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MORIES AND THE DEMANDS OF THE PAST HISTORY CULTURES IN THE MODERN
She considered herself, sitting in the deep silence of the Grove. No bird sang; the breeze was."Oh, they'll come for the glory," said the harper, a
lean, long-jawed, wall-eyed fellow of forty. "Maybe you'll have a go with us yourself, then? You had a hand for it, before you took to making
money. And the voice not bad, if you'd worked on it."."Must we hide forever?"."Ah," San said, coming to the door, and hemmed a bit. "No need,
Master Otak. This here is Master Sunbright, come up to deal with the murrain. He's cured beasts for me before, the hoof rot and all. Being as how
you have all one man can do with Alder's beeves, you see...".He groaned and scoured his scalp with his knuckles. He was sitting on the dirt in their
old play-."In my judgment, you do," he said..As far as the mind goes..suddenly came a reflection, surprising in that I myself would never have
expected it if someone.Under Roke's steadily growing influence, wizardry was shaped into a coherent body of knowledge,."He has the advantage,"
Azver said, very dry..years before?.to run her estate from the city, the other had a son whose sons quarrelled again, redividing the.She was looking
down at her hands, clasped now on her knees. In the faint reddish glow of the.raiding ships even as far as the Inmost Sea. Of the fourteen Kings of
Havnor the last was.things like that, and who would have expected it of a rich man? Wouldn't he have servants, where.They came ashore in Ilien
for water and food. Setting a host of many hundreds of men on its way so.have great gifts?".He spent the whole afternoon in confusion, angry.
When Ember came out of the Grove to her leafy bower upstream, he went there, carrying Veil's basket as an excuse. "May I talk to you?" he
said.."The Archmage brought the boy Arren there.".though there was a great magery in her, which had brought her with him every step of that
strange.different colors; above them, faces, illuminated from below, therefore somewhat eerie, full of.He had no thought of hiding or protecting
himself. Luckily for him there were no guards about; there were few guards, and they were not on the alert, since the wizard's spells had kept the
prison shut. The spells were gone, but the people in the tower did not know it, working on under the greater spell of hopelessness..He gave a sharp
look at his staff, which leaned in the corner behind the door. He put the eggs in the larder, ate an apple quickly because he was hungry, and took his
staff. It was yew, bound at the foot with copper, worn to silk at the grip. Nemmerle had given it to him..thought they'd be..." She gazed off at the
sheep on the hill, her face troubled. "Some of them are.ends.".To Otter this conversation was, again, like walking forward in a vast darkness with a
small lamp..The hinny will bring me back.".There are some who say that the school had its beginnings far differently. They say that Roke used.no
true speech. From now on he could talk only the language of duty: the getting and the spending,.He was in fact a town boy, born in Gont Port. He
had said nothing about himself, but Dulse had asked around a bit. The father, a longshoreman, had died in the big earthquake, when Silence would
have been seven or eight; the mother was a cook at a waterfront inn. At twelve the boy had got into some kind of trouble, probably messing about
with magic, and his mother had managed to prentice him to Elassen, a respectable sorcerer in Valmouth. There the boy had picked up his true
name, and some skill in carpentry and farmwork, if not much else; and Elassen had had the generosity, after three years, to pay his passage to Roke.
That was all Dulse knew about him..show Otter the little pool of dusty brilliance lying in it. When he closed the bag the metal moved.else, to do
that, I too must know your name." He paused again. As he talked it seemed to him that.you vile sons of bitches!" to the whining, cowering
dogs.."Who's to lay this floor?" he said, now merely querulous..They walked past the roaster tower, past the old shaft and the new one, on into the
long valley where Otter had taken Licky the first day he was there. It was late autumn now. The shrubs and scrubby grass that had been green that
day were dun and dry, and the wind rattled the last leaves on the bushes. To their left a little stream ran low among willow thickets. Mild sunlight
and long shadows streaked the hillsides..the island, a sea no boat could venture out in..Marsh. I think I came the right way.".forgiveness, and must
learn what follows on transgression.".Thunder?.known. He saw it with the same uncaring interest with which he saw Tinaral's body and his
own.Power."."But you do have a talent.".nominative formed from the Old Hardic verb seoge, "make, shape, come intentionally to be." From.When
he got up at last, he wondered how old he was, and looked at his hands and arms to see if he.Later he knew he should never have let the boy leave
the house. He had underestimated Diamond's.sir, but I have to ask, can you pay a little?".would hear that cough, this time? He smiled at young
Rose, and the mother's heart lifted. Surely.he must be bound, named, called. Irioth began to say the words that would bind him, and the shaken.the
high arts. He could be no more than a common sorcerer. Male wizards thus had come to avoid.can't sing ballads while I'm figuring what we have to
pay the pickers to keep 'em from hiring out.that sweater had been and how little it had in common with the fingers of a woman. Beneath
a.overlooked?"."I spoke your true name. It's not what I thought it would be. And I don't feel easy about it. As.since the murrain.."Why do you say
nothing?" I asked. I had to clear my throat..they came quite soon to a door. It was not made of horn and ivory. It was uncarved oak, black and.with
a gold pulse in the walls, as though underneath the mercury mask of the walls the noble."Worm eaters.".know them now.."Then you must tell me
the word you will speak to the Doorkeeper.".Dulse paused. "He was my master. Would have been my friend, perhaps, if I'd stayed on Roke.
Have.ruinous house, where all the dogs, who had let her go without much fuss, received her back with a.the blind blackness. When he moved, he
whimpered; but he sat up. I have to live, he thought. I.the Changer and the pale man both watching her intently..with pulsating red cheeks, which
continually licked its lips with a comically loose tongue,.right? They sent you here as a dowser. If you're a good dowser you'll feed well and sleep
easy..glass, perfectly transparent. The entrance was nearby. Inside, someone began laughing and."He does that," the cowboy said to Gift. "Talks at
em." He was amused, disdainful. He was one of.Among sorcerers, few are strictly celibate, and many marry and bring up a family..THE
BEGINNINGS.Hardic with the Old Speech, in which spells are cast, and thus fear and despise all Archipelagan.I crossed the full width of the
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terrace, among S-shaped tables, under avenues of lanterns,.along the oaken banister-rail. "Can you do that coming down?" Golden asked, and
Diamond said,.Doorkeeper was done. "A woman," he said..The next day she said, "I'm going to sit under the trees." Not sure what was expected of
him, he followed her at a distance till they came to the inmost part of the Grove where all the trees were of the same kind, nameless yet each with
its own name. When she sat down on the soft leaf mold between the roots of a big old tree, he found himself a place not far away to sit; and as she
watched and listened and was still, he watched and listened and was still. So they did for several days. Then one morning, in rebellious mood, he
stayed by the stream while Ember walked into the Grove. She did not look back..Orm, the Great Dragon, who had defeated Ath, led hosts of his
kind to harry the western islands of."Yes," said the Patterner. "What goes too long unchanged destroys itself. The forest is for ever because it dies
and dies and so lives. I will not let this dead hand touch me. Or touch the king who brought us hope. A promise was made, made through me, I
spoke it - "A woman on Gont" -I will not see that word forgotten.".thought. He looked at life in that cold light. It was a different matter from what
he had believed.She put her hand on his knee. It was the first time she had ever touched him. He endured it, the warmth and weight of her touch
that he had wasted so much time wanting..The young man slept on a pallet under the little west window of Dulse's house for three years. He learned
wizardry, fed the chickens, milked the cow. He suggested, once, that Dulse keep goats. He had not said anything for a week or so, a cold, wet week
of autumn. He said, "You might keep some goats.".we fought. And then it was over. He broke. Like a stick breaking. He was broken. But he fled
away..dozen paces from her when she began to sing. Among the unseen trees her voice was weak,.people cheered and clapped them when they
finished the dance, sweating and panting. "Beer!".fairy tale. It had been a kind of profanation. I walked, and her voice pursued me. I made a
turn,.He saw Irian staring at him in amazement. Thorion the Summoner speaks his true name," he said. "He died, eh?".and looked very much a
man, though a very young one.."Do it."."And mine with you, my ember of fire, my flowering tree, my love, Elehal."."I will," said Ivory, with a
wink at Dragonfly. She, well disguised in dirt and a farmhand's old smock and leggings and a loathsome felt hat, did not wink back. She played her
part even while they sat side by side dangling their legs over the tailgate, with six great halftuns of wine jolting between them and the drowsy
carter, and the drowsy summer hills and fields slipping slowly, slowly past. Ivory tried to tease her, but she only shook her head. Maybe she was
scared by this wild scheme, now she was embarked on it. There was no telling. She was solemnly, heavily silent. I could be very bored by this
woman, Ivory thought, if once I'd had her underneath me. That thought stirred him almost unbearably, but when he looked back at her, his thoughts
died away before her massive, actual presence.."All under here's worked out long since" Licky said. And Otter had begun to be aware of the.the
boat with better wares than most householders of the Isles were used to seeing, and Tern.of chambers rose up into the tower through smoke and
fumes. In those chambers, Licky had told him,.eastward. Not a soul was in the fields, some of which were newly ploughed. No dog barked as
he.file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (26 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:30
AM].seemed to be approaching living quarters of some kind, as the area took on the quality of a.Her brother came in. "Come on out," he said to her
as soon as he saw the curer dozing on the.anxious, the hunted look coming back into him, and he got up from the settle.."To Roke?".She broke off,
coughing. Her mother shot an anguished, yearning glance at the wizard. Surely he.reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means,
electronic or mechanical, including.laid out six copper pennies in it, one by one. "Now then! That's fair and square!" he said,.He knew that, knew it
absolutely, though still he tried to say spells, and raised his arms in the incantation, and beat the air in fury. Then he looked eastward, straining his
eyes for the flashing beat of the galley oars, for the sails of his ships coming to punish these people and save him..raiders came from Wathort. Their
mother hid them in a root cellar of the farm and then used her."But the spirit of rivalry worked in the boy as he grew to be a man. It's a strong spirit
on Roke:.behind it said, "Come in!".All the thoughts he had not been able to think for days and weeks were racing through his head, a storm of
ideas and feelings, a passion of rage, vengeance, pity, pride..entered the tower..did not know what to say. How difficult all this was.."Just for the
food and the fire, you know, the peat costs so much now," she was saying, and then."Then to me you are Silence," the wizard said. "You can sleep
in the nook under the west window. There's an old pallet in the woodhouse. Air it. Don't bring mice in with it." And he stalked off towards the
Overfell, angry with the boy for coming and with himself for giving in; but it was not anger that made his heart pound. Striding along-he could
stride, then-with the seawind pushing at him always from the left and the early sunlight on the sea out past the vast shadow of the mountain, he
thought of the Mages of Roke, the masters of the art magic, the professors of mystery and power. "He was too much for 'em, was he? And he'll be
too much for me," he thought, and smiled. He was a peaceful man, but he did not mind a bit of danger..him. Their heads were on a level, she sitting
crosslegged up on the dance platform, he kneeling on.hmn. They know I love him. As for the ships, some had come back, with the men aboard
saying they."No. I don't. Rose wouldn't teach me. She said she didn't dare. Because I had power but she didn't know what it was.".escaped
him..GOLDEN WAS immensely happy and quite unconscious of it. "Old man's got his jewel back," said the.not crowed once this morning..The
trouble rose up in Irioth's mind as it had not done since he came to the High Marsh. He struggled against it. A man of power had come to heal the
cattle, another man of power. But a sorcerer, Alder had said. Not a wizard, not a mage. Only a curer, a cattle healer. I do not need to fear him. I do
not need to fear his power. I do not need his power. I must see him, to be sure, to be certain. If he does what I do here there is no harm. We can
work together. If I do what he does here. If he uses only sorcery and means no harm. As I do..He thought he had raised his hand in a spell to stop
her, but he had not raised his hand, and she.that was a true joy, which may be enough to ask for, after all.."but a crafty man. Well, you're not the
first.".Knowledge of these places and powers was the heart of religion in the Kargad Realm. In the Archipelago, the lore of the Old Powers was still
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part of the profound, common basis of thought and reverence. On all the islands, the arts mostly practiced by witches, such as midwifery, healing,
animal husbandry, dousing, mining and metallurgy, planting and growing spells, love spells, and so on, often invoked or drew upon the Old
Powers. But the learned wizards of Roke had generally come to distrust the ancient practices and made no appeal to the "Powers of the Mother."
Only in Paln did wizards combine the two practices, in the arcane, esoteric, and reputedly dangerous Pelnish Lore..It was milk after all. At this time
of day, in such circumstances! My surprise was such that.the sunshine of morning with his arms in the air..She began to laugh; she was convulsed
with laughter. Then suddenly she broke off,.Mage..misery, she leaped out of bed and opened the shutters..He had seen a father and son work
together from daybreak to sundown, the old man guiding a blind."To see you!".the Kargish forces, who had landed in "a thousand ships" on
Waymarsh and were swarming across the.indeed he let one of the children filch a little mirror of polished brass, seeing it vanish under."Here he is,"
said Azver, and the Doorkeeper was there, his smooth, yellowish-brown face tranquil as ever..As he walked he thought; he thought hard; he
recalled. He recalled all he could of matters his teacher had spoken of once only and long ago. Strange matters, so strange he had never known if
they were true wizardry or mere witchery, as they said on Roke. Matters he certainly had never heard about on Roke, nor did he ever speak about
them there, maybe fearing the Masters would despise him for taking such things seriously, maybe knowing they would not understand them,
because they were Gontish matters, truths of Gont. They were not written even in Ard's lore-books, that had come down from the Great Mage
Ennas of Perregal. They were all word of mouth. They were home truths..far and wide..she must have noticed it..provided new clothes if Rose had
asked for them, but she never did. Rose had looked after herself.Heleth's mattress and blanket in the sun to air. "I'll stay here a while," he thought.
"It's a.he came from? But he was no more trouble than the cat. He washed his own clothes, even his.sides; it resembled the hull of a peculiarly
painted vessel lying on its side. This, visible through.think anybody can.".She had never seen where he lived. He slept wherever he chose to, she
imagined, in these warm summer nights, She asked him where the food they ate came from; what the School did not supply for itself, he said, the
farmers round about provided, considering themselves well recompensed by the protections the Masters set on their flocks and fields and orchards.
That made sense to her. On Way, "a wizard without his porridge" meant something unprecedented, unheard-of. But she was no wizard, and so,
thinking to earn her porridge, she did her best to repair the Otter's House, borrowing tools from a farmer and buying nails and plaster in Thwil
Town, for she still had half the cheese money.
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