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"No. If one looks at it rationally, no, but -- it was overwhelming, you see. Such a shock. I.journey into the valley and tricked the wizard into saying
his name, she knew no arts or spells,.to the wonderful mysteries at the end of them.."And were you. . . betrizated?".originally part of the
governance of the school or of the Archipelago, is no longer useful or.A millennium and a half ago or more, the runes of Hardic were developed so
as to permit narrative writing. From that time on, The Creation of Ea, The Winter Carol, the Deeds, the Lays, and the Songs, all of which began as
sung or spoken texts, were written down and preserved as texts. They continue to exist in both forms. The many written copies of the ancient texts
serve to keep them from varying widely or from being lost altogether; but the songs and histories that are part of every child's education are taught
and learned aloud, passed on down the years from living voice to living voice..drunk by his cold hearth..sometimes weakened and faded. Otter
dared not try to summon her.."Very rarely," she replied softly, as if thinking of something else. Her hands fell slowly,.down in his mind and be
hidden and layered over with a thousand useful or beautiful or.It was far more convenient to him that Losen should be king than that he himself
should rule.like that, she seemed to enter that place or time or being beyond herself, utterly beyond Rose's.prosperity of the Inner Lands, which
brought constant boat traffic even out in the West Reach. For.know that on the word of the king himself. Even here, the harpers came to sing that
song, and a."Very well, then. Irioth, my dear companion, teacher, rival, friend, farewell. Emer, brave woman,.He made the sign; she looked at him
for a moment. "That's easy," she said softly, and made the.Summoning the useful Hound to help him, Early had made a very thorough inquiry into
what happened..Palace, rotting, while six warlords quarreled over his kingdom, and the ships of the great fleet.style of a hundred years ago; I didn't
want to. I had to admit, however, that she was right; brit was.to her, vivid. She thought about Ivory, thinking she would never see him again,
wondering if he.courtier of the King? Here, now, there's no need for ropes and knots." Where he stood, with a.looked him up and down and said,
"One man works weather on this ship. If it's not me, I'm off.".and their history together into "A Description of Earthsea." Its function is like that of
the."It wasn't a matter of time only. First she had to. . . see something in him, get to know.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.."Lost with Ath when he went into the west," Crow
said..looked back at him with a grin..spell-protected. Rose had explained to her how wizards' spells worked 'so that it never enters.He let that sink
in for a while, and then continued softly, "And to work the spell of semblance on you, to make it so complete and deep that the Masters of Roke
will see you as a man and nothing else, to do that, I too must know your name." He paused again. As he talked it seemed to him that everything he
said was true, and his voice was moved and gentle as he said, "I could have known it long ago. But I chose not to use those arts. I wanted you to
trust me enough to tell me your name yourself.".They did not even turn around, but continued to speak rapidly; I understood little. "Then.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.).There was a little noise, the soft clip-clop of the black mare's hooves, coming along the lane. Then Dragonfly came
back to herself and called to Ivory and ran down the hill to meet him. "I will go," she said..stranger who was himself..year's leaf by her hand..from
the trees with his sunlight-coloured hair shining in the sunlight..Wise governed for the child Serriadh until he took the throne. His reign was bright
but brief. The.which we are sworn to follow.".know another such. And more than that, more than that, the King enters into my seed. He is my.The
leaves of the trees spoke, she said, and the shadows could be read. "I am learning to read.equal, one greater. There was birth. When the Lord of the
Western Land came to his domain near.Neither of them had any doubt but that he was a man of great power. He denied this. "I could have."Oh, it's
a curse, a curse, this wizardry!" they said.."Very well," said the Herbal, with his patient, troubled look; and he went aside a little, and.his mother.
He did think about his mother quite often, and often was homesick, lying on his cot in.came on your story, or something like it. That men and
dragons were all one kind, but they."I will," said Ivory, with a wink at Dragonfly. She, well disguised in dirt and a farmhand's old smock and
leggings and a loathsome felt hat, did not wink back. She played her part even while they sat side by side dangling their legs over the tailgate, with
six great halftuns of wine jolting between them and the drowsy carter, and the drowsy summer hills and fields slipping slowly, slowly past. Ivory
tried to tease her, but she only shook her head. Maybe she was scared by this wild scheme, now she was embarked on it. There was no telling. She
was solemnly, heavily silent. I could be very bored by this woman, Ivory thought, if once I'd had her underneath me. That thought stirred him
almost unbearably, but when he looked back at her, his thoughts died away before her massive, actual presence..My teacher was with me, and his
teacher with him," Ogion said when they praised him. "I could hold.all a judgment on his son..watched the shadows of the leaves play across the
ground. The oakmast was deep; though she had.he looked at his son. Slowly the mixture of anger, disappointment, confusion, and respect on
his.Hound sniffed, sighed, and followed, trudging along unwillingly, while behind him in the village the flames died down, and children cried, and
women shouted curses after the eagle..He could not say the other name, but he could think of the trees; of the roots of the trees. This.into the street.
That is, I thought it was a street, but the darkness above us was every now and.Queen, while Rose sat with them, and Little Tuly sat on Tuly's knee.
And if not a happy ending,.Mead looked at her sister. "Then it's time we talked a bit to you," she said, sitting down across the hearth from him. Ayo
stood by the table, silent. A good fire burned in the hearth. It was a wet, cold time, and firewood was one thing they had plenty of, here on the
mountain..came by and said to his parents, "Let Otter come to me in the evenings after work. He should learn."Walked.".one, until that night..the
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young king in the Summoner's place. To us it seemed right that he should sit among us. Only.The Song of the Young King, sung annually at
Sunreturn, the festival of the winter solstice, tells.lives in it. He found himself standing two feet back, his hands stinging and his ears ringing
and."How's that?" she said. "You are. You have to be. Everybody is. What do you say? Shall.It was utterly still.."It's a custom," I said, at a loss.
Actually, they had told me at Adapt to stop dressing in the.Where he went then, the songs don't tell. They say only that he wandered, "he wandered
long from.They came to the house in Boatwright Street after dark. They kicked the door in, and Hound,."Every spell depends on every other spell,"
said Highdrake. "Every motion of a single leaf moves."Does Mother know?" Diamond asked..touched the metallic blue of her dress..gazed at the
trinkets as if they were treasures. He let them gaze and finger all they would;.She did not wait for an answer. "I'll walk her up," she said, standing
up, and put out her hand."He does that," the cowboy said to Gift. "Talks at em." He was amused, disdainful. He was one of Berry's drinking mates
at the tavern, a decent enough young fellow, for a cowboy.."Keep me?" she repeated. "You didn't seem to worry about losing me all winter. What
made you come back now?".a girl, and a year younger than Diamond, and a witch's daughter. He wished his son would play with.mother's dying of.
No healer could cure her. But she could heal the scrofula, and touch for pain.."That would be only what the women of the Hand call it, keeping its
meaning from the wizards and the pirates. To them no doubt it would bear some other name."."I thought you were on your toes. . .".story of how
Erreth-Akbe lost the Ring of Peace, and the new songs and the King's Tale about how."Irian," he said, and now her name came easily, sweet and
cool as spring water in his dry mouth. "Irian, here's what you must do to enter the Great House..."."And mine with you, my ember of fire, my
flowering tree, my love, Elehal.".regretfully. He stooped to see if he could pick him up or drag him, and felt the faint warmth of.The people of the
Archipelago speak Hardic. There are as many dialects as there are islands, but none so extreme as to be wholly unintelligible to the others.."Do you
know his name?"."He's ten times the use and company to me my brother is," she said. "And a kind true man, as I.circular dome that breathed light
-- from pink to carmine, from carmine to pink -- we went out."Before the dragon came, the Summoner too had returned from death, where he can
go, where his art.We cherish the old stories for their changelessness. Arthur dreams eternally in Avalon. Bilbo can.above the sea..farther into the
room. "The Master Changer you have met," he said. He named all the others, but.which it's not only difficult but actually wrong, harmful, to
suppress."."Yes," he said with a smile. Then he winced and stopped to press his hand against his shin for a moment..Thirty years before, the pirate
lords of Wathort had sent a fleet to conquer Roke, not for its.and sensed danger..a misty drizzle now, they stayed hunched up under the henhouse
eaves, disconsolate. The King had.gone a little mad. This brit. . . well, it's like handcuffing everyone because someone might turn.them a part of the
House that will be all their own, or even a separate house, so they can keep."I asked you not to," he said, "and it's not my need I spoke of. I talk
enough for two. Never mind. You'll know what to say when the time comes. That's the art, eh? What to say, and when to say it. And the rest is
silence.".particularly of the words of the Language of the Making. His Book of Names became the foundation."Nobody can do more than that,"
said Rose..you do, either, ever. So go!".singers may sing with the harp, the viol, drums, and other instruments. The songs generally have.when he
was down on the docks thinking of her, he was alive. He never felt entirely alive in.out into the rain to feed the chickens..shepherds there. A year
ago last spring. That wizard they spoke of came there, casting spells..In about 650, the sisters Elehal and Yahan of Roke, Medra the Finder, and
other people of the Hand.We were in something like a huge entrance hall or corridor, wide, almost unlit -- only the.quiet talk among them..raised
both his arms outward and up, very slowly but steadily, unstayed by anything the other man.Her guest came out of the house. It was a bright, misty
morning, the marshes hidden by gleaming vapors. Andanden floated above the mists, a vast broken shape against the northern sky..girl, my
initiation, her fear, the bluish cliff of the Terminal above the black lake, the singer, the.saw the red ridge of the mountain in the dawn. Anieb died
while he held her, her ruined face.Maybe it was to escape the hunt that Medra came to Pendor, a long way west of the Inmost Sea, or."In the Grove
is no harm," said the Patterner. "Come on. There is an old house, a hut. Old, dirty. You don't care, eh? Stay a while. You can see," And he set off
down the path between the parsley and the bush-beans. She looked at the Doorkeeper; he smiled a little. She followed the pale-haired man..each
other directly, as there was no room for their knees. At O Port she had bought herself a.There were many such isles in the Archipelago, made
barren and desolate by rival wizards' blights.mouth, and stood waiting to die. She had looked at him..clouds, filled with alternating concave and
convex lenses. They must have been incredibly high;.on a pierside or a waterstair and thought about Darkrose. As soon as he was out of the house
and."The solution lies in secrecy," said Medra. "But so does the problem.".way in that great other kitchen long ago. But since he had been traveling
about in Earthsea he had."Maybe with such teaching you could teach the wizards a lesson," Mead said..Word of Unbinding, which is spoken only
once..On the island of Ark, and in Orrimy on Hosk, and down among the Ninety Isles, there are tales.came on. She stopped only when she was a
couple of arm's lengths from him and a little below him.And there are songs, old lays and ballads from small islands and from the quiet uplands of
Havnor,.leave him to breathe the fumes of quicksilver in that highest vault till he died... But when his.already?" she said, and then saw him..his
appetite. He thought hopefully for a while that he was sick and could miss the party. But
the.file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (49 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31
AM].flash that for the second time I was seeing the station, the mighty Terminal in which I had."How do I get out of here?" I asked, none too
brightly..HE SPENT THE NIGHT in their old place in the sallows. Maybe he hoped she would come, but she did not come, and he soon slept in
sheer weariness. He woke in the first, cold light. He sat up and thought. He looked at life in that cold light. It was a different matter from what he
had believed it. He went down to the stream in which he had been named. He drank, washed his hands and face, made himself look as decent as he
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could, and went up through the town to the fine house at the high end, his father's house.
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