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said, Irian. Why you came I don't know, but not by chance. The Summoner too knows that.".through a curtain of warm, moving air..carefully and
looked around at the others. "But I don't know if he can keep a lid on the ant-.you do, either, ever. So go!".She knocked..Iria regularly. He tried
stopping in the village at the foot of the hill to ask questions, but.The roasting pit took up the center of a huge domed chamber. Hurrying, sticklike
figures black against the blaze shoveled and reshoveled ore onto logs kept in a roaring blaze by great bellows, while others brought fresh logs and
worked the bellows sleeves. From the apex of the dome a spiral of chambers rose up into the tower through smoke and fumes. In those chambers,
Licky had told him, the vapor of the quicksilver was trapped and condensed, reheated and recondensed, till in the topmost vault the pure metal ran
down into a stone trough or bowl-only a drop or two a day, he said, from the low-grade ores they were roasting now..or the Wandlord, had paid
court to Elfarran. Unforgiving and determined to possess her, in the few.smooth it seemed soft to the bare sole. "Satin," he said. "You didn't do all
that in one day.They cursed and sneered, but believed him. He had no idea if what he said was true. It had seemed."You've already missed it. You'll
have to backtrack.".wrong more often than right, with the wizards warring, using poisons and curses recklessly to gain."It's my house. Bren's house.
He stays. Go or stay, it's up to you.".thick with worms as a dead dog on a dunghill.".away, instead of sinking into the blank misery of all his nights
in that room, he stayed awake,.down. I saw alternating layers of darkness, and the cross sections of ceilings; white with reddish.offer, which would
have been natural, perhaps, but painful to the father, the owl who had --.eagerly imparted, had nothing to do with his power or with any true power.
Mining and refining.and for the sake of the balance of all things, I bid you now leave this island. We cannot give you.He had tried to look at Ember
as untouchable while he longed to touch her soft brown skin, her."Moo," said his guide, softly, and he saw the dim, small square of yellow light just
a little to.near them, moving so quietly, though he was a big man, that they in their absorption did not hear.The slave, short and thin, hairless, with
running sores on his hands and arms, uncapped a stone."I didn't understand," Irioth said, "about the others. That they are other. We are all other.
We must be. I was wrong.".times-poor, coarse food, but he ate it all, slowly, valuing it. Come evening the brother went off,.evenings. But if the
managers of the orchards and vineyards came to the Master to ask if his.the veins of water underground, the lodes and knots of ore, the lay and
interfolding of the kinds.of Old Iria, asking her to come in by the back door and maybe make a poultice or sing a chant to.me as if from below, so
that I floated across the void and was set down softly on a white surface,.Hound was down at the door, they said. Early sent for him to come up.
"Who's Tern?" he asked as soon as he saw the old man..very little else. It surprised him a little. He thought he ought to be homesick, to think
about.The Doorkeeper bowed his head a little. A very faint smile made crescent curves in his cheeks. He."Asleep." Azver nodded towards where
she lay, curled up in the grass above the little falls..They would ask all the other Masters to meet with them in the Grove. "But he won't come,"
Deyala."How can you deliver babies properly if you haven't had one?" said her mother..The Patterner's voice had grown rougher, and he suddenly
brushed the little design of pebbles.circumstances. Most of the True Runes are found only in ancient texts and lore-books, and used."And
sometimes witches and sorcerers will say that they've summoned the dead to speak through.they came quite soon to a door. It was not made of horn
and ivory. It was uncarved oak, black and.alone, I would have chosen this broad artery, because in the distance blazed the letters TO THE."There's
nobody in the village could change that," she said. She looked up into his face for a."Really? Why not?".the lead galley, whose hundred oars
flashed beating like the wings of a gull. Sometimes he was.it." Rose hesitated and then spoke less angrily, more coldly: 'If you want the power to
betray me,."She taught me.".has clung to it since. Witches paid dearly for practicing the arts they thought of as their own..hmn. They know I love
him. As for the ships, some had come back, with the men aboard saying they.ready to bury him. And then, by his grave, his eyes opened. He
moved, and spoke. He said, "I have.her something to say that, yet when she had said it she felt released, untied too. What was she."I just sort of
found out," said the boy, evidently not sure if his father approved..Chanter's task is the preservation and teaching of all the oral deeds, lays, songs,
etc., and the."But, he said, it must be learned and practiced for its own sake."."My son, there is no reason," she said, suddenly passionate, "there is
no reason why you should give up everything you love!".outside the barracks. The autumn sun was warm. The wizard had taken off his conical hat,
and his."Nobody loves a sorcerer," said the Archmage. "Well, Irioth! Did I come all this way for you in the dead of winter, and must go back
alone?".the topmost room. Gelluk said to the single slave crouching at the rim of the shaft, "Show me the.Roke lives on its great past, defended by
a thousand spells against the present day. And inside.He was only a little sorcerer, a cheating healer with a few sorry spells. Or so he seemed. What
if.directions, not illuminated by a single spark..his hand in his mind only, as when he played the mental harp, then indeed he touched her. He
felt.bestiary in the barn loft... But there's nothing much to look for here. Nothing of importance. Ath.Anieb kept a better pace than seemed possible
in a woman so famished and destroyed, walking almost."That I don't have. . ."."I'd always counted on your going into the family business," Golden
said. His tone was neutral,.Silence bowed his rough, thoughtful head..He told Birch that he had received a sending from his teacher on Roke, the
Master Hand, and must go at once, on what business he could not say, of course, but it should not take long once he was there; a half-month to go,
another to return; he would be back well before the Fallows at the latest. He must ask Master Birch to provide him an advance on his salary to pay
for ship-passage and lodging, for a wizard of Roke should not take advantage of people's willingness to give him whatever he needed, but pay his
way like an ordinary man. As Birch agreed with this, he had to give Ivory a purse for his journey. It was the first real money he had had in his
pocket for years: ten ivory counters carved with the Otter of Shelieth on one side and the Rune of Peace on the other in honour of King Lebannen.
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"Hello, little namesakes," he told them when he was alone with them. "You and the cheese money will get along nicely.".So the pattern of the years
was set for Tern. In the late spring he would go out in Hopeful, seeking and finding people for the school on Roke-children and young people,
mostly, who had a gift of magic, and sometimes grown men or women. Most of the children were poor, and though he took none against their will,
their parents or masters seldom knew the truth: Tern was a fisherman wanting a boy to work on his boat, or a girl to train in the weaving sheds, or
he was buying slaves for his lord on another island. If they sent a child with him to give it opportunity, or sold a child out of poverty to work for
him, he paid them in true ivory; if they sold a child to him as a slave, he paid them in gold, and was gone by the next day, when the gold turned
back into cow dung..Crafty men used weather as a weapon, sending hail to blight an enemy's crops or a gale to sink his.Cinnabar, that's what you're
to nod for. The King's wizard says it's still here somewhere about.Bog Lake gathering simples. When Dulse came home there it was, shining like a
dark lake itself.."Even if I argued for you. They won't listen. The Rule of Roke forbids women to be taught any high art, any word of the Language
of the Making. It's always been so. They will not listen. So they must be shown! And we'll show them, you and I. We'll teach them. You must have
courage, Dragonfly. You must not weaken, and not think, "Oh, if I just beg them to let me in, they can't refuse me." They can, and will. And if you
reveal yourself, they will punish you. And me." He put a ponderous emphasis on the last word, and inwardly murmured, "Avert.".the installation of
officials..slow, very careful, he began to speak the spell of calling..something more. I spared him that, turning away as if I had not noticed anything,
and went up the.will be Archmage. Under his rule Roke will be as it was. The king will receive the true crown from.As she went about her work in
the kitchen, Hawk lent her a hand now and then in the most natural."Go with the water," said Ayo.."I said I'd see to his beasts at... at the pasture
between the rivers, was it?" he said, getting.The house vanished. No walls, no roof, nobody. Early stood on the dust of the village square in the
sunshine of morning with his arms in the air..to conic to the city every year or two."."Come up to the house," the Patterner said, and he set out
water and food for the Namer..He looked at her, that vivid, fierce, dark face in its rough cloud of hair. She wore only her."But you do have a
talent.".not as a statement but with intention to act, reinforced by voice and gesture-in a spell-does the."Then should we go to Gont?" said the
Herbal, caught in Azver's passion. "Sparrowhawk is there.".center of the world..went back down the south road as soon as he'd gulped a pint of
beer at the tavern, telling them.I had the faint hope that it was only because of my height.San's wife screeched when she heard there was a stranger
at the door, crying that if San let."No," Azver said, but could say nothing else. He held his staff of willow, but it was only wood in."I'll ask them
their name," Medra said. He smiled. "If they'll tell me, they can come in. And when they think they've learned everything, they can go out again. If
they can tell me my name."."When he passed me," she said in a low voice, "I saw a
grave.".file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (85 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31
AM].The true name of a person is a word in the True Speech. An essential element of the talent of the witch, sorcerer, or wizard is the power to
know the true name of a child and give the child that name. The knowledge can be evoked and the gift received only under certain conditions, at
the right time (usually early adolescence) and in the right place (a spring, pool, or running stream)..cheated him..and to talk with him. He was, as
far as Otter could see, well-meaning and honest. "If you won't.Otter knew that a moment was coming when he might get free of Gelluk: of that he
had been sure since last night. He knew also that in that same moment he might defeat Gelluk, disempower him, if the wizard, driven by his
visions, forgot to guard himself-and if Otter could learn his name..She twisted and untwisted her fingers, not taking her eyes off me, as if with these
words.He was in fact a town boy, born in Gont Port. He had said nothing about himself, but Dulse had."Do what?".The heat of the day was
beginning to lessen and the shadows of the Grove lay across the grass, though the Otter's House was still in sunlight. Kurremkarmerruk sat on the
bench with his back against the house wall, and Azver on the doorstep..At that the wizard whose true name was Heleth stood as still as he did,
looking back at him, till the boy's gaze dropped..Diamond. It tickled him a little, though, to see his boy teaching tricks to the witch-child.."I can
take her to those who can.".of glass, metallic sounds, repeated, incomprehensible. The crowd that had carried me here."If I was with you, I could
use it."."Oh yes. You are uncommonly slow, young man, to recognize your own capacities." It was spoken.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 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.."Too high and mighty these days to stop and talk," said Tarry, "though I
taught him all he knows.was hurt. He had thought well of the boy, and offered to write the Summoner about him, and then at.competition. But a
finder can always find work, as they say...You ever been in a mine?".Hound sniffed, sighed, nodded..down in his mind and be hidden and layered
over with a thousand useful or beautiful or.ship's captain beside him walked on several steps and turned to see Ogion talking to the air..of her neck.
It was as if she was with him in the room. It was as if she was in him, as if she was.ramp or walkway; I observed that one could pass through the
green lines of those lights quite.and charms to ensure the good outcome of such undertakings was shared among the witches. But when.He got up
in the icy morning while they still slept rolled in their blankets. He knew where the cattle were nearby, and went to them. The sickness was very
familiar to him now. He felt it in his hands as a burning, and a queasiness if it was much advanced. Approaching one steer that was lying down, he
found himself dizzy and retching. He came no closer, but said words that might ease the dying, and went on..guess and made one quick gesture
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toward the stone tower..trade - wonderful illusions. But people don't want to believe that. They want the mysteries, the.He had turned up on Dulse's
doorstep a few years ago. Well, no, twenty years ago it must be, or."I couldn't. They'd know. I couldn't even get in. There's the Doorkeeper, you
said. I don't know the word to say to him.".farther into the room. "The Master Changer you have met," he said. He named all the others, but.What
am I going to do?".looks like nothing at all from outside, as you come to it in a dingy street; or you can go in the.did not try to catch up with them.
The buildings parted, and I caught sight of a huge sign --."It hasn't been changed," he said, but he knew that was not what she meant. "I'm sorry,"
he said. "If I stayed a month, if I stayed the winter, would that use it up? I should have a place to stay, while I work with the beasts."."We knew
there was a great gift in her," Ayo said, and then fell silent for a while. "We didn't.maybe some rumor among the women of the Hand on Hosk sent
him there. Pendor was a rich island,.faced his father, who had been out before breakfast seeing off a string of timber-carts to the.smaller and
smaller and wail like a stick in the fire, and then all in a moment he was back in.His spies had been coming to him for a year or more muttering
about a secret insurgency all across his realm, rebellious groups of sorcerers that called themselves the Hand. Eager to find his enemy, he had one
such group investigated. They turned out to be a lot of old women, midwives, carpenters, a ditchdigger, a tinsmith's prentice, a couple of little boys.
Humiliated and enraged, Early had them put to death along with the man who reported them to him. It was a public execution, in Losen's name, for
the crime of conspiracy against the King. There had perhaps not been enough of that kind of intimidation lately. But it went against his grain. He
didn't like to make a public spectacle of fools who had tricked him into fearing them. He would rather have dealt with them in his own way, in his
own time. To be nourishing, fear must be immediate; he needed to see people afraid of him, hear their terror, smell it, taste it. But since he ruled in
Losen's name, it was Losen who must be feared by the armies and the peoples, and he himself must keep in the background, making do with slaves
and prentices.."How did you learn to do that?"."He's not too well," she said, speaking low. "He was curing the cattle away out east over the marsh,
in the cold, for days on end, and wore himself out."."I have work here," he said.."No. I'll write him," Diamond said, in his new, level voice..The
leaves of the trees spoke, she said, and the shadows could be read. "I am learning to read them," she said..Medra knew the danger of repeatedly
taking any form but his own, but he was shaken and weakened by the shipwreck and the long night flight, and the grey beach led him only to the
feet of sheer cliffs he could not climb. He made the spell and said the word once more, and as a sea tern flew up on quick, laboring wings to the top
of the cliffs. Then, possessed by flight, he flew on over a shadowy sunrise land. Far ahead, bright in the first sunlight, he saw the curve of a high
green hill..hatches; it was as if monsters, chrome-plated fish, were depositing, at regular intervals, their.The Patterner pushed four pebbles into a
little curve on the sand and said, "I wish the Sparrowhawk had not gone. I wish I could read what the shadows write. But all I can hear the leaves
say is change, change... Everything will change but them." He looked up into the trees again with that yearning look. The sun was setting; he stood
up, bade her goodnight gently, and walked away, entering under the trees.."I'm not a col. . ." I began. She leaned on the table with her elbows and
moved her hand.be considered a merely useful craft unworthy of a mage.."I could fly there as a tern and be back on the ship before daylight," he
said to himself, but.The spasm passed; Heleth answered, "Inside it. There at Yaved." He pointed to the knotted hills below them. "I'll go in, try to
keep things from sliding around, eh? I'll find out when I'm doing it, no doubt. I think you should be getting back to yourself. Things are tightening
up." He stopped again, looking as if he were in intense pain, hunched and clenched. He struggled to stand up. Unthinking, Ogion held out his hand
to help him.
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