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The music started up, distant, blurred by wind and the murmur of the river running..She kept his hand and led him in. He was always a little
reluctant to enter the witch's house, a pungent, disorderly place thick with the mysteries of women and witchcraft, very different from his own
clean comfortable home, even more different from the cold austerity of the wizard's house. He shivered like a horse as he stood there, too tall for
the herb-festooned rafters. He was very highly strung, and worn out, having walked forty miles in sixteen hours without food..first big map I drew
of all the Archipelago and the Reaches, when I began to work on A Wizard of."Come" she said, "before you fall asleep there," and he followed her
obediently to Berry's room, which wasn't much more than a cupboard built onto the corner of the house. Her room was behind the chimney. Berry
would come in, drunk, in a while, and she'd put down the pallet in the chimney corner for him. Let the traveler have a good bed for a night. Maybe
he'd leave a copper or two with her when he went on. There was a terrible shortage of coppers in her household these days..child, and she has no
name. So then you wait. You open your mind up, like. Like opening the doors.pouch made of a sheep's stomach. They were very poor people. They
gave him what they had. So Anieb."I'll ask them their name," Medra said. He smiled. "If they'll tell me, they can come in. And when they think
they've learned everything, they can go out again. If they can tell me my name.".job, Otter's father said, and what the work was used for was none
of their concern..said, turning suddenly. The big, white-haired man, Kurremkarmerruk the Namer, was standing just.was killed by treachery, it
seemed that no good thing happened in the Archipelago..wise, eh?" he said. "Maybe the Doorkeeper." He looked at her now, not glancing but
squarely, his.Young King or The Deed of Morred..the harbor, the piers, the fishing boats, only when he was outdoors and away from Hemlock and
his."No," she said, "only me... But there's a great deal of seeking and finding to be done in the.fear them, fear to be corrupted - no, but fear that to
admit women might change the rule they."I'm not really good on the fife, but I'm good enough. What you didn't teach me, I can fill in.They let him
walk among them, wild as they were and having had nothing from men's hands but.She kept his hand and led him in. He was always a little
reluctant to enter the witch's house, a.Roke lives on its great past, defended by a thousand spells against the present day. And inside.Ivory clapped
his hand to his right leg. A dog's tooth had ripped his breeches at the calf, and a.Two long curves appeared on the Doorkeeper's cheeks, enclosing
the slow upturn of his smile. The Changer's face remained stern, but he blinked, and after a little thought said, "I'm sure - yes - it was definitely the
better plan to be honest. What Master did you speak of?"."A summoner grows used to bidding spirits and shadows to come at his will and go at his
word. Maybe this man began to think, Who's to forbid me to do the same with the living? Why have I the power if I cannot use it? So he began to
call the living to him, those at Roke whom he feared, thinking them rivals, those whose power he was jealous of. When they came to him he took
their power from them for himself, leaving them silent. They couldn't say what had happened to them, what had become of their power. They didn't
know.."Then why did you drink?" she asked..She was in tears. They hugged, and she stroked his thick, shining hair and apologized for being.There
was a pause. He forgot that he had to answer in words. "I'd stay if I might," he said. "I'd.Who opened it to rich or poor,."I forget-I always forget,"
he said, downcast again. "I forget the walls of the prison. I'm not."Thank you for these and the shoes," he said, and thanking her for the gift,
remembered her use-.brought out a small, soft, thick, leather bag that weighed heavy in his hands. He opened it to."Spoken like a man," said Veil
with her gentle, wounded smile..Ogion, obedient, bringing himself back to himself in the stuffy, tapestried room in Gont Port, did not understand
the old man's joke until he turned to the window and saw the Armed Cliffs down at the end of the long bay, the jaws ready to snap shut. "I will," he
said, and set to it.."I think, if you stayed, Heleth, we could talk."."Something to drink? Prum, extran, morr, cider?".Copyright (c) 2001 by Ursula K.
Le Guin All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be.a pen, a cage. How could any of them keep their balance in a place like that?.hearth,
skillfully making up the fire. The curer was in his room asleep. She looked in, and closed.the world, there are still women of the Hand. That net
hasn't broken after so many years. How
was.file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (101 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:32
AM].He took her hand and kissed it as they sat side by side..right? They sent you here as a dowser. If you're a good dowser you'll feed well and
sleep easy..My teacher had no staff, Dulse thought, and at the same moment thought, He wants his staff from me. Gontish oak, from the hands of a
Gontish wizard. Well, if he earns it I'll make him one. If he can keep his mouth closed. And I'll leave him my lore-books. If he can clean out a
henhouse, and understand the Glosses of Danemer, and keep his mouth closed.."Child, don't be ridiculous.".Tuly shared it with him for a long time,
since she could see her son only by lying to her husband,.Knowing the Enemy's name, he was able to counter his enchantments and drive him from
Enlad, pursuing him across the winter sea, "riding the west wind, the rain wind, the heavy cloud." Each had met his match, and in their final
confrontation, somewhere in the Sea of Ea, both perished..unintentionally, and for the second time felt an invisible resilience that kept me from
crossing the.side of the long swells. Oared galleys seldom went out of sight of land and seldom rowed through.been a hundred years ago. He came
back unsuccessful and embittered and spent his age drinking the.While Morred sought to free his people from these spells and to confront his
enemy, Elfarran.looking into her face..When she asked him if students came there from the Great House, he said, "Sometimes." Another time he
said, "My words are nothing. Hear the leaves." That was all he said that could be called teaching. As she walked, she listened to the leaves when
the wind rustled them or stormed in the crowns of the trees; she watched the shadows play, and thought about the roots of the trees down in the
darkness of the earth. She was utterly content to be there. Yet always, without discontent or urgency, she felt that she was waiting. And that silent
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expectancy was deepest and clearest when she came out of the shelter of the woods and saw the open sky..After another long time she said, "Maybe
I can learn it here, sir."."She saved me but I couldn't save her," he said fiercely to the men and women of the mountain village. He still would not
let her go, holding the rain-wet, stiffened body against him as if to defend it..that he could come among them in a herd, instead of going to them
one by one as they scattered out.the sky above me again. But my capacity for surprise was pretty well exhausted. I had had.surprised to see her own
brown arm, her rolled-up sleeve, the grass springing cool and green."I don't know what to tell you. Is it a custom that you don't go around
naked?"."Mages can do more than that," the girl said..He sat down on his narrow bunk and looked at her sitting on her narrow bunk; they could not
face."Oh, they'll come for the glory," said the harper, a lean, long-jawed, wall-eyed fellow of forty..was Irioth. Maybe in time he would be another
man. No; that was wrong; he must be this man. This.around the station, in the Center itself? This seemed odd to me. The wind bore a faint
fragrance.Havnor Great Port; he owned the biggest chestnut groves; he owned the carts and hired the carters.news; suddenly the walkway took me
into a lighted interior and came to an end..himself, riding back to Westpool, and laughed. "I do indeed," he said aloud. The black mare
nicked."Some flurries," he said. She got a good look at him now in the light of lamp and fire. He was not a young man, thin, not as tall as she had
thought. It was a fine face, but there was something wrong, something amiss. He looks ruined, she thought, a ruined man..The Patterner's voice had
grown rougher, and he suddenly brushed the little design of pebbles apart with the palm of his hand..unbutton it, did not slip it off, just tore it, and
let the shreds fall from her fingers, like trash..Hound was sorry for him. "You know, if it was Gelluk questioning you, he'd have everything you.The
witch emerged with a soapstone drop-spindle and a ball of greasy wool. She sat down on the.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,
making do with slaves and prentices.."We could find no trace of him. No doubt he changed himself to a bird or a fish when he left Roke, until he
came to some other island. And a wizard can hide himself from all finding spells. We sent out inquiries, in the ways we have of doing so, but
nothing and nobody replied. So we set off looking for him, the Summoner to the eastern isles and I to the west. For when I thought about this man,
I had begun to see in my mind's eye a great mountain, a broken cone, with a long, green land beneath it reaching to the south. I remembered my
geography lessons when I was a boy at Roke, and the lay of the land on Semel, and the mountain whose name is Andanden. So I came to the High
Marsh. I think I came the right way.".Pelnish Lore and the Kargish legends maintain that the separation was deliberate, made by an.years went on a
larger house was needed for the school than any in Thwil Town..her cheeks. Her face hardly changed..No wind. No birdcall. No distant lowing or
bleating or call of voice. As if all the island had.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.."Who doesn't? I like the cheese making. There's an interest to it. And I'm strong. All I fear is.at him. "My name is Irian," she
said..full of shame and rage and vengefulness..troubled time; its story casts light on how some of the customs and institutions of the.So the pattern
of the years was set for Tern. In the late spring he would go out in Hopeful,."There's no harm in him but the drink, but there's not much left of him
but the drink. It's eaten.after the men were gone did some neighbors creep out to comfort Otter's people as best they could..Diamond sat in his own
sunny room upstairs, on his comfortable bed, hearing his mother singing as she went about the house. He held the wizard's letter and reread the
message and the two runes many times. The cold and sluggish mind that had been born in him that morning down in the sallows accepted the
lesson. No magic. Never again. He had never given his heart to it. It had been a game to him, a game to play with Darkrose. Even the names of the
True Speech that he had learned in the wizard's house, though he knew the beauty and the power that lay in them, he could let go, let slip, forget.
That was not his language..freedom than most village women and less need to fear abuse. Many pledge "witch-troth" with."Are you?"."Why do you
say nothing?" I asked. I had to clear my throat.."Good-bye. . .".failed he had to stop and sit down and sleep. The sleep was never death, as he
thought it was. He.separated into two kinds of being, incompatible in their habits and desires. Perhaps a long.though little exercised, was absolute.
In their hands lay the fate of the long-kingless kingdom of.a certain word, a password, before he'll let you in. If you don't know it, you can never go
in..miners forbade it, earnestly believing it was the worst of bad luck for a man to pick up a shovel.her hand in his, and her cheek, warm-cool,
silken-gritty, lay against his mouth. In his mind he.crewman on a fishing boat of the Ebavnor Straits or a trader of the Inmost Sea..your horse up
and see to him. There's the pump, there's plenty of hay. Come on in the house after..TERMINAL PARK -- and a shining green
arrow..mage-warlords of Wathort raided Roke, and killed almost all the grown men of the island. But the."Di," she said, and he looked up. His face
was still round and a bit peachy, though the bones were heavier and the eyes were melancholy..Great House. I know it.".thriving. The spring wind
blew strong, seaward, off Roke Knoll, blowing the water of the fountain.the old men and women would read aloud in a hall down by the wharf
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where the fisherwomen made and."Everything's for gain some way, I'd say. People have to live. But what do I know? I make my living doing what
I know how to do. But I don't meddle with the great arts, the perilous crafts, like summoning the dead," and Rose made the hand-sign to avert the
danger spoken of.
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