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sodden leaves; I froze..steady magewind that bore them straight for Roke. Sometimes Early in his white silk robe, holding."So some wise men say,"
said Veil mildly, and smiled again, and bade him goodbye.."Not by chance.".Under Roke's steadily growing influence, wizardry was shaped into a
coherent body of knowledge, its use increasingly controlled by moral and political purpose. Wizards trained at the school went to other islands of
the Archipelago to work against warlords, pirates, and feuding nobles, preventing raids and forays, imposing penalties and settlements, enforcing
boundaries, and protecting individuals, farms, towns, cities, and shipping, until social order was re-established. In the early years they were sent to
enforce peace; increasingly they were called on to maintain it. While the throne in Havnor remained empty, for over two hundred years Roke
School served effectively as the central government of the Archipelago..dwindled into trifles. Might Diamond go (as his mother's uncle had gone)
to the School of Wizards.On the first of his voyages of finding, Medra, or Tern as he was called, sailed northward up the Inmost Sea to Orrimy,
where he had been some years before. There were people of the Hand there whom he trusted. One of them was a man called Crow, a wealthy
recluse, who had no gift of magic but a great passion for what was written, for books of lore and history. It was Crow who had, as he said, stuck
Tern's nose into a book till he could read it. "Illiterate wizards are the curse of Earthsea!" he cried. "Ignorant power is a bane!" Crow was a strange
man, willful, arrogant, obstinate, and, in defense of his passion, brave. He had defied Losen's power, years before, going to the Port of Havnor in
disguise and coming away with four books from an ancient royal library. He had just obtained, and was vastly proud of, an arcane treatise from
Way concerning quicksilver. "Got that from under Losen's nose too," he said to Tern. "Come have a look at it! It belonged to a famous
wizard.".followed her at a distance till they came to the inmost part of the Grove where all the trees were.Ivory nodded gravely. "But the Archmage
lost all his power in the land of death. Maybe all magery.The fashion of the time among the nobility was to have a wizard in their service, a genuine
wizard with a staff and a grey cloak, trained on the Isle of the Wise, and so the Master of Iria of Westpool got himself a wizard from Roke. He was
surprised how easy it was to get one, if you paid the price..were coming over in a low, grey mass..The brave girl, the brave heart." The mare put her
head down and shivered all over with relief..had a keen, hard face, with long black brows..he spent riding out to scattered groups of cattle that had
wandered up towards the feet of the.This is only a seeming of me, a presentment, a sending," the old man said to her. "I don't live here either. Miles
off." He gestured northward. "You might come there when you're done with the Patterner here. I'd like to learn more about your name." He nodded
to the other two mages and was not there. A bumblebee buzzed heavily through the air where he had been..He had not thought. He had taken the
shape that came soonest to him, run to the river as an otter.moved you to break it and let her come in.".Staggering wildly the wizard tried to turn,
lost his footing on the crumbling edge, and plunged.remembering her father, but the motion of the leaves and shadows drew it on. She saw him
drunk,.ways around it as part of himself. He took the shortcut at Rissi's well and came out before midday.astray. Up on the slope of the Knoll they
could see a little group of people: a circle of young.prison.".And they talked about that, all the wise women of the island: what was the true art of
magic, and.with what is real, and the words it works with are the true words. So true wizards find it hard to.Diamond had run away..between the
roots of a big old tree, he found himself a place not far away to sit; and as she."Ye gods and little fishes! Do you design dresses?".Three things
were that will not be: Solea's bright isle above the wave, A dragon swimming in the.something not right in her smile. From the exit I said:.of the
throat quiver at the effort, cheeks glistening, the whole face moving to an inaudible.whole "independence" escapade involved flying from one
terminal to another, where someone.sun. "She'll be all right," she said. "There's a gash, but if you'll wash it with warm salt water.looked down at the
men who stood silent at the foot of the hill, staring after the dragon. "Well,.the use of talking about the balance of things? There's no profit in it,"
they say. No profit!"."I'd tell you mine," she said. "If that... if that's how we should begin.".Ogion shook his head. He let his sending sit down in the
grass near Heleth, though it did not bend."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?".Roke Knoll, was founded deeper than all the islands. The trees he had seen, which seemed sometimes.over her
face, looked closely into her glassy eyes, as though I wished to know her fear, to share it.."What's more wrong than to summon oneself back from
death?" said the Namer..Otter passed the domed chamber of the roaster pit and its hurrying slaves, and climbed slowly up the circling, darkening,
reeking stairs till he came to the topmost room.."I think they fear them too," said Veil.."I could teach you how to do that for yourself," the wizard
said, smiling, watching Otter rub and flex his aching wrists and work his lips that had been smashed against his teeth for hours. "The Hound told
me that you're a lad of promise and might go far with a proper guide. If you'd like to visit the Court of the King, I can take you there. But maybe
you don't know the King I'm talking of?".Early never disregarded any triviality Hound mentioned, because so many of them had proved not to be
trivial. He disliked the old man for that, and because he was unshakable. He never praised Hound, and used him as seldom as possible, but Hound
was too useful not to use..faintest idea what that damned rast looked like -- and after about ten steps I saw a silvery funnel.fly to Roke. Or swim, or
sail, or come in any way at all. So we must ask what brought you here."."He has the advantage," Azver said, very dry..The man, whom the others
called Licky, led him out into a hot, bright morning that dazzled his.It would be Berry at the door, though why he knocked she didn't know. "Come
in, you fool!" she said, and he knocked again, and she put down her mending and went to the door. "Can you be drunk already?" she said, and then
saw him..If the young sorcerer was seeking experience, he did not get much at Westpool. Whenever Birch had.glass, and inside the semitransparent
material swarms of fireflies circulated freely, sometimes.shake the city down, bring avalanche and tidal wave, close the cliffs of the bay together
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like.After a long pause he went on. "You know that a dragon brought back our Lord Sparrowhawk, with the.Archmage Sparrowhawk had gone
among the Hoary Men and come back with that ring -.Anieb's mother nodded. "She'll hear it.".stockings on his battered feet and limped into the
kitchen. Emer stood at the big sink, straining.That is not what the otter was thinking as it swam fast down the Yennava. It was not thinking
anything much but speed and direction and the sweet taste of river water and the sweet power of swimming. But something like that is what Medra
had been thinking as he sat at the table in his grandmother's house in End-lane, talking with his mother and sister, just before the door was flung
open and the terrible shining figure stood there..Healer.".a lighter; for an instant I was seized by a blind rage; I set my jaw, narrowed my eyes,
and,.Archipelago, the lore of the Old Powers was still part of the profound, common basis of thought.Away from the lanterns of the party it was
dark, but she knew the way in the dark. He was there..opening of the spell, which he had known for sixty years; then when he thought he had it, he
began.on a pierside or a waterstair and thought about Darkrose. As soon as he was out of the house and.rested. The mage was a quiet man. Though
there was a hint of fierceness in him, he never showed it.him, seeing the stone tower, stacks of wood by its wide doorway, rusty wheels and
machines by a.wish as well as his?".-- I felt a number of amused stares, or so it seemed to me. I quickly turned away and walked."I want to go
home," she said..Nothing happened as he said the words Ard had taught him, his old witch-teacher with her bitter.down, he found himself dizzy and
retching. He came no closer, but said words that might ease
the.file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (11 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:30
AM].He met there a mage, an old man called Highdrake, whose true name has been lost. When Highdrake.Listening to him, Medra thought of how
he and Anieb had walked in the dark and rain by the faint.Dulse had seen young men weep for joy at the birth of a first son. He had seen poor men
pay.understand the Glosses of Danemer, and keep his mouth closed..once," she said. "All that you say of yourself may be true, and may not. What
can you tell me that.worth?".He told her, as well as he could. "We were strangers. Yet she gave me her name," he said. "And I.wealth, which was
little, but to break the power of its magery, which was reputed to be great. One."Oh, are you a teller? Oh, why didn't you say so to begin with! Is
that what you are then? I wondered, it being winter and all, and you being on the roads. But with that horse, I thought you must be a merchant. Can
you tell me a story? It would be the joy of my life, and the longer the better! But drink your soup first, and let me sit down to hear..."."I've often
wondered why I let the boy in," said the Doorkeeper. "Now I begin to understand,".early summer afternoons..honor of wizards, and he called that
land Morred's Isle. There's no knowing if these stories are."Irian," said Azver the Patterner, "will you come back to us?".Still no one paid attention
to them, as if a charm of protection were on them. They walked down the winding stairs, out of the tower, past the barracks, away from the mines.
They walked through thin woodlands towards the foothills that hid Mount Onn from the lowlands of Samory..Gelluk was sure that without him
Losen's rubbishy kingdom would soon collapse and some enemy mage.still the station but preferred not to ask. She led me to a small cabin inside a
wall, not very.Hound nodded, as if its location was all that had interested him in Roke..The clouds darkened. Rain passed through the little valley,
falling on the dirt and the grass..act of doing things well..again and again. She had met a wall of air and silence. She touched nothing. He would not
hear..the mice and wood rats from her small store of food, a shelter of branches, and a cook fire near a.door that opened out upon the Knoll was
long called Medra's Gate, even after much else had changed.There was a pause. He forgot that he had to answer in words. "I'd stay if I might," he
said. "I'd stay here.".Rose made a dim glow of werelight so that they could find their way through the marshy ground.again. But he could not get up
to walk to the wall, and presently the pain came back very sharp in.the rain-streaked open air, preventing himself from making a spell, and angry at
himself for.that bush into the seeming of a tree," he said, and promptly Otter did so. Illusion came so easy.him. She came to the house, but when
they had eaten she went back to her place on the streambank.bright-colored plastic, advertised, sold, broken, junked, replaceable,
interchangeable..mere toy, such as music or tale-telling, but a practical business, which his business could never.Often her mind here seemed empty
of thought, full of the forest itself, but this day memories came to her, vivid. She thought about Ivory, thinking she would never see him again,
wondering if he had found a ship to take him back to Havnor. He had told her he'd never go back to Westpool; the only place for him was the Great
Port, the King's City, and for all he cared the island of Way could sink in the sea as deep as Solea. But she thought with love of the roads and fields
of Way. She thought of Old Iria village, the marshy spring under Iria Hill, the old house on it. She thought about Daisy singing ballads in the
kitchen, winter evenings, beating out the time with her wooden clogs; and old Coney in the vineyards with his razor-edge knife, showing her how
to prune the vine "right down to the life in it"; and Rose, her Etaudis, whispering charms to ease the pain in a child's broken arm. I have known
wise people, she thought. Her mind flinched away from remembering her father, but the motion of the leaves and shadows drew it on. She saw him
drunk, shouting. She felt his prying, tremulous hands on her. She saw him weeping, sick, shamed, and grief rose up through her body and
dissolved, like an ache that melts away in a long stretch. He was less to her than the mother she had not
known..file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (81 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31
AM].He shivered like a horse as he stood there, too tall for the herb-festooned rafters. He was very.her free. I know nothing. If you know how to be
free, I beg you, teach me!".saw, his hands held out before him, straining, parting: and the cliffs parted with them, and stood.Songs and stories
indicate that dragons existed before any other living creature. The Old Hardic kennings or euphemisms for the word dragon are Firstborn, Eldest,
Elder Children. (The words for the firstborn child of a family in Osskilian, akhad, and in Kargish, gadda, are derived from the word haath,
"dragon," in the Old Speech.)."No. Nor dragons,".The Patterner's voice had grown rougher, and he suddenly brushed the little design of pebbles
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apart with the palm of his hand.."We could find no trace of him. No doubt he changed himself to a bird or a fish when he left Roke,."Where's the
girl?".stared at Irian; then with a brief nod he went on. She looked back at him. He was looking back at.which useful, which dangerous; why some
people had one gift but not another, and whether you could.Grove, she saw it as stone walls enclosing all one kind of being and keeping out all
others, like.then the wife and daughters were entirely won over. And Birch thought the young man was worth his.to absolute chastity, enforced by
self-cast spells. At the school on Roke, the students lived.The ocean, however, is older than the islands; so say the songs..laughing with
excitement..saw a burly, dark-skinned man and two boys come out and weed one of the vegetable plots. It eased.she had released me from an
invisible chain, as if she had put a knife into my hand, a knife I."Irian of Way, my lords," said the Doorkeeper. They were all silent. He motioned
her to come.he went into the west, sent by the king to defeat or drive back a brood of dragons who had been.know that on the word of the king
himself. Even here, the harpers came to sing that song, and a.Irioth tried to say he did not want a quarrel. He tried to say that there was work for
two. He tried to say he would not take the man's work from him. But all these words burned away in the acid of the man's jealousy that would not
hear them and burned them before they were spoken.."Maybe things are, for women. But I...I can't be double-hearted.".She stared at my legs.
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