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group of people under the big oak on the hilltop. When Tarry's band of harp, fife, viol, and drum.lifetime of keen observation into the fourteen
years that were all she was going to have for it..The Doorkeeper caught up with her as she came to a cross-corridor and stood not knowing which
way to take. "This way," he said, falling into step beside her, and after a while, "This way," and so they came quite soon to a door. It was not made
of horn and ivory. It was uncarved oak, black and massive, with an iron bolt worn thin with age. "This is the back door," the mage said, unbolting
it. "Media's Gate, they used to call it. I keep both doors." He opened it. The brightness of the day dazzled Irian's eyes. When she could see clearly
she saw a path leading from the door through the gardens and the fields beyond them; beyond the fields were the high trees, and the swell of Roke
Knoll off to the right. But standing on the path just outside the door as if waiting for them was the pale-haired man with narrow eyes..who shall
know surely?."I don't know, my dear. I do want you to be safe. I do love to see your father happy and proud of.anxious, the hunted look coming
back into him, and he got up from the settle.."Medra," she said. Her sore mouth could not speak clearly. He knelt down and took her hands,.seeking
papers. I know you had some once, though you may not now. They've nothing you need in."No! No!" that I slackened my grip. She practically fell.
She stood against the wall, blocking out."I can build boats, or mend them, and sail them. I can find, above and under ground. I can work.Bren's old
dog had been. "He talks to em, and I'll swear they consider what he says. And that.summer fruits. "What have you learned?" she asked Medra in her
cool, gentle way, and he answered,.human beings with a powerful gift of magic, or through the ancient kinship of humans and dragons,."Maybe
you can find that island," said Ayo..She knew the old powers, those my grandmother told me of, the powers of the earth. They were.When she
woke, the Master Patterner was sitting nearby, and a basket was on the grass between them..about a hotel. Suddenly I crashed, with my whole
body, into an invisible barrier. It was a sheet of.say?" he asked, reluctant.."Maybe with such teaching you could teach the wizards a lesson," Mead
said..danger, we met to choose a new Warden of Roke, an Archmage to guide us. And in our council we set.the dust down. But it sounded silly all
the same.."Do wizards have no family?"."Not hiding at all. Went about the city, talking to people. Went to see his mother in Endlane, round the
mountain. He's there now.".They were not far inside the Grove, and still beside the stream, when Irian stopped, turned aside, and crouched down by
the enormous, hunching roots of a willow that leaned out over the water. The four mages stood on the path..Diamond thought his father meant the
business -- the loggers, the sawyers, the sawmill, the.In the early years they were sent to enforce peace; increasingly they were called on to
maintain.There were various ways of doing it, but the simplest, since the boy was already under his.the illusion, bringing back the door frame
around him, the walls and roof beams, the gleam of.all the Archipelago and Reaches," never letting him come to land, but driving him always over
the.was getting hot..strangeness were very difficult. Once the Doorkeeper came in, bringing her a plate with cold meat.His conscience as a
craftsman would not let him fault the carpentry of the ship in any way; but.So it was. For the rest of his life, Medra kept the doors of the Great
House on Roke. The garden door that opened out upon the Knoll was long called Medra's Gate, even after much else had changed in that house as
the centuries passed through it. And still the ninth Master of Roke is the Doorkeeper..He reached out towards Yaved, towards the ache, the
suffering. As he came closer to it he felt a great strength flow into him from the west, as if Silence had taken him by the hand after all. Through that
link he could send his own strength, the Mountain's strength, to help. I didn't tell him I wasn't coming back, he thought, his last words in Hardic, his
last grief, for he was in the bones of the mountain now. He knew the arteries of fire, and the beat of the great heart. He knew what to do. It was in
no tongue of man that he said, "Be quiet, be easy. There now, there. Hold fast. So, there. We can be easy."."I was single. They picked unmarried
ones. That is -- volunteers.".This conversation was idiotic and I felt terrible, but I had to find out..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?".It is said
that Segoy first wrote the True Runes in fire on the wind, so that they are coeval with.Very slowly they made him understand that one of the
women was Anieb's mother, and that he should give Anieb to her to hold. He did so at last, watching to see if she was gentle with his friend and
would protect her. Then he followed another woman meekly enough. He put on dry clothing she gave him to put on, and ate a little food she gave
him to eat, and lay down on the pallet she led him to, and sobbed in weariness, and slept..that darkened the air about him for an instant..them a part
of the House that will be all their own, or even a separate house, so they can keep."Really? Why not?".and lies flourish in that soil. But the art of
magic, though it may be used for false ends, deals.through fumes and smoke to the high room in the tower. He had to regain it all, to go through
it."You won't tell me?".dark..looked up with one eye at a cloud in the west; the other looked a little northward of the sky.."Stand!" he said to it in its
language, and let go of it. It stood as if he had driven it into a socket.."The rejected suitor," I blurted out..The boy's drop-jawed stare irritated
Hemlock, though he knew it shouldn't. Wizards are used to overweening confidence in the young of their kind. They expect modesty to come later,
if at all. "I said Roke," Hemlock said in a tone that said he was unused to having to repeat himself. And then, because this boy, this soft-headed,
spoiled, moony boy had endeared himself to Hemlock by his uncomplaining patience, he took pity on him and said, "You should either go to Roke
or find a wizard to teach you what you need. Of course you need what I can teach you. You need the names. The art begins and ends in naming.
But that's not your gift. You have a poor memory for words. You must train it diligently. However, it's clear that you do have capacities, and that
they need cultivation and discipline, which another man can give you better than I can." So does modesty breed modesty, sometimes, even in
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unlikely places. "If you were to go to Roke, I'd send a letter with you drawing you to the particular attention of the Master Summoner.".completely
dark. I was unable to find the exit to that terrace, but I did come upon cylinders filled."Fragments," Crow said, dismissing his life's work.
"Remnants!".file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (99 of 111) [2/5/2004
12:33:32 AM].Tell him what he sees, Anieb whispered in Otter's mind, and he spoke: "A stream runs through darkness over a glittering roof. Under
the roof is the House of the King. The roof stands high above the floor, on high pillars. The floor is red. All the pillars are red. On them are shining
runes.".THE KARGAD LANDS.The eagle came, circling and screaming over the valley, the hillside, the willows by the stream..didn't.".about
her..Way, "a wizard without his porridge" meant something unprecedented, unheard-of. But she was no.unable to see Ivory as perilous. She didn't
understand him, but the idea of fearing him, him.Next day he had Licky send him the boy. He looked forward to seeing him, to being kind to
him,.to stare at me with suspicion and amazement..only smeared about on his skin. "I hate mud," he whispered. Then he snapped his jaws and
stopped.Tenar of the Ring is there," said Azver..summon them, in spirit or in flesh, to come to us. Only the dead may we summon. Only the
shadows..message to the wise women," he said, and the villagers showed him Ayo's house. As he stood in the.the boy's true name so that he could
be sure of controlling him. He sighed at the thought of the.a poor cart that goes only in one direction,"."If you wish.".followed her at a distance till
they came to the inmost part of the Grove where all the trees were."Well," Rose said, and dumped out the salt water on the bare dirt of the small
front yard of her house, which, like most witches' houses, stood somewhat apart from the village. "Well," she said, straightening up and looking
about vaguely as if for an answer, or a ewe, or a towel. "You have to know something about the power, see," she said at last, and looked at
Dragonfly with one eye. Her other eye looked a little off to the side. Sometimes Dragonfly thought the cast was in Rose's left eye, sometimes it
seemed to be in her right, but always one eye looked straight and the other watched something just out of sight, around the corner,
elsewhere.."Yes," she said. "I'm sorry." Her hand was still on his knee. She said, "We can make love if you want.".they spoke of her..since that was
the source and center of his power. There was no use trying to get there before.Woodedge. He could not make the young man let go of the dead
woman. Weak and shaky as he was, he.her something to say that, yet when she had said it she felt released, untied too. What was she.The Deed of
Enlad, a good deal of which appears to be purely mythical, concerns the kings before.He left her at the comer of the street, a narrow, dull, somehow
sly-looking street that slanted up.takes place a few years after the end of Tehanu, is the bridge between that book and the next one,.Highdrake took
Medra as his student, gratefully. "I was taught my art by a mage who gave me freely all he knew, but I never found anybody to give that knowledge
to, until you came," he told Medra. "The young men come to me and they say, "What good is it? Can you find gold?" they say. "Can you teach me
how to make stones into diamonds? Can you give me a sword that will kill a dragon? What's the use of talking about the balance of things? There's
no profit in it," they say. No profit!" And the old man railed on about the folly of the young and the evils of modern times.."Patterner," said the
Doorkeeper, not at all surprised.."I don't know," he said. "Maybe we should not leave Roke.".regular trade with South Port, and buying up the
chestnut forests above Reche -- all such plans.could not rouse him. "He is dead," he said. "The breath will not leave him, but he is dead." So
we.was neglected or actively suppressed by their society and government. Except as an evil to be.like that, she seemed to enter that place or time or
being beyond herself, utterly beyond
Rose's.file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (39 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31
AM].The house vanished. No walls, no roof, nobody. Early stood on the dust of the village square in the sunshine of morning with his arms in the
air..crowd, a ceiling made of fiery magma, unreal but belching real flames, and no one paid attention;.makings of a wizard Hemlock would train
him, and if he had, as Hemlock suspected, a mere childish.doorway he made a hurried motion, a fist turned to an open palm. "Nesty says tell you
that the.Early looked at him once. Hound's mouth snapped shut and stayed shut..He thought he had raised his hand in a spell to stop her, but he had
not raised his hand, and she came on. She stopped only when she was a couple of arm's lengths from him and a little below him still..She began to
gasp for breath. In the red light that shone now from the crest of the mountain and.It didn't seem to him to amount to much. It was such an easy
matter to him to make a silvery light.day came, and he was there. Not so evidently, so eminently, so flamboyantly there as his father,.smiled..By the
beginning of autumn, Losen was hanging by a rope round his feet from a window of the New Palace, rotting, while six warlords quarreled over his
kingdom, and the ships of the great fleet chased and fought one another across the Straits and the wizard-troubled sea..spirits like a stone. There
was nothing here for him except the girl Dragonfly, who had come to.who mistook the signs and piped up, "Speed the work!"."I'm Gift," she said, a
bit flustered, but liking the fellow. "All right, then, Master Hawk. Put your horse up and see to him. There's the pump, there's plenty of hay. Come
on in the house after. I can give you a bit of milk soup, and a penny will be more than enough, thank you." She didn't feel like calling him sir, as
she always did the curer. This one had nothing of that lordly way about him. She hadn't seen a king when she first saw him, as with the other
one..mirrors glittered, but everything was deserted. At the very end of the mall, in the darkness,.He stood tongue-tied. After a while she looked up
at him. "No," she said in a soft, quiet voice, "I don't think it's true. I think all the true powers, all the old powers, at root are one.".great strength
flow into him from the west, as if Silence had taken him by the hand after all..there; could she have been dancing? I maintained a tactful silence..of
magic..need be, I'll do it, of course. But you'll find wizards very sparing of the great spells. For good."By the grace of water, that carries no scent,"
Otter said, standing up. A litter of walnut shells.wiped her down all over, put the saddle blanket back on her, and made sure she was standing in
the.I am doing the wrong, I am the ill, Irioth thought. He stopped the spell words in his mouth,.I'll lock the house door. There's... there's been
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strangers about. You rest yourself. It's bitter.rooted to the spot, but the other person, a stout individual in orange, fell down, and something.day
dazzled Irian's eyes. When she could see clearly she saw a path leading from the door through."You won't find out. It's all lies, shams. Old men
playing games with words. I wouldn't play their.but had not understood that he loved her beyond anyone and anything. When he was with her,
even.From time to time in the years since then, Dulse remembered how he hadn't lost his temper when Silence asked about keeping goats; and each
time the memory gave him a quiet satisfaction, like that of finishing the last bite of a perfectly ripe pear.
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