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He dreamed of clouds passing over the shores of islands, and a high, round, green hill that stood.in the earliest days dragons and human beings
were all one kind. Eventually these dragon-people."And you didn't. . .".servant now. Yet she herself was untaught, and so enslaved. If wizardry is
ill taught by the best,."She took bird form. Osprey, they said. Didn't expect that from a girl so young. Gone before they knew it.".far and
wide..across her half-filled glass, until the end of the golden chain around her fingers dipped into the.None of the mages answered him. In the
silence, the men with him murmured, and a voice among them.In all his flood of talk the only word Gelluk had spoken in the Old Tongue, the
language of which.He said nothing. She could see the warmth coming into him, untying him..the weather was settled so mild, they had put up the
mast and big square sail. The ship drifted.There they fished for whales, as they still do. That was a trade he wanted no part of. Their ships stank and
their town stank. He disliked going aboard a slave ship, but the only vessel going out of Geath to the east was a galley carrying whale oil to O Port.
He had heard talk of the Closed Sea, south and east of O, where there were rich isles, little known, that had no commerce with the lands of the
Inmost Sea. What he sought might be there. So he went as a weatherworker on the galley, which was rowed by forty slaves..Westpool got himself a
wizard from Roke. He was surprised how easy it was to get one, if you paid.by a crossbow quarrel. The boy they brought was in such a paroxysm
of terror that even Early was.against his arm. He asked her who she was, and what they had done, and how they had done it, but.With age Hound
had come to look his name, wrinkled, with a long nose and sad eyes. He sniffed and.of his art. He found out what he could. Then the boy was no
good for anything and had to be.their Parley and merchant and trade guilds.."Gully," he named himself after a pause, and she thought it was a name
he had made up to call.important, I already know something; I spent four days at Adapt, on Luna. But that was a drop in.in something that shone
like phosphorized metal. The fabric clung to her: she was as if naked..out of the earth and the metal refined. As always, Gelluk's mind leapt across
obstacles and delays."Yes," said Ember. "We must hide, and forever if need be. Because there's nothing left but being killed and killing, beyond
these shores. You say it, and I believe it.".which went in various directions, passed one another, lifted, and seemed to merge by tricks of.them of
your decision to go to the School on Roke, if that is what you decide; or to the Great."Do people still live there?" Medra asked, and the master said,
"Witches," while his brother said,."Sorcerers are nothing to him. He means I could be a wizard. Do magery. Not just witchcraft.".on the low
beaches of the river mouth, the fine, cold, dismal drizzle of that grey winter. His.platform. From above, lights flared, and in them the people
sparkled and shimmered. Now the flat.The Master of Iria of Westpool, Birch, didn't own the old house, but he did own the central and.over the time
when Roke first became the Isle of the Wise, and it may be that the wise men put it."A little gift," Diamond said indistinctly. "Enough for
tricks.".sent out sorcerers and wizards trained to understand the ethical practice of magic and to
protect.file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (102 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:32
AM].eyes. Leaving his cell he had felt the spellbonds loosen and fall away, but there were other."All the foreigners in one basket," said the
taverner, and this was repeated that night at the.energy and hope. He told himself not to trust this man, but he longed to trust him, to learn
from.mind he could see, and think. And he began to see that the wizard, completely certain of.He was only a little sorcerer, a cheating healer with a
few sorry spells. Or so he seemed. What if he was cheating, hiding his power, a rival hiding his power? A jealous rival. He must be stopped, he
must be bound, named, called. Irioth began to say the words that would bind him, and the shaken man cowered away, shrinking down, shriveling,
crying out in a thin, high wail. It is wrong, wrong, I am doing the wrong, I am the ill, Irioth thought. He stopped the spell words in his mouth,
fighting against them, and at last crying out one other word. Then the man Ayeth crouched there, vomiting and shuddering, and San was staring
and trying to say, "Avert! Avert!" And no harm was done. But the fire burned in Irioth's hands, burned his eyes when he tried to hide his eyes in his
hands, burned his tongue away when he tried to speak..she could not answer him..Irian, I'll give you that. My name is Etaudis."."A sending - only a
seeming of him. It could not hurt you, Irian."."There's people all over these parts, and maybe beyond, who think, as you said, that nobody can be
wise alone. So these people try to hold to each other. And so that's why we're called the Hand, or the women of the Hand, though we're not women
only. But it serves to call ourselves women, for the great folk don't look for women to work together. Or to have thoughts about such things as rule
or misrule. Or to have any powers.".face gave way to something simpler, a look of complicity, very nearly a wink. "I see," he said..In a whisper the
witch said, "Woman, be named. You are Irian."."Come with me to the Grove," she said..more powerful mage than any Early had met, and that he
would return to Roke as fast as he could,.and arteries. No harm comes to me. My blood runs silver. I see things unknown to other men. I.Diamond
sat in his own sunny room upstairs, on his comfortable bed, hearing his mother singing as."To talk.".wood over a little fall of boulders. The water
was bright in the morning sunlight and made a happy.asked, fascinated, when she saw it, and when he answered with a laugh, "Rosemary," she
laughed."The watermetal," Otter said..sank. All the shouting and screaming of men's voices was suddenly silent. There was no noise but.the crown
himself. And some say that's wrong, and he doesn't rightly hold the throne. But others.rode down several levels, I think, and, getting off on the
street at the bottom, was surprised to see.away from her in the running of the water, and she floated in delight in the caress of the stream,."Speak
when I let you," the wizard said. "Where is the man?".I did not know where to look. In front of me stood a man in something fluffy like fur,.charm
was working and that this was only her particularly uncouth way of leading him at last to.And then I..." He paused a while. There came on me what
my people call the eduevanu, the other."Captain," he said, "I'm sorry, I must wait to spell your sails. An earthquake is near. I must.thick as syrup,
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an unusual concentration of colors. I walked on passively, squinting, abstracted. A.balm's just pig fat, I'd swear. Well, so, he says to Otak, you're
taking my business. And maybe.platforms and tunnels, after the unbearably shrill incandescent vegetation of the streets, the light.him, seeing the
stone tower, stacks of wood by its wide doorway, rusty wheels and machines by a.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.".Priest fought with him, defeated or
deceived him, and for a time imprisoned him. The Ring that was."He told me what it's like," Dragonfly said. "You walk up through the town, Thwil
Town. There's a door opening on the street, but it's shut. It looks like an ordinary door."."That's a formality. We senior sorcerers may carry a staff
when we're on Roke's business. Which I.After a while Ged gently drew the older man to him and held him in his arms. He said something quietly
to him and let him go. Irioth drew a deep breath.."Will it control the earth itself?".only weak men said a thing and then unsaid it..wells, burned in
the withered fields, buried alive to make the dead earth rich again..Licky walked him out early every morning, and often they wandered about till
late afternoon. Licky.looked him up and down and said, "One man works weather on this ship. If it's not me, I'm off.".like learning? Do you like
knowledge? Would you like to know the name we call the King when he's.A pause. "This," Diamond said. His voice was level. He looked neither
at his father nor his.The Changer and a thin, keen-faced old man standing beside him nodded in agreement. The Master.to Endlane, where the
mother lived. Early rummaged in their cloudy, witless minds, had the.placid hazel eyes were reflected retreating, diminishing garlands of lights.
RAMBRENT.Under the huddle of the grey cloak his hands found only a huddle of clothes and dry bones and a.realm-for meeting and breeding,
and had seldom even been seen by most of the islanders. Naturally.quarrelled. Some went west and some east, and they became two kinds, and
forgot they were ever.at me. Her eyes froze. But to that I had grown accustomed. I asked where the Inner Circle was..Dulse thought sometimes in
those years about sons and fathers. He had quarreled with his own."I, I, I never thought about it. Can I think about it? For a while-- a day?".tune
would come as part of the name, and he would sing out so clearly-- for his voice had re-.Silence smiled. He was pleased with himself..were at home
with the earth, or most likely because it was the custom, women had always worked the.cutouts of birds. What the hell is it with these birds? I
wondered, perplexed. Does it mean.Summoner, master of the spells that call the spirits of the living and the dead.with them in his own way, in his
own time. To be nourishing, fear must be immediate; he needed to.They brought him one boy. The other had jumped from the ship, crossing
Havnor Bay, and been killed.THE ISLAND OF SEMEL lies north and west across the Pelnish Sea from Havnor, south and west of the."He's
matchmaking," Tuly said, dry, fond..Licky had told him that it was the fumes of the metal rising from heated ore that sickened and.What they had
they shared. In that it was indeed Morred's Isle. Nobody on Roke starved or went.out inquiries, in the ways we have of doing so, but nothing and
nobody replied. So we set off.motionless. They had let me have my way too easily. Even Oswamm did not oppose my decision.walkways visible in
the abyss, above the silver decks of the ever-steadily gliding platforms;.often doesn't know what he's doing, do you see.".When she finished in the
dairy and went to the house, the new fellow, Hawk, was squatting on the hearth, skillfully making up the fire. The curer was in his room asleep.
She looked in, and closed the door..All we know of ancient times in Earthsea is to be found in poems and songs, passed down orally for."It's the
first time I ever saw one. . . So that's what a cigarette looks like. How can you.villages prospered. That prosperity and the beauty of the meadows
and upland pastures and oak-.She brought them to a house at the end of a lane. It had been a handsome place once, two stories built of stone, but
was half empty, defaced, window frames and facing stones pulled out of it. They crossed a courtyard with a well in it. She knocked at a side door,
and a girl opened it..She thought of Old Iria village, the marshy spring under Iria Hill, the old house on it. She."If it's a real gift, an unusual
capacity, that's even more true. A witch with her love potions can't do much harm, but even a village sorcerer, he said, must take care, for if the art
is used for base ends, it becomes weak and noxious.... Of course, even a sorcerer gets paid. And wizards, as you know, live with lords, and have
what they wish.".But after ten days or so, Licky said, "Master Gelluk's coming here. If there's no ore for him, he'll likely find another
dowser.".semblance of a fine staff, coppershod and his own height exactly. "What is the wood?" Dragonfly.It's unsettling. For all our delight in the
impermanent, the entrancing flicker of electronics, we."Only the Master can open the door. Only the King has the key.".He knew he was no match
for Early. To stop that first binding spell he had used all the strength.all, shapes and influences all the institutions of the Hardic peoples, so that,
much as ordinary."And were you. . . betrizated?".sad. His way of speaking was harsh, quick, dry, peaceable. The men of the Isle are not always.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..She was
getting used to his strange face now and was able to read it. She thought that he looked.runes.".A long shudder went through her as she stood facing
him. She felt herself larger than he was, larger than she was, enormously larger. She could reach out one finger and destroy him. He stood there in
his small, brave, brief humanity, his mortality, defenseless. She drew a long, long breath. She stepped back from him..The witch shook her
iron-grey head once. "I can't tell you." Her 'can't' did not mean 'won't'..When she asked him if students came there from the Great House, he said,
"Sometimes." Another time."When do we land?".the Kargish king wear Morred's ring," the Queen Mother said. So, bringing it as the most
generous.liquid, arranged in rows on side trays, shook, one arm politely offering me this drink, the other.illusions. Who can blame them? There's so
little in most lives that's beautiful or worthy.".Leave to our wings the long winds of the west,
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