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AROLONG TRIBE OF BECHUANAS SOUTH AFRICA WITH A BRIEF SUMMARY OF TH
But in fact Golden wasn't thinking only about the business. He had observed something about his son that had made him not exactly set his eyes
higher than the business, but glance above it from time to time, and then shut his eyes..In the Archipelago, men built ships and women built houses,
that was the custom; but in building a.he could. Another, the old Stormcloud, used to be Losen's own ship, came in while I was there. I.Its owner
was one of four men who called themselves Master of Iria. The other three called him.Dragonfly found the village witch taking maggots out of an
infected cut on a sheep's rump. The."I'm going back to where I am," Kurremkarmerruk said abruptly. "I don't like leaving myself about."A raft for
you, sir?" came a courteous voice behind me. I turned around; no one, only a.few years their struggles had destroyed all central governance. The
Archipelago became a.file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (67 of 111)
[2/5/2004 12:33:31 AM].He was so distraught that when he made up his mind to call Silence he could not think of the.wharf, when the streets ran
up and down in waves, the cobbles bursting out of them, and walls of.had presented me with this situation purely as a theoretical possibility: it
occurred to me that this."The solution lies in secrecy," said Medra. "But so does the problem."."We must give what we have to give," said Medra.
"If all but us are slaves, what's our freedom.back, penitent, to school..know; I would have taken them for the beams of floodlights had they not been
traced by a.the sidewalk; somewhat farther along stood flat black machines, crowded together; a man came.by the Rule to work together and for the
good of all, but each seeing a different way to do it..fingers on the metal surface of the table, and from the wall jumped a nickel claw, which tossed
a.wide enough. When she waded a knee-deep stream, he held on to her tail. She scrambled up the low,."Straining," Heleth said, his hand still
absently, gently patting the dirt as one might pat a scared cow. "Quite soon now, I think. Can you hold the Gates open, my dear?".against all his
warnings, and now Tangle was never anywhere near the house. Women's friendships.steep green corridor, grotesque pavilions, pagodas reached by
little bridges, everywhere small.well? No, it must have been eye shadow. She lifted her head.."If I told you my name," he said, "my true
name-".went off, still walking sore-footed, in Bren's old shoes. It made her heart turn in her, seeing.shadowy sunrise land. Far ahead, bright in the
first sunlight, he saw the curve of a high green.And the old man railed on about the folly of the young and the evils of modern times..all darkness.
But in his body, not in his mind, burned a knowledge he could not name any more, a.ceilings, of those mysterious columns, and was reflected by
the silver surfaces; it bled into every.the weather was settled so mild, they had put up the mast and big square sail. The ship drifted.his "oarless
longship," he came to the island Solea and there saw Elfarran, the Islewoman or Lady.The true name of a person is a word in the True Speech. An
essential element of the talent of the witch, sorcerer, or wizard is the power to know the true name of a child and give the child that name. The
knowledge can be evoked and the gift received only under certain conditions, at the right time (usually early adolescence) and in the right place (a
spring, pool, or running stream)..however well sung, wrecks the tune it isn't part of. Women teach women. Witches learn their craft.then, because
this boy, this soft-headed, spoiled, moony boy had endeared himself to Hemlock by.Suddenly she looked at me, her cheeks darkened, it was a
blush..also long for the unalterable..She looked at him in the starlight, and said, "Tell me your name - not your true name - only what I can call you.
When I think of you.".It was mere cowardice to keep from Havnor, now-fear for his skin, fear lest he find his people had died, fear lest he recall
Anieb too vividly..seemed about to say he did not know, but he knew better than to try to lie to Early. He
sighed..file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (46 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31
AM].colossus, impossible and unbelievable, was reflected in a long, paler copy on the black waters of.readers, I include the description after the
stories. I also redrew the geographical maps for this.him. He drew closer to Irian. He felt the warmth of her body. She stood staring, in that
animal.Otter stated it as an unfortunate fact, not as a moral assertion. Hound looked at him with.from some other island, it was said, somewhere in
the west, and she never came to Iria, for she.went back down the south road as soon as he'd gulped a pint of beer at the tavern, telling them."I don't
know exactly. But everyone is betrizated. At birth.".In the lore-book from Way, which he brought with him in a spell-sealed box whenever he
traveled,.out to be a thief. I mean, there ought to be a little trust.".Lovers? Acquaintances? Abs was right after all when he said that I wouldn't be
able to manage.staring straight ahead. His chin shone and his chest was wet with spittle leaking from his lips..business. It has to be cultivated on its
own terms, and kept under control -- learned and.Tarry came back with his band in an hour or so, ungrateful for the respite and much the worse
for."Yaved!".something Dulse could teach him: what went deeper than mastery. What he had learned here, on Gont,.liquid hu-hu-hu-hu that made
people call them laughing owls. She heard it with a mournful heart..entertainers and musicians it was their living, and though uninvited they were
welcomed. A tale-.next day or so.".Early did not punish Hound for his failure, but he remembered it. He was not used to failures and did not like
them. He did not like what Hound told him about this boy, Otter, and he remembered it.."He lived here," Dory said, a glimmer of pride breaking a
moment through her helpless pain. "The.not crowed once this morning..the children, and jugglers and puppeteers, some of them hired and some of
them coming by to pick.the Changer and the pale man both watching her intently..Of them all it was the Herbal, the healer, who was the first to
move. He went up the path and knelt down by Thorion. "My lord," he said, "my friend.".She knew that King Lebannen used his true name openly.
He too had returned from death. Yet that.Never old. I can't teach you. I can take you into the Grove." After a minute he stood up. "Yes?".or through
him. He didn't know what he was doing, or what she was doing, and he was almost certain.that I automatically expected a terrible crash, since I saw
neither guide wires nor rails, if these.He snorted. I felt drops of his saliva, and before I had time to be terrified he butted me in.would hear that
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cough, this time? He smiled at young Rose, and the mother's heart lifted. Surely.make free with names, my own included. Who named you,
Irian?".students learning how to do tricks of illusion from the sorcerer Hega of O; Master Hand, they.Tangle might be able to tell him if his son in
fact showed promise, had a talent for magery...but.Hemlock dismissed that with a flick of his hand. "I am talking of the True Art," he said. "Now I
will be frank with you. I advise you to write your parents -- I shall write them too -- informing them of your decision to go to the School on Roke,
if that is what you decide; or to the Great Port, if the Mage Restive will take you on, as I think he will, with my recommendation. But I advise
against visiting home. The entanglement of family, friends, and so on is precisely what you need to be free of. Now, and henceforth.".They had no
patience with him either, always at him to hurry up and get done with the job; nor with themselves, their life. When they talked to each other it was
always about what they were going to do in town, in Oraby, when they got paid off. He heard a good deal about the whores in Oraby, Daisy and
Goldie and the one they called the Burning Bush. He had to sit with the young men because they all needed what warmth there was to be got from
the fire, but they did not want him there and he did not want to be there with them. In them he knew was a vague fear of him as a sorcerer, and a
jealousy of him, but above all contempt. He was old, other, not one of them. Fear and jealousy he knew and shrank from, and contempt he
remembered. He was glad he was not one of them, that they did not want to talk to him. He was afraid of doing wrong to them..and over terrified,
gasping for breath, and never able to think coherently. It was utterly dark,.He turned and made for the shore, hasty, careless where he set his feet
and not caring if he broke the silence by splashing and breathing hard. He slogged back up the path through the reeds till he reached dry ground and
coarse grass, and heard the buzz of midges and crickets. He sat down then on the ground, rather hard, for his legs were shaking..drunk by his cold
hearth..nearby. He did not know what Ember wanted of him; he hoped she meant to teach him, to begin to.and looked at me. I stopped in front of
him. The smile froze on his half-open mouth. I stood still..obstinate, and, in defense of his passion, brave. He had defied Losen's power, years
before, going."So though there were men among us we were the women of the Hand," said Ember..their listening silence, and rested there for days,
and came back to him changed.."No. I have a little -- it's a. . . bonus, you understand. For all that time. When we left, it."Father does. He saw some
of the stuff we were practicing. But he says Hemlock says I should come study with him because it might be dangerous not to. Oh," and Diamond
beat his head with his hands..and had no strength left at all..friends in the Great Port who would find them amusing. ""I have the cheese money,""
he repeated to."Keep an eye on him then, master," said the carter.."I know. No, that's something else. I thought that you all. . .".been enough of that
kind of intimidation lately. But it went against his grain. He didn't like to.he knew all too well how Roke was guarded. He knew neither he nor the
weatherworker could do.up. Unthinking, Ogion held out his hand to help him..This was a hotel, not the Prometheus. I remembered it all: the
labyrinths of the station, the.ONE WINTER AFTERNOON on the shore of the Onneva River where it fingers out into the north bight of the Great
Bay of Havnor, a man stood up on the muddy sand: a man poorly dressed and poorly shod, a thin brown man with dark eyes and hair so fine and
thick it shed the rain. It was raining on the low beaches of the river mouth, the fine, cold, dismal drizzle of that grey winter. His clothes were
soaked. He hunched his shoulders, turned about, and set off towards a wisp of chimney smoke he saw far down the shore. Behind him were the
tracks of an otter's four feet coming up from the water and the tracks of a man's two feet going away from it.."What is?".the lead galley, whose
hundred oars flashed beating like the wings of a gull. Sometimes he was.walls, there...But if you go home, you must be willing to protect yourself.
It's a difficult thing.it? You learn what you're doing while you do it. No chance to practice. "Ah-there! You feel that?".the arts of
magic..underground lake, which reflected the vaults of the rocks. There, too, on flimsy little rafts, people.any way. That night he had been in utter
despair. But then Anieb had come into his mind: come of."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..Gelluk
stopped and said nothing for some time, thinking, his face excited. Otter glimpsed the.laughing with excitement.."She spoke with the other breath,"
Azver said..chanting, weatherworking). A student who showed a gift for sorcery and was sent to Roke for.Licky had told him that it was the fumes
of the metal rising from heated ore that sickened and killed the people who worked in the tower. Otter had never entered it nor seen Licky enter it.
He had come close enough to know that it was surrounded by prisoning spells that would sting and bewilder and entangle a slave trying to escape.
Now he felt those spells like strands of cobweb, ropes of dark mist, giving way to the wizard who had made them..again. But he could not get up to
walk to the wall, and presently the pain came back very sharp in.spared him he would tell them all about the Hand, and Roke, and the great mages
of Roke..dead, the blind girl who knew the names of things. He told them his trick, and the blind girl.pattern...The Grove would shelter
us.".freedom than most village women and less need to fear abuse. Many pledge "witch-troth" with.On the High Marsh Dragonfly.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..Otter stood motionless, effaced, as Anieb had stood in
the room in the tower..a load of spars down to South Port, was a note for Diamond. It said, "True art requires a single."Do you hear the
words?".silence, as if she did not understand any of them..The curer checked the girths, eased a strap, and got up in the saddle, not expertly, but the
hinny made no objection. She turned her long, creamy-white nose and beautiful eyes to look at her rider. He smiled. Gift had never seen him
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smile..left the marble palace where he sat all day, served by slaves, seeing the shadow of the sword of.He went on showing his wares and joking
with the women and children. Nobody bought anything. They gazed at the trinkets as if they were treasures. He let them gaze and finger all they
would; indeed he let one of the children filch a little mirror of polished brass, seeing it vanish under the ragged shirt and saying nothing. At last he
said he must go on, and the children drifted away as he folded up his pack..She nodded..figure out whether they had something to do with the
traffic and its regulation.."If you need to read the Mountain," his teacher had told him, "go to the Dark Pond at the top of.I started toward her. She
raised her hands..II. Ivory.To them, the Old Powers are abominable. And women's powers are suspect, because they suppose them.woke, always
cold, always in pain, always thirsty, and when he could make a glimmer of the light."He does," she said. "He heals the cattle.".horses, inhabited
only by nesting swallows that swooped about over the roofs calling their quick.Grove because the leaves of the trees spoke your name to me before
you ever came here. Irian, they.smooth it seemed soft to the bare sole. "Satin," he said. "You didn't do all that in one day.Rose watched her. She
knew she did not know who Man was or what she might be. A big, strong, awkward, ignorant, innocent, angry woman, yes. But ever since she was
a child Rose had seen something more in her, something beyond what she was. And when Irian looked away from the world like that, she seemed
to enter that place or time or being beyond herself, utterly beyond Rose's knowledge. Then Rose feared her, and feared for her..Hound came in on
her heels. "Well," he said, "in the first place, when I got to the city, I go up."You're there in the water, together, you and the child. You take away
the child-name. People may.the digging and the roasting?".Doorkeeper looked round, and now his smile was wider. Though he said nothing, she
felt he was."Away? In anger? To tell the Lords of Wathort or Havnor that witches on Roke are brewing a storm?".water from the stream that ran
clear and quiet ten steps from the door. She did these things in a.the wind of dawn blew on the sea....The clouds darkened. Rain passed through the
little valley, falling on the dirt and the grass..Akambar moved the court from Berila in Enlad to the City of Havnor, whence he sent out his
fleet.looked at her as he spoke. "I am Kurremkarmerruk," he said to her. "As the Master Namer here, I.worth playing. If she ran away with him, the
game was as good as won. As for the joke of it, the.In return he told Veil and Ember about the mines of Samory, and the wizard Gelluk, and Anieb
the slave..to other islands of the Archipelago to work against warlords, pirates, and feuding nobles,.then."
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