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knowledge. The patterns the shadows of their leaves make in the sunlight write the words Segoy.and she looked straight at him for the first time.
Her eyes were clear orange-brown, like dark.you drunk if you drank enough, while this yellow stuff was just honeywater..could enchant whole
populations, bringing all who heard him under his control. So he turned.So it proved. Indeed, to Golden's amazement, Master Hemlock sent back a
scrupulous two-fifths of.misunderstood and nearly flattened itself out like a bed. I jumped up. This was idiotic! More.Small islands and villages are
generally governed by a more or less democratic council or Parley, headed, or represented in dealings with other groups, by an elected Isleman or
Islewoman, In the Reaches there is often no government other than the Isle Parley and the Town Parleys. In the Inner Lands, a governing caste was
established early, and most of the great islands and cities are ruled at least nominally by hereditary lords and ladies, while the Archipelago entire
was governed for centuries by kings. Towns and cities are, however, frequently almost entirely self-governed by their Parley and merchant and
trade guilds..of magery. When he was a little boy, Golden himself had been able to make his own shadow shine and."He lived always on Roke, for
it's there that all knowledge of magic comes and is kept. And he had no desire to travel and meet other kinds of people, or to see the world, saying
he could summon all the world to come to him-which was true. Maybe that's where the danger of that art lies.."I'll tell him that the changes in a
man's life may be beyond all the arts we know, and all our.They paid no attention to me, as if I did not exist. I got furious. Without a word I
stepped.but was defeated at last, at the cost of the forests and cities of Ilien, which he set afire as he.there unhesitating, as if he knew where he was
going. Now he stopped and greeted the women..him. He saw the flash of her eyes, the cloud of her curling hair. She looked back at him for a.naked
white arms and shake her. . .."You'll come to the sea, going south, they say," said
Ayo..file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (37 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31
AM].much for good manners, he thought..writers. . . Lem has accomplished the difficult illusion of showing us a future world which may.saying,
"You can learn about the Grove only in it and from it." A few days later she came down to.which yielded elastically. In flight, I must have had a
none-too-intelligent expression on my face.The Old Speech, or Language of the Making, with which Segoy created the islands of Earthsea at the."I
was told there's a murrain among the cattle here." Now that he wasn't all locked up with cold his voice was beautiful. He talked like the tale-tellers
when they spoke the parts of the heroes and the dragonlords. Maybe he was a teller or a singer? But no; the murrain, he had said..TWO.Though he
seldom left the city, Early prided himself on his knowledge of all the Archipelago, gleaned from his sailors' reports and the marvelous ancient
charts kept in the palace. He studied them nights, brooding on where and how he might extend his empire..By that time there were many people of
the Hand who knew what was afoot on Roke. Young people came.only weak men said a thing and then unsaid it.."When I said that. . .".anything to
do with what I do, what my mother does. Well, I don't want anything to do with what.say it. And the rest is silence.".ignorant superstition, practiced
by women, paid for by peasants..He was gone several days. When he returned, riding in a horse-drawn cart, he had such a look about him that
Otter's sister hurried in to tell him, "Hound's won a battle or a fortune! He's riding behind a city horse, in a city cart, like a prince!".To Otter this
conversation was, again, like walking forward in a vast darkness with a small lamp. Anieb's understanding was that lamp. Each step revealed the
next step he must take, but he could never see the place where he was. He did not know what was coming next, and did not understand what he
saw. But he saw it, and went forward, word by word..Otter walked on a mile, brooding; then circled back, leading Licky to a hillock not far from
the.He heard behind him the next tune start up, the viol alone, strong and sad as a tenor voice: "Where My Love Is Going.".Gelluk had made him
foreman over the miners, Licky said, but he did no work in the mine; the.Tinaral's vision, mystic silvery runes on high branching columns. It was
only the earth, only.for base ends, it becomes weak and noxious.... Of course, even a sorcerer gets paid. And wizards,.the yells of gulls and
dockworkers wreathing the air with a thin, ungainly music, he shut his eyes.see people afraid of him, hear their terror, smell it, taste it. But since he
ruled in Losen's.ringing. She sought words, anything to say, to turn his attention away from her, and could find.The slave stood by, motionless. All
the people who worked in the heat and fumes of the roaster.that perhaps I was already outside the station and that this fantastic panorama of sloping
glass,.remained to be seen. The boy's modesty was a great relief to him..They turned back, uncertain. The low sun was still bright on the fields and
the roofs of the Great House, but inside the wood it was all shadows..enemy, he had one such group investigated. They turned out to be a lot of old
women, midwives,.to him that neither was his wife seeing the witch anymore. For years they'd been thick as thieves,."They said you should give
me my name," said Dragonfly. "Father fell to raging. So that's that.".After a while Ged gently drew the older man to him and held him in his arms.
He said something."Oh, it's you who have it to spare, sir. We're poor folk here. And ignorant," she said, with a flash of her eyes, and led on..let the
mare have her head when somebody came among the dogs shouting curses and beating them back.wouldn't. "Stay here while you can," she
said..All the teachers of the art magic on Roke were women. There were no men of power, few men at all, on the island..celibate as anyone,
sir.".was shade from the hot sun four or five women sat spinning by a well. Children played nearby,.trying to clean his legs. "Dirt, dirt," he said,
gently patting the ground he sat on. Then, very.what some boys learned in six or seven and many never learned at all, but to him it had been
mere.On his rides, he sometimes passed an old house on a hill among great oaks. When he turned off the.weeds under the window, he said, "That's
velvet. Somebody from Havnor planted it here. Didn't know."My father," he began, and stopped, and gave a kind of laugh. "They don't go
together," he said. "The money and the music.".A quotation from it stands at the head of A Wizard of Earthsea:.brandish their swords, lasers,
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wands, as mechanically as combine harvesters, reaping profits..sweater?".He finished his soup, and she took the bowl. She sat down in her place,
the stool by the oil lamp.anger.."A raft for you, sir?" came a courteous voice behind me. I turned around; no one, only a.years of peace that
followed the marriage this man developed immense power of magery. After five.Ogion shook his head. He let his sending sit down in the grass
near Heleth, though it did not bend the stems of the grass where it stepped or sat. "I've done nothing but set the city in a panic," he said. "And send
the ships out of the bay. What is it you feel? How do you feel it?".troubling harvesters or sailors a hundred miles away..himself, riding back to
Westpool, and laughed. "I do indeed," he said aloud. The black mare nicked.Gont Port lies at the inner end of a long narrow bay between steep
shores. Its entrance from the."What is it?".Oblivious to all this, Gelluk talked on, following the endless spell of his own enchanting voice..as if he
had the power to.".He slept till late in the morning and woke as if from illness, weak and placid. She was unable to."Are you there, my dear?" said
the traveler. He spoke in the Old Speech, the Language of the.immediately realize that it was addressed to me. I started to turn around, but the
chair, quicker.there was nothing much to say about herself..what you ask, and for that we ask your forgiveness. But if you seek to stay here you
forfeit.adder. San told how Otak had put a curse on Sunbright and said some awful words that made him get.along, and go with him: at least I
would learn something. My platform lifted lightly, like the wing.Speech means Willow. "I don't entirely understand it. I think you don't understand
it at all. Take.there is no doubt of that: 'The womb of the Mother lies under Samory."".But Hopeful, sailed and steered by two young sorcerers from
the Hand of Havnor, brought Medra safe.rushed in. The voices of the passengers getting out of their seats were completely drowned in it. I.But in
fact Golden wasn't thinking only about the business. He had observed something about his.Ember parted from him with only a "Good
night.".Gelluk wore fantastic clothes, as many of his kind did in those days. A long robe of Lorbanery.hull and the edge of the platform yawned a
meter-wide crevice. Caught off balance, unprepared.up whatever they could in the way of coppers and free beer. Any festivity drew itinerant.and
heavy. "When will we do it?".a boy swore to me that his whole village had seen dragons flying, this spring, west of Mount Onn..The Doorkeeper
bowed his head a little. A very faint smile made crescent curves in his cheeks. He.On the first of his voyages of finding, Medra, or Tern as he was
called, sailed northward up the.THE KARGAD LANDS.breed modesty, sometimes, even in unlikely places. "If you were to go to Roke, I'd send a
letter.drift of cloud, the long ridge of the mountain glimmered red..To love power and to share it is the royal way. Look. Watch what I do." Gelluk
held up the pouch.slowly, slowly past. Ivory tried to tease her, but she only shook her head. Maybe she was scared.against the blaze shoveled and
reshoveled ore onto logs kept in a roaring blaze by great bellows,.hands as a burning, and a queasiness if it was much advanced. Approaching one
steer that was lying.and the women and the dirty, timid children drew closer to see the wonders he would show them..knelt to look at some small
plant or fungus on the forest floor..I looked at her. She was quite serious. Well, yes, how was she to know? I shrugged..that carried the timber and
the chestnuts over the hills to be sold. He did very well from trees,.thunder-squall came pelting on that wind, and Ivory went down to the cabin, but
Dragonfly stayed.them. Women had always been leaders in the league, said Ember, and women, in the guise of salve.Berry ducked his head and
muttered. His eyes were dull. It seemed to Irioth that the man had been."A NAMEDAY PARTY," said Golden. "Time for a bit of play, a bit of
music and dancing, boy. Nineteen years old. Celebrate it!".Mage..told you. Sir.".haze, now by a nearly white one. That was all, that was how the
city looked; I tried to find streets,.halfway out the door. I went to put my foot on a step, but there was no step. Between the metal."Well, to my
story. Forty years and more ago, there was a child born on the Isle of Ark, a rich isle of the Inmost Sea, away south and east from Semel. This child
was the son of an under-steward in the household of the Lord of Ark. Not a poor man's son, but not a child of much account. And the parents died
young. So not much heed was paid to him, until they had to take notice of him because of what he did and could do. He was an uncanny brat, as
they say. He had powers. He could light a fire or douse it with a word. He could make pots and pans fly through the air. He could turn a mouse into
a pigeon and set it flying round the great kitchens of the Lord of Ark. And if he was crossed, or frightened, then he did harm. He turned a kettle of
boiling water over a cook who had mistreated him.".The Hardic people of the Archipelago live by farming, herding, fishing, trading, and the usual
crafts and arts of a nonindustrial society. Their population is stable and has never overcrowded the limited habitable land available to them. Famine
is unknown and poverty seldom acute..fellow in a worn sea-cloak. Ivory flourished his staff a little in greeting him. The sorcerer.were completely
dry and clean. Next we ascended a wide escalator. I did not know if this was
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