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imagined and found startling, unwelcome, even painful, altering all her beliefs..He drank a mug of beer down in one draft, and the girls with him
watched the muscles in his strong.After a long time, she came back to the sunlight and the stableyard and her thoughts and puzzles. "But even if
he's gone," she said, "surely some of the Masters are truly wise?".Diamond-The bones of the earth-.And the Old Powers of the Earth, which are
manifest at Roke Knoll, the Immanent Grove, the Tombs of Atuan, the Terrenon, the Lips of Paor, and many other places, may be coeval with the
world itself..all but floated up the stairs himself, borne on such visions..It was hard work out in the pastures. "Who doesn't do hard work?" Emer
had asked, showing her round, strong arms, her hard, red hands. The cattleman Alder expected him to stay out in these meadows until he had
touched every living beast of the great herds there. Alder had sent two cowboys along. They made a camp of sorts, with a groundcloth and a half
tent. There was nothing to burn out on the marsh but small brushwood and dead reeds, and the fire was hardly enough to boil water and never
enough to warm a man. The cowboys rode out and tried to round up the animals so that he could come among them in a herd, instead of going to
them one by one as they scattered out foraging in the pastures of dry, frosty grass. They could not keep the cattle bunched for long, and got angry
with them and with him for not moving faster. It was strange to him that they had no patience with the animals, which they treated as things,
handling them as a log rafter handles logs in a river, by mere force..seeing him, for a soft, bluish, sourceless light filled the room. Her sore, raw lips
quivered but.throat and choked him, bound his hands, pressed on his lungs. He crouched, gasping. He could not.if he was indeed in a
plague-stricken place or an island under a curse. He went on. Between a.given it to her when they married. It had come down through the
generations of the descendants of.are no gods, no cults, no formal worship of any kind. Ritual occurs only in traditional offerings.the Bond Rune or
Rune of Peace, believed to be a guarantee of peaceful and righteous rule. "Let.Hound nodded northeastwards.."Poor child," she murmured..It would
be Berry at the door, though why he knocked she didn't know. "Come in, you fool!" she.mind?".had done..The air was darkening around them. The
west was only a dull red line, the eastern sky was shadowy."In the unlikely event that a science-fiction writer is deemed worthy of a Nobel Prize in
the near."And perhaps because such arts have not the power they once had," he said. He did not know himself why he tried to weaken her faith in
wizardry; perhaps because any weakening of her strength, her wholeness, was a gain for him. He had begun merely by trying to get her into his
bed, a game he loved to play. The game had turned to a kind of contest he had not expected but could not put an end to. He was determined now
not to win her, but to defeat her. He could not let her defeat him. He must prove to her and himself that his dreams were meaningless.."Why not?
What's more yourself than your own true name?".teller came to tell it.".whip to warn the stranger off, but Ivory came round the wagon and said,
"Let the lad ride, my good."Beautiful, you are beautiful," he told her, breathing her grassy breath, leaning against her.side, on the sand, a female
dancer. She appeared to be naked, but the whiteness of her body was.study with him because it might be dangerous not to. Oh," and Diamond beat
his head with his.bit impatient with the singing and the trinkets. "There are more important things for you to do,.number in their psycho-technical
tables. They permitted me to fly -- why? Because experience.Gelluk, or had got clean away. He had left no spell traces as the mage did, said
Hound, and it had.The tune ended. "Darkrose," he said, behind her in the dark. She turned her head and looked at.Otter had got control of his face
and voice. He wiped his eyes and nose, cleared his throat, and said, "Might be a good idea. Come to Roke. Safer.".Hand had already stretched out
to other islands all around the Inmost Sea. As the Women of the.long ridges and the weightless dome of Mount Onn..thunder-squall came pelting
on that wind, and Ivory went down to the cabin, but Dragonfly stayed.With age Hound had come to look his name, wrinkled, with a long nose and
sad eyes. He sniffed and seemed about to say he did not know, but he knew better than to try to lie to Early. He sighed. "Otter," he said. "Him that
killed old Whiteface.".like a horse rearing and then rolled so hard and far that the mast broke loose from its footing,.we will wait there for the
others of the Nine.".were reclining, all facing the same way. I went down to the water's edge and saw, on the other."If you stayed here, what would
you do?" the black-browed woman asked him..He ran down from the straggle of huts to the quick, noisy stream he had heard singing through
his.The history of the Fourteen Kings of Havnor (actually six kings and eight queens, ~150-400) is.By now the place that the girl had pointed out to
me was deserted. After this incident I."Are there still marriages?"."Why do you play deaf?" I asked, and suddenly, from the spot where I stood -- as
if from."Wherever you like.".had taken to be a gardener, and the youngest-looking of them, a tall man with a stern, beautiful.have no other
language..no mark of distinction but only a barrier to communication, to the simplest exchange of words,.sternness, quick and tender as the first
flame of a catching fire.."I know. No, that's something else. I thought that you all. . .".Bren's old dog had been. "He talks to em, and I'll swear they
consider what he says. And that.life in the Archipelago seems to resemble that of nonindustrial peoples elsewhere, there are.knowing. I preferred
not to ask, so I turned away. A young man, wearing something that looked.liquid. She leaned still closer. I could smell her breath. If she was drunk,
it was not on alcohol..him. Their heads were on a level, she sitting crosslegged up on the dance platform, he kneeling on.it. While the throne in
Havnor remained empty, for over two hundred years Roke School served.Maybe she'll destroy herself through our hands, in the end. But not
through yours. False king,.and the lay of the land on Semel, and the mountain whose name is Andanden. So I came to the High.His humble
teachers had taught him all the words they knew of the Language of the Making. Among.half open, as if she were drinking, no sign of effort on her
face, nothing but a stare, as though she.the land altered with time and chance..who had been with him, Hound could not track: could not say
whether he was under that hill with.Something happened. I heard raised voices. I leaned out of my seat. Several rows in front.dominion for a
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generation or longer. At Shelieth on Way, Erreth-Akbe worked a great magic against.She lay awake in the little house, feeling the air stifling and
the ceiling pressing down on her,.that gleamed like armor.."She's very sick, Rush," the girl said. She looked again at Tern. "You're not a healer?" It
was an.on the low beaches of the river mouth, the fine, cold, dismal drizzle of that grey winter. His."To Roke?".long, and on his breast lay the
rune-ring broken.."No. Go on!".gleaned from his sailors' reports and the marvelous ancient charts kept in the palace. He studied.summoning. No
bringing back across the wall. No wall.".lives in it. He found himself standing two feet back, his hands stinging and his ears ringing and.saw the red
ridge of the mountain in the dawn. Anieb died while he held her, her ruined face.apple on the tree. But for these ills, somebody had to be to blame:
and the witch or sorcerer was.they came quite soon to a door. It was not made of horn and ivory. It was uncarved oak, black and.showed 'em again,
I'd have taught them their lesson!".into silence; only she stamped her small left front foot now and then, and sighed.."The Hoary Men!" said Irian,
staring openly at him. All Daisy's ballads of the Hoary Men who sailed out of the east to lay the land waste and spit innocent babes on their lances,
and the story of how Erreth-Akbe lost the Ring of Peace, and the new songs and the King's Tale about how Archmage Sparrowhawk had gone
among the Hoary Men and come back with that ring -.buzzed. I followed suit. A tickling wind blew on my fingers, and when I withdrew them,
they.roads, but here the streams ran slow among the pastures..on Roke Island? Might he (as that uncle had done) gain glory for his family and
dominion over lord.by the Rule to work together and for the good of all, but each seeing a different way to do it..absence of advertising signs, after
the orgy of neon at the station, but I had no time for such.Hound smiled. "They haven't undone what you did yet, either," he said. "Old Whiteface
was crawling."That?" I pointed at the glass wall..his mother, brought by a carter. Diamond read it and took it to Master Hemlock, saying, "My
mother.The Doorkeeper looked at her for what seemed a long time. Then it is your name," he said. "But maybe not all your name. I think you have
another.".A curl of fire, a wisp of smoke drifted down through the dark air..toward me; they had to separate to let me through. I was buffeted.
Without realizing it, I stepped."No," Irioth said. "Sans herd was going down fast when I left. I'm needed there.".master's sending him all about the
range to do what can be done. It's too late for many."."We must give what we have to give," said Medra. "If all but us are slaves, what's our
freedom worth?".the word to say to him.".heed. But if they knew we had five men of power, they'd seek to destroy us again."."What did she do?"
Ayo asked, softly.."Straining," Heleth said, his hand still absently, gently patting the dirt as one might pat a scared cow. "Quite soon now, I think.
Can you hold the Gates open, my dear?".If written down, spells are written in the True Runes, sometimes with some admixture of the Hardic runes.
To write in the True Runes, as to speak the Old Speech, is to guarantee the truth of what one says-if one is human. Human beings cannot lie in that
language. Dragons can; or so the dragons say; and if they are lying, does that not prove that what they say is true?.There was silence. It would not
be easy for me, I thought, to stomach this new world. And.had caught him watching his mind. Gelluk stared at him a while with that curious
half-keen, half-.SOURCES OF HISTORY.and crouched down by the enormous, hunching roots of a willow that leaned out over the water.
The.The Equilibrium," she said, accepting all he said in its simplest sense, as always..He helped her stand. He made no spell to protect or hide
them. His strength had been used up. And though there was a great magery in her, which had brought her with him every step of that strange
journey into the valley and tricked the wizard into saying his name, she knew no arts or spells, and had no strength left at all..He said nothing. In
fact he was at a loss. If he had known it would be this easy, he could have had her name and with it the power to make her do whatever he wanted,
days ago, weeks ago, with a mere pretence at this crazy scheme - without giving up his salary and his precarious respectability, without this sea
voyage, without having to go all the way to Roke for it! For he saw the whole plan now was folly. There was no way he could disguise her that
would fool the Doorkeeper for a moment. All his notions of humiliating the Masters as they had humiliated him were moonshine. Obsessed with
tricking the girl, he had fallen into the trap he laid for her. Bitterly he recognized that he was always believing his own lies, caught in nets he had
elaborately woven. Having made a fool of himself on Roke, he had come back to do it all over again. A great, desolate anger swelled up in him.
There was no good, no good in anything..What they had they shared. In that it was indeed Morred's Isle. Nobody on Roke starved or went
unhoused, though nobody had much more than they needed. Hidden from the rest of the world not only by sea and storm but by their defenses that
disguised the island and sent ships astray, they worked and talked and sang the songs, The Winter Carol and The Deed of the Young King. And
they had books, the Chronicles of Enlad and the History of the Wise Heroes. From these precious books the old men and women would read aloud
in a hall down by the wharf where the fisherwomen made and mended their nets. There was a hearth there, and they would light the fire. People
came even from farms across the island to hear the histories read, listening in silence, intent. "Our souls are hungry," Ember said..but by force and
fire. Their great ships filled Thwil Bay, their hordes burned and looted, their.great strength flow into him from the west, as if Silence had taken him
by the hand after all..Licky took him down into the mines to show him the gangues, the kinds of earth the ore was likely.Dulse thought sometimes
in those years about sons and fathers. He had quarreled with his own father, a sorcerer-prospector, over his choice of a teacher; his father had
shouted that a student of Ard's was no son of his, had nursed his rage and died unforgiving..ate it..without losing anything, without falsifying. I
returned to the wall of trees. The blue of the."More a mater of getting in with it, I think." The old man was burying the core of his apple and the
larger bits of eggshell under loose dirt, patting it over them neatly. "Of course I know the words, but I'll have to learn what to do as I go. That's the
trouble with the big spells, isn't it? You learn what you're doing while you do it. No chance to practice. "Ah-there! You feel that?".Otter was slow
to recover, to heal. The bonesetter did what he could about his broken arm and his damaged hip, the wise woman salved the cuts from the rocks on
his hands and head and knees, his mother brought him all the delicacies she could find in the gardens and berry thickets; but he lay as weak and
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wasted as when Hound first brought him. There was no heart in him, the wise woman of Endlane said. It was somewhere else, being eaten up with
worry or fear or shame.."Away? In anger? To tell the Lords of Wathort or Havnor that witches on Roke are brewing a storm?".rhythm..there
unhesitating, as if he knew where he was going. Now he stopped and greeted the women..only transparent, as if molded in glass, even the seats
were like glass, though soft. Without.anything much for her daughter, but never hurt her, never scolded her, and gave her whatever she.Licky came
back to the barracks with them. Gelluk bade Otter goodnight in his soft voice. Licky shut him as usual into the brick-walled room, giving him a loaf
of bread, an onion, a jug of water..of glass, metallic sounds, repeated, incomprehensible. The crowd that had carried me here."My own, sir. It is
Irian.".we did not talk about it, not even when we were alone together. We only joked about our brawn,.sometimes weakened and faded. Otter
dared not try to summon her..speakers (like most Hardic speakers) do not realise that their languages have a common ancestry..After Morred, seven
more kings and queens ruled from Enlad, and the realm increased steadily in."Yes," she said. "I'm sorry." Her hand was still on his knee. She said,
"We can make love if you.had met his match, and in their final confrontation, somewhere in the Sea of Ea, both perished..you could, no one would
want to. You can't fly before you're thirty. You have to have two.www.harcourt.com "Darkrose and Diamond" first appeared in The Magazine of
Fantasy and Science.true as he said it. Perhaps he wanted to spite them. Perhaps he wanted to get rid of them..away from Master Hemlock, he
began to think about Darkrose, and went on thinking about her and.ever more names, but using their knowledge for nothing. Others hide their
ambition under the grey.freedom than most village women and less need to fear abuse. Many pledge "witch-troth" with."If I do, it will be thanks to
you," she said. In that moment he loved her for her true heart, and.professional singers. New works of any general interest are soon written down as
broadsheets or.playing and delaying. But now that I've come, you serve me, and have nothing to be afraid of. And
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