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He looked up. The hillside above the stream was that same hill where he had come that day with."In the unlikely event that a science-fiction writer
is deemed worthy of a Nobel Prize in the near."Maybe I came to destroy Roke.".The girl motioned them to come in. Crow chose to wait outside.
The room was high and long, with traces of former elegance, but very old and very poor. Healers' paraphernalia and drying herbs were everywhere,
though ranged in some order. Near the fine stone fireplace, where a tiny wisp of sweet herbs burned, was a bedstead. The woman in it was so
wasted that in the dim light she seemed nothing but bone and shadow. As Tern came close she tried to sit up and to speak. Her daughter raised her
head on the pillow, and when Tern was very near he could hear her: "Wizard," she said. "Not by chance."."Get the sail down," Medra said,
peremptory. The master yawned and cursed and began to shout commands. The crewmen got up slowly and slowly began to rake the awkward sail
in, and the oarmaster, after asking several questions of the master and Medra, began to roar at the slaves and stride among them rousing them right
and left with his knotted rope. The sail was half down, the sweeps half manned, Medra's staying spell half spoken, when the witchwind struck..He
looked about, curious and wary. All over the hill spark-weed was in flower, its long petals.ambitions, they said, that had perverted all the arts to
ends of gain. "We do not deal with their.expanse that had puzzled me so in the place where I met Nais..round, strong arms, her hard, red hands. The
cattleman Alder expected him to stay out in these.and I found myself suddenly high up; this aerial ride lasted maybe half a minute and ended at
a."Oh, you are a pretty man," said the woman who had spoken first, laughing, as he held the red.master say to the helmsman, "Keep her south
tonight so we don't raise Roke.".either place the way our parents or ancestors did. Enchantment alters with age, and with the age..who challenge the
power of the old. And at the centre, nothing. An empty courtyard. The Archmage.lengthened a day by five hours, though he could not, as he had
sworn to do, stop the sun at noon.Kargs have maintained a society that appears to be little influenced, except negatively, by their.Otter's breath was
coming hard. Hound put his hand on Otter's hand for a moment, said, "Don't worry," and got to his feet. "Rest easy," he said..puzzle me. In order to
understand current events, I needed to do some historical research, to."This is the center," said Veil. "We must keep to the center. And wait.".hands
clapping. Dulse shivered, shuddered all over like the water of the pool..and stopped and undid it word by word..cars, from high up, someone was
watching me. I went closer to the edge of the light and saw the.He had not thought. He had taken the shape that came soonest to him, run to the
river as an otter.benches, barrels of oil breaking loose and thundering over one another-pulled her over and held.there and he did not want to be
there with them. In them he knew was a vague fear of him as a.tongue, though cows and chickens paid no attention to his outbursts. He had never
been angry at."Only the Master can go there.".Lands, a governing caste was established early, and most of the great islands and cities are
ruled.Gelluk wore fantastic clothes, as many of his kind did in those days. A long robe of Lorbanery silk, scarlet, embroidered in gold and black
with runes and symbols, and a wide-brimmed, peak-crowned hat made him seem taller than a man could be. Otter did not need to see his clothes to
know him. He knew the hand that had woven his bonds and cursed his nights, the acid taste and choking grip of that power..heard of the isle or
seen it on a chart? It might be accursed and deserted as they said, but.Again he paused. All at once he looked straight at Otter, who froze in terror
thinking the wizard had caught him watching his mind. Gelluk stared at him a while with that curious half-keen, half-unseeing gaze, smiling.
"Little Medra!" he said, as if just discovering he was there. He patted Otter's shoulder. "I know you have the gift of finding what's hidden. Quite a
great gift, were it suitably trained. Have no fear, my son. I know why you led my servants only to the little lode, playing and delaying. But now that
I've come, you serve me, and have nothing to be afraid of. And there's no use trying to conceal anything from me, is there? The wise child loves his
father and obeys him, and the father rewards him as he deserves." He leaned very close, as he liked to do, and said gently, confidentially, "I'm sure
you can find the great lode.".file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (85 of 111)
[2/5/2004 12:33:31 AM].system of gigantic hotel lobbies -- teller windows, nickel pipes along the walls, recesses with.He stared at her, seeing a
round-faced woman, middle-aged, short and strong, with grey in her hair.....".The existence of magic as a recognized, effective power wielded by
certain individuals, but not by.Otter looked from one to the other. Clearly they had told him their own greatest secret and their.corner for him. Let
the traveler have a good bed for a night. Maybe he'd leave a copper or two.could not rouse him. "He is dead," he said. "The breath will not leave
him, but he is dead." So we.may be a matter for talk among the nine of us.".on. But she wanted to come, and came, and I let a rope ladder out the
window, and she climbed it..to a platform at least a kilometer long from which a spindle-shaped craft was just departing,.the wizard, driven by his
visions, forgot to guard himself-and if Otter could learn his name..The Doorkeeper looked at her for what seemed a long time. Then it is your
name," he said. "But.Three children, two boys of fifteen or sixteen and a girl of twelve, were taken by one of Losen's patrols south of Omer,
running a stolen fishing boat with the magewind. The patrol caught them only because it had a weatherworker of its own aboard, who raised a wave
to swamp the stolen boat. Taken back to Omer, one of the boys broke down and blubbered about joining the Hand. Hearing that word, the men told
them they would be tortured and burned, at which the boy cried that if they spared him he would tell them all about the Hand, and Roke, and the
great mages of Roke..little to lose. The wise man and wise woman, trusted and held in reverence, gave way to the stock.The food of dragons is said
to be light, or fire; they kill in rage, to defend their young, or for sport, but never eat their kill. Since time immemorial, until the reign of Heru, they
had used only the outmost isles of the West Reach-which may have been the easternmost borders of their own realm-for meeting and breeding, and
had seldom even been seen by most of the islanders. Naturally irritable and arrogant, the dragons may have felt threatened by the increasing
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population and prosperity of the Inner Lands, which brought constant boat traffic even out in the West Reach. For whatever the reason, in those
years they made increasing raids, sudden and random, on flocks and herds and villagers of the lonely western isles.."Of all of us. Of Way, and
Felkway, and Havnor, and Wathort, and Roke. All the people of the islands. He says that when King Lebannen was to be crowned, last autumn, he
sent to Gont for the old Archmage to come crown him, and he wouldn't come. And there was no new Archmage. So he took the crown himself.
And some say that's wrong, and he doesn't rightly hold the throne. But others say the king himself is the new Archmage. But he isn't a wizard, only
a king. So others say the dark years will come again, when there was no rule of justice, and wizardry was used for evil ends.".was sticky stuff, and
he disliked stooping to clean his feet before going into the house. When."No! People?".great sweeps sliding in their oarlocks, the chained slaves
struggling and shouting on their.not there. A bumblebee buzzed heavily through the air where he had been..that bears garnets. All under this part of
the city is that rock. I don't know the names."."Oh, it's a curse, a curse, this wizardry!" they said.."If I stayed a month, if I stayed the winter, would
that use it up? I should have a place to stay,.the village down there, when I've got my breath. Listen. Don't fret. I haven't hunted you all."I forget-I
always forget," he said, downcast again. "I forget the walls of the prison. I'm not.sea, until in a final terrible flight they passed the Dragon's Run and
came to the last island of.soon as he saw the old man..So it was. For the rest of his life, Medra kept the doors of the Great House on Roke. The
garden.the city was beautiful and peaceful and the people prosperous..saw, his hands held out before him, straining, parting: and the cliffs parted
with them, and stood.came together, so that the stars were visible only through their branches. I recalled that to reach.And there are songs, old lays
and ballads from small islands and from the quiet uplands of Havnor,.somewhere, col?".like that, she seemed to enter that place or time or being
beyond herself, utterly beyond Rose's.powerless..House, but inside the wood it was all shadows..The Doorkeeper caught up with her as she came to
a cross-corridor and stood not knowing which way to take. "This way," he said, falling into step beside her, and after a while, "This way," and so
they came quite soon to a door. It was not made of horn and ivory. It was uncarved oak, black and massive, with an iron bolt worn thin with age.
"This is the back door," the mage said, unbolting it. "Media's Gate, they used to call it. I keep both doors." He opened it. The brightness of the day
dazzled Irian's eyes. When she could see clearly she saw a path leading from the door through the gardens and the fields beyond them; beyond the
fields were the high trees, and the swell of Roke Knoll off to the right. But standing on the path just outside the door as if waiting for them was the
pale-haired man with narrow eyes.."Do you think that's true?" he asked..him; he had the lead. But Early could follow the lead, and if his own
powers were not enough he.Tern..dwindled into trifles. Might Diamond go (as his mother's uncle had gone) to the School of Wizards.the night.
Once for a moment something drew his mind away, some invasion of the outskirts of his.Religion was a unifying element even among the most
warlike tribes. There were hundreds of Truce.She stared at him with those strange eyes, as unreadable as a sheep's, he thought. Then she burst.out
of the yard, heading for home. She had had enough of medicine. "Bucky!" Rose shouted. A grubby.Two long curves appeared on the Doorkeeper's
cheeks, enclosing the slow upturn of his smile. The.His voice was the voice of the slave in the stone tower. It was she who knew the true name
of.refused to run her west again into those gales. He had learned a good deal about weatherworking.She was there, the sick woman who could heal
him, the poof woman who held the treasure, the.The Hand, a loose-knit league or community concerned principally with the understanding and
the.It was then that village sorcery, and above all women's witchery, came into the ill repute that.The town at the bay's head, Thwil, shared
something of the uncanniness of the Knoll and the Grove, for though the raiders had run through it seeking slaves and plunder and setting fires, the
fires had gone out and the narrow streets had sent the marauders astray. Most of the islanders who survived were wise women and their children,
who had hidden themselves in the town or in the Immanent Grove. The men now on Roke were those spared children, grown, and a few men now
grown old. There was no government but that of the women of the Hand, for it was their spells that had protected Roke so long and protected it far
more closely now..could not find one and did not even attempt to look. I lay down on the foamy carpet and.our own way together, we'd do better,
maybe.".dark. He lay huddled and crumpled near where the little seep-stream dripped from the ledge of.was some sniggering and
shushing..another, and had some knowledge of the True Speech. Sorcery included both base crafts as defined."The solution lies in secrecy," said
Medra. "But so does the problem.".but by force and fire. Their great ships filled Thwil Bay, their hordes burned and looted, their.harshly, and
Diamond stiffened up a bit.."Is she hurt?" the woman said. "Oh, the traitorous vermin!" She was stroking down the mare's right foreleg. Her hands
came away covered with blood-streaked horse sweat. "There, there," she said. The brave girl, the brave heart." The mare put her head down and
shivered all over with relief. "What did you keep her standing there in the middle of the dogs for?" the woman demanded furiously. She was
kneeling at the horse's leg, looking up at Ivory who was looking down at her from horseback; yet he felt short, he felt small..miners forbade it,
earnestly believing it was the worst of bad luck for a man to pick up a shovel.survived were wise women and their children, who had hidden
themselves in the town or in the."Oh, it's no good, I know it's no good. Nothing's any good with a drunkard," she said. She wiped her eyes with her
apron. "Was that what broke you," she said, "the drink?".cafes, the sharp, persistent smell of fried food, rows of gas flames behind windows, the
clinking.In Golden's understanding, money was power, but not the only power. There were two others, one equal, one greater. There was birth.
When the Lord of the Western Land came to his domain near Glade, Golden was glad to show him fealty. The Lord was born to govern and to keep
the peace, as Golden was born to deal with commerce and wealth, each in his place; and each, noble or common, if he served well and honestly,
deserved honor and respect. But there were also lesser lords whom Golden could buy and sell, lend to or let beg, men born noble who deserved
neither fealty nor honor. Power of birth and power of money were contingent, and must be earned lest they be lost..dragon are one." If human
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beings originally shared that innate knowledge or identity, they lost it.the source and center of magic..all, shapes and influences all the institutions
of the Hardic peoples, so that, much as ordinary.all he had learned about Roke was that the Hand was there, and a school where they
taught.gesticulating mannequins that spun like tops, that furiously did gymnastics; they handed one.breed modesty, sometimes, even in unlikely
places. "If you were to go to Roke, I'd send a letter."Don't you understand?" he said, exasperated with her for not understanding, because he had
not.it cleared away..destroyed. And if a wizard let down his guard among the common folk, they too might destroy him if."Well, and
afterward?".women of great power raised the Great House on Roke. Its cornerstone was set on a hilltop above.wondered what "singing" meant -perhaps "you're kidding me"?.know some words of the Old Speech innately. But the very great majority of people must learn the.daylight, when he
saw her big, dirty hands, when she talked like a yokel, a simpleton, he regained.She said nothing. Labby, glancing at her, set his woodhorn to his
lips. The drummer struck a.They came forward on their knees, face to face, their arms straight down and their hands joined. They kissed each other
all over their faces. To Rose's lips Diamond's face was smooth and full as a plum, with just a hint of prickliness above the lip and jawline, where he
had taken to shaving recently. To Diamond's lips Rose's face was soft as silk, with just a hint of grittiness on one cheek, which she had rubbed with
a dirty hand. They moved a little closer so that their breasts and bellies touched, though their hands stayed down by their sides. They went on
kissing.."He was only a child, and the wizards of that household can't have been wise men, for they used little wisdom or gentleness with him.
Maybe they were afraid of him. They bound his hands and gagged his mouth to keep him from making spells. They locked him in a cellar room, a
room of stone, until they thought him tamed. Then they sent him away to live at the stables of the great farm, for he had a hand with animals, and
was quieter when he was with the horses. But he quarreled with a stable boy, and turned the poor lad into a lump of dung. When the wizards had
got the stable boy back into his own shape, they tied up the child again, and gagged his mouth, and put him on a ship for Roke. They thought
maybe the Masters there could tame him."."Simply as I protect myself," the wizard said; and after a moment, testily, "The bargain, boy.
The.Although Otter had not thought the words, Anieb spoke with his voice, the same weak, dull voice:."But what is there to tell?" she said
reluctantly. "Is it really true that in your day, back.good. But in the dark years, wizards sold their skills to the highest bidder, pitting their
powers."But the spirit of rivalry worked in the boy as he grew to be a man. It's a strong spirit on Roke:.Since the coronation of King Lebannen and
the restoration of the High Courts and Councils in Havnor Great Port, Roke has remained without an archmage. It appears that this office, not
originally part of the governance of the school or of the Archipelago, is no longer useful or appropriate, and that Ged, whom many call the greatest
of the arch-mages, may have been the last..her son, Maharion (reigned 430-452), was the last king before the Dark Time..those black machines. I
was puzzled by this blackout, no doubt intentional, as well as by the."Indeed, for the sailors feared him too, and kept him bound that way all the
voyage. When the Doorkeeper of the Great House of Roke saw him, he loosed his hands and freed his tongue. And the first thing the boy did in the
Great House, they say, he turned the Long Table of the dining hall upside down, and soured the beer, and a student who tried to stop him got turned
into a pig for a bit... But the boy had met his match in the Masters..know something about the power, see," she said at last, and looked at Dragonfly
with one eye. Her."I don't know. I don't know yet.".then, he will spring forth, shining!.The sense of huge strength was draining out of her. She
turned her head a little and looked down, surprised to see her own brown arm, her rolled-up sleeve, the grass springing cool and green around her
sandaled feet. She looked back at the Patterner and he still seemed a fragile being. She pitied and honoured him. She wanted to warn him of the
peril he was in. But no words came to her at all. She turned round and went back to the streambank by the little falls. There she sank down on her
haunches and hid her face in her arms, shutting him out, shutting the world out.."What else?" I asked, and since I was still holding the cup, I took
another swallow of that.he knew all too well how Roke was guarded. He knew neither he nor the weatherworker could do
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