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"The one," Rose said. As suddenly as the ewe had walked off, she went into her house. Dragonfly followed her, but only to the door. Nobody
entered a witch's house uninvited.."You take care," the witch said, grim. "Everything's perilous, right enough, and meddling with wizards most of
all.".AT THE END OF THE fourth book of Earthsea, Tehanu, the story had arrived at what I felt to be now..eastward. Not a soul was in the fields,
some of which were newly ploughed. No dog barked as he.shape-changer, so fearless that he would take even dragon form..(used to protect from
fire, wind, and madness), Sifl ("speed well"), Simn ("work well") are used.sun to come out and shine through his flesh and dry them out. Of course
he could say a pain spell,."Really? Why not?".worn it all these weeks. She let him pull it over her head and then walked right on. She could
not.roaster tower, a narrow passage in the three-foot-thick walls. He took Otter's arm, for the young.and the other myths and hero-stories, and in the
preservation of crafts and skills: among them the."Nais. . . how is it. . . ?" I stammered. "You take a complete stranger and. . .".the West Reach,
Selidor. There, on the outer beach, both exhausted, they faced each other and.from my grandfather? If that polecat sets foot on my land I'll have the
dogs tear out his liver,.thriving. The spring wind blew strong, seaward, off Roke Knoll, blowing the water of the fountain.Irian stepped forward
before the Doorkeeper could answer.."Ach, it's a witch's den," Crow said, at the whiff of herbs and aromatic smoke, and he stepped."It always
seemed to me they're sort of alike," he said, "magic and music. Spells and tunes. For one thing, you have to get them just exactly right.".as if
expecting to find stilts that would account for my height. He did not say a word..eye back home, eh? No more moping, eh?"."She asked to," said
the Doorkeeper..Ivory nodded gravely. "But the Archmage lost all his power in the land of death. Maybe all magery was weakened then.".saw the
red ridge of the mountain in the dawn. Anieb died while he held her, her ruined face.to get up and walk that the young man lurched to his feet and
stumbled several steps, almost."We knew there was a great gift in her," Ayo said, and then fell silent for a while. "We didn't know how to teach her.
There are no teachers left on the mountain. King Losen's wizards destroy the sorcerers and witches. There's no one to turn to.".Permissions
Department, Harcourt, Inc., 6277 Sea Harbor Drive, Orlando, Florida 32887-6777..Inside stood two of the wheelless cars; a few lamps shone, and
under them three people."To say?".even then, if a wizard met up with one whose powers were greater than his own, he might be."What does that
mean, 'really'? Biologically I'm forty, but by Earth clocks, one hundred.completely forgot! I couldn't find him, you understand. So I'll look for a
hotel. There are hotels?"."If he wants a party, he'll have it," she said. Their voices were alike, being in the higher register but dark-toned, and held
to an even quietness, contained, restrained. She perched on a stool beside his at the high desk..The Hardic people of the Archipelago live by
farming, herding, fishing, trading, and the usual.and therefore ask you to let the witch go, and peace return.".alliteration, stylised phrasing, and
structuring by repetition are the principal poetic devices..the answering hatred in the son's eyes, the threat, the pitiless contempt. And seeing it,
Dulse.Labby's band!" cried the pretty girl nearest Diamond. "Come on, they're the best!".Otter, sitting by the fire shelling walnuts, held still. Mead
thanked the messenger and brought."The Summoner was among us when we stood on Roke Knoll and saw the Archmage kneel to King Lebannen.
Then, as the dragon bore our friend away, the Summoner fell down..Tell him what he sees, Anieb whispered in Otter's mind, and he spoke: "A
stream runs through.He sat up, sat still..Veil, with her gentle voice and smile, was implacable. She told Medra that though she had consented to his
remaining on Roke, it was to keep watch on him. "You broke through our defenses once," she said. "All that you say of yourself may be true, and
may not. What can you tell me that would make me trust you?".I entered a mall. It was filled with displays. Tourist offices, sports shops,
mannequins in.unintentionally, and for the second time felt an invisible resilience that kept me from crossing the.the boat with better wares than
most householders of the Isles were used to seeing, and Tern.There were no wizards serving Losen now except Early and a couple of humble
sorcerers. Early had."I've been coming doing business here some ten years," he said, looking Irioth up and down. "A man.But the boy played no
tricks against his father. He took his beatings in silence and learned to.Sometimes he idly made a fist and then turned his hand over opening the
palm, but nobody here."I know. No, that's something else. I thought that you all. . .".They kissed each other all over their faces. To Rose's lips
Diamond's face was smooth and full as."It's the first time I ever saw one. . . So that's what a cigarette looks like. How can you.cool, as if a
mountain stream ran through them..centuries before they were ever written. The Creation of Ea, the oldest and most sacred poem, is.danced on the
crimson pillars. But Otter could not read the book or the runes. He had never.the lake. I stood, dumbstruck and enraptured; the wind brought faint,
fading echoes of music,.While Morred sought to free his people from these spells and to confront his enemy, Elfarran.underfoot ended, gave way to
porous rock. I passed through a curtain of light and found
myself.file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (19 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:30
AM].After a long time, Azver said, "I have no idea.".particularly of the words of the Language of the Making. His Book of Names became the
foundation.for a wizard, Heleth was silent as a stone about some things. Ogion, who respected silence, had.stride out of the stableyard without a
word, the ugly hound she favoured trotting after her. It."She gave me freedom," he said. "And I still feel that all I do is done through her and for
her..images in his mind: great fires blazing, burning sticks with hands and feet, burning lumps that.there was enough, was all.."Of course not!".He
sailed up the broad straits till Mount Onn was hidden by the headlands at the mouth of the Bay of Havnor. He would not see it again unless he went
through that narrow passage. Then he would see the mountain, all the sweep and cresting of it, over the calm waters where he used to try to raise up
the magewind when he was twelve; and sailing on he would see the towers rise up from the water, dim at first, mere dots and lines, then lifting up
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their bright banners, the white city at the center of the world..Under Roke's steadily growing influence, wizardry was shaped into a coherent body
of knowledge,.AVON BOOKS.hellhounds and probably a drunk old man. But it was worth the chance, he thought; he was bored out.The roof of
the cavern was far above him. The trickle of water dripping from the mica ledge glittered in short dashes in the werelight..black machines. I took
these for cars. But when the two nearest me emerged and, before I had.Old Powers, either. Nothing of that sort. Nothing sticky.".Highdrake took
Medra as his student, gratefully. "I was taught my art by a mage who gave me freely."Those are spells of illusion only, of seeming. But there are
true changes, and true summonings. And these may be true temptations to the wizard! It's a wonderful thing to fly on the wings of a falcon,
mistress, and to see the earth below you with a falcon's eye. And summoning, which is naming truly, is a great power. To know the true name is to
have power, as you know, mistress. And the summoner's art goes straight to that. It's a wonderful thing to summon up the semblance and the spirit
of one long dead. To see the beauty of Elfarran in the orchards of Solea, as Morred saw it when the world was young..."."Is she misnamed?" the
Doorkeeper asked the Namer..dragon scream-and flew on faster, leaving them to follow him to the conquest.."I think I do.".his voice was beautiful.
He talked like the tale-tellers when they spoke the parts of the heroes."We have to finish the work here," he told her, and she looked at him mildly.
All animals were."Ivory," said the Doorkeeper. "A lad from Havnor Great Port, whom I let in three years ago, and."Where?" he whispered, and
then said the word aloud in the language all things understand that."Don't be afraid," Gelluk said, his voice strong and musical over the panting
gasp of the huge.to him, Havnor lies between us. He heard her say, Al! the true powers, all the old powers, at root."I can't stop," she said, and
started to walk again..went on wandering about with itinerant musicians, ballad-singers and such, learning all their.away. They were kissing. I
walked toward the muffled sound of music, some all-night restaurant.great forest of Faliern..pursuing him across the winter sea, "riding the west
wind, the rain wind, the heavy cloud." Each.hard work. The gardeners went away and there was nothing to watch out the window but the
cabbages.to be certain. If he does what I do here there is no harm. We can work together. If I do what he.that from there, from behind the glass
plate, some giant face was grimacing at me, meditating.head, and saw the glow of the city on the clouds. I was surprised, for I had thought that I
was.asked for, dinner, a toad of her own, the amethyst necklace, lessons in witchcraft. She would have.the cattle-speed the work! He's given us
surety of payment. So you'll sleep in the chimney corner,.and yet slower, but they walked on. There was no sound but the sound of the rain falling
from the.a young man, thin, not as tall as she had thought. It was a fine face, but there was something.enlightening mageries and charms, all the
lore and rules of Roke, all the wisdom of the books Ard.year to year and generation to generation as solid and steady as the oaks, the family that
owned.aboard her. My hands wouldn't do it. So I did what I could. I made her go her own way. Not his.There was the silence. Then a fish leapt
from the black, shaking water, a white-grey fish the.on the edge of twilight, a low wall of stones. And as he looked he thought he saw a woman
walking.Golden's house, and a tent for the old folks to eat and drink and gossip in, and new clothes for.for he could not make the werelight shine in
that room. The day came unspeakably welcome, even.to him, "Did you ever hear of Roke Island?"."Tell me your name," she said, and he said,
"Teriel,"."Must we hide forever?".you again I'd do you a favor, if I could. As one finder to the other, see?"."I am not ashamed," Irian said. She
looked at them all. She felt that she should thank them for their courtesy but the words would not come. She nodded stiffly to them, turned round,
and strode out of the room..not symbols only, but reifactors: they can be used to bring a thing or condition into being or.him down at last into the
town at the head of the bay..few leaves in my mouth and chewed them; they were young, bitter; for the first time since my.Lebannen. Then, as the
dragon bore our friend away, the Summoner fell down..your bed," she said. "There's no fire in that room. Did you meet weather, up on the
mountain? They.Away from the lanterns of the party it was dark, but she knew the way in the dark. He was there. The willows had grown, these
two years. There was only a little space to sit among the green shoots and the long, falling leaves..He thought what he must do, and how he must do
it. He wasn't sure whether he had summoned her or she had come of her own will; he didn't know how she had spoken the word of the Old Tongue
to him or through him. He didn't know what he was doing, or what she was doing, and he was almost certain that the working of any spell would
rouse Gelluk. But at last, rashly, and in dread, for such spells were a mere rumor among those who had taught him his sorcery, he summoned the
woman in the stone tower..the ragged shirt and saying nothing. At last he said he must go on, and the children drifted away."Why do you say
nothing?" I asked. I had to clear my throat..earthy taste of the onion was good, and he ate it all..and finally to promise him, swearing on his own
true and secret name, that if he learned the.The Doorkeeper shook his head, agreeing.."Yours are perished.".She held up her first finger; raised the
other fingers, and clenched them together into a fist; then slowly turned her wrist and opened her hand palm out, as if in offering. He had seen
Anieb make that gesture. It was not a spell, he thought, watching intently, but a sign. Ayo was watching him.."Send him on out to the dairy," said
one of Alder's cowboys. "Gift's taking whatever comes." There was some sniggering and shushing..His spies had been coming to him for a year or
more muttering about a secret insurgency all across his realm, rebellious groups of sorcerers that called themselves the Hand. Eager to find his
enemy, he had one such group investigated. They turned out to be a lot of old women, midwives, carpenters, a ditchdigger, a tinsmith's prentice, a
couple of little boys. Humiliated and enraged, Early had them put to death along with the man who reported them to him. It was a public execution,
in Losen's name, for the crime of conspiracy against the King. There had perhaps not been enough of that kind of intimidation lately. But it went
against his grain. He didn't like to make a public spectacle of fools who had tricked him into fearing them. He would rather have dealt with them in
his own way, in his own time. To be nourishing, fear must be immediate; he needed to see people afraid of him, hear their terror, smell it, taste it.
But since he ruled in Losen's name, it was Losen who must be feared by the armies and the peoples, and he himself must keep in the background,
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making do with slaves and prentices..Then she turned and went down the hill through the long grass, the way she had come..walkways visible in
the abyss, above the silver decks of the ever-steadily gliding platforms;."Look at all the stuff you can do," she said. "You couldn't do any of it if
you didn't have a gift."."My people, the Kargs, they worship gods. Twin gods, brothers. And the king there is also a god..acts. Only in the syntax of
the Old Speech, however, and only as spoken or written by a wizard,.and the dragonlords. Maybe he was a teller or a singer? But no; the murrain,
he had said..parking lot. For the "rasts"? I decided that it would be better for me to wait for someone to come.weatherworker had a bag, a great long
sack or a little pouch..Very few people ever spoke to Gelluk unless he compelled them to. The spells by which he silenced,.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.".was fond of children and animals. He liked all beautiful things. It was pleasant to have a young.The leaves of the trees spoke, she said,
and the shadows could be read. "I am learning to read them," she said..Oh, it's time, and past time. We must deliver the King. We must find the
great lode. It is here; there is no doubt of that: 'The womb of the Mother lies under Samory.""."The key," Gelluk said..Her eyelids
fluttered..fountain. Only the Grove would stand. Only the green hill, silent, immovable. He heard Elehal say.but though she hugged him she drew
away again, frowning..other metals, even gold, see..Anieb kept a better pace than seemed possible in a woman so famished and destroyed, walking
almost naked in the chill of the rain. All her will was aimed on walking forward; she had nothing else in her mind, not him, not anything. But she
was there bodily with him, and he felt her presence as keenly and strangely as when she had come to his summoning. The rain ran down her naked
head and body. He made her stop to put on his shirt. He was ashamed of it, for it was filthy, he having worn it all these weeks. She let him pull it
over her head and then walked right on. She could not go quickly, but she went steadily, her eyes fixed on the faint cart track they followed, till the
night came early under the rain clouds, and they could not see where to set their feet..up on quick, laboring wings to the top of the cliffs. Then,
possessed by flight, he flew on over a."No," he said, taking no offense, perhaps not understanding, "Of course it wasn't. I beg your
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