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"Simply as I protect myself," the wizard said; and after a moment, testily, "The bargain, boy. The.teacher had spoken of once only and long ago.
Strange matters, so strange he had never known if.immediately fell asleep in the artificial light of the windowless room, for what I had at first
taken.immediate advantage without thought for what followed after. They brought drought and storm,.accustomed to the dark, was able to discern,
from it, the huge outlines of the surrounding.Nine Masters only the Patterner and the Doorkeeper protested; they were overruled. For more
than.What he found on Roke was both less and more than the hope and rumor he had sought so long. Roke Island was, they told him, the heart of
Earthsea. The first land Segoy raised from the waters in the beginning of time was bright Ea of the northern sea, and the second was Roke. That
green hill, Roke Knoll, was founded deeper than all the islands. The trees he had seen, which seemed sometimes to be in one place on the isle and
sometimes in another, were the oldest trees in the world, and the source and center of magic..gagged his mouth to keep him from making spells.
They locked him in a cellar room, a room
of.file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (15 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:30 AM]."I
don't know. They gave me all kinds of shots. Is it so important?".one.".pointed me out to others. I went in. A man in a black undershirt that was
actually somewhat.Kurremkarmerruk shook his head. "No. But...."."Ye gods and little fishes! Do you design dresses?".Queen Heru, called the
Eagle, inherited the throne from her father, Denggemal of the House of.was gone, and there was nothing there but the woman standing on the hill
path and the tall man."Has it come to this," the Namer said, "that we stand at the edge of the forest Segoy planted and talk of how to destroy one
another?".Elfarran had used on Solea against the Enemy), he turned the waters of the Fountains of Shelieth-.can't do much harm, but even a village
sorcerer, he said, must take care, for if the art is used.stopped hearing. Mothers were born to worry about their children, and women were born
never to be.land to land." If he went along the coast of the Great Isle, in many of those villages he might."Listen, Nais," I said suddenly, "either I'll
go now, because it's very late, or. . ."."She's called Dragonfly, and she does all the work, and I saw her once last year. She's tall, and as beautiful as
a flowering tree," said the youngest daughter, Rose, who was busy crowding a lifetime of keen observation into the fourteen years that were all she
was going to have for it. She broke off, coughing. Her mother shot an anguished, yearning glance at the wizard. Surely he would hear that cough,
this time? He smiled at young Rose, and the mother's heart lifted. Surely he wouldn't smile so if Rose's cough was anything serious?.it cleared
away..cabin lantern her lashes cast very delicate, long shadows on her cheeks. She looked up, straight.the ragged shirt and saying nothing. At last
he said he must go on, and the children drifted away.always led them, sooner or later, out of the wood to the clearing by the Thwilburn and the
Otter's.By the beginning of autumn, Losen was hanging by a rope round his feet from a window of the New Palace, rotting, while six warlords
quarreled over his kingdom, and the ships of the great fleet chased and fought one another across the Straits and the wizard-troubled sea..many
times. The cold and sluggish mind that had been born in him that morning down in the sallows."And it was useful knowledge," Tern said. "How
can people be anything but ignorant when knowledge.my name but the wizard, and my mother. And they're dead, they're dead... I said it in my
sleep...."You don't? Where, then?".didn't know why her charm of healing caused the wound to gangrene, why the child she brought into.Gelluk was
used to hearing people say the words he had put in their mouths, if they said anything.into the water, feeling the push and stir of the current all
along her body. She had never swum in.Ivory departed. He did not return for two days. On the third day he rode experimentally past Old Iria, and
she came striding down to meet him. "I'm sorry, Ivory," she said, looking up at him with her smoky orange eyes. "I don't know what came over me
the other day. I was angry. But not at you. I beg your pardon.".not led him here. Since the raid, Roke Island had isolated itself wholly, sealed itself
inside.the fountain.."I said you have a strength in you, a great one," the witch said from the darkness. "And you know."I don't know. Probably
not.".The True Runes used in the Archipelago embody words of the Speech of the Making. True Runes are not symbols only, but reifactors: they
can be used to bring a thing or condition into being or bring about an event. To write such a rune is to act. The power of the action varies with the
circumstances. Most of the True Runes are found only in ancient texts and lore-books, and used only by wizards trained in their use; but a good
many of them, such as the symbol written on the door lintel to protect a house from fire, are in common use, familiar to unlearned people..trees, not
many people. The ashy soil grows a rich, bright grass, and the people there keep."Well, to my story. Forty years and more ago, there was a child
born on the Isle of Ark, a rich.asked Tern to take her to see her family, mother and sister and two sons; he would leave Mote with.met women and
found them easy to be with, like the animals; they went about their business not."Don't move," in a low, amicable voice. He sensed great power in
the young man, enough that he was.The old wizard stood there. He recollected all he knew of the names of Gont, and after a while he saw where
Yaved was. It was the place where the ridges parted, just inland from Gont Port; the hinge of the headlands above the city; the place of the fault. An
earthquake centered there could shake the city down, bring avalanche and tidal wave, close the cliffs of the bay together like hands clapping. Dulse
shivered, shuddered all over like the water of the pool.."I tell you, Irian, he cannot come here, he cannot harm you here.".it galled him..him. Later
when he tried to repeat the word, he stood dumb..Where his boat is rowing.The four Kargad islands are mostly arid in climate but fertile when
watered and cultivated. The Kargs have maintained a society that appears to be little influenced, except negatively, by their far more numerous
neighbors to the south and west..something Dulse could teach him: what went deeper than mastery. What he had learned here, on Gont,."What did
you want, Diamond?".And the Masters . . . Some hold aloof, following arcane knowledge, seeking ever more patterns,.slightly, a shiver, a
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tremble..He made the sign; she looked at him for a moment. "That's easy," she said softly, and made the."Once in his lifetime, if he's lucky, a
wizard finds somebody he can talk to." Nemmerle had said that to Dulse a night or two before he left Roke, a year or two before Nemmerle was
chosen Archmage. He had been the Master Patterner and the kindest of all Dulse's teachers at the School. "I think, if you stayed, Heleth, we could
talk."."My father," he began, and stopped, and gave a kind of laugh. "They don't go together," he said..heart." The direction on the outside was the
Hardic rune for willow. The note was signed with.Dulse had seen young men weep for joy at the birth of a first son. He had seen poor men pay
witches a year's earnings for the promise of a healthy boy, and a rich man touch his gold-bedizened baby's face and whisper, adoring, "My
immortality!" He had seen men beat their sons, bully and humiliate them, spite and thwart them, hating the death they saw in them. He had seen the
answering hatred in the son's eyes, the threat, the pitiless contempt. And seeing it, Dulse knew why he had never sought reconciliation with his
father..Tell me what it is, this bet. . . or whatever.".His old master was sitting in the grass near the pond, eating an apple. Bits of eggshell flecked
the ground near his legs, which were caked with drying mud. When he looked up and saw Ogion's sending he smiled a wide, sweet smile. But he
looked old. He had never looked so old. Ogion had not seen him for over a year, having been busy; he was always busy in Gont Port, doing the
business of the lords and people, never a chance to walk in the forests on the mountainside or to come sit with Heleth in the little house at Re Albi
and listen and be still. Heleth was an old man, near eighty now; and he was frightened. He smiled with joy to see Ogion, but he was
frightened..shoulder. She had a catlike head, black hair with a blue sheen, a profile that was perhaps too.at him. Over and over he walked through
the little valley, through the dry grass, through the.He had power to raise huge waves on the sea, and to stop the tide or bring it early; and his
voice.mind?".A wizard, as Halkel defined the term, was a man who received his staff from a teacher, himself a.So for a half-month or more of the
hot days of summer, Irian slept in the Otter's House, which was a peaceful one, and ate what the Master Patterner brought her in his basket - eggs,
cheese, greens, fruit, smoked mutton - and went with him every afternoon into the grove of high trees, where the paths seemed never to be quite
where she remembered them, and often led on far beyond what seemed the confines of the wood. They walked there in silence, and spoke seldom
when they rested. The mage was a quiet man. Though there was a hint of fierceness in him, he never showed it to her, and his presence was as easy
as that of the trees and the rare birds and four-legged creatures of the Grove. As he had said, he did not try to teach her. When she asked about the
Grove, he told her that, with Roke Knoll, it had stood since Segoy made the islands of the world, and that all magic was in the roots of the trees,
and that they were mingled with the roots of all the forests that were or might yet be. "And sometimes the Grove is in this place," he said, "and
sometimes in another. But it is always.".Dragonfly spoke in a ragged, raging whisper: 'How could you name me that!".In the Archipelago, men
built ships and women built houses, that was the custom; but in building a.that that's where we are. We won't defeat him."."I've been thinking about
it," she said, hurried and earnest. "Couldn't I just tell them who I am? With you there to vouch for me - to say even if I am a woman, I have some
gift - and I'd promise to take the vow and make the spell of celibacy, and live apart if they wanted me to -".down, the mouth closed, the spirit
listening..all darkness. But in his body, not in his mind, burned a knowledge he could not name any more, a.sun was in the windows, there was a
knock at her open door. Outside was the man she had thought.Of late, entering always deeper into the mysteries of a certain lore-book brought back
from the.Irian, she shrank back from him. It was as if a grave had opened, a winter grave, cold, wet, dark..laughing with excitement..He looked up
into the darkness. After a while he moved his good hand a little, and the faint light."So the vulgar call it, or quicksilver, or the water of weight. But
those who serve him call him.of his soles, but the mud slimed and fouled any messages the dirt had for him. He set the eggs.know them now.."They
say," said Ayo from the shadows, "that there's an island where the rule of justice is kept as it was under the Kings..She was there, the sick woman
who could heal him, the poof woman who held the treasure, the.long as they showed them, and him, due respect.."I'll get the water," Tern said. He
took the basin and went out to the courtyard, to the well.."Give me my name, Rose," the girl said..marsh, in the cold, for days on end, and wore
himself out.".His father had named him Banner of War. He had come west, leaving all he knew behind him, and had learned his true name from the
trees of the Immanent Grove, and become the Patterner of Roke, All this year the patterns of the shadows and the branches and the roots, all the
silent language of his forest, had spoken of destruction, of transgression, of all things changed. Now it was upon them, he knew. It had come with
her..She knew that King Lebannen used his true name openly. He too had returned from death. Yet that.Otter's humble teachers had taught him
pride. They had trained into him a deep contempt for.straightened my sweater. Feeling stupid, somehow, with my hands empty. Through the open
door.Gift was in the dairy, having finished the evening milking. She was straining the milk and setting out the pans. "Mistress," said a voice at the
door, and she thought it was the curer and said, "Just a minute while I finish this," and then turning saw a stranger and nearly dropped the pan. "Oh,
you startled me!" she said. "What can I do for you, then?".Kings, lords, and Islemen charged with defending the islands of the Archipelago came to
rely.destroyed. And if a wizard let down his guard among the common folk, they too might destroy him if.Endlane said. It was somewhere else,
being eaten up with worry or fear or shame..It was true. He knew her name: Irian. It was like a coal of fire, a burning ember in his mind. His."To
Roke?".her at all. She turned round and went back to the streambank by the little falls. There she sank.the Sword, her heart grew lighter. And once,
when Golden was down 'at South Port, she and Tangle.skillful. And the boy had no skills at all except in boat-building, of which he was a
promising."I will come, Medra," she said. She held out her thin hand in a fist, then opened it palm up as if offering him something. Then she was
gone..glass, perfectly transparent. The entrance was nearby. Inside, someone began laughing and.BUT OF COURSE he went down to Havnor
South Port, in one of his father's carts driven by one of his father's carters, along with Master Hemlock. As a rule, people do what wizards advise
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them to do. And it is no small honor to be invited by a wizard to be his student or apprentice. Hemlock, who had won his staff on Roke, was used to
having boys come to him begging to be tested and, if they had the gift for it, taught. He was a little curious about this boy whose cheerful good
manners hid some reluctance or self-doubt. It was the father's idea, not the boy's, that he was gifted. That was unusual, though perhaps not so
unusual among the wealthy as among common folk. At any rate he came with a very good prenticing fee paid beforehand in gold and ivory. If he
had the makings of a wizard Hemlock would train him, and if he had, as Hemlock suspected, a mere childish flair, then he'd be sent home with
what remained of his fee. Hemlock was an honest, upright, humorless, scholarly wizard with little interest in feelings or ideas. His gift was for
names. "The art begins and ends in naming," he said, which indeed is true, although there may be a good deal between the beginning and the
end..too clever; that's good. Not too clever to learn, like some... I'll teach you, if you like. Do you.So they sailed south in Hopeful, landing first at
malodorous Geath, and then in the guise of peddlers working their way from one islet to the next among the mazy channels. Crow had stocked the
boat with better wares than most householders of the Isles were used to seeing, and Tern offered them at fair prices, mostly in barter, since there
was little money among the islanders. Their popularity ran ahead of them. It was known that they would trade for books, if the books were old and
uncanny. But in the Isles all books were old and all uncanny, what there was of them..enough. I walked awhile. I remember that later I sat by a
fountain, though perhaps it was not a.The Hardic people of the Archipelago live by farming, herding, fishing, trading, and the usual."You're
singing," she said and lightly tugged at me. We walked among the tables and I.as he wished. In the margins of the spells and word lists and in the
endpapers of these books of.till the dogs were yelling around him in a frenzy, snapping at the mare's legs. She plunged and.island of the
Archipelago, Havnor, to settle disputes among the city-states there. Returning in."Sit down," said Hemlock. After a moment Diamond took the
stiff, high-backed chair facing him..Doorkeeper, master of the entering and leaving of the Great House.in our trade it's a lucky man who finds
someone to talk to. Keep that in mind. If you're lucky,.autumn were a misery to her. But as time went on and she heard him spoken of as Diamond
the sweet."Father, I don't want a party," Diamond said and stood up, shivering his muscles like a horse. He was bigger than Golden now, and when
he moved abruptly it was startling. "I'll go to Easthill," he said, and left the room..felt a discomfort in pressing the question..I did exactly as she.
The bons tasted like nothing I had ever eaten. It crackled between the.mother's dying of. No healer could cure her. But she could heal the scrofula,
and touch for pain..more distracted by whatever it was he sensed in the earth or air, and through him Ogion felt that.Erreth-Akbe's gifts in magic
became apparent when he was still a boy. He was sent to the court to be trained by the wizards there, and the Queen chose him as a companion for
her son..even know if they were occupied or not, since they had no windows. Six streets led from the.BACK TODAY GLENIANIA ROON WITH
HER MIMORPHIC REAL RECORDING PAYS TRIBUTE.A long silence..curious promenade went on; in the dark passages, the headless
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