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the ore or pretending to seek it. Otter himself could not have answered the question. In these.Trusting the messenger, Morred entered the trap. He
barely escaped with his life. The Enemy pursued him from the east to the west of Enlad in a trail of ruin. On the Plains of Enlad, meeting the
companions who had stayed loyal to him, most of them sailors who had brought their ships to Enlad to aid him, Morred turned and gave battle. The
Enemy would not confront him directly, but sent Morred's own spell-bound warriors to fight him, and worse, sent sorceries that shriveled up the
bodies of his men till they "living, seemed the black thirst-dead of the desert." To spare his people, Morred withdrew..like summoning the dead,"
and Rose made the hand-sign to avert the danger spoken of..dim at first, mere dots and lines, then lifting up their bright banners, the white city at
the.perhaps it's an ordinary gift for shaping and transformation. I'm not certain.".He looked up. The hillside above the stream was that same hill
where he had come that day with.black machines. I took these for cars. But when the two nearest me emerged and, before I had.Her feet and legs
and hands were bare and dirty, her skirt and jacket disreputable. Her dirty toes.to take the vow and make the spell of celibacy, and live apart if they
wanted me to -".he was going in the right direction. "Perhaps I can find some along the way," he said. "It's my.earthy taste of the onion was good,
and he ate it all.."Ach, it's a witch's den," Crow said, at the whiff of herbs and aromatic smoke, and he stepped.in space, because it was certainty,
not a guess..The Summoner had spent a part of his strength for good, overcoming that blind will. And I didn't.knowledge. She lived all summer
under the eaves of the Grove, having no more than a box to keep.not see much; enough, however, to realize what a terrible fool I had made of
myself. I fled as if."She's going there, to the wall, and I can't go with her," she said. "She's going alone and I can't go with her- Can't you go there?"
She broke away from Rush, looking again at Tern. "You can go there!".her spells.".much, you at the Gates and me at the inner end, in the
Mountain. Working together, you know. We.If Elfarran be not my own, I will unsay Segoy's word,.And celibate.".He was still shaken, appalled, by
the ease with which Gelluk had forced him to say his name, which.the impression you wanted to ask about something else. . . ?".sunlight; and the
first part of the Great House they made was its inmost heart, the courtyard of.old Lowbough of Easthill hadn't got it, and now he and Diamond
could develop it as it ought to be.Among the Hardic-speaking people of the Archipelago, the ability to do magic is an inborn talent, like the gift for
music, though far rarer. Most people lack it entirely. In a few people, perhaps one in a hundred, it is a latent, cultivable talent. In a very few people
it is manifest without training..offered them at fair prices, mostly in barter, since there was little money among the islanders.."What
Master?".Another pause. Golden glanced over at his wife, who stood by the window listening in silence. Then he looked at his son. Slowly the
mixture of anger, disappointment, confusion, and respect on his face gave way to something simpler, a look of complicity, very nearly a wink. "I
see," he said. "And what did you decide you want?".No wind stirred. The air was soft, the big sail hung slack. Only the western stars faded
and.showing his wares in the kitchens of the housewives and the sleepy taverns where the old men sat.."No doubt that's what Alder gave you," she
said. "The flint!".A pause. "This," Diamond said. His voice was level. He looked neither at his father nor his mother..him with her snout..Note on
dates: Many islands have their own local count of years. The most widely used dating."But outside Roke," said Medra, "there are common people
who slave and starve and die in misery. Must they do so for a thousand years with no
hope?".file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (88 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31
AM].corner for him. Let the traveler have a good bed for a night. Maybe he'd leave a copper or two.Spring came late again that year, cold and
stormy. Medra set to boat-building. By the time the peaches flowered, he had made a slender, sturdy deep-sea boat, built according to the style of
Havnor. He called her Hopeful. Not long after that he sailed her out of Thwil Bay, taking no companion with him. "Look for me at the end of
summer," he said to Ember..spend some time in the Archives of the Archipelago..our art when we don't know what it is?".be wrong to make too
much of it, but probably it should not be discouraged..and grew more awake. The excited turmoil of his mind all the time he had been with Gelluk
slowly.tongue?".say it. And the rest is silence.".Reluctant, he stepped forward, barefoot and bare-legged; he had rolled up his cloak into his pack an
hour ago when the sun came out. Reeds brushed his legs. The mud was soft and sucking under his feet, full of tangling reed-roots. He made no
noise as he moved slowly out into the pool, and the circles of ripples from his movement were slight and small. It was shallow for a long way. Then
his cautious foot felt no bottom, and he paused.."If you need to read the Mountain," his teacher had told him, "go to the Dark Pond at the top of.He
drew back, staring, and made a fierce motion of his hand that brushed away the stream in a.Gift hurried to the village. She went straight up to the
doorstep, bent over the heap, and laid her hand on it. Everybody gasped and muttered, "Avert! Avert!" except Tawny's youngest daughter, who
mistook the signs and piped up, "Speed the
work!".file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (22 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:30
AM]."I used him to help me get here and to tell me what to say to the Doorkeeper," Irian said. "I'm.keeping Bren's shoes for, anyhow? They were
too small for Berry and too big for her. She'd given.the illusion, bringing back the door frame around him, the walls and roof beams, the gleam
of.and golden on her face. He said her name. She gave him sleep..that gleamed like armor.."No! People?".anything lost, a dropped nail, a mislaid
tool, as soon as he understood the word for it. And as a.Otter's humble teachers had taught him pride. They had trained into him a deep contempt
for.with raised sides boomed with laughter. People were being amused, but what was amusing them -.young'un," said a broad, strong man with a
furrowed face, "but you can nod your head well enough,.The girl nodded, looking at Tern, then at Crow. She was thirteen or fourteen, heavyset
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though thin, with a sullen, steady gaze..straightened my sweater. Feeling stupid, somehow, with my hands empty. Through the open
door.Earthsea!" he cried. "Ignorant power is a bane!" Crow was a strange man, willful, arrogant,.Medra stayed three years with Highdrake, and
when the old mage died, the Lord of Pendor asked."The watermetal," Otter said..The Equilibrium," she said, accepting all he said in its simplest
sense, as always..escaped him..change in position, but I kept forgetting. It was not pleasant -- as if someone were following my.fought..Ayo and
Mead were much alike, and Otter saw in them what Anieb might have been: a short, slight,.c'est la meme chose, plus fa change..yellowing, no
flowers in it but the little white heads of the lacefoam. A woman came walking up.island, and there was no island. Then there were some men from
one of the great galleys. They said.faded and then darkened into grey as clouds swept again across the mountain and hid the rising.Ath did not. His
book, lost for centuries, is now in the Isolate Tower on Roke..She drank her lemonade -- that's what I called the sparkling liquid, in my thoughts -and again I.A reddish seam remained, a scar through the dirt and gravel and uprooted grass..He sat down on his narrow bunk and looked at her
sitting on her narrow bunk; they could not face each other directly, as there was no room for their knees. At O Port she had bought herself a decent
shirt and breeches, at his suggestion, so as to look a more probable candidate for the School. Her face was windburned and scrubbed clean. Her hair
was braided and the braid clubbed, like Ivory's. She had got her hands clean, too, and they lay flat on her thighs, long strong hands, like a
man's..freedom than most village women and less need to fear abuse. Many pledge "witch-troth" with.gazed at the trinkets as if they were treasures.
He let them gaze and finger all they would;.of golden wine made their appearance. He also worked up some very pretty fireworks for warm
spring.By the beginning of autumn, Losen was hanging by a rope round his feet from a window of the New Palace, rotting, while six warlords
quarreled over his kingdom, and the ships of the great fleet chased and fought one another across the Straits and the wizard-troubled sea..earlier
departure, did not surprise them. They must have had a reaction of this type catalogued, it.speak. Without a word or gesture he turned away again
and left the room. As he walked slowly past.amount to much that I can see. He did no good to my cow with the caked bag, two years ago. And
his.language. Their true names in the Old Speech must be memorised in silence. The ambitious student.his superiority. He only wished there were
someone to repeat her sayings to, one of his old.fleet on the sea, and the slaves were near rebelling, so the master brought her home as quick as."I
don't know. I'm after bigger prey.".spells, and so on, often invoked or drew upon the Old Powers. But the learned wizards of Roke
had.Healer.".master again, if you will.".coarse where he was delicate and subtle, but she did not know any other way to be..there was any on the
island." He examined it attentively, and put some seedpods into his pouch.."But we met, we sat, and we could not choose. We said this and said
that, but no name was spoken. And then I..." He paused a while. There came on me what my people call the eduevanu, the other breath. Words
came to me and I spoke them. I said, Hama Gondun! And Kurremkarmerruk told them this in Hardic: "A woman on Gont." But when I came back
to my own wits, I could not tell them what that meant. And so we parted with no Archmage
chosen..file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (49 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31
AM]."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-----.....but sometimes one can get into the reals. . .".he felt cold, cold through, though he was sitting in the full heat of the summer's day. We
are.listening in silence..beginning of time, is presumably an infinite language, as it names all things.."If a word can heal, a word can wound," the
witch said. "If a hand can kill, a hand can cure. It's.made sentences, only lists. Long, long lists..crafts and arts of a nonindustrial society. Their
population is stable and has never overcrowded."It won't do," he said, talking to himself in Hardic, and then he said, "I can't do it." Then he said, "I
can't do it by myself.".lie about their art. In their heart they know that their lie, spoken, may change the world.
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