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weather, if you have any need of that. And I'll learn the art from any who will teach me.".and reverence. On all the islands, the arts mostly practiced
by witches, such as midwifery,.off back to the School, and they straggled after him, arguing and debating in frustration and.make free with names,
my own included. Who named you, Irian?"."Failed? Sent away? Ran away?".to her, and his presence was as easy as that of the trees and the rare
birds and four-legged.Now, as otter, he was thinking only that he would like to stay otter, be otter, in the sweet brown water, the living river,
forever. There is no death for an otter, only life to the end. But in the sleek creature was the mortal mind; and where the stream passes the hill west
of Samory, the otter came up on the muddy bank, and then the man crouched there, shivering..that surrounded the stone circle. Her voice grew
stronger, she summoned the darkness, pleaded,.autumn were a misery to her. But as time went on and she heard him spoken of as Diamond the
sweet.betrayed..The boy's drop-jawed stare irritated Hemlock, though he knew it shouldn't. Wizards are used to.could not do so now..Isle of Way
by one of Losen's raiders, Gelluk had become indifferent to most of the arts he had.have the strength in me to stop the man when he fled, nor the
wits to send anyone after him. And."It is not glass, to break," Azver said. "It is breath, it is fire.".say; and if they are lying, does that not prove that
what they say is true?.wizards, advisers to the kings..Once there in the Grove she had no thought of earning, or deserving, or even of learning. To
be there was enough, was all..Though like any power they could be perverted to evil use in the service of ambition (as was the Terrenon Stone in
Osskil), the Old Powers were inherently sacral and pre-ethical. During and after the Dark Time, however, they were feminised and demonised in
the Hardic lands by wizards, as they were in the Kargad Lands by the cults of the Priestkings and the Godkings. So by the eighth century, in the
Inner Lands of the Archipelago, only village women kept up rituals and offerings at the old sites. They were despised or abused for doing so.
Wizards kept clear of such places. On Roke, itself the center of the Old Powers in all Earthsea, the profoundest manifestations of those
powers-Roke Knoll and the Immanent Grove-were never spoken of as such. Only the Patterners, who lived all their lives in the Grove, served to
link human arts and acts to the older sacredness of the earth, reminding the wizards and mages that their power was not theirs, but lent to them..be
trained by the wizards there, and the Queen chose him as a companion for her son..His sudden tension and immobility, the strained face and inward
look, were like those of a woman in labor when her womb contracts. That was Ogion's thought, even as he said, "What did you mean, "in the
Mountain'?".On the High Marsh Dragonfly.the very emblem of their happiness. They tried to make her stay and eat supper with them, but
she.Above the clouds the sun was descending the western stair of the sky's bright house..great structure women let men work with them, not having
the miners' superstitions that kept men.and cast no shadow, she knew it..All we know of ancient times in Earthsea is to be found in poems and
songs, passed down orally for centuries before they were ever written. The Creation of Ea, the oldest and most sacred poem, is at least two
thousand years old in the Hardic language; its original version may have existed millennia before that. Its thirty-one stanzas tell how Segoy raised
the islands of Earthsea in the beginning of time and made all beings by naming them in the Language of the Making-the language in which the
poem was first spoken.."It's a rare gift, to know where you need to be, before you've been to all the places you don't need to be. Well, send me a
student now and then. Roke needs Gontish wizardry. I think we're leaving things out, here, things worth knowing...."."Ard. My teacher." Heleth
looked up, his face unreadable, its expression possibly sly. "You didn't.we need to know." The Doorkeeper's tone was equally sober, and his smile
was gone. "I think this.itself felt, assuring complete safety. The platform truly hung in the air, not supported by anything..summon them, in spirit or
in flesh, to come to us. Only the dead may we summon. Only the shadows..They turned back, uncertain. The low sun was still bright on the fields
and the roofs of the Great."You should have told me at once," Early said.."Well, son!" They touched cheeks. "So Master Hemlock gave you a
vacation?".for base ends, it becomes weak and noxious.... Of course, even a sorcerer gets paid. And wizards,.here. With them.".women, refusing to
teach them or learn from them. Witches, who almost universally went on working.as though mercury had flowed over him and solidified,
puffed-out (or perhaps foamy) on the.sap, then sap," piped the shortest, who had a potbelly. On his head he wore a tall cap..eye, sometimes it
seemed to be in her right, but always one eye looked straight and the other.ribbon up to her black braid. "And I wish I had something for
you!".some sort of justice, and fighting off petty tyrants. As order and peace returned to the.The wizard kept the name Roke in his memory, and
when he heard it again, and in the same connection, he knew Hound had been on a true track again.."Keep me?" she repeated. "You didn't seem to
worry about losing me all winter. What made you come back now?".of a house to the wind. So it comes. Your tongue speaks it, the name. Your
breath makes it. You.She stretched, feeling the ease of her body in the warmth, and her mind drifted back to Ivory. She had had no one in her life to
desire. When the young wizard first came riding by so slim and arrogant, she wished she could want him; but she didn't and couldn't, and so she
had thought him spell-protected. Rose had explained to her how wizards' spells worked 'so that it never enters your head nor theirs, see, because it
would take from their power, they say'. But Ivory, poor Ivory, had been all too unprotected. If anybody was under a spell of chastity it must have
been herself, for charming and handsome as he was she had never been able to feel a thing for him but liking, and her only lust was to learn what he
could teach her.."He knows that, sister," Mead told her. "Didn't he tell us he was a ship carpenter? But it's a.said, and, "Knowledge, order, and
control." Those words he said so often that they made a tune in.advertised products. They told me nothing..Gelluk had made him foreman over the
miners, Licky said, but he did no work in the mine; the.cheek in a butterfly kiss, dark lashes. He looked up startled and did not know what had
touched.When he saw it, faint and green above the misty sea, he cried out-the men in the ships heard the dragon scream-and flew on faster, leaving
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them to follow him to the conquest..thin, with a sullen, steady gaze..it. "My mastery is here," the boy had said, but it went deeper than mastery.
That, perhaps, was.Ayeth's stare grew more insolent as he watched Irioth stammer. He began to say something to San, but Irioth spoke..no shadows
here, only the dark, but he went forward, and went forward, until he saw Anieb before.incantation, and beat the air in fury. Then he looked
eastward, straining his eyes for the.Slaves were wearisome with their weakness and trickery and their ugly, sick bodies. Of course.right, as it should
be. But we aren't. People aren't. We're wrong. We do wrong. No animal does.herself through life. Of course she thought a merchant's life wasn't
good enough for the boy.."All right. I wanted to ask you more about various things. About the big things, the most.She had planted a young rowan
from the Grove beside the fountain. They came to be sure it was.less narrative content, and many are valued and preserved mostly for the tune..I
sighed..during its first decades; but since during the Dark Time women, witchery, and the Old Powers had.her, and the cat dreaming, and the fire
flickering. He had come over the dead mountain on black.order of field and garden, the building and care of the house and its furniture, the mining
of.had been a burden to him in his youth, and for thirty years the imbecility of apprentices,.showed 'em again, I'd have taught them their
lesson!".Spring came late again that year, cold and stormy. Medra set to boat-building. By the time the."How could he not want to?".The roasting
pit took up the center of a huge domed chamber. Hurrying, sticklike figures black.was killed by treachery, it seemed that no good thing happened in
the Archipelago..Down in their tiny cabin Dragonfly sat waiting for him, solemn as ever but her eyes blazing with excitement. "We'll go ashore in
the morning," he repeated to her, and she nodded, acceptant..She was looking down at her hands, clasped now on her knees. In the faint reddish
glow of the.He swept out the dust and leaves that had blown in the open door across the polished wood. He set.The clouds darkened. Rain passed
through the little valley, falling on the dirt and the grass..reality is entirely up to us, dependent on our energy and honesty. If we let it drop from
memory,.When he added that little questioning "eh?" or "neh?" to the end of what had seemed a statement it.him I wasn't coming back, he thought,
his last words in Hardic, his last grief, for he was in the.important..sorcerer, and a jealousy of him, but above all contempt. He was old, other, not
one of them. Fear.like summoning the dead," and Rose made the hand-sign to avert the danger spoken
of..file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (36 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31
AM].servant now. Yet she herself was untaught, and so enslaved. If wizardry is ill taught by the best,.It was their mage Ogion whom the people
saw stand alone on the roof of the signal tower on the.knowledge. She lived all summer under the eaves of the Grove, having no more than a box to
keep.Speech means Willow. "I don't entirely understand it. I think you don't understand it at all. Take."What afterward?".He had not heard of that
island, and asked, "What's there?".myself. She flinched..My teacher had no staff, Dulse thought, and at the same moment thought, He wants his
staff from.need to be. Well, send me a student now and then. Roke needs Gontish wizardry. I think we're.and dark eyes under dark brows, eyes that
held his, held him, brought the truth out of his mouth..if only they could come to Roke..the lake. I stood, dumbstruck and enraptured; the wind
brought faint, fading echoes of music,.dragon hunters, but they withdrew from their encroachments on peopled islands and peaceful.He pulled up
some grass and rubbed at the slimy mud on his feet and legs. It was not dry yet, and only smeared about on his skin. "I hate mud," he whispered.
Then he snapped his jaws and stopped trying to clean his legs. "Dirt, dirt," he said, gently patting the ground he sat on. Then, very slow, very
careful, he began to speak the spell of calling..The dragons offered no threat during this period, and the Kargs had withdrawn into their own
internal quarrels, but the disintegration of the society of the Archipelago worsened as the years went on. Moral and intellectual continuity lay only
in the knowledge and teaching of The Creation and the other myths and hero-stories, and in the preservation of crafts and skills: among them the art
magic used for right ends..After a long time, late in the afternoon, old Hound came trudging up the valley. He stopped now and then and sniffed.
He sat down on the hillside beside the scar in the ground, resting his tired legs. He studied the ground where some crumbs of fresh dirt lay and the
grass was bent. He stroked the bent grass to straighten it. He got to his feet at last, went for a drink of the clear brown water under the willows, and
set off down the valley towards the mine..Some of this I could figure out: I must have sat at her table by chance, when she was not.They were both
on the hill now. She towered above him impossibly, fire breaking forth between.After a while he said, "I could chase an etymology on the brink of
doom ... But I think, Azver,.Master Chanter on Roke, that teaches the lays and the histories. But I never heard of a
wizard.file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (15 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:30
AM]."My Lord Patterner, will you defy our Rule and our community, that has been one so long, upholding order against the forces of ruin? Will it
be you, of all men, who breaks the pattern?".nominative formed from the Old Hardic verb seoge, "make, shape, come intentionally to be."
From.The way one does research into nonexistent history is to tell the story and find out what.but was defeated at last, at the cost of the forests and
cities of Ilien, which he set afire as he.Dulse paused. "He was my master. Would have been my friend, perhaps, if I'd stayed on Roke. Have.The
curer checked the girths, eased a strap, and got up in the saddle, not expertly, but the hinny made no objection. She turned her long, creamy-white
nose and beautiful eyes to look at her rider. He smiled. Gift had never seen him smile..that we enter departing..home truths.
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