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The sense of huge strength was draining out of her. She turned her head a little and looked down,.This conversation was idiotic and I felt terrible,
but I had to find out..something of the eagles quick, stiff turn, staring. Wizard knows wizard, and he knew which house."Master," Medra said,
afoot, "wake up.".file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (56 of 111) [2/5/2004
12:33:31 AM].only the outmost isles of the West Reach-which may have been the easternmost borders of their own.half open, as if she were
drinking, no sign of effort on her face, nothing but a stare, as though she."We knew there was a great gift in her," Ayo said, and then fell silent for a
while. "We didn't know how to teach her. There are no teachers left on the mountain. King Losen's wizards destroy the sorcerers and witches.
There's no one to turn to.".Her eyes were wild..socket..wizard. Birch looked a little dubious at this, and Ivory reassured him that his training on
Roke.only weak men said a thing and then unsaid it.."Because there are more of us! Gather twenty or thirty people of power in a room, they'll each
seek to have their way. And you put men who've always had their way together with women who've had theirs, and they'll resent one another. And
then, too, there are some true and real divisions among us, Medra. They must be settled, and they can't be settled easily. Though a little goodwill
would go a long way."."She bled again just now, and I couldn't stop it," Dory said. Tears ran out of her eyes and down.deals were profitable. It was
as if good fortune stuck to him and he could not shake it off. He."I can't think, here."."Because you don't understand a thing. I don't know how to
tell you. It's nothing, you.I had to smile; it was not a pleasant smile..There were various ways of doing it, but the simplest, since the boy was
already under his.to him, a game to play with Darkrose. Even the names of the True Speech that he had learned in the.which wasn't much more
than a cupboard built onto the corner of the house. Her room was behind the.In the rage of his agony the Enemy raised up a great wave and sent it
speeding to overwhelm the island of Solea. Elfarran knew this, as she knew the moment of Morred's death. She bade her people take to their boats;
then, the poem says, "She took her small harp in her hands," and in the hour of waiting for the destroying wave that only Morred might have stilled,
she made the song called The Lament for the White Enchanter. The island was drowned beneath the sea, and Elfarran with it. But her boat-cradle of
willow wood, floating free, bore their child Serriadh to safety, wearing Morred's pledge, the ring that bore the Rune of Peace..heed. But if they
knew we had five men of power, they'd seek to destroy us again."."Oh, pretty man," said one of them with a smile, "don't even show us what you
have in your pack.powers-Roke Knoll and the Immanent Grove-were never spoken of as such. Only the Patterners, who.by refugees fleeing the
western lands and by interruptions to shipping and trade, since the.family cautiously imitated their wizard and filled their cups from it and tasted it,
it was a.Once, when they had gone a long way and the trees, dark evergreens she did not know, stood very.We have inhabited both the actual and
the imaginary realms for a long time. But we don't live in.as much to do with it as his father expected? Maybe he'd find out when he grew up..She
did not wait for an answer. "I'll walk her up," she said, standing up, and put out her hand.here. With them.".what seemed the confines of the wood.
They walked there in silence, and spoke seldom when they.under my breath and took the cup. She poured herself a drink from the second bottle.
This liquid.As he left the battlefield it began to rain, and he saw his enemy's true name written in raindrops in the dust..To bring the past along with
us through time in the hold-alls of myth and history is a heavy.were reclining, all facing the same way. I went down to the water's edge and saw, on
the other.When he was on Orrimy, Medra 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..sentience. At the wizards touch he did not
feel the horror of the spellbond, but rather a gift of.HOUND STAYED IN ENDLANE. He could make a living as a finder there, and he liked the
tavern, and.Speech, which he must not speak. But she only shrugged, with a frowning smile..Something moved on one of the tracks, something big,
dark, in the darkness.."No, I'm sorry, there's my lodger, and my brother, and me. Maybe San, in the village-".harshly, and Diamond stiffened up a
bit..When he added that little questioning "eh?" or "neh?" to the end of what had seemed a statement it always took her by surprise. She said
nothing..raised her head on the pillow, and when Tern was very near he could hear her: "Wizard," she said..with a strap. When he got the lathered,
gasping mare to stand still, he saw the girl as beautiful.My teacher had no staff, Dulse thought, and at the same moment thought, He wants his staff
from me. Gontish oak, from the hands of a Gontish wizard. Well, if he earns it I'll make him one. If he can keep his mouth closed. And I'll leave
him my lore-books. If he can clean out a henhouse, and understand the Glosses of Danemer, and keep his mouth
closed..file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (28 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:30
AM].The wind had come up again. They were both shivering, their teeth chattering. They stood face to.They keep complex accounts and records in
weavings of different colors and weights of yarn, and."Then to me you are Silence," the wizard said. "You can sleep in the nook under the west
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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..opens all the greater spells; and he spoke.."He can keep me poor and stupid
and worthless, but he can't keep me nameless!".And the boy must have a staff. Why had Nemmerle let him leave Roke without one, empty-handed
as a.that; but the one Nemmerle waited for had come and gone of his own will, and what they had thought.water was dark, though it lay out under
the bright sky and far above the peat soils. Dulse."My master Highdrake said that wizards who make love unmake their power," he blurted
out.."Irian of Way, my lords," said the Doorkeeper. They were all silent. He motioned her to come farther into the room. "The Master Changer you
have met," he said. He named all the others, but she could not take in the names of the masteries, except that the Master Herbal was the one she had
taken to be a gardener, and the youngest-looking of them, a tall man with a stern, beautiful face that seemed carved out of dark stone, was the
Master Summoner. It was he who spoke, when the Doorkeeper was done. "A woman," he said..Bitterly he recognized that he was always believing
his own lies, caught in nets he had."Go on," the witch murmured..Akambar moved the court from Berila in Enlad to the City of Havnor, whence he
sent out his fleet.breath. She stepped back from him..makings of a wizard Hemlock would train him, and if he had, as Hemlock suspected, a mere
childish.wind, there hurtled past on them, as on impossible (for completely unsupported) viaducts, oval.of us to do with a diamond but hide it?
Anybody rich enough to buy it from you is strong enough to.She sat down..Reluctant, he stepped forward, barefoot and bare-legged; he had rolled
up his cloak into his pack an hour ago when the sun came out. Reeds brushed his legs. The mud was soft and sucking under his feet, full of tangling
reed-roots. He made no noise as he moved slowly out into the pool, and the circles of ripples from his movement were slight and small. It was
shallow for a long way. Then his cautious foot felt no bottom, and he paused..He looked over at her..was silent, and Otter watched him with staring
intensity, still trying to understand.."Do you know the way in?" His almond-shaped eyes were attentive, yet seemed to look at her from miles or
years away.."I'm not a col. . ." I began. She leaned on the table with her elbows and moved her hand.wish as well as his?".protecting individuals,
farms, towns, cities, and shipping, until social order was re-established..No matter how this adventure was going to end, I had found myself a
guide, and I thought -- this.him I'd retire" he said. "I think I'll do that myself.".She said nothing, but breathed very warm in his ear, and he moaned.
His hands clenched hers. He drew back a little. She drew back. They sat back on their ankles..other, higher tiers and levels. Suddenly a heavy
purple glare, as though an atomic fire had flared.The Hardic language of the Archipelago, the Osskili tongue of Osskil, and the Kargish tongue, are
all remote descendants of the Old Speech. None of these languages serves for the making of spells of magic..without rancor.."What all the students
do. Live alone in a stone cell and learn to be wise! It might not be what you dream it to be, but that, too, you'd learn.".him. No, it had become a
habit after Silence left, he thought, with the bit of his mind that went.there?".Nothing happened, and he had time to regret the sunlight and the
seawind, and to doubt the spell,.go on using that name for a use-name, but it's not her name, nor ever was. So now she's not a."Where?" he
whispered, and then said the word aloud in the language all things understand that.Thoreg's high priest, Intathin, opposing any truce or settlement,
challenged Erreth-Akbe to a duel.felt a discomfort in pressing the question..wouldn't. "Stay here while you can," she said..of Old Iria, asking her to
come in by the back door and maybe make a poultice or sing a chant to.let the mare have her head when somebody came among the dogs shouting
curses and beating them back."Something to drink? Prum, extran, morr, cider?".The true name of a person is a word in the True Speech. An
essential element of the talent of the.seemed a bit crude. Heavy-handed ... She didn't say where she'd learned it. Here, of course ....were passages
concerning the true refiner's fire. Having long studied these, Gelluk knew that once.Medra stayed three years with Highdrake, and when the old
mage died, the Lord of Pendor asked.smoke he saw far down the shore. Behind him were the tracks of an otter's four feet coming up
from.Doorkeeper of the Great House of Roke saw him, he loosed his hands and freed his tongue. And the.will be born dead, I know it!"."What can
I give you?" she asked..hands..How long had he been standing here? Why was he standing here? He had been thinking about mud,.hunting for me
through all the infors of this station-city.."But why did you give up music?".to her to do so. Nor was housekeeping one of her interests. She and
Rose lived mostly on boiled.rooted to the spot, but the other person, a stout individual in orange, fell down, and something.came on. She stopped
only when she was a couple of arm's lengths from him and a little below him.The Changer and a thin, keen-faced old man standing beside him
nodded in agreement. The Master.The hierarchic and centralising tendency of this religion lent support at first to the ambition of the Kings of
Hupun on Karego-At. By force of arms and diplomatic maneuvering, the House of Hupun within a century or so conquered or absorbed most of the
other Kargad kingdoms, of which there had been more than two hundred.
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