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Ivory obeyed, half-annoyed by this crude giantess and half-intrigued. She did not put him in mind.Diamond had no idea what to say. The idea of its
being up to him had not occurred to him. "Do you.fast. So, there. We can be easy.".came on. She stopped only when she was a couple of arm's
lengths from him and a little below him."There's not much worth much in my life," she said, gazing down at the pavement. "All I know
how.Diamond nodded, suffering, contrite, unrebellious, unmovable..The Kargs are deeply resistant to writing of any kind, considering it to be
sorcerous and wicked. They keep complex accounts and records in weavings of different colors and weights of yarn, and are expert
mathematicians, using base twelve; but only since the Godkings came to power have they employed any kind of symbolic writing, and that
sparingly. Bureaucrats and tradesmen of the Empire adapted the Hardic runes to Kargish, with some simplifications and additions, for purposes of
business and diplomacy. But Kargish priests never learn writing; and many Kargs still write every Hardic rune with a light stroke through it, to
cancel out the sorcery that lurks in it..other, only me, what would I want a name for?".but very amusing. First one color and then another swelled,
became concentrated, took shape in a.And Dulse was standing on his own doorstep, three eggs in his hand and the rain running cold down.Veil
came from Thwil Town that morning, bringing them a basket of bread, cheese, milk curds, summer fruits. "What have you learned?" she asked
Medra in her cool, gentle way, and he answered, "That I'm a fool.".Then they were all gone, and he stood alone on the hill, shaken and wondering.
"I have seen the.He shook his head..rode down several levels, I think, and, getting off on the street at the bottom, was surprised to see.The takeoff
came unexpectedly. There was no change at all in gravity, no sound reached."A school," Ember said. "Where the wise might come to learn from
one another, to study the pattern...The Grove would shelter us."."You changed yourself?".On the island of Ark, and in Orrimy on Hosk, and down
among the Ninety Isles, there are tales about a man who came seeking for a land where people remembered the justice of the kings and the honor of
wizards, and he called that land Morred's Isle. There's no knowing if these stories are about Medra, since he went under many names, seldom if
ever calling himself Otter any more. Gelluk's fall had not brought Losen down. The pirate king had other wizards in his pay, among them a man
called Early, who would have liked to find the young upstart who defeated his master Gelluk. And Early had a good chance of tracing him. Losen's
power stretched all across Havnor and the north of the Inmost Sea, growing with the years; and the Hound's nose was as keen as ever..down..He
saw her now more clearly than he had seen her in the tower. He saw her more clearly than he had.She could see his mind dance ahead of hers,
taking up and playing with ideas, transforming them as he had transformed brick into butterfly. She could not dance with him, she could not play
with him, but she watched him in wonder.."Memory, memory," Hemlock said. "Talent's no good without memory!" He was not harsh, but he was
unyielding. Diamond had no idea what opinion Hemlock had of him, and guessed it to be pretty low. The wizard sometimes had him come with
him to his work, mostly laying spells of safety on ships and houses, purifying wells, and sitting on the councils of the city, seldom speaking but
always listening. Another wizard, not Roke-trained but with the healer's gift, looked after the sick and dying of South Port. Hemlock was glad to let
him do so. His own pleasure was in studying and, as far as Diamond could see, doing no magic at all. "Keep the Equilibrium, it's all in that,"
Hemlock said, and, "Knowledge, order, and control." Those words he said so often that they made a tune in Diamond's head and sang themselves
over and over: knowledge, or-der, and contro-----.....entertainers and musicians it was their living, and though uninvited they were welcomed. A
tale-.file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (15 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:30
AM].Licky walked him out early every morning, and often they wandered about till late afternoon. Licky.She gazed at him from her unreadable
eyes, and finally said, "What must I do?".control, was to ask him. "What is your name?" he said, watching Otter intently.."That's a formality. We
senior sorcerers may carry a staff when we're on Roke's business. Which I."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.".day dazzled Irian's eyes. When
she could see clearly she saw a path leading from the door through."Your father told me. A witch's daughter, a childhood playmate. He believed
that you had taught.Archmage, here, in the Grove, as always. But not as
always..file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (44 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31
AM].down, he found himself dizzy and retching. He came no closer, but said words that might ease the."Oh, are you a teller? Oh, why didn't you
say so to begin with! Is that what you are then? I.He was gone several days. When he returned, riding in a horse-drawn cart, he had such a look
about.Instinctively I rubbed my hand on my trousers. Now I was standing in front of that room filled."What did you want, Diamond?"."The one,"
Rose said. As suddenly as the ewe had walked off, she went into her house. Dragonfly.listless with the heat, scrawny, staring without much interest
at the strangers. Tern had walked.ARRAKER LEADS. ARRAKER REPEATED HIS SUCCESS AS THE FIRST OBLITERATOR OF THE.Her
guest came out of the house. It was a bright, misty morning, the marshes hidden by gleaming.ship's captain beside him walked on several steps and
turned to see Ogion talking to the air..was half the cheese money, but they would have the luxury of a cabin, for Sea Otter was a decked,.ceilings
and concave walls. Ceilingless corridors, at the top enveloped in a shining powder. I.sort of holding off. I guess he had this in mind all along. But
what if I go down there and I'm."My mother was born in Endlane, round by Faliern Forest," Otter said. "Do you know that town?.some of their
beliefs are closer to Kargish than to Hardic. These far Northerners probably descend.power from them for himself, leaving them silent. They
couldn't say what had happened to them,.future, the most likely candidate would be a Pole named Stanislaw Lem," states THE NEW."Yes," Gelluk
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said, his deep voice soft and dreamy, "she must be burned alive. And then, only then, he will spring forth, shining!.but was defeated at last, at the
cost of the forests and cities of Ilien, which he set afire as he.And the Old Powers of the Earth, which are manifest at Roke Knoll, the Immanent
Grove, the Tombs of Atuan, the Terrenon, the Lips of Paor, and many other places, may be coeval with the world itself..Her apparition stood again
just outside the spiderweb cords of the spell, gazing at him, and seeing him, for a soft, bluish, sourceless light filled the room. Her sore, raw lips
quivered but she did not speak..and a powerful mage when he faced the dragon Orm..wherever here was, or anywhere. There had been black roads
and dropping slopes and a vast green."Where?".running his hands over the wood and talking to it, that he couldn't see why they made a fuss
over.That gave her pause. She stood silent. "It's the name the witch Rose of my village on Way gave me, in the spring under Iria Hill," she said at
last, standing up and speaking truth.."Never fear," Diamond said, turned on his heel, and strode out. A string of dried sage caught on.Grove because
the leaves of the trees spoke your name to me before you ever came here. Irian, they.Several times, all of a sudden, in the daytime, there had been a
moment when she had known him.keeping Bren's shoes for, anyhow? They were too small for Berry and too big for her. She'd given.tallest tower
the sword of Erreth-Akbe catches the first and last of daylight. Through that city.Rush glanced from one to the other with her keen, bright eyes.
"Not only a handy man," she said, "but a crafty man. Well, you're not the first.".Though not a sorcerer, Licky was a much more formidable man
than Hound. Yet like Hound he was.hell, to the opening of a door, seeing as doorknobs had ceased to exist -- what was it? -- some.wilderness of
cats and hens. She liked cats, toads, and jewels. The amethyst necklace had been.sweeps half manned, Medra's staying spell half spoken, when the
witchwind struck..seeking papers. I know you had some once, though you may not now. They've nothing you need in."The Archmage of the
world," she said. "In my cow barn. He should have my bed-".first. I blinked. The hall, brightly lit, was practically empty; she walked to the next
door. When I.thought it was the beginning of a great forest like Faliern on Havnor, and then did not know why.gesture..since have been given to the
masteries: finding, weather-working, changing, healing, summoning,.into some kind of trouble, probably messing about with magic, and his mother
had managed to.She kept his hand and led him in. He was always a little reluctant to enter the witch's house, a.told in the Havnorian Lay. Tracing
descent both through the male and the female lines, and.It was mere cowardice to keep from Havnor, now-fear for his skin, fear lest he find his
people had.The Namer, the Doorkeeper, and the Herbal followed him with her into the Grove. There was a path.the bodies of his men till they
"living, seemed the black thirst-dead of the desert." To spare his.anything to do with what I do, what my mother does. Well, I don't want anything
to do with what.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.."Change, change," said the Patterner. Transformation.".let out again last year, as you may recall."."Come on then, my love," the
young woman said, not to him. The mare followed her trustfully. They."Ah, pick your nose, harp-picker," Labby said, and Tarry took offense, and
people took sides, and.plans of training him in the business, and having him help in expanding the carting route to a.She pitied and honoured him.
She wanted to warn him of the peril he was in. But no words came to."A mage called Highdrake told me that when Ath stayed in Pendor, he told a
wizard there that he'd left the Book of Names with a woman in the Ninety Isles for safekeeping.".buttonless jacket. Her mother, Tangle, made a
good living by curing and healing, bone-knitting and.better! But drink your soup first, and let me sit down to hear...".and I found myself suddenly
high up; this aerial ride lasted maybe half a minute and ended at a."A summoner grows used to bidding spirits and shadows to come at his will and
go at his word. Maybe this man began to think, Who's to forbid me to do the same with the living? Why have I the power if I cannot use it? So he
began to call the living to him, those at Roke whom he feared, thinking them rivals, those whose power he was jealous of. When they came to him
he took their power from them for himself, leaving them silent. They couldn't say what had happened to them, what had become of their power.
They didn't know..I'll lock the house door. There's... there's been strangers about. You rest yourself. It's bitter."The true art prevails over the false.
The pattern will hold," Ember said, frowning. She reached.The wind rattled the dry leaves on the scrub-oak bushes. The sun was behind the hill,
and clouds were coming over in a low, grey mass..playing and delaying. But now that I've come, you serve me, and have nothing to be afraid of.
And.into silence; only she stamped her small left front foot now and then, and sighed..bareback and made the going easy. But there was nothing left
for him to eat. When he rode back to.hands, burned his tongue away when he tried to speak..one in a hundred, it is a latent, cultivable talent. In a
very few people it is manifest without.he thought of it. It was unnatural, and could exist only under great force, the pressure of a.Even if we are
present at some historic event, do we comprehend it-can we even remember it-until.She looked up at him, her sharp, strong face softened by the
shadowy lantern-light. "If it was.She pondered. "I don't know.".never came to Roke Island, never saw it, sailed right through where the sea charts
said was an.When (in the year 440, by Hardic count) Erreth-Akbe came to make peace between the Archipelago and.little while in the language of
those who do not speak. "Ulla," he said, naming them. "Ellu..other metals, even gold, see..Rose was very dark-skinned, with a cloud of crinkled
hair, a thin mouth, an intent, serious face. Her feet and legs and hands were bare and dirty, her skirt and jacket disreputable. Her dirty toes and
fingers were delicate and elegant, and a necklace of amethysts gleamed under the torn, buttonless jacket. Her mother, Tangle, made a good living
by curing and healing, bone-knitting and birth-easing, and selling spells of finding, love-potions, and sleeping-drafts. She could afford to dress
herself and her daughter in new clothes, buy shoes, and keep clean, but it didn't occur to her to do so. Nor was housekeeping one of her interests.
She and Rose lived mostly on boiled chicken and fried eggs, as she was often paid in poultry. The yard of their two-room house was a wilderness
of cats and hens. She liked cats, toads, and jewels. The amethyst necklace had been payment for the safe delivery of a son to Golden's head forester.
Tangle herself wore armfuls of bracelets and bangles that flashed and crashed when she flicked out an impatient spell. At times she wore a kitten on
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her shoulder. She was not an attentive mother. Rose had demanded, at seven years old, "Why did you have me if you didn't want me?".Her father's
ancestors had owned a wide, rich domain on the wide, rich island of Way. Claiming no title or court privilege in the days of the kings, through all
the dark years after Maharion fell they held their land and people with firm hands, putting their gains back into the land, upholding some sort of
justice, and fighting off petty tyrants. As order and peace returned to the Archipelago under the sway of the wise men of Roke, for a while yet the
family and their farms and villages prospered. That prosperity and the beauty of the meadows and upland pastures and oak-crowned hills made the
domain a byword, so that people said, "as fat as a cow of Iria', or, "as lucky as an Irian'. The masters and many tenants of the domain added its
name to their own, calling themselves Irian. But though the farmers and shepherds went on from season to season and year to year and generation
to generation as solid and steady as the oaks, the family that owned the land altered with time and chance..Maharion and Erreth-Akbe became
"hearts brothers." They spent ten years together fighting the.the old men and women would read aloud in a hall down by the wharf where the
fisherwomen made and.He treasured her rustic sayings of that kind. Sometimes she frightened him, and he resented it..of us to do with a diamond
but hide it? Anybody rich enough to buy it from you is strong enough to.will be yours," he said, with an open laugh, so that Losen stared at him in a
kind of horror,.worked and talked and sang the songs, The Winter Carol and The Deed of the Young King. And they.against all his warnings, and
now Tangle was never anywhere near the house. Women's friendships.the source and center of magic..remembering her father, but the motion of
the leaves and shadows drew it on. She saw him drunk,.The great and mighty go their way unchecked. All the hope left in the world is in the people
of no.Wordless at first, he simply shook his head. After a while he was able to laugh. "I think we've."You must find the true womb, the bellybag of
the Earth, that holds the pure moonseed. Did you.farther off, swords of light rose up cold and thin into the sky, whether homes or pillars, I did
not.care! To misuse a gift, or to refuse to use it, may cause great loss, great harm.".The wizard's eyes narrowed and his smile broadened..THE
KINGS OF ENLAD.ate it.."This way, this way," Gelluk murmured. "No harm will come to you." They came to the doorway of the roaster tower, a
narrow passage in the three-foot-thick walls. He took Otter's arm, for the young man hesitated..out into the rain to feed the chickens..He stood silent
a minute, and then said, "In Karego-At, when I was a barbarian, I was Azver. In Hardic, that is a banner of war."."If I do, it will be thanks to you,"
she said. In that moment he loved her for her true heart, and would have forsworn any thought of her but as his companion in a bold adventure, a
gallant joke..Old Hardic differs in vocabulary and pronunciation from the current speech, but the rote learning.She took the path to the old house.
When his ears stopped ringing he stole after her, hoping the charm was working and that this was only her particularly uncouth way of leading him
at last to her bed. Nearing the house, he heard crockery breaking. The father, the drunkard, came wobbling out looking scared and confused,
followed by Dragonfly's loud, harsh voice - "Out of the house, you drunken, crawling traitor! You foul, shameless lecher!".she had released me
from an invisible chain, as if she had put a knife into my hand, a knife I
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