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"Of course I'll bring my band," Tarry said, "fat chance I'd miss it! You'll have every tootler in the west of the world here for one of your dad's
parties.".Come home with me.".without knowing him, right away. . .".It was true. He knew her name: Irian. It was like a coal of fire, a burning
ember in his mind. His.showing, as it rose, a bottom riddled with lights. But perhaps that leviathan shape was the.magery had recognized that
meaning as the true one. Gelluk had said the word also meant.Iria, and she came striding down to meet him. "I'm sorry, Ivory," she said, looking up
at him with.in what they knew. But Hound knew pretty surely that his prisoner was concealing his talents..laid out six copper pennies in it, one by
one. "Now then! That's fair and square!" he said,.on deck every day and slept there on the warm nights. Ivory had not tried to coax her into the.they
send for the sorcerer over at Westpool, or would their own village witch do. The Master of.step, wiped them dry with the rag that hung on the
handle of the pot, picked up the eggs, stood up."The lords of war despise scholars and schoolmasters," said Medra..you'll be paid well. Better than
copper, maybe, if the beasts fare well!"."but a crafty man. Well, you're not the first."."Good," he said, and that was the last word he spoke to
Ivory..earthy taste of the onion was good, and he ate it all..hand, she struck him away with a blow to the head that left him dizzy. He saw her stand
up and.usually in a mixture of Hardic runic writing and True Runes. Of a lore-book (a compilation of."Very well," said the Herbal, with his patient,
troubled look; and he went aside a little, and knelt to look at some small plant or fungus on the forest floor.."Seems to be a hard place to find,"
Hound said.."That I am killing? I'm supposed to picture that?".bubbles, the blue set to work, angelic, modest, collected, but somehow
sanctimonious, as if.The school was founded in about 650, as described above. The Nine Masters or master-teachers of."Very well, then. Irioth, my
dear companion, teacher, rival, friend, farewell. Emer, brave woman, my honor and thanks to you. May your heart and hearth know peace," and he
made a gesture that left a glimmering track behind it a moment in the air above the hearth stone. "Now I'm off to the cow barn," he said, and he
was..silences..smiled, and the Herbal belatedly made the same gesture..amount to much that I can see. He did no good to my cow with the caked
bag, two years ago. And his."Oh, yes, since he's cured half the herds and got paid six coppers for it, time for him to go,.the dead of winter, and must
go back alone?".And Early had a good chance of tracing him. Losen's power stretched all across Havnor and the.get out of it yet. He drowsed a
while, drifting away from Irioth..other was his servant..CELIBACY AND WIZARDRY.mirrors glittered, but everything was deserted. At the very
end of the mall, in the darkness,."Tern," he said; and so he was called.."You have been a witch, Irian?".above its eyes and below its ears. When he
did so, it flicked its long right ear. So when he.fast and brilliant, too fast for some of the dancers. Diamond and his partner stayed in, and.maybe not
all your name. I think you have another.".Throughout Earthsea, various springs, caves, hills, stones, and woods were and always had been sites of
concentrated power and sacredness. All were locally feared or venerated; some were known far and wide.."Oh, you are a pretty man," said the
woman who had spoken first, laughing, as he held the red.there was nowhere to stop and nobody would answer questions. A wall-eyed witch took
one look at.ground groaned and moved, drawing together, healing itself.."He's the Master here."."What? What milk? That's brit. . .".Losen shouted,
beating his paralyzed legs with his weak hands..The people of Osskil, Rogma, and Borth are lighter-skinned than others in the Archipelago, and
often have brown or even blond hair and light eyes; the men are often bearded. Their language and some of their beliefs are closer to Kargish than
to Hardic. These far Northerners probably descend from Kargs who, after settling the four great Eastern lands, sailed back to the West about two
thousand years ago..of golden wine made their appearance. He also worked up some very pretty fireworks for warm spring.disgusted, avoiding a
pile of human excrement. "These creatures don't have books, Tern!"."What's that all about?" Golden said to his wife, a rhetorical question. She
looked at him and.the ending from the beginning,.He looked about, curious and wary. All over the hill spark-weed was in flower, its long petals
blazing yellow in the grass. Children on Havnor knew that flower. They called it sparks from the burning of Ilien, when the Firelord attacked the
islands, and Erreth-Akbe fought with him and defeated him. Tales and songs of the heroes rose up in Medra's memory as he stood there:
Erreth-Akbe and the heroes before him, the Eagle Queen, Heru, Akambar who drove the Kargs into the east, and Serriadh the peacemaker, and
Elfarran of Solea, and Morred, the White Enchanter, the beloved king. The brave and the wise, they came before him as if summoned, as if he had
called them to him, though he had not called. He saw them. They stood among the tall grasses, among the flame-shaped flowers nodding in the
wind of morning..clamour and racket of barking that woke everybody for a half-mile round except the Master, sodden.She thought about the
School, where she had been so briefly. From here, under the eaves of the.He was mad, and she didn't know what possessed her to let him stay, yet
she could not fear him or distrust him. What did it matter if he was mad? He was gentle, and might have been wise once, before what happened to
him happened. And he wasn't so mad as all that. Mad in patches, mad at moments. Nothing in him was whole, not even his madness. He couldn't
remember the name he had told her, and told people in the village to call him Otak. He probably couldn't remember her name either; he always
called her mistress. But maybe that was his courtesy. She called him sir, in courtesy, and because neither Gully or Otak seemed names well suited
to him. An otak, she had heard, was a little animal with sharp teeth and no voice, but there were no such creatures on the High Marsh..worse. You
got it wrong. You're only a witch. You did it wrong. It's his name. He can have it.."I hope so," said Tuly..the ground near his legs, which were
caked with drying mud. When he looked up and saw Ogion's."Perhaps I am wrong," said Hemlock in his dry, flat voice. "Your gift may be for
Pattern. Or.him. Their heads were on a level, she sitting crosslegged up on the dance platform, he kneeling on.Then she turned and went down the
hill through the long grass, the way she had come.."And sometimes witches and sorcerers will say that they've summoned the dead to speak
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through."But surely you can't tell?".It struck with one huge thunderclap out of sudden utter blackness and wild rain. The ship pitched.The eagle
came, circling and screaming over the valley, the hillside, the willows by the stream. It circled, searching and searching, and flew back as it had
come..the King sits, having returned after the healing of the Ring, in sign of healing. And in that.acts. Only in the syntax of the Old Speech,
however, and only as spoken or written by a wizard,."I'm not truly a teller, mistress," he said with his pleasant smile, "but I do have a story for.The
leaves of the trees spoke, she said, and the shadows could be read. "I am learning to read."I'll show you. So help me!".altogether. . . I was just going
when you sat down.".Taking me there?"."Somebody's been coming around," he said, incredulous that she could turn against him. "Who's been after
you?".street did I remember that I had intended to ask about a hotel..Her voice was half-coaxing, half-savage.."That's right, little servant, well
done," Gelluk said to her in his tender voice. "Give your.from some other island, it was said, somewhere in the west, and she never came to Iria, for
she.too..Where the two paths met and joined to wind up to the heights of the Knoll, Thorion stopped and stood waiting for them. Irian strode
forward to face him..looked at me, and reddened terribly..From time to time in the years since then, Dulse remembered how he hadn't lost his
temper when."I wasn't.".long, and on his breast lay the rune-ring broken.."It's a half mile on," said Gift..One morning one of Alder's cowboys
turned up in the front yard riding a horse and leading a saddled mule. "Master Alder says Master Otak can ride her, it being a ten-twelve miles out
to the East Fields," the young man said..feet, full of tangling reed-roots. He made no noise as he moved slowly out into the pool, and the.upside
down, and soured the beer, and a student who tried to stop him got turned into a pig for a.door that opened out upon the Knoll was long called
Medra's Gate, even after much else had changed.the installation of officials..Ever since he had walked on the green hill above the town and had
seen the bright shadows in the.At last she moved, and kissed his cheek, and whispered, "I missed you, I missed you, I missed you. How long can
you stay?".my friends," he said, "what now?".Highdrake took Medra as his student, gratefully. "I was taught my art by a mage who gave me freely
all he knew, but I never found anybody to give that knowledge to, until you came," he told Medra. "The young men come to me and they say,
"What good is it? Can you find gold?" they say. "Can you teach me how to make stones into diamonds? Can you give me a sword that will kill a
dragon? What's the use of talking about the balance of things? There's no profit in it," they say. No profit!" And the old man railed on about the
folly of the young and the evils of modern times..So for a half-month or more of the hot days of summer, Irian slept in the Otter's House, which
was a peaceful one, and ate what the Master Patterner brought her in his basket - eggs, cheese, greens, fruit, smoked mutton - and went with him
every afternoon into the grove of high trees, where the paths seemed never to be quite where she remembered them, and often led on far beyond
what seemed the confines of the wood. They walked there in silence, and spoke seldom when they rested. The mage was a quiet man. Though there
was a hint of fierceness in him, he never showed it to her, and his presence was as easy as that of the trees and the rare birds and four-legged
creatures of the Grove. As he had said, he did not try to teach her. When she asked about the Grove, he told her that, with Roke Knoll, it had stood
since Segoy made the islands of the world, and that all magic was in the roots of the trees, and that they were mingled with the roots of all the
forests that were or might yet be. "And sometimes the Grove is in this place," he said, "and sometimes in another. But it is always.".He told
Dragonfly very little of his plans, largely because he made few, trusting to chance and his own wits, which seldom let him down if he was given a
fair chance to use them. The girl asked almost no questions. "Will I go as a man all the way?" was one..The dark-eyed mage bowed his head at that,
and said, "Very well," evidently with relief at.The ship's weatherworker came aboard just before they sailed, no Roke wizard but a
weatherbeaten.There must have been something in my voice that made her control herself. Her face."As long as I like.".Ivory nodded gravely. "But
the Archmage lost all his power in the land of death. Maybe all magery.to be certain. If he does what I do here there is no harm. We can work
together. If I do what he.know that? No, I suppose I never mentioned it. But it doesn't make much difference, after all..him. Gelluk was powerful,
masterful, strange, yet he had set him free. For the first time in weeks.such a fool when I'm outside them... When I'm here I can't believe it is a
prison. But outside,."Yours are perished.".For there had been times when he felt that, as he had summoned her living, so dead she might summon
him. The bond between them that had linked them and let her save him was not broken. Many times she had come into his dreams, standing silent
as she stood when he first saw her in the reeking tower at Samory. And he had seen her, years ago, in the vision of the dying healer in Telio, in the
twilight, beside the wall of stones.."I did
fly.".file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (79 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31
AM]."What's that all about?" Golden said to his wife, a rhetorical question. She looked at him and said nothing, a non-rhetorical
answer..Karego-At.."Yes," Gelluk said, his deep voice soft and dreamy, "she must be burned alive. And then, only then, he will spring forth,
shining!.account.".blazing yellow in the grass. Children on Havnor knew that flower. They called it sparks from the.with you-".Hands in pockets,
darkness, a hard long stride, greedily I inhaled the cool air, feeling the."I doubt it," Diamond said.."I'll get the water," Tern said. He took the basin
and went out to the courtyard, to the well..fisheries, and agriculture suffered from constant raids and wars; slavery, which had not existed.This
speech, innate to dragons, can be learned by human beings. Some few people are born with an untaught knowledge of at least some words of the
Language of the Making. The teaching of it is the heart of the teaching of magic.
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