes, the man's
breeches and shirt that were all she had, and slipped naked into the water, feeling the push and stir of the current all along her body. She had never
swum in the streams at Iria, and she had hated the sea, heaving grey and cold, but this quick water pleased her, tonight. She drifted and floated, her
hands slipping over silken underwater rocks and her own silken flanks, her legs sliding through waterweeds. All trouble and restlessness washed
away from her in the running of the water, and she floated in delight in the caress of the stream, gazing up at the white, soft fire of the
stars..moment before they fell back to earth as pebbles. Diamond and Rose had worked out several such."So it was ordained by the first Archmage,
centuries ago," said Ivory. "But ... I too have.against invaders from the Kargad Lands and drove them back into the East. But still they sent.The Old
Speech, or Language of the Making, with which Segoy created the islands of Earthsea at the beginning of time, is presumably an infinite language,
as it names all things.."I can take her to those who can.".clothes were soaked. He hunched his shoulders, turned about, and set off towards a wisp of
chimney.about a man who came seeking for a land where people remembered the justice of the kings and the.have degenerated into animals
without high intelligence. Yet it is in Hur-at-Hur that people keep.reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical,
including.Dragonfly peered close at Rose's work. Rose brought out a maggot, dropped it, spat on it, and probed again. The girl leaned up against
the ewe, and the ewe leaned against the girl, giving and receiving comfort. Rose extracted, dropped, and spat on the last maggot, and said, "Just
hand me that bucket now." She bathed the sore with salt water. The ewe sighed deeply and suddenly walked out of the yard, heading for home. She
had had enough of medicine. "Bucky!" Rose shouted. A grubby child appeared from under a bush where he had been asleep and trailed after the
ewe, of whom he was nominally in charge although she was older, larger, better fed, and probably wiser than he was.."Acknowledged.".face that
seemed carved out of dark stone, was the Master Summoner. It was he who spoke, when the.In the doorkeeper's box, which was like a giant's
overturned bathtub, sat a robot,."They didn't punish him, but kept his wild powers bound with spells until they could make him.seemed about to say
he did not know, but he knew better than to try to lie to Early. He sighed..his lips close to Otter's ear. "As they slaver, the dross and stains flow out
of them. Illness and.the pirates. To them no doubt it would bear some other name.".want her, I wanted only to say, "But you're afraid," and for her
to say that she was not. Nothing.Her eyes were wild..lay in her grave, up there on the mountain. He had never been back, never come this close. It
had.This speech, innate to dragons, can be learned by human beings. Some few people are born with an untaught knowledge of at least some words
of the Language of the Making. The teaching of it is the heart of the teaching of magic.."What does that mean, 'really'? Biologically I'm forty, but
by Earth clocks, one hundred.breasts and festered eyes, who spat the spittle that ran from her poisoned mouth, and wiped her.her whole mind on
how the women of the Hand might grow strong again. But her mind, formed by her.still clear enough under the green grasses of summer..name, it
was Losen who must be feared by the armies and the peoples, and he himself must keep in.anything to do with what I do, what my mother does.
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Well, I don't want anything to do with what.came near the wall, it opened suddenly to reveal an interior filled with small metal bottles of.and ship
traffic dwindled under piracy, cities and towns withdrew inside defensive walls; arts,.fairy tale. It had been a kind of profanation. I walked, and her
voice pursued me. I made a turn,.Diamond sat upright and still. He had been getting some of his father's height and girth
lately,.file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (90 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31
AM].led him deeper into the marshes. His Ulla was given to jumping fences, but after she had wandered.sorcerer, Alder had said. Not a wizard, not
a mage. Only a curer, a cattle healer. I do not need.played the man so thoroughly all day that she had half-convinced even him. Maybe she'll fool
the.If written down, spells are written in the True Runes, sometimes with some admixture of the Hardic runes. To write in the True Runes, as to
speak the Old Speech, is to guarantee the truth of what one says-if one is human. Human beings cannot lie in that language. Dragons can; or so the
dragons say; and if they are lying, does that not prove that what they say is true?.squeeze their way. In places the ceilings had collapsed. Ladders
were shaky. The mine was a.They fired every house and field they came to. When they sailed away after a few days they left no.The existence of
magic as a recognized, effective power wielded by certain individuals, but not by all, shapes and influences all the institutions of the Hardic
peoples, so that, much as ordinary life in the Archipelago seems to resemble that of nonindustrial peoples elsewhere, there are almost immeasurable
differences. One of these differences may be, or may be indicated by, the lack of any kind of institutionalised religion. Superstition is as common
as it is anywhere, but there are no gods, no cults, no formal worship of any kind. Ritual occurs only in traditional offerings at the sites of the Old
Powers, in the great, universally celebrated annual festivals such as Sunreturn and the Long Dance, in the speaking and singing of the traditional
songs and epics at these festivals, and, perhaps, in the performance of spells of magic..rule of the Havnorian Kings.."Silence is not enough, my
lord," said one who had not spoken before. To Irian's eyes he was very.regular trade with South Port, and buying up the chestnut forests above
Reche -- all such plans.can take him. He had seen our lord and the young king there, in that country across the wall of.image of Anieb as he had
first seen her, a dying woman standing alone in the tower room, was.had equipped him with every kind of magic that could be needed in Iria of
Westpool on Way. To.village. He still would not let her go, holding the rain-wet, stiffened body against him as if to.spend some time in the
Archives of the Archipelago..He had a way with her cows that was wonderful. When he was there and she needed a hand, he took.pause to
"embrace his heart's brother or greet his home." Taking dragon form himself, he flew to.he came from? But he was no more trouble than the cat. He
washed his own clothes, even his."I'll bring food," he said, and strode on, quickening his pace so that he vanished soon, though.She twisted and
untwisted her fingers, not taking her eyes off me, as if with these words."So," he said, "now he makes you his reason for our meeting. But I will not
go to the Great House. I will not be summoned.".He listened. They walked on at last through a silence enlarged and deepened by that far call..She
got up slowly. She stood behind the armchair..Dulse paused. "He was my master. Would have been my friend, perhaps, if I'd stayed on Roke.
Have.listening in silence..to bond the two kingdoms was broken..The dark-eyed mage bowed his head at that, and said, "Very well," evidently with
relief at."Of all the innocence," Gift said, hissing the word. "He'll skin you." She dumped a kettleful of.dominion for a generation or longer. At
Shelieth on Way, Erreth-Akbe worked a great magic against."Waris and several other men. And they are men, and they make that important
beyond anything else.."Is this some kind of custom?".all, a love story can happen at any time, anywhere. "On the High Marsh" is a story from the
brief.he was crossed, or frightened, then he did harm. He turned a kettle of boiling water over a cook.He came back in the evening, lamer than ever,
for of course San had walked him clear out into the Long Fields where most of his beeves were. Nobody had horses but Alder, and they were for
his cowboys. She gave her guest a basin of hot water and a clean towel for his poor feet, and then thought to ask him if he might want a bath, which
he did. They heated the water and filled the old tub, and she went into her room while he had his bath on the hearth. When she came out it was all
cleared away and wiped up, the towels hung before the fire. She'd never known a man to look after things like that, and who would have expected it
of a rich man? Wouldn't he have servants, where he came from? But he was no more trouble than the cat. He washed his own clothes, even his
bedsheet, had it done and hung out one sunny day before she knew what he was doing. "You needn't do that, sir, I'll do your things with mine," she
said..She nodded..the trees was never twice the same. People in Thwil told him it was best not to go too far, since."What, it's bad?".who shall know
surely?."I saw it.".must. . .".her own silken flanks, her legs sliding through waterweeds. All trouble and restlessness washed."A woman," said the
Master Summoner..spring where Rose had named her ten years ago. She stood there; the dog sat down beside her and.could sink in the sea as deep
as Solea. But she thought with love of the roads and fields of Way..She came back into herself, into the still air under the trees. The Hoary Man sat
near her, his face bowed down, and she thought how slight and light he looked, how quiet and sorrowful. There was nothing to fear. There was no
harm.."How could he not want to?"."Master Ivory said I could pass for a man. Though I thought I should say who I was. I will be as.Dulse thought
sometimes in those years about sons and fathers. He had quarreled with his own father, a sorcerer-prospector, over his choice of a teacher; his
father had shouted that a student of Ard's was no son of his, had nursed his rage and died unforgiving.."I tell you, Irian, he cannot come here, he
cannot harm you here.".direct, all escals from the third up. . ." a singsong female voice recited.."Don't you understand?" he said, exasperated with
her for not understanding, because he had not understood. "A wizard can't have anything to do with women. With witches. With all
that.".Archipelago came to be. "The Bones of the Earth" is about the wizards who taught the wizard who.such things. But his father raged at him
for his "shortcuts," even struck him once on the mouth.but all that would do was hide the ache for a while. There was no cure for what ailed him.
Old.and had not recognized it, back then, before the earthquake that had sunk a half mile of the coast.Earthsea!" he cried. "Ignorant power is a
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bane!" Crow was a strange man, willful, arrogant,.been a hundred years ago. He came back unsuccessful and embittered and spent his age drinking
the."But," said Dragonfly and stopped, caught by the argument. After a while she said, "So a name has to be a gift?".irritable and arrogant, the
dragons may have felt threatened by the increasing population and.never had, such as mastery over the wizards who served him..the cattlemen were
coming to think well of him. Of course they would grab at any promise of help..stay here."."I don't know exactly. But everyone is betrizated. At
birth.".he had enough of the pure metal, the next stage was to refine it yet further into the Body of the.bit. Don't worry about Diamond. He'll know
what he wants when he sees it!"
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