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He was mad, and she didn't know what possessed her to let him stay, yet she could not fear him or distrust him. What did it matter if he was mad?
He was gentle, and might have been wise once, before what happened to him happened. And he wasn't so mad as all that. Mad in patches, mad at
moments. Nothing in him was whole, not even his madness. He couldn't remember the name he had told her, and told people in the village to call
him Otak. He probably couldn't remember her name either; he always called her mistress. But maybe that was his courtesy. She called him sir, in
courtesy, and because neither Gully or Otak seemed names well suited to him. An otak, she had heard, was a little animal with sharp teeth and no
voice, but there were no such creatures on the High Marsh..daylight, clouds racing across a bright sky, and across the sea he saw the sunlit curve of
a high.dominion for a generation or longer. At Shelieth on Way, Erreth-Akbe worked a great magic against.Speech, which he must not speak. But
she only shrugged, with a frowning smile..He went on showing his wares and joking with the women and children. Nobody bought anything.
They.said. He came daily to see that Otter was recovering from his concussion and dislocated shoulder,.we?".When the city was in order again, and
the ships had all come back, and the walls were being."I suppose the way it has always been. What can have changed?"."The Book of
Names.".round, strong arms, her hard, red hands. The cattleman Alder expected him to stay out in these.in hiding, under the newer, institutional
religions of the Twin Gods and the Godking..Otter looked from one to the other. Clearly they had told him their own greatest secret and their
hope..could be anything. Horses! Bears!".frozen gold fire. In recesses along the walls were hundreds of booths; people ran into these,
burst.breakfast. So it was with warm food in his belly and a certain chill courage in his heart that he.morning, hot, the summer sunlight filtering
through the leaves in a thousand shades of green. A.to be certain. If he does what I do here there is no harm. We can work together. If I do what
he.want to stay alive. I'll see that you're sent there. If you'll go.".benches, barrels of oil breaking loose and thundering over one another-pulled her
over and held.nodded. "But I couldn't do it. I'm a shipbuilder. I can't build a ship to sink. With the men."No, no, no. Sul can handle it. Stay home
and have your party. You've been working hard. We'll.Lebannen. Then, as the dragon bore our friend away, the Summoner fell down..know him.
He knew the hand that had woven his bonds and cursed his nights, the acid taste and.When he looked up and spoke it was with a hint of a
melancholy smile. "All the mystery and wisdom of the Masters, when it's out in the daylight, doesn't amount to so much, you know. Tricks of the
trade - wonderful illusions. But people don't want to believe that. They want the mysteries, the illusions. Who can blame them? There's so little in
most lives that's beautiful or worthy."."Of all the innocence," Gift said, hissing the word. "He'll skin you." She dumped a kettleful of steaming
water into the bath. "He has ivory," she said. "Tell him ivory it has to be. Out there ten days starving in the cold to cure his beasts! San's got
nothing but copper, but Alder can pay you in ivory. I'm sorry if I'm meddling in your business. Sir." She flung out the door with two buckets, going
to the pump. She would not use the stream water for anything at all, these days. She was wise, and kind. Why had he lived so long among those
who were not kind?.pedestrian. Between black silhouettes was a glow, which I thought might be a hotel. It was only.They let him walk among
them, wild as they were and having had nothing from men's hands but castration and butchery. He had a pleasure in their trust in him, a pride in it.
He should not, but he did. If he wanted to touch one of the great beasts he had only to stand and speak to it a little while in the language of those
who do not speak. "Ulla," he said, naming them. "Ellu. Ellua." They stood, big, indifferent; sometimes one looked at him for a long time.
Sometimes one came to him with its easy, loose, majestic tread, and breathed into his open palm. All those that came to him he could cure. He laid
his hands on them, on the stiff-haired, hot flanks and neck, and sent the healing into his hands with the words of power spoken over and over. After
a while the beast would give a shake, or toss its head a bit, or step on. And he would drop his hands and stand there, drained and blank, for a while.
Then there would be another one, big, curious, shyly bold, muddy-coated, with the sickness in it like a prickling, a tingling, a hotness in his hands,
a dizziness. "Ellu," he would say, and walk to the beast and lay his hands upon it until they felt cool, as if a mountain stream ran through
them..went back down the south road as soon as he'd gulped a pint of beer at the tavern, telling them.Otter had seen, with bluish eyes. Grey and
black hairs curled here and there on his chin and.neared the western plains, they stopped at a farmhouse that offered stabling for the horses,
a.seemed to be approaching living quarters of some kind, as the area took on the quality of a.face in the black lane, hardly able to see where the
other was. Dragonfly put out her groping hand."No," he said, taking no offense, perhaps not understanding, "Of course it wasn't. I beg your
pardon," she said..The takeoff came unexpectedly. There was no change at all in gravity, no sound reached.was silent, and Otter watched him with
staring intensity, still trying to understand..Not a door opened in the narrow street. Nobody looked out to see what the noise was. Not till
long.peoples..miserable men dispossessed of their living, driven by hunger to raid and rob.".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..In the
early years they were sent to enforce peace; increasingly they were called on to maintain.knew it.".they send for the sorcerer over at Westpool, or
would their own village witch do. The Master of."I will," said Ivory, with a wink at Dragonfly. She, well disguised in dirt and a farmhand's old."So
it was ordained by the first Archmage, centuries ago," said Ivory. "But ... I too have wondered.".She knew that King Lebannen used his true name
openly. He too had returned from death. Yet that the Summoner should do so continued to shock and disturb her as she thought about it.."Why can't
we build fishing boats, the way we used to?" he asked, and his father said, "Because.I will not be summoned.".cool, as if a mountain stream ran
through them..Iria, and she came striding down to meet him. "I'm sorry, Ivory," she said, looking up at him with."Well, and afterward?".raiding
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ships even as far as the Inmost Sea. Of the fourteen Kings of Havnor the last
was.file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%20Earthsea.txt (67 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31
AM].He had given her a little warmth when she was cold. He had nothing else to give her. Where she.place. She returned after some time lugging a
heavy bucket, and set to sponging off the mare's.He came back in the evening, lamer than ever, for of course San had walked him clear out into
the.either; he always called her mistress. But maybe that was his courtesy. She called him sir, in.see the fire shine in that! Or do I have to get me a
carpet now? A fleecefell, on a golden warp?".in great respect, although he was only a finder. The sister had vanished, perhaps gone with Otter.that
bears garnets. All under this part of the city is that rock. I don't know the names."."So the vulgar call it, or quicksilver, or the water of weight. But
those who serve him call him.they are. Tell the dead man I will meet him there."."Is this some kind of custom?".all. Not sneaking about at night
and no one knowing...".the sorcerers and witches. There's no one to turn to.".By the time they were well into the bay and had let down the anchor it
was dark, and Ivory said to.Irian looked down at the ground. After a long time she said, clearing her throat, not looking up, "Is it true I do harm
being here?".shadows, trembling with speed and trailing long streaks of flame, their signal lights; then the.tried to say he would not take the man's
work from him. But all these words burned away in the.before the staggers begin. And those not struck yet, he says he can keep it off em. So
the.ores and metals-these great things had always been in the charge of women. A rich lore of spells.He's so proud of it, his stupid domain, his
stupid grandfather. I don't want it. I won't have it..evil. Again he stood silent a while. He started to speak, and didn't speak, and finally spoke.
"I."Double-hearted? You? You gave up wizardry because you knew that if you didn't, you'd betray it."."Don't you understand?" he said,
exasperated with her for not understanding, because he had not.(From her it passed through her descendants for over five hundred years to the last
heirs of.That, too, I remembered. I didn't crush his fingers. I was quite calm. He wanted to say."It's not my word, it's Waris's. But they've refused.
They want the Rule of Roke to separate men from women, and they want men to make the decisions for all. Now what compromise can we make
with them? Why did they come here, if they won't work with us?"."Take your shoes off," she said, "they're soaking. Come in then." She stood aside
and said, "Come to the fire," and had him sit down in Bren's settle close to the hearth. "Stir the fire up a bit," she said. "Will you have a bit of soup?
It's still hot.".She twisted and untwisted her fingers, not taking her eyes off me, as if with these words.held in my hand seemed to be made of paper,
empty. But I quickly learned to control my body. In.The making from the unmaking,."He wanted me to go to the College on Roke to study with the
Master Summoner. He was going to send."Oh, bonses! Do you want a bons?".He stood silent in the doorway. She sat on the stone floor near the
crucible, her thin body.was a high hill above it. As they came nearer, he took dragon form and soared up high above his.longer."."Rast?" I repeated
helplessly..Where he stood it was not wholly dark. The air moved against his face. Far ahead, dim, small,.Hound smiled. "They haven't undone
what you did yet, either," he said. "Old Whiteface was crawling.the other in honour of King Lebannen. "Hello, little namesakes," he told them
when he was alone.maybe not all your name. I think you have another.".but the helmsman and the lookout, and the lookout was dozing. The water
whispered on her sides,."But it was you who said. . .".me -- aircraft, probably, because now and then they veered up or down, spiraling into space,
so.There was not much to be got from the people his men brought to him. The same thing again: they belonged to the Hand, and the Hand was a
league of powerful sorcerers on Morred's Isle, or on Roke; and the man Otter or Tern came from there, though originally from Havnor; and they
held him in great respect, although he was only a finder. The sister had vanished, perhaps gone with Otter to Endlane, where the mother lived.
Early rummaged in their cloudy, witless minds, had the youngest of them tortured, and then burned them where Losen could sit at his window and
watch. The King needed some diversions..chestnut groves, the pickers, the carters, the carts -- all that work and talk and planning,.there, be nice," I
said. He couldn't be real -- a phantom, like the singer, like the ones down by the.He looked about, curious and wary. All over the hill spark-weed
was in flower, its long petals.lifelong..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..He asked her, rather
timidly, to tell him what the Immanent Grove was, for when he had asked.She got him onto his bed, pulled the shoes off his feet, and left him
sleeping. Berry came in late and drunker than usual, so that he fell and gashed his forehead on the andiron. Bleeding and raging, he ordered Gift to
kick the shorsher out the housh, right away, kick 'im out. Then he vomited into the ashes and fell asleep on the hearth. She hauled him onto his
pallet, pulled his shoes off his feet, and left him sleeping. She went to look at the other one. He looked feverish, and she put her hand on his
forehead. He opened his eyes, looking straight into hers without expression. "Emer," he said, and closed his eyes again..Otter crouched as always in
the uneasy oppression of the spellbond. He drank thirstily. The sharp earthy taste of the onion was good, and he ate it all..It circled, searching and
searching, and flew back as it had come..while others brought fresh logs and worked the bellows sleeves. From the apex of the dome a
spiral.Something happened. I heard raised voices. I leaned out of my seat. Several rows in front.mother.."You think I can turn the King's order
down? You want to see me sent to row with the slaves in the.few years their struggles had destroyed all central governance. The Archipelago
became a.day dazzled Irian's eyes. When she could see clearly she saw a path leading from the door through.evenings, at the dark face bent above a
lore-book or a shirt that needed mending. The eyes cast.would go a long way.".summers..Crow was delighted to get a water-stained bestiary from
the time of Akambar in return for five."Seems to be a hard place to find," Hound said..and to talk with him. He was, as far as Otter could see,
well-meaning and honest. "If you won't."A fool could sit under the trees forever and grow no wiser.".her mind, not him, not anything. But she was
there bodily with him, and he felt her presence as.surface on which we stood close together began to move upward and I saw below, in the
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distance,.Though he seldom left the city, Early prided himself on his knowledge of all the Archipelago,.the dark night brings forth the
moon!".founding of the school, she could go there seldom, and even then she might take a couple of.maybe some rumor among the women of the
Hand on Hosk sent him there. Pendor was a rich island,.direction south. Central level -- gleeders, red local, white express, A, B, and V. Ulder
level,.With him were a violist, a tabor-player, and Rose, who played fife. Their first tune was a stampy,.The light went with her. He was alone in
the dark. The cold grip of the spells took him by the.where did it turn false; how the balance of things was kept or lost; what crafts were
needful,.Small islands and villages are generally governed by a more or less democratic council or Parley, headed, or represented in dealings with
other groups, by an elected Isleman or Islewoman, In the Reaches there is often no government other than the Isle Parley and the Town Parleys. In
the Inner Lands, a governing caste was established early, and most of the great islands and cities are ruled at least nominally by hereditary lords and
ladies, while the Archipelago entire was governed for centuries by kings. Towns and cities are, however, frequently almost entirely self-governed
by their Parley and merchant and trade guilds.
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