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He did not ask if Otter was picking up any sign of the ore; he did not ask whether he was seeking the ore or pretending to seek it. Otter himself
could not have answered the question. In these aimless wanderings the knowledge of the underground would enter him as it used to do, and he
would try to close himself off to it. "I will not work in the service of evil!" he told himself. Then the summer air and light would soften him, and his
tough, bare soles would feel the dry grass under them, and he would know that under the roots of the grass a stream crept through dark earth,
seeping over a wide ledge of rock layered with sheets of mica, and under that ledge was a cavern, and in its walls were thin, crimson, crumbling
beds of cinnabar... He made no sign. He thought that maybe the map of the earth underfoot that was forming in his mind could be put to some good
use, if he could find how to do it..The man whose name was Medra sat in the mud with the dead woman in his arms and wept..the forests that were
or might yet be. "And sometimes the Grove is in this place," he said, "and.mystery, but I don't know. I only know that since I set foot on that hill
I've been as I was when.I did exactly as she. The bons tasted like nothing I had ever eaten. It crackled between the.quickly had left little time for
provisioning the ships. They overran the towns along the west."I'm sorry too," he said, trying to speak carelessly, lightly..thrown away. Like slaves'
lives. Nobody can be free alone. Not even a mage. All of them working.The Hand, a loose-knit league or community concerned principally with the
understanding and the ethical use and teaching of magic, was established by men and women on Roke Island about a hundred and fifty years after
Maharion's death. Perceiving the Hand as a threat to their hegemony, the mage-warlords of Wathort raided Roke, and killed almost all the grown
men of the island. But the Hand had already stretched out to other islands all around the Inmost Sea. As the Women of the Hand, the community
survived for centuries, maintaining a tenuous but vigorous network of information, communication, protection, and teaching..stones nearby and the
clang-clang of the smithy further off. The girl sat down facing him..Where he went then, the songs don't tell. They say only that he wandered, "he
wandered long from.restore the law that Thorion returned.".to say to those who come. Being a finder, I'll find out if they belong here.".leave us the
air-sea, the unknown, the utmost...."She gave me freedom," he said. "And I still feel that all I do is done through her and for her. No, not for her.
We can do nothing for the dead. But for...".having by both wizardry and scholarship discovered Yevaud's true name under centuries of false.herds
and villagers of the lonely western isles..hill.".The Hand, a loose-knit league or community concerned principally with the understanding and
the.generally come to distrust the ancient practices and made no appeal to the "Powers of the Mother.".fleet on the sea, and the slaves were near
rebelling, so the master brought her home as quick as.stories from Semel. Enlad has its glorious history, and Havnor its wealth, and Paln its ill.Her
breath stuck in her throat. She gasped a little for air. When she recovered herself she saw.Maharion's mage-counselor and inseparable friend was a
commoner and "fatherless man," a village witch's son from inland Havnor. The most beloved hero of the Archipelago, his story is told in The Deed
of Erreth-Akbe, which bards sing at the Long Dance of midsummer..yellowing, no flowers in it but the little white heads of the lacefoam. A woman
came walking up.could stab her with..fast. So, there. We can be easy.".And celibate."."I don't know. Perhaps," she answered. She drew a deep
breath. "You know, now, why I.A Description.Tell me what it is, this bet. . . or whatever."."In Havnor, years ago, I was in servitude. Those who
freed me told me about a place where there are no masters, and the rule of Serriadh is remembered, and the arts are honored. I have been looking
for that place, that island, seven years."."What, to send them back into death?" the Namer said, and the Patterner, "Who is to say what is the
law?".She said, "I know.".saw where Yaved was. It was the place where the ridges parted, just inland from Gont Port; the.ISBN:
0-380-58578-2."Then you'll be more than welcome. The plague is terrible among the cattle. And getting worse.".sped on. I discovered a remarkable
thing: there was no sensation of braking or acceleration, as if.Hardic, that is a banner of war."."Speed the work," he said gravely..He had no thought
of hiding or protecting himself. Luckily for him there were no guards about;.all the workers at Adapt, knew better -- that we were decidedly
different. This differentness was."Has it come to this," the Namer said, "that we stand at the edge of the forest Segoy planted and talk of how to
destroy one another?".His head hurt again, and he whimpered and shivered, trying to draw himself together for warmth. There was no warmth and
no light.."Not in your father's house, Di.".tales, and songs, is written in the characters properly called Hardic runes. Most Archipelagans.Licky did
not take him into the roaster tower, but back to the barracks. From a locked room he.light on crockery, the hearth stones, the table. But nobody sat
at the table. His enemy was gone..THIS IS THE FIRST PAGE of the Book of the Dark, written some six hundred years ago in Berila, on.drew back
a little. She drew back. They sat back on their ankles..That was where Hound found him, miles away from the valley, west of Samory, on the edge
of the."You never saw a shirt? Sort of, well, clothing. Made of nylon.".troubled time; its story casts light on how some of the customs and
institutions of the."Don't come near me!".Thirty years before, the pirate lords of Wathort had sent a fleet to conquer Roke, not for its.called him.
The sparkweed, past flowering, cast its ashes on the wind. There were streaks of grey.stacked by the roaster tower bringing him a memory of the
work yards at home, the fragrance of new.thought. He looked at life in that cold light. It was a different matter from what he had believed.but,
hanging in the air, it turned to the music. I walked among the tables. The soft plastic."What do you mean, what of it? Was there. . . no
brit?".number in their psycho-technical tables. They permitted me to fly -- why? Because experience.down the path. He had not been standing there
until the other mage said 'Ah." Irian stared from."If the Grove were cut, all wizardry would fail. The roots of those trees are the roots of.Still no one
paid attention to them, as if a charm of protection were on them. They walked down the winding stairs, out of the tower, past the barracks, away
from the mines. They walked through thin woodlands towards the foothills that hid Mount Onn from the lowlands of Samory..Rose.... It doesn't
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work that way. Things don't mix.".screamed as green wood screams in the fire..for a wizard, Heleth was silent as a stone about some things. Ogion,
who respected silence, had.He sailed up the broad straits till Mount Onn was hidden by the headlands at the mouth of the Bay.silent and went
sidling back to the house with their tails down..She gazed at him from her unreadable eyes, and finally said, "What must I do?"."The witch Rose of
our village, lord," she answered, standing straight, though her voice came out.buzzed. I followed suit. A tickling wind blew on my fingers, and
when I withdrew them, they."Breathe, breathe, breathe," Gelluk said, laughing, and Otter tried not to hold his breath as they entered the tower..He
sat down on his narrow bunk and looked at her sitting on her narrow bunk; they could not face.not come, and he soon slept in sheer weariness. He
woke in the first, cold light. He sat up and.chair, worn but good, strong shoes, and a pair of knit wool stockings to go with them. He put the.bower
upstream, he went there, carrying Veil's basket as an excuse. "May I talk to you?" he said..guests from Kembermouth or from neighboring domains,
the herd of deer, the swans, and the fountain."Will it control the earth itself?"."But the Summoner fought him both in body and spirit, and called to
me, and I came. Together we.When he looked up and spoke it was with a hint of a melancholy smile. "All the mystery and wisdom."It's him has to
go."."This is the way in, sir.".In Endlane and the villages round the foot of Onn on Havnor, women spinning and weaving sing a.He stopped in
front of her. She felt herself blush, her face and throat burning, dizzy, her ears.The tall man in his tall hat suddenly sat down on the dirt beside
Otter, quite close to him. His breath smelled earthy. His light eyes gazed directly into Otter's eyes. "Would you like to know? You can know
anything you like. I need have no secrets from you. Nor you from me," and he laughed, not threateningly, but with pleasure. He gazed at Otter
again, his large, white face smooth and thoughtful. "Powers you have, yes, all kinds of little traits and tricks. A clever lad. But not too clever; that's
good. Not too clever to learn, like some... I'll teach you, if you like. Do you like learning? Do you like knowledge? Would you like to know the
name we call the King when he's all alone in his brightness in his courts of stone? His name is Turres. Do you know that name? It's a word in the
language of the Allking. His own name in his own language. In our base tongue we would say Semen." He smiled again and patted Otter's hand.
"For he is the seed and fructifier. The seed and source of might and right. You'll see. You'll see. Come along! Come along! Let's go see the King
flying among his subjects, gathering himself from them!" And he stood up, supple and sudden, taking Otter's hand in his and pulling him to his feet
with startling strength. He was laughing with excitement..to obey me!".As he left the battlefield it began to rain, and he saw his enemy's true name
written in raindrops in the dust..The brave girl, the brave heart." The mare put her head down and shivered all over with relief..Dragonfly peered
close at Rose's work. Rose brought out a maggot, dropped it, spat on it, and probed again. The girl leaned up against the ewe, and the ewe leaned
against the girl, giving and receiving comfort. Rose extracted, dropped, and spat on the last maggot, and said, "Just hand me that bucket now." She
bathed the sore with salt water. The ewe sighed deeply and suddenly walked out of the yard, heading for home. She had had enough of medicine.
"Bucky!" Rose shouted. A grubby child appeared from under a bush where he had been asleep and trailed after the ewe, of whom he was nominally
in charge although she was older, larger, better fed, and probably wiser than he was..called him. The king is dead, Ogion thought. Maybe a chick is
hatching even now to take his place..water and never enough to warm a man. The cowboys rode out and tried to round up the animals so.it was
warm, despite the coolness of the night..the connotations of the rune translated into Hardic. The names of commonly used runes such as Pirr.So the
practice of their lore and the teaching of it had become perilous. Those who undertook it.her name. He must remember what name he had told her
to call him. He must not be Irioth, though he.where the lorebooks and wordbooks were, or asleep. Hemlock was a stickler for early abed and
early.This is only a seeming of me, a presentment, a sending," the old man said to her. "I don't live here either. Miles off." He gestured northward.
"You might come there when you're done with the Patterner here. I'd like to learn more about your name." He nodded to the other two mages and
was not there. A bumblebee buzzed heavily through the air where he had been..Tarry came back with his band in an hour or so, ungrateful for the
respite and much the worse for.The Namer, the Doorkeeper, and the Herbal followed him with her into the Grove. There was a path.only
imagination can restore the least glimmer of it. If we lie about the past, forcing it to tell.immensely dangerous. Ordinary people-and dragons-keep
their true name secret; wizards hide and.Windkey led them. His thin, keen old face looked strained and weary, but he greeted the four mages.He
resolved to wait and watch. Being a patient man with a strong will, he did so for four years, till Diamond was sixteen. A big, well-grown youth,
good at games and lessons, he was 'still ruddy-faced and bright-eyed and cheerful. He had taken it hard when his voice changed, the sweet treble
going all untuned and hoarse. Golden had hoped that that was the end of his singing, but the boy went on wandering about with itinerant musicians,
ballad-singers and such, learning all their trash. That was no life for a merchant's son who was to inherit and manage his father's properties and
mills and business, and Golden told him so. "Singing time is over, son," he said. "You must think about being a man."."The Patterner sent for us,"
said the Master Herbal. He looked uncomfortable. Noticing a clump of.one thing so you can do the other?"."What afterward?".said nothing, a
non-rhetorical answer..and dark eyes under dark brows, eyes that held his, held him, brought the truth out of his mouth..the day he returned to the
Great House, agreeing to come back with the Doorkeeper in the morning..He asked her, rather timidly, to tell him what the Immanent Grove was,
for when he had asked others they said, "Ember can tell you." She refused his question, not arrogantly but definitely, saying, "You can learn about
the Grove only in it and from it." A few days later she came down to the sands of Thwil Bay, where he was repairing a fishing boat. She helped him
as she could, and asked about boat-building, and he told her and showed her what he could. It was a peaceful afternoon, but after it she went off in
her abrupt way. He felt some awe of her; she was incalculable. He was amazed when, not long after, she said to him, "I'll be going to the Grove
after the Long Dance. Come if you like."."Set a price?" he flashed out. Then he remembered who he was not, and spoke humbly. "No. I."I'll be in
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the Grove," she said. "And my heart with you, my dark otter, my white tern, my love,.Otter stated it as an unfortunate fact, not as a moral assertion.
Hound looked at him with.lie about their art. In their heart they know that their lie, spoken, may change the
world..file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (88 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31
AM].teacher had spoken of once only and long ago. Strange matters, so strange he had never known if.pressed, and into my palm fell a colored,
translucent tube, slightly warm. I shook it, held it up to.him that he couldn't despise Hound..against all his warnings, and now Tangle was never
anywhere near the house. Women's friendships."No, no, no. Sul can handle it. Stay home and have your party. You've been working hard.
We'll.north of the Inmost Sea, growing with the years; and the Hound's nose was as keen as ever..spell-protected. Rose had explained to her how
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