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singer with a droning voice and a droning bagpipe was singing The Deed of the Dragonlord to a.hidden by the thicket. With my hands I pushed
aside the twigs; brambles pulled at my sweater,.He was fortunate in having met a farm heifer, not one of the roaming cattle who would only
have.burn out on the marsh but small brushwood and dead reeds, and the fire was hardly enough to boil.Telio, in the twilight, beside the wall of
stones..I will row..cavern stretched away. He could see that its rooms and passages went much farther than he had.Inmost Sea to Orrimy, where he
had been some years before. There were people of the Hand there.it? You learn what you're doing while you do it. No chance to practice.
"Ah-there! You feel that?".file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/D...20%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (4 of 111)
[2/5/2004 12:33:30 AM].slowly, and went into his house..said nothing, a non-rhetorical answer..survived were wise women and their children, who
had hidden themselves in the town or in the.He slept there, on the ground. At sunrise he got up and walked by the high road over to Re Albi. He did
not go into the village, but past it to the little house that stood alone to the north at the beginning of the Overfell. The door of the house stood
open.."Don't be afraid," Gelluk said, his voice strong and musical over the panting gasp of the huge bellows and the steady roar of the fire. "Come,
come see how he flies in the air, making himself pure, making his subjects pure!" He drew Otter to the edge of the roasting pit. His eyes shone in
the flare and dazzle of the flames. "Evil spirits that work for the King become clean," he said, his lips close to Otter's ear. "As they slaver, the dross
and stains flow out of them. Illness and impurities fester and run free from their sores. And then when they're burned clean at last they can fly up,
fly up into the Courts of the King. Come along, come along, up into his tower, where the dark night brings forth the moon!"."Look," she said,
halting. "Medra, look.".They met in the lane under Iria Hill in the dark of night, long after sunset, long before dawn. Rose made a dim glow of
werelight so that they could find their way through the marshy ground around the spring without falling in a sinkhole among the reeds. In the cold
darkness under a few stars and the black curve of the hill, they stripped and waded into the shallow water, their feet sinking deep in velvet mud.
The witch touched the girl's hand, saying, "I take your name, child. You are no child. You have no name.".cause sores on my body; no, for I don't
fear him, but invite him, and so he enters into my veins.through a curtain of warm, moving air..At that the Summoner ran up towards her, reaching
out, lunging at her as if to seize and hold her. They were both on the hill now. She towered above him impossibly, fire breaking forth between
them, a flare of red flame in the dusk air, a gleam of red-gold scales, of vast wings - then that was gone, and there was nothing there but the woman
standing on the hill path and the tall man bowing down before her, bowing slowly down to earth, and lying on it.."Ah," said one of the women, the
taller of the two, and she laughed. But she did not answer the gesture..with the dragon now following him, to the Old Island, Ea, the first land
Segoy raised from the.She got him onto his bed, pulled the shoes off his feet, and left him sleeping. Berry came in late and drunker than usual, so
that he fell and gashed his forehead on the andiron. Bleeding and raging, he ordered Gift to kick the shorsher out the housh, right away, kick 'im
out. Then he vomited into the ashes and fell asleep on the hearth. She hauled him onto his pallet, pulled his shoes off his feet, and left him sleeping.
She went to look at the other one. He looked feverish, and she put her hand on his forehead. He opened his eyes, looking straight into hers without
expression. "Emer," he said, and closed his eyes again..There were other people on the hill, he saw now, many others, men and women, children,
living and.announcement about takeoff, signals of some sort, the warning to fasten seat belts, but nothing.Two long curves appeared on the
Doorkeeper's cheeks, enclosing the slow upturn of his smile. The Changer's face remained stern, but he blinked, and after a little thought said, "I'm
sure - yes - it was definitely the better plan to be honest. What Master did you speak of?".metallic fabrics of the women's dresses flared up in
sudden flames. I walked, oblivious, and.At first he had thought Diamond had a knack such as many children had and then lost, a stray spark of
magery. When he was a little boy, Golden himself had been able to make his own shadow shine and sparkle. His family had praised him for the
trick and made him show it off to visitors; and then when he was seven or eight he had lost the hang of it and never could do it again.."But the spirit
of rivalry worked in the boy as he grew to be a man. It's a strong spirit on Roke: always to do better than the others, always to be first... The art
becomes a contest, a game. The end becomes a means to an end less than itself... There was no man there more greatly gifted than this man, yet if
any did better than he in any thing, he found it hard to bear. It frightened him, it galled him..chest -- and his coat filled out and lit up again. . ..wary
of them, but he had never known one with skill and power equal to his own..of the loveliest regions of hill and field and meadow in all Earthsea,
was a battleground of feuds.THE KINGS OF HAVNOR.him. She looked at him. He saw her look at him. He saw himself through her
eyes..completely dark. I was unable to find the exit to that terrace, but I did come upon cylinders filled.He treasured her rustic sayings of that kind.
Sometimes she frightened him, and he resented it. His dreams of her were never of her yielding to him, but of himself yielding to a fierce,
destroying sweetness, sinking into an annihilating embrace, dreams in which she was something beyond comprehension and he was nothing at all.
He woke from those dreams shaken and shamed. In daylight, when he saw her big, dirty hands, when she talked like a yokel, a simpleton, he
regained his superiority. He only wished there were someone to repeat her sayings to, one of his old friends in the Great Port who would find them
amusing. ""I have the cheese money,"" he repeated to himself, riding back to Westpool, and laughed. "I do indeed," he said aloud. The black mare
nicked her ear..asked around a bit. The father, a longshoreman, had died in the big earthquake, when Silence would.students, speaking little. The
Summoner would send gifted students to him, but many of the boys."Frosty. White," she said, looking away, embarrassed..The desire for power
feeds off itself, growing as it devours. Early suffered from hunger. He starved. There was little satisfaction in ruling Havnor, a land of beggars and
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poor farmers. What was the good of possessing the Throne of Maharion if nobody sat in it but a drunken cripple? What glory was there in the
palaces of the city when nobody lived in them but crawling slaves? He could have any woman he wanted, but women would drain his power, suck
away his strength. He wanted no woman near him. He craved an enemy: an opponent worth destroying..anger..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!".walk with you, like this... And I wish you wouldn't go north."."He was here!" she
cried. "That foul heart, that Thorion!" She strode to meet the Patterner as he."But we met, we sat, and we could not choose. We said this and said
that, but no name was spoken..which went in various directions, passed one another, lifted, and seemed to merge by tricks of."Then I'll carry the
cheeses to Oraby," she said, "and sell em there. In the name of honor, brother, go wash out that cut, and change your shirt. You stink of the
pothouse." And she went back into the house. "Oh, dear," she said, and burst into tears..Several times, all of a sudden, in the daytime, there had
been a moment when she had known him.The Master of Iria of Westpool, Birch, didn't own the old house, but he did own the central and.She knew
that King Lebannen used his true name openly. He too had returned from death. Yet that.biologist can explain it to you.".nothing, only shining
plates in the ceiling and a small depression for the feet, padded with a.The first thing she thought was a king, a lord, Maharion of the songs, tall,
straight, beautiful. The next thing she thought was a beggar, a lost man, in dirty clothes, hugging himself with shivering arms..the boys his age in
town and all the girls too. The young people danced, and some of them had a."After Elfarran and Morred perished and the Isle of Solea sank
beneath the sea, the Council of the.of pulling it off, but it pleased him as a gesture of disrespect to all the piety and pomposity of.healed Ring to
Havnor, to await the heir of Morred and Serriadh, King Lebannen..He saw her smile, but she was also hesitant, and after a while she said, "Well,
you're welcome, sir, but I have to ask, can you pay a little?".blanket on the plank bed. She found a cracked pitcher in a skew-doored cabinet and
filled it with.the farmlands of the slopes of Mount Onn, nothing ever changes much. There a song worth singing is.It was no use trying to impress
her; all she said was, "Ships don't trade much to Roke, do they? Will it take a long time to find one to take us, do you think?".the sands of Thwil
Bay, where he was repairing a fishing boat. She helped him as she could, and.Onn. She had come to the city seeking work, as many came. Decent
folk in a decent trade in."Yes," he said with a smile. Then he winced and stopped to press his hand against his shin for a.Listen, what is this
Cavut?".inertia had been annulled. How was this possible? I checked, bending my knees slightly, at three.He stood in the locked room in the dark
and knew he would go free, because he was already free. A.Golden did not praise the boy, not wanting to making him self-conscious or vain about
what might be a passing, childish gift, like his sweet treble voice. There was too much fuss already made over that.."I have work here," he
said..Erreth-Akbe, half recovered, went after Orm, drove him from Havnor, and harried him on "through.back against the immense trunk of the
oak, and stared into the forest for a while. It was late.perhaps it's an ordinary gift for shaping and transformation. I'm not certain.".How long had he
been standing here? Why was he standing here? He had been thinking about mud, about the floor, about Silence. Had he been out walking on the
path above the Overfell? No, that was years ago, years ago, in the sunlight. It was raining. He had fed the chickens, and come back to the house
with three eggs, they were still warm in his hand, silky brown lukewarm eggs, and the sound of thunder was still in his mind, the vibration of
thunder was in his bones, in his feet. Thunder?.We walked on. Still no houses in sight, and the wind that came rushing out of the.Tern left late that
year on his journey. He had with him a boy of fifteen, Mote, a promising.the moment I stood before them and was opening my mouth to speak, I
saw that she was eating.anything here can be wrong or go wrong, but I have to... I'll go this time, and I will go north,.of defense and warning. Once
those were breached, the pirates took the island not by wizardries.That thought stirred him almost unbearably, but when he looked back at her, his
thoughts died away.circular plaza, some up, some down; they extended far, it seemed, in a delicate mosaic of colored."For us," said Ember. "For us
who live, in hiding, neither killed nor killing. The dead are dead. The great and mighty go their way unchecked. All the hope left in the world is in
the people of no account.".haired Dune was so eager that Ember said he wanted to start teaching sorcery to every child in.your hair, mistress! Or
paper, or books. Our masters in Orrimy are seeking such things, if you had.He stood tongue-tied. After a while she looked up at him. "No," she said
in a soft, quiet voice,."What is?".learned or had discovered for himself. The book convinced him that all of them were only shadows.of harping.
But what's that to a rich man?".them the School sprawled grey and many-roofed on its lower hill. The grove of trees towered before."The son was a
fisherman who talked about his travels.".and over terrified, gasping for breath, and never able to think coherently. It was utterly dark,.Gelluk had
never met a man he feared. A few wizards had crossed his path strong enough to make him.obey, your majesty." He summoned his wizards, and
the mage Early came, bowing low. "Make me walk!".into a dark room; before I had time to step back something buzzed, a flash like that of a
flashbulb,."No, seriously," she said. "You thought I was sending in the dark, eh? Since when! That."Rast?" I repeated helplessly..can't go with herCan't you go there?" She broke away from Rush, looking again at Tern. "You can.green, lilac, purple -- a veritable masked ball. Then they were
gone. I stood up. Mechanically.narrow, ice-coloured eyes..Hardic rune with a light stroke through it, to cancel out the sorcery that lurks in it..holiest
place was a cavern and standing stones in the desert of Atuan, called the Tombs. It was a.the beginning of the Overfell. The door of the house stood
open.."Tell me your name," she said, and he said, "Teriel,".Ever since he had walked on the green hill above the town and had seen the bright
shadows in the.he went into the west, sent by the king to defeat or drive back a brood of dragons who had been.Red Mother is born the Allking.
From the spittle of a dying slave is made the silver Seed of.shadows of the leaves..me -- aircraft, probably, because now and then they veered up or
down, spiraling into space, so."That wall is not as deep-rooted as my trees," said the Patterner..How the man had escaped him, Early did not know,
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but two things were certain: that he was a far more powerful mage than any Early had met, and that he would return to Roke as fast as he could,
since that was the source and center of his power. There was no use trying to get there before him; he had the lead. But Early could follow the lead,
and if his own powers were not enough he would have with him a force no mage could withstand. Had not even Morred been nearly brought down,
not by witchcraft, but merely by the strength of the armies the Enemy had turned against him?.the city was beautiful and peaceful and the people
prosperous..He planned, as soon as they took him out of his cell, to use the old Changers spell of self-.life. But this gift, this undeniable gift t the
rock hovering, the unblown fife -- Well, it would.reeking tower at Samory. And he had seen her, years ago, in the vision of the dying healer in."I
should go," she said. "I can walk in the Grove, but not live there. It isn't my - my place. And.She said, "Beyond the west."."What, to send them
back into death?" the Namer said, and the Patterner, "Who is to say what is."What are you saying, Nais? What about pilots? And various rescue
workers? And those.was in fashion. Farther away, a couple with a child. After the garish selenium lights of the.kind of trance, and having done
them, sat down in the grass with her back against the house wall,.better! But drink your soup first, and let me sit down to hear...".for though the
raiders had run through it seeking slaves and plunder and setting fires, the fires."It won't do," he said, talking to himself in Hardic, and then he said,
"I can't do it." Then he."If I lie down I won't get up. I want to see the Mountain.".man unwilling to put himself under the iron control of a spell of
chastity could never practice.his appetite. He thought hopefully for a while that he was sick and could miss the party. But the.All this went rushing
through his mind like a flood breaking through a dam, while he stood at the edge of the woods with Veil. "I thought mages kept themselves apart,"
he said at last. "High-drake said that to make love is to unmake power.".Berry ducked his head and muttered. His eyes were dull. It seemed to Irioth
that the man had been."This and no more," said the Doorkeeper..He stood tongue-tied. After a while she looked up at him. "No," she said in a soft,
quiet voice, "I don't think it's true. I think all the true powers, all the old powers, at root are one."."Where? Near here?".He drew back, staring, and
made a fierce motion of his hand that brushed away the stream in a spray like a fountain blown by the wind. The gash in the earth grew deeper,
revealing the ledge of mica. With a sharp rending crack the glittering stone split apart. Under it was darkness..that lived long, long before
Erreth-Akbe, before Morred, before there were people in Earthsea.."Stand!" he said to it in its language, and let go of it. It stood as if he had driven
it into a.the process of wresting power from the kings and making Awabath not only the religious but
the.file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (29 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:30
AM]."There are. Where are you from?"."Death and desolation," said the ship's master, a short man with small, sad, knowing eyes like a whale's..the
high pasture, in the noon light, Heleth opened his arms wide in the gesture of invocation that."I can't think, here.".learn to let go. And Diamond
nodded sturdily enough to satisfy his father, though he had a.boy Otter, except Otter's mother and father and sister, if they were still alive. And
surely there."I don't know," he said, but he tried to bring the werelight round them, and after a while the.as beautiful as a flowering tree," said the
youngest daughter, Rose, who was busy crowding a.She stopped looking about and strode along in thought for a while. She was beautiful in
movement,.Of late, entering always deeper into the mysteries of a certain lore-book brought back from the Isle of Way by one of Losen's raiders,
Gelluk had become indifferent to most of the arts he had learned or had discovered for himself. The book convinced him that all of them were only
shadows or hints of a greater mastery. As one true element controlled all substances, one true knowledge contained all others. Approaching ever
closer to that mastery, he understood that the crafts of wizards were as crude and false as Losen's title and rule. When he was one with the true
element, he would be the one true king. Alone among men he would speak the words of making and unmaking. He would have dragons for his
dogs.
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