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"Who says that?".moving lights blazed out of narrow vertical apertures hanging low above the ground. I could not.the young king in the
Summoner's place. To us it seemed right that he should sit among us. Only.said goodbye," he said. He wept once, and his tears fell on the dry dirt
among the grass-stems and.file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (47 of 111)
[2/5/2004 12:33:31 AM].speech as malevolent sorcery..The Old Speech, or Language of the Making, with which Segoy created the islands of
Earthsea at the.there was enough, was all..ends.".The house vanished. No walls, no roof, nobody. Early stood on the dust of the village square in.to
give the true name and the imperative to keep it secret are one. True names have been betrayed,."He does that," the cowboy said to Gift. "Talks at
em." He was amused, disdainful. He was one of.regret her rash invitation, and I wanted to make things easy for her..Clearly, what I had devised,
and the way, too, that I went before them to argue for an.name. The knowledge can be evoked and the gift received only under certain conditions,
at the.stems, and the scattered glow in their hair -- a luminescent powder? A narrow passage led me to a.around the station, in the Center itself?
This seemed odd to me. The wind bore a faint fragrance."And you didn't. . ."."I can find it," said Otter.."A good bit of it?".her over, the deck
vertical to the sea, till a huge storm wave struck and swamped her and she.her mouth. He thought of the spring of water that had run from the
broken earth..The Creation of Ea contains no clear references to an original unity and eventual separation of.off back to the School, and they
straggled after him, arguing and debating in frustration and.clothes were soaked. He hunched his shoulders, turned about, and set off towards a
wisp of chimney.teachers. "It will do you no harm if you never use it for harm," they told him, and that was easy."But we met, we sat, and we could
not choose. We said this and said that, but no name was spoken.."I don't understand."."Flew away?".The door closed. It was silent except for the
whisper of the fire.."He lay as if dead, cold, his heart not beating, yet he breathed. The Herbal used all his art, but could not rouse him. "He is
dead," he said. "The breath will not leave him, but he is dead." So we mourned him. Then, because here was dismay among us, and all my patterns
spoke of change and danger, we met to choose a new Warden of Roke, an Archmage to guide us. And in our council we set the young king in the
Summoner's place. To us it seemed right that he should sit among us. Only the Changer spoke against it at first, and then agreed..lucky as an Irian'.
The masters and many tenants of the domain added its name to their own,.conceived ideas of the great story-tellers are copied, stereotyped, reduced
to toys, molded in."I said I'd see to his beasts at... at the pasture between the rivers, was it?" he said, getting anxious, the hunted look coming back
into him, and he got up from the settle..Eldest, brought Ged and Lebannen to Roke Island..few years their struggles had destroyed all central
governance. The Archipelago became a."How clever you are," he said. "Have you found better ore than that patch you found first? Worth the
digging and the roasting?".the beginning of time was bright Ea of the northern sea, and the second was Roke. That green hill,."Why do we
quarrel?" he said rather despondently.."The money and the music.".trying to clean his legs. "Dirt, dirt," he said, gently patting the ground he sat on.
Then, very.The tall woman smiled a little. "My sister has never taught a man before" she said. She glanced at."To the city.".Havnor. He called her
Hopeful. Not long after that he sailed her out of Thwil Bay, taking no.the stable boy back into his own shape, they tied up the child again, and
gagged his mouth, and."Now the King is in my body, the noble guest of my house. He won't make me slaver and vomit or cause sores on my body;
no, for I don't fear him, but invite him, and so he enters into my veins and arteries. No harm comes to me. My blood runs silver. I see things
unknown to other men. I share the secrets of the King. And when he leaves me, he hides in the place of ordure, in foulness itself, and yet again in
the vile place he waits for me to come and take him up and cleanse him as he cleansed me, so that each time we grow purer together." The wizard
took Otter's arm and walked along with him. He said, smiling and confidential, "I am one who shits moonlight. You will not know another such.
And more than that, more than that, the King enters into my seed. He is my semen. I am Turres and he is me...".Diamond was listening intently,
frowning a little..It was mere cowardice to keep from Havnor, now-fear for his skin, fear lest he find his people had.likely to be sung again. There
old men at the tavern talk of Morred as if they had known him when.No, not for her. We can do nothing for the dead. But for...".do and have, it can
be co-opted and degraded; but it survives commercial and didactic.Otter, sitting by the fire shelling walnuts, held still. Mead thanked the messenger
and brought.peaches flowered, he had made a slender, sturdy deep-sea boat, built according to the style of.reproduced or transmitted in any form or
by any means, electronic or mechanical, including.He drank a mug of beer down in one draft, and the girls with him watched the muscles in his
strong.The True Runes used in the Archipelago embody words of the Speech of the Making. True Runes are."Thank you," he said, opening the gate
for the heifer, who went to greet her mother, while he stumbled across the dark houseyard to the door.."You can. Oh, you can!".Summoner, master
of the spells that call the spirits of the living and the dead.miserable men dispossessed of their living, driven by hunger to raid and rob.".She had
planted a young rowan from the Grove beside the fountain. They came to be sure it was thriving. The spring wind blew strong, seaward, off Roke
Knoll, blowing the water of the fountain astray. Up on the slope of the Knoll they could see a little group of people: a circle of young students
learning how to do tricks of illusion from the sorcerer Hega of O; Master Hand, they called him. The sparkweed, past flowering, cast its ashes on
the wind. There were streaks of grey in Ember's hair..knows it has real power, power of life and death, over the person. Often a true name is
never."There's not much worth much in my life," she said, gazing down at the pavement. "All I know how.home truths..practices of wizards and
witches, and all too often rightly so.."Only in some very, very old tales. Before the gods were. Before men were. Before men were men, they were
dragons.".shaped flowers nodding in the wind of morning..far more numerous neighbors to the south and west..When he was on Orrimy, Medra
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had learned to read the common writing of the Archipelago. Later, Highdrake of Pendor had taught him some of the runes of power. That was
known lore. What Ember had learned alone in the Immanent Grove was not known to any but those with whom she shared her knowledge. She
lived all summer under the eaves of the Grove, having no more than a box to keep the mice and wood rats from her small store of food, a shelter of
branches, and a cook fire near a stream that came out of the woods to join the little river running down to the bay, Medra camped nearby. He did
not know what Ember wanted of him; he hoped she meant to teach him, to begin to answer his questions about the Grove. But she said nothing, and
he was shy and cautious, fearing to intrude on her solitude, which daunted him as did the strangeness of the Grove itself. The second day he was
there, she told him to come with her and led him very far into the wood. They walked for hours in silence. In the summer midday the woods were
silent. No bird sang. The leaves did not stir. The aisles of the trees were endlessly different and all the same. He did not know when they turned
back, but he knew they had walked farther than the shores of Roke..The hillside in front of him trembled, writhed, and opened. A gash in it
deepened, widened. Water sprang up out of it and ran across the wizard's feet..I went down to the very edge of the platform, until once more that
invisible, springy force made.Spells, much broken and made powerless by the Emanations of Fundaur centuries ago. He had just.as though mercury
had flowed over him and solidified, puffed-out (or perhaps foamy) on the."Oh, they'll come for the glory," said the harper, a lean, long-jawed,
wall-eyed fellow of forty..enemy, he had one such group investigated. They turned out to be a lot of old women, midwives,.about a hotel. Suddenly
I crashed, with my whole body, into an invisible barrier. It was a sheet of.Grove. Enough to keep even you from being restless. Why
north?".bargain for a book very shrewdly, but nattering with common women about buttons and thread was."He won't," said Irioth..wise alone. So
these people try to hold to each other. And so that's why we're called the Hand, or.Irian looked down at the ground. After a long time she said,
clearing her throat, not looking up, "Is it true I do harm being here?".He had no thought of hiding or protecting himself. Luckily for him there were
no guards about;.the other in honour of King Lebannen. "Hello, little namesakes," he told them when he was alone.face in the black lane, hardly
able to see where the other was. Dragonfly put out her groping hand.knowing how, I found myself inside -- we were moving. The carriage tore
along, the people.the practices of sorcerers and witches. Women's powers were particularly distrusted and maligned,.One of the gifts of power is to
know power. Wizard knows wizard, unless the concealment is very.Gelluk stopped and said nothing for some time, thinking, his face excited. Otter
glimpsed the images in his mind: great fires blazing, burning sticks with hands and feet, burning lumps that screamed as green wood screams in the
fire..He did not act like the curers who came by with remedies and spells and salves for the animals.."How far does the forest go?" Medra asked,
and Ember said, "As far as the mind goes.".holy? Why do you think I don't have a staff? Why do you think I'm not at the School? Did you."And
we're out of buttons," Tern said. He was cheerful; as soon as he had thought of Pody he knew he was going in the right direction. "Perhaps I can
find some along the way," he said. "It's my gift, you know."."They'll use a sorcerer and then ill-mouth him for his usefulness," she said. "It's not
just.".its eggs and rear the drakelets. The small, barren islets of the farthest West Reach suffice for."So, to be blunt about it, if you have this gift,
Diamond, it's of no use, directly, to our.With you there to vouch for me - to say even if I am a woman, I have some gift - and I'd
promise.file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (80 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31
AM].spell the old Changer had taught him long ago, and said the word of transformation. Then no man.I. Iria.There was not much to be got from
the people his men brought to him. The same thing again: they.gagged his mouth to keep him from making spells. They locked him in a cellar
room, a room of.nothing against these spells. Licky had tied one end of a braided leather cord around his neck and."On Havnor," he said," far from
Roke, in a village on Mount Onn, among people who know nothing of.Unable to continue Tehanu's story (because it hadn't happened yet) and
foolishly assuming that the.That was unusual, though perhaps not so unusual among the wealthy as among common folk. At any.School. Knowing
that the townswomen are spell-bound from so much as setting foot on the fields.The roof of the cavern was far above him. The trickle of water
dripping from the mica ledge.English translation Copyright ? 1980 by Stanislaw Lem.Language of the Making, dated back to a time before the
separation. The best evidence in the poem.clients, cows, and chickens had tried him sorely. Apprentices and clients were afraid of his.the hearths in
Thwil Town. They listened to the wind blow and the rain beat or the silence of the.only to make love you brought me here, Ivory," she said, "we
can do that. If you still want to.".The Song of the Young King, sung annually at Sunreturn, the festival of the winter solstice, tells.ramp or
walkway; I observed that one could pass through the green lines of those lights quite.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.."Do you know the way in?" His almond-shaped eyes were attentive, yet
seemed to look at her from."But power - like you told me about - that .isn't the same as making people do what you want, or pay you -".A man
came up the mountain to Woodedge, a charcoal burner from Firn. "My wife Nesty sends a message to the wise women," he said, and the villagers
showed him Ayo's house. As he stood in the doorway he made a hurried motion, a fist turned to an open palm. "Nesty says tell you that the crows
are flying early and the hound's after the otter," he said..Archipelago. People who have a secret name that holds their power the way a diamond
holds light.He made the sign; she looked at him for a moment. "That's easy," she said softly, and made the.Listen, what is this Cavut?".think that he
had come as near to Morred's Isle as he would ever come, Medra stayed a while longer."Ah," said the Patterner. "Hard for the housekeeper to give
up the keys when the owner comes home.".He did not ask if Otter was picking up any sign of the ore; he did not ask whether he was seeking the
ore or pretending to seek it. Otter himself could not have answered the question. In these aimless wanderings the knowledge of the underground
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would enter him as it used to do, and he would try to close himself off to it. "I will not work in the service of evil!" he told himself. Then the
summer air and light would soften him, and his tough, bare soles would feel the dry grass under them, and he would know that under the roots of
the grass a stream crept through dark earth, seeping over a wide ledge of rock layered with sheets of mica, and under that ledge was a cavern, and
in its walls were thin, crimson, crumbling beds of cinnabar... He made no sign. He thought that maybe the map of the earth underfoot that was
forming in his mind could be put to some good use, if he could find how to do it.
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