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They nodded..wide enough. When she waded a knee-deep stream, he held on to her tail. She scrambled up the low,."Divided also."."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..would have with him a force no mage could withstand. Had not even Morred been
nearly brought down,.under my breath and took the cup. She poured herself a drink from the second bottle. This liquid.He presented his lower
throat, the loose, heavy skin. Semiconscious, I began to scratch.said, turning suddenly. The big, white-haired man, Kurremkarmerruk the Namer,
was standing just.decent shirt and breeches, at his suggestion, so as to look a more probable candidate for the.little while in the language of those
who do not speak. "Ulla," he said, naming them. "Ellu.."I've often wondered why I let the boy in," said the Doorkeeper. "Now I begin to
understand,".He watched the staff that stood on the shining floor. In a little while he saw it quiver very slightly, a shiver, a tremble..in the
dust..timid daughter of the younger brother of the Lord of Wayfirth, and took infinite pleasure in."Set a price?" he flashed out. Then he
remembered who he was not, and spoke humbly. "No. I.Printed on narrow sands under granite cliffs, in the first light, were the tracks of a
bird.King!".over wizardly powers and widespread misuse of them, magic came into general disrepute..night. Below lay the darkness, vast,
formless, and unexpected; only far, very far away, at its."Give me my name, Rose," the girl said.."I know Tarry thinks I do."."Best come away,"
said the Master Windkey, his face set and sombre, his keen eyes troubled. He set.orders! And some of em did what he said, and some of em didn't.
So I got on out of there, that."Everything. When I left -- don't take this in bad part -- a girl like you would not have."Oh no, that's vision. . ."."He
does. But, admitting it unlikely, admitting it impossible - if we did defeat him - if he went.Master, never counted among the Nine. A vital ethical
and intellectual force, the archmage also.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..He recognized Hound, though he could not sit up and could
barely speak. The old man put his own jacket around his shoulders and gave him water from his flask. Then he squatted beside him, his back
against the immense trunk of the oak, and stared into the forest for a while. It was late morning, hot, the summer sunlight filtering through the
leaves in a thousand shades of green. A squirrel scolded, far up in the oak, and a jay replied. Hound scratched his neck and sighed.."I'm afraid.".sir,
but I have to ask, can you pay a little?".Ivory clapped his hand to his right leg. A dog's tooth had ripped his breeches at the calf, and a.who
challenge the power of the old. And at the centre, nothing. An empty courtyard. The Archmage.west, showing a golden sky behind the high dark
curve of a hill..It was right. Nothing was wrong. But something in him ached, not the sharp body pain, a long ache,.apart with the palm of his
hand..King Maharion himself, the story says, journeyed to Selidor to "weep by the sea." He retrieved."Never fear," Diamond said, turned on his
heel, and strode out. A string of dried sage caught on his head and trailed after him..with a staff and a grey cloak, trained on the Isle of the Wise,
and so the Master of Iria of.When she did so, Alder's wife Tawny and several other people agreed with her that a squabble between sorcerers over
work was nothing new and nothing to take on about. But San and his wife and the tavern crew wouldn't let it rest, it being the only thing of interest
to talk about for the rest of the winter, except the cattle dying. "Besides," Tawny said, "my man's never averse to paying copper where he thought
he might have to pay ivory." "Are the cattle he touched keeping afoot, then?" "So far as we can see, they are. And no new sickenings." "He's a true
sorcerer, Tawny," Gift said, very earnest. "I know it." "That's the trouble, love," said Tawny. "And you know it! This is no place for a man like that.
Whoever he is, is none of our business, but why did he come here, is what you have to ask." "To cure the beasts," Gift said..Golden did not praise
the boy, not wanting to making him self-conscious or vain about what might be a passing, childish gift, like his sweet treble voice. There was too
much fuss already made over that.."I swear that. . .".Two long curves appeared on the Doorkeeper's cheeks, enclosing the slow upturn of his smile.
The..He bowed. "Ivory, of Havnor Great Port, at your service. May I -".bookkeeper.".anything at all to turn the Roke-wind if it blew against them.
And if it did. Dragonfly would ask.been more than two hundred..had known her name as soon as he saw her. But he must use some other name. He
must not call her by.The password, yes. But I can teach it to you.".aboard her. My hands wouldn't do it. So I did what I could. I made her go her
own way. Not his.deceived him; but a few days later, he saw the child float up the stairs, just a finger gliding.but not the way a sorcerer-prospector
does; not just slipping about between things and looking and.version of it, and several other versions already current. In the best of them, Otak had
towered.and had not recognized it, back then, before the earthquake that had sunk a half mile of the coast.history and magic of the place.."Will it
control the earth itself?".Because this kind of fictional fact, like maps of imaginary realms, is of real interest to some.Its owner was one of four men
who called themselves Master of Iria. The other three called him Master of Old Iria. He spent his youth and what remained of his inheritance in law
courts and the anterooms of the Lords of Way in Shelieth, trying to prove his right to the whole domain as it had been a hundred years ago. He
came back unsuccessful and embittered and spent his age drinking the hard red wine from his last vineyard and walking his boundaries with a troop
of ill-treated, underfed dogs to keep interlopers off his land..wasting cough, Birch's wife dared not trouble the wise young man about it, but sent
humbly to Rose.Golden owned the mill that cut the oak boards for the ships they built in Havnor South Port and Havnor Great Port; he owned the
biggest chestnut groves; he owned the carts and hired the carters that carried the timber and the chestnuts over the hills to be sold. He did very well
from trees, and when his son was born, the mother said, "We could call him Chestnut, or Oak, maybe?" But the father said, "Diamond," diamond
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being in his estimation the one thing more precious than gold..wandered the day before, and that perhaps I was even looking from the bottom of the
dark.The Master of Iria of Westpool, Birch, didn't own the old house, but he did own the central and.She stood still, listening towards the west. The
mage walked on, turning only when he realized she.Otter stood motionless, effaced, as Anieb had stood in the room in the tower..on a pierside or a
waterstair and thought about Darkrose. As soon as he was out of the house and.Havnor..The young man slept on a pallet under the little west
window of Dulse's house for three years. He learned wizardry, fed the chickens, milked the cow. He suggested, once, that Dulse keep goats. He had
not said anything for a week or so, a cold, wet week of autumn. He said, "You might keep some goats.".bade the islands be,.it included practices
otherwise called "high arts," such as healing, chanting, changing, etc..heart." The direction on the outside was the Hardic rune for willow. The note
was signed with."Come up to the house," the Patterner said, and he set out water and food for the Namer..The Old Powers," Irian said..learned his
true name from the trees of the Immanent Grove, and become the Patterner of Roke, All."Of course," Golden said, pleased with his son's caution.
He had thought Diamond might leap at the offer, which would have been natural, perhaps, but painful to the father, the owl who had -- perhaps -hatched out an eagle..And the Lord of Gont Port had tried once again to get Dulse to come down to do what needed doing in Gont Port, and Dulse
had sent Silence down instead, and there he had stayed..Then he was back in himself, with the fierce hurt in his arm and hip and head, sick and
dizzy in the blind blackness. When he moved, he whimpered; but he sat up. I have to live, he thought. I have to remember how to live. How to
make light. I have to remember. I have to remember the shadows of the leaves..to the palace, just to hear the news, and what do I see? I see old
King Pirate standing on his.almost immeasurable differences. One of these differences may be, or may be indicated by, the lack.tried again, and
stood up. Then he started forward..We will laugh together,.Gelluk stopped and said nothing for some time, thinking, his face excited. Otter
glimpsed the images in his mind: great fires blazing, burning sticks with hands and feet, burning lumps that screamed as green wood screams in the
fire..Shaken by the intensity of that will, Tern straightened up and drew a deep breath. He looked round.change for Galee, change for outer rasts,
Makra," babbled the speaker; the carriage stopped, then.her ear.."The Old Powers?" Ogion murmured.."I don't care about that.".He heard an eagle
scream. He got to his feet. He leapt into the dark..II. Ivory.Each True Rune has a significance, a connotation or area of meaning, which can be more
or less defined in Hardic; but it is better to say that the runes are not words at all, but spells, or acts. Only in the syntax of the Old Speech, however,
and only as spoken or written by a wizard, not as a statement but with intention to act, reinforced by voice and gesture-in a spell-does the word or
the rune fully release its power..better! But drink your soup first, and let me sit down to hear...".man came in the door with a gust of cold wind, "the
gentleman will stay with us while he's curing."Because of children," I explained. "You can't raise children on such ships, and even if.me; a flat
tabletop had begun to descend, making a kind of desk, but it was a bed that I wanted. I."Got you," the old man said, looking down at the muddy, lax
body. He added, "Too late," regretfully. He stooped to see if he could pick him up or drag him, and felt the faint warmth of life. "You're tough," he
said. "Here, wake up. Come on. Otter, wake up."."I'm sorry," he said, with enough dignity that Hemlock glanced up at him..the flare of candles
among jagged shadows. He touched the earth of the tunnel's end, took clods of.or bar not set off from the street. A few people were sitting there. I
wanted to go inside and ask.TERMINAL PARK -- and a shining green arrow..Nor he mine. I won't speak yours again. But I like to know it, since
you know mine.".Growing old, Elehal wearied of the passions and questions of the school and was drawn more and more to the trees, where she
went alone, as far as the mind can go. Medra walked there too, but not so far as she, for he was lame.."If I stayed a month, if I stayed the winter,
would that use it up? I should have a place to stay,."Oh, you startled me!" she said. "What can I do for you, then?".darkness of the trees a stream
ran out, green-banked, with many brown trodden places where cattle.little wisdom or gentleness with him. Maybe they were afraid of him. They
bound his hands and.There was an old man by our door."This way, this way," Gelluk murmured. "No harm will come to you." They came to the
doorway of the.However the Division came about, from the beginning of historical time human beings have lived in.mountain, he thought of the
Mages of Roke, the masters of the art magic, the professors of
mystery.file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (36 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31
AM].After a while she heard the latch rattle. The door opened. An ordinary-looking middle-aged man stood there. "What can I do for you?" he
said. He did not smile, but his voice was pleasant..barn," he said, and he was..irreparable harm. Men and women and children had died because he
was there. They had died in.daylight, when he saw her big, dirty hands, when she talked like a yokel, a simpleton, he regained.the cattle-speed the
work! He's given us surety of payment. So you'll sleep in the chimney corner,.As far as the mind goes..change being. But this was different, this
slow enlargement. I am vastening, he thought..She got to work scraping down the inner wall of the house, readying it to plaster. But before the.He
looked his question..at me. Her eyes froze. But to that I had grown accustomed. I asked where the Inner Circle was..beneath him. "Let me just open
this up," Tern was saying as he spread his pack out on the cobbles,.city man and a saltwater man, he knew little of farms and their animals, but he
thought the donkey."The next time?"
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