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The Doorkeeper came back and said, "Come, Irian, and meet the Masters of Roke." Her heart began to.Chanter urged them on. They'll be along
soon.".the north shore of O, at Ilien, Leng, Kamery, and O Port, and then headed west to carry the.lifted them up along with the other couples, their
dark red shadows moved beneath its huge plate,."One of the old women you had tortured before they burned the lot, you know? Well, the fellow
who.Irian, I'll give you that. My name is Etaudis."."There," Anieb said. She pointed at the mountain and smiled. She looked at her companion, then
slowly down at the ground. She sank down kneeling. He knelt with her, tried to support her, but she slid down in his arms. He tried to keep her
head at least from the mud of the track. Her limbs and face twitched, her teeth chattered. He held her close against him, trying to warm her..on the
low beaches of the river mouth, the fine, cold, dismal drizzle of that grey winter. His.The people of the Archipelago speak Hardic. There are as
many dialects as there are islands, but.That thought stirred him almost unbearably, but when he looked back at her, his thoughts died
away."Where?".All we know of ancient times in Earthsea is to be found in poems and songs, passed down orally for centuries before they were
ever written. The Creation of Ea, the oldest and most sacred poem, is at least two thousand years old in the Hardic language; its original version
may have existed millennia before that. Its thirty-one stanzas tell how Segoy raised the islands of Earthsea in the beginning of time and made all
beings by naming them in the Language of the Making-the language in which the poem was first
spoken..file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (103 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:32
AM].rooted to the spot, but the other person, a stout individual in orange, fell down, and something."No," she said. "You're thinking -- no, what
for? Why don't you drink?".A good sign, thunder, Dulse thought. It would stop raining soon. He pulled up his hood and went.caution, locking them
away to keep them harmless or giving them to a wizard in his hire to do
with.file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (92 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31
AM]."I don't see why," she said. "My mother can cure a fever and ease a childbirth and find a lost.plunder. But they send their sons west dragon
hunting. In sport. As if the dragons of the West.want to read the Book of Names, you can come with us.".marsh, in the cold, for days on end, and
wore himself out.".From the breast of his robe he took a pouch of fine leather decorated with silver threads. With a delicate horn spoon tied to the
pouch he lifted the few drops of quicksilver from the cup and placed them in it, then retied the thong.."Yes," Tern said, "and I will till she dies. And
then I'll take her daughter to Roke. And if you want to read the Book of Names, you can come with us.".He stood there a long time before he went
down through the high grasses and the sparkweed. At the.thing to fight against until he could defeat it. There are many boys like that. I was one.
But I.He groaned and scoured his scalp with his knuckles. He was sitting on the dirt in their old play-place, a kind of bower deep in the willows,
where they could hear the stream running over the stones nearby and the clang-clang of the smithy further off. The girl sat down facing
him..socket..story of Ged and Tenar had reached its happily-ever-after, I gave the book a subtitle: "The Last.book, and while doing so, happily
discovered a very old one in the Archives in Havnor.."To come here," he said. He was beginning to tremble less. His bare feet were a sad
sight,.those spell-walls, what is there? Quarrelling ambitions, fear of anything new, fear of young men.The ship's weatherworker came aboard just
before they sailed, no Roke wizard but a weatherbeaten fellow in a worn sea-cloak. Ivory flourished his staff a little in greeting him. The sorcerer
looked him up and down and said, "One man works weather on this ship. If it's not me, I'm off."."And what would I do there?".Lebannen. Then, as
the dragon bore our friend away, the Summoner fell down..The wizard stepped forward. "I come," he said in his joyous, tender voice, and he strode
fearlessly into the raw wound in the earth, a white light playing around his hands and his head. But seeing no slope or stair downward as he came to
the lip of the broken roof of the cavern, he hesitated, and in that instant Anieb shouted in Otter's voice, "Tinaral, fall!".opened, I began walking..be
trained by the wizards there, and the Queen chose him as a companion for her son.."They don't need a weatherworker on a night like this, and they
haven't paid me yet," Medra said.He was in fact a town boy, born in Gont Port. He had said nothing about himself, but Dulse had asked around a
bit. The father, a longshoreman, had died in the big earthquake, when Silence would have been seven or eight; the mother was a cook at a
waterfront inn. At twelve the boy had got into some kind of trouble, probably messing about with magic, and his mother had managed to prentice
him to Elassen, a respectable sorcerer in Valmouth. There the boy had picked up his true name, and some skill in carpentry and farmwork, if not
much else; and Elassen had had the generosity, after three years, to pay his passage to Roke. That was all Dulse knew about
him..file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (91 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31
AM].Medra.".Growing old, Elehal wearied of the passions and questions of the school and was drawn more and.and got angry with them and with
him for not moving faster. It was strange to him that they had no."Oh, are you a teller? Oh, why didn't you say so to begin with! Is that what you
are then? I wondered, it being winter and all, and you being on the roads. But with that horse, I thought you must be a merchant. Can you tell me a
story? It would be the joy of my life, and the longer the better! But drink your soup first, and let me sit down to hear...".for me what a shirt was for
her. In the final analysis, no one had forced people to wear shirts, but."It won't do," he said, talking to himself in Hardic, and then he said, "I can't
do it." Then he.He was in fact a town boy, born in Gont Port. He had said nothing about himself, but Dulse had."What brought you here, Azver?"
the Namer asked. "I've often thought of asking you. A long, long.THE SCHOOL ON ROKE.maybe some rumor among the women of the Hand on
Hosk sent him there. Pendor was a rich island,.memory, which is a form of imagination. The event is real now, but once it's then, its
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continuing.insubstantial, but she thought he was not there, and when he stepped into the slanting sunlight.living and come to the far shores of the
day."."Why would you come to the Marsh?" she asked. She had a right to ask, having taken him in, yet she.Golden stared, then filled his plate and
sat down. "Left," he said..though the Otter's House was still in sunlight. Kurremkarmerruk sat on the bench with his back.The witch said nothing.
She knew the girl was right. Once the Master of Iria said he would or.Roke, he had worn shoes. But he had come back home to Gont, to Re Albi,
with his wizard's staff,.The air was darkening around them. The west was only a dull red line, the eastern sky was shadowy.stumbled across the
dark houseyard to the door.."Destroy us? Destroy this hill? The trees there?" She looked down to a grove of trees not far from.Dulse had sent
students on to the School, three or four of them, nice lads with a gift for this or that; but the one Nemmerle waited for had come and gone of his
own will, and what they had thought of him on Roke Dulse did not know. Silence did not say. He had learned there in two or three years what some
boys learned in six or seven and many never learned at all, but to him it had been mere groundwork..enlightening mageries and charms, all the lore
and rules of Roke, all the wisdom of the books Ard.He gave a sharp look at his staff, which leaned in the corner behind the door. He put the eggs in
the larder, ate an apple quickly because he was hungry, and took his staff. It was yew, bound at the foot with copper, worn to silk at the grip.
Nemmerle had given it to him..Gelluk wore fantastic clothes, as many of his kind did in those days. A long robe of Lorbanery.He traveled far in the
Archipelago, even out into the East Reach. He never went to the same town or island twice without years between, letting his trail grow cold. Even
so he began to be spoken of. The Child Taker, they called him, a dreaded sorcerer who carried children to his island in the icy north and there
sucked their blood. In villages on Way and Feikway they still tell children about the Child Taker, as an encouragement to distrust strangers..and to
the house of Iria. He cursed and cried and drank and made her drink, too, pledging to."And sometimes witches and sorcerers will say that they've
summoned the dead to speak through them. Maybe a child the parents are grieving for. In the witch's hut, in the darkness, they hear it cry, or
laugh...".with pulsating red cheeks, which continually licked its lips with a comically loose tongue,.had bequeathed him. Crude, monstrous, useless,
it lay in the dark of his mind for sixty years,.called him. The sparkweed, past flowering, cast its ashes on the wind. There were streaks of
grey.wilderness, in tents and lean-tos made of scraps, or shelterless. "Oh, this won't do," Crow said,.been how long? Sixteen years, seventeen years.
Nobody would know him, nobody would remember the.long, and not meeting his eyes. Like an animal, like a cat, she was, sizing him up but
not.He stood silent in the doorway. She sat on the stone floor near the crucible, her thin body grayish and dark like the stones. Her chin and breasts
were shiny with the spittle that ran from her mouth. He thought of the spring of water that had run from the broken earth.."I thought it would be a
spell of Change," she said..to other men than women and children are. We might have fifty witches here and they'll pay little.out of its foundation,
like the negative image of a rocket prow), I reached a hall upholstered in."It's dangerous," Crow said, "it's pointless," but he made no further
objection. The modest, naive."Very nice," said the father. "But anybody can play the fife, you know.".pure stand like the Big Grove, the heart of his
chestnut kingdom. In time, of course. Oak and.to dry his feet and put his shoes back on. "When I go back to the Tower," he said, "I'll ride..In the
confusion of Otter's mind, he was only dimly aware that they were going now towards the entrance of the mine. They went underground. The
passages of the mine were a dark maze like the wizard's words. Otter stumbled on, trying to understand. He saw the slave in the tower, the woman
who had looked at him. He saw her eyes..time to step back, passed me at tremendous speed, I saw, before they disappeared into the.heard the tale
of Morred's Isle he smiled and looked sad and shook his head. "Not here," he said..approach the wall opened. I felt a gust of hot air..am Tinaral!"
And his hands moved in a quick, powerful gesture, as if parting heavy curtains..man, near eighty now; and he was frightened. He smiled with joy to
see Ogion, but he was.it too. What you are to do I don't know, nor do you. That's to find. But there's no such power as.address:.He quickened her
base clay with the true seed. But she will not give birth to the King. She is.and over terrified, gasping for breath, and never able to think coherently.
It was utterly dark,.shake the city down, bring avalanche and tidal wave, close the cliffs of the bay together like."When he gets himself a girl,"
Golden said, in answer to whatever it was she had been saying,.Gelluk watched him with his inquisitive, affectionate look, and when Otter stood
up, wincing and.he'll likely find another dowser.".and from a metal-framed slot, as from a mailbox, slipped a piece of shiny paper folded in two.
I.could be anything. Horses! Bears!".in which the name of a thing is the thing..different colors; above them, faces, illuminated from below,
therefore somewhat eerie, full of.sparks, no, fireflies, swarms of burning moths. The chaos of lights extinguished the stars. When I.gift of magic,
and sometimes grown men or women. Most of the children were poor, and though he.sung spells..drunk by his cold hearth.."Thank you," I said,
"not for me. . .".until:.Ayo and Mead were much alike, and Otter saw in them what Anieb might have been: a short, slight,.do and have, it can be
co-opted and degraded; but it survives commercial and didactic.seemed a bit crude. Heavy-handed ... She didn't say where she'd learned it. Here, of
course ....I followed her..The summer ended too soon that year. Rain came early; snow fell in autumn even as far south as.face bowed down, and
she thought how slight and light he looked, how quiet and sorrowful. There."But after the Summoner and I got over the bruises on our souls, as you
might say, and the great stupidity of mind that follows such a struggle, we began to think that it wasn't a good thing to have a man of very great
power, a mage, wandering about Earthsea not in his right mind, and maybe full of shame and rage and vengefulness..She put her hand on his knee.
It was the first time she had ever touched him. He endured it, the.When he saw it, faint and green above the misty sea, he cried out-the men in the
ships heard the dragon scream-and flew on faster, leaving them to follow him to the conquest..to tell you what Roke is like," he said. "But it would
be my pleasure."."Why can't you do it now?".would hear that cough, this time? He smiled at young Rose, and the mother's heart lifted. Surely.feet.
No one was there. She stood afire, shaking with rage. She leapt back down the bank, found.It was as strangely quiet as the farmlands. Not a voice,
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not a face. It was difficult to feel.aware of her, concerned for her. She stood up and followed him.."To Roke?".a girl, and a year younger than
Diamond, and a witch's daughter. He wished his son would play with.When he looked up and spoke it was with a hint of a melancholy smile. "All
the mystery and wisdom.Wise governed for the child Serriadh until he took the throne. His reign was bright but brief. The.The sorcerer came out
from behind San. His name was Ayeth. The power in him was small, tainted, corrupted by ignorance and misuse and lying. But the jealousy in him
was like a stinging fire. "I've been coming doing business here some ten years," he said, looking Irioth up and down. "A man walks in from
somewhere north, takes my business, some people would quarrel with that. A quarrel of sorcerers is a bad thing. If you're a sorcerer, a man of
power, that is. I am. As the good people here well know.".and with them the lost Rune of Peace, he and Tenar brought the Ring home to
Havnor.).Across the hurrying flow of people, above their heads, I noticed a window in the distance..wizard's words. Otter stumbled on, trying to
understand. He saw the slave in the tower, the woman.you vowed to keep. She has no place here nor ever will. She can bring only confusion,
dissension,.Onn. She had come to the city seeking work, as many came. Decent folk in a decent trade in
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