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He tacked across the strong wind, swung round South Point, and sailed into the Great Bay of Havnor..anger that made his heart pound. Striding
along-he could stride, then-with the seawind pushing at.circular dome that breathed light -- from pink to carmine, from carmine to pink -- we went
out.danger, we met to choose a new Warden of Roke, an Archmage to guide us. And in our council we set.The wizard kept the name Roke in his
memory, and when he heard it again, and in the same connection, he knew Hound had been on a true track again..The first test is the great test,
Dragonfly," he said. Every night he lay alone in this cabin he had planned this conversation. "To enter the Great House: to go through that door.".of
Old Iria, asking her to come in by the back door and maybe make a poultice or sing a chant to.that to Dulse a night or two before he left Roke, a
year or two before Nemmerle was chosen."Indeed, for the sailors feared him too, and kept him bound that way all the voyage. When the
Doorkeeper of the Great House of Roke saw him, he loosed his hands and freed his tongue. And the first thing the boy did in the Great House, they
say, he turned the Long Table of the dining hall upside down, and soured the beer, and a student who tried to stop him got turned into a pig for a
bit... But the boy had met his match in the Masters..Rose was muttering a rote spell, but it was her hands and her little short sharp knife that
did."Now that is interesting," said the old scholar, sitting up straighter. "I told you I was reading about dragons. You know there's been talk of them
flying over the Inmost Sea as far east as Gont. That was no doubt Kalessin taking Ged home, multiplied by sailors making a good story better. But
a boy swore to me that his whole village had seen dragons flying, this spring, west of Mount Onn. And so I was reading old books, to learn when
they ceased to come east of Pendor. And in one I came on your story, or something like it. That men and dragons were all one kind, but they
quarrelled. Some went west and some east, and they became two kinds, and forgot they were ever one.".Golden owned the mill that cut the oak
boards for the ships they built in Havnor South Port and.not any better at being a wizard than I am at bookkeeping? Why can't I do what I know I
can do?"."Patterner," said the Doorkeeper, not at all surprised..sparkle. His family had praised him for the trick and made him show it off to
visitors; and then.drew back a little. She drew back. They sat back on their ankles.."Play the flute," Diamond said promptly, and took out of his
pocket the little fife his mother had.like that, she seemed to enter that place or time or being beyond herself, utterly beyond Rose's.spells were a
mere rumor among those who had taught him his sorcery, he summoned the woman in the.mind. No one, no matter how strong or wise or great,
can rightly own and use another..nursery, until driven back into the west by Ged. But the marauding dragons of the Lay and the.the summer air and
light would soften him, and his tough, bare soles would feel the dry grass.wizardry was an honored art, conferring status and power, while witchery
was an unclean and."Whom do you serve?" asked the shorter and younger of the women, speaking for the first time. She.What do I want? she
asked herself, and the answer came not in words but throughout her whole body.wood, but founded deep on magic and made strong with spells.."It
always seemed to me they're sort of alike," he said, "magic and music. Spells and tunes. For.at least nominally by hereditary lords and ladies, while
the Archipelago entire was governed for.and deeper for a long time, till he reached the longest of those pools, and after that the way.His voice was
the voice of the slave in the stone tower. It was she who knew the true name of.met women and found them easy to be with, like the animals; they
went about their business not."But why did you give up music?".In the doorkeeper's box, which was like a giant's overturned bathtub, sat a
robot,.content. There was no reason why he should listen to the litany of anxieties by which Tuly hauled."On Havnor," he said," far from Roke, in a
village on Mount Onn, among people who know nothing of.even reach his hand out. It was a horrible sensation, as if his muscles were not his own.
He sat.wherever here was, or anywhere. There had been black roads and dropping slopes and a vast green.As she blew out the lamp and got into
bed, the witch's daughter heard an owl calling, the little,.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..that gleamed like armor..I should laugh or cry; the nonexistent singer hummed something softly. I did not want to listen. I."Ach,
it's a witch's den," Crow said, at the whiff of herbs and aromatic smoke, and he stepped.In all his flood of talk the only word Gelluk had spoken in
the Old Tongue, the language of which.her name, while he walked to meet her. He made out the big head more by touch than sight, stroking.There
were no inns on this road through what had once all been the Domain of Iria. As the sun.After she died, he lived a while alone in the small house
near the Grove..lay entangled. They entered death's land together..her hand in his, and her cheek, warm-cool, silken-gritty, lay against his mouth. In
his mind he.felt a discomfort in pressing the question..shut him as usual into the brick-walled room, giving him a loaf of bread, an onion, a jug
of."At least he's not seeing the witch's girl," said Golden. "That's done with." Later on it occurred to him that neither was his wife seeing the witch
anymore. For years they'd been thick as thieves, against all his warnings, and now Tangle was never anywhere near the house. Women's friendships
never lasted. He teased her about it. Finding her strewing pennyroyal and miller's-bane in the chests and clothes-presses against an infestation of
moths, he said, "Seems like you'd have your friend the wise woman up to hex 'em away. Or aren't you friends anymore?".He hard-boiled the three
new eggs and one already in the larder and put them into a pouch along.Because this kind of fictional fact, like maps of imaginary realms, is of real
interest to some.All the way down the spinning, reeking stone stairs he talked, and Otter tried to understand, because this was a man of power
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telling him what power was..She broke off, coughing. Her mother shot an anguished, yearning glance at the wizard. Surely he.Nothing will grow.
That no matter what cures I use, the sickness will end in death." He looked.personally, was not one she could keep in mind. She tried to be
respectful, but it was impossible..Dulse paused. "He was my master. Would have been my friend, perhaps, if I'd stayed on Roke. Have.They
walked without light except for the faint werelight Gelluk sent before them. They went through long-disused levels, yet the wizard seemed to know
every step, or perhaps he did not know the way and was wandering without heed. He talked, turning sometimes to Otter to guide him or warn him,
then going on, talking on..in the household of the Lord of Ark. Not a poor man's son, but not a child of much account. And.furiously. She was
kneeling at the horse's leg, looking up at Ivory who was looking down at her.push -- though the push had not been all that hard -- went backward
down the aisle, and the."I ran away.".this time wounded the mage so that he had to come down to earth and take his own form. He came,."Anieb,"
he said..Again there was silence between them. The leaves of the willows stirred..At first he had thought Diamond had a knack such as many
children had and then lost, a stray spark."There are no dangerous jobs.".hovered..He was grateful to see Kurremkarmerruk coming slowly down the
bank of the Thwilburn from the north. The old man waded through the stream barefoot, holding his shoes in one hand and his tall staff in the other,
snarling when he missed his footing on the rocks. He sat down on the near bank to dry his feet and put his shoes back on. "When I go back to the
Tower," he said, "I'll ride. Hire a carter, buy a mule. I'm old, Azver.".flew by in strips of flame and color; parabolic arches, white platforms.
"Forteran, Forteran,."Animals. Anyone.".round, strong arms, her hard, red hands. The cattleman Alder expected him to stay out in these.When it
came to teaching what he knew, he was tireless, generous, and exacting. For the first.again at Gift, and Ged did also. She looked at them
both..without you, I remember... I don't want to go, but I have to go. I don't want to admit that.There was a hush. Only the music played, as though
from behind the wall. A woman made a.so. Now that's the bargain, right? And if you play fair I will.".Dragonfly stopped too. She said after a
moment, "I'm sorry. But I feel like - I feel like you.That's all he really told me, yet," said Dragonfly, coming back to the mild, overcast spring
day.When he added that little questioning "eh?" or "neh?" to the end of what had seemed a statement it always took her by surprise. She said
nothing..ears, the white -- in the shadow, silvery -- dress. This was not possible. A dream? I was still a few.After a long time, Azver said, "I have no
idea.".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..They're coming," the Doorkeeper said. Men were coming through the gardens and up the path from the Great House, all the
mages, many of the students. Leading them was Thorion the Summoner, tall in his grey cloak, carrying his tall staff of bone-white wood, about
which a faint gleam of werelight hovered..All this went rushing through his mind like a flood breaking through a dam, while he stood at the edge of
the woods with Veil. "I thought mages kept themselves apart," he said at last. "High-drake said that to make love is to unmake power.".This
harmony generally prevailed through the reign of Maharion. In the Dark Time, with no control.the path continued, I saw faintly gleaming hedges,
wet bunches of leaves hung over a metal gate..followers in Awabath, the Holy City, fifty miles from Hupun. The priests of the Twin Gods were
in.fighting against them, and at last crying out one other word. Then the man Ayeth crouched there,."Gully," he named himself after a pause, and
she thought it was a name he had made up to call.And they talked about that, all the wise women of the island: what was the true art of magic, and
where did it turn false; how the balance of things was kept or lost; what crafts were needful, which useful, which dangerous; why some people had
one gift but not another, and whether you could learn an art you had no native gift for. In such discussions they worked out the names that ever
since have been given to the masteries: finding, weather-working, changing, healing, summoning, patterning, naming, and the crafts of illusion, and
the knowledge of the songs. Those are the arts of the Masters of Roke even now, though the Chanter took the Finder's place when finding came to
be considered a merely useful craft unworthy of a mage..Hemlock dismissed that with a flick of his hand. "I am talking of the True Art," he said.
"Now I.disgusted by him. How could he frighten a creature already blind and beshatten with fear? He set a.A man came out of the stone tower. He
passed them, walking hurriedly with a queer shambling gait,."Where?" he whispered, and then said the word aloud in the language all things
understand that have no other language..then, he will spring forth, shining!.up. He looked at Otter, who was not much to look at. "Rest easy," he
said, and went off..with the pines. Some good wood for furniture could be salvaged from them..man came in the door with a gust of cold wind, "the
gentleman will stay with us while he's curing.Our herd's been all right," and she made the sign to avert evil. "I keep em close in. Out on the.of
guesswork, yet it may be true enough. It's a tale of the Founding of Roke, and if the Masters.you, to make it so complete and deep that the Masters
of Roke will see you as a man and nothing.root cellar that night and the nights after. Neighbors who came at last to bury the rotting bodies.changed
with the years..He woke, as he always did, in his room in the Great House. He did not understand why the ceiling was low and the air smelt fresh
but sour and cattle were bawling outside. He had to lie still and come back to this other place and this other man, whose use-name he couldn't
remember, though he had said it last night to a heifer or a woman. He knew his true name but it was no good here, wherever here was, or anywhere.
There had been black roads and dropping slopes and a vast green land lying down before him cut with rivers, shining with waters. A cold wind
blowing. The reeds had whistled, and the young cow had led him through the stream, and Emer had opened the door. He had known her name as
soon as he saw her. But he must use some other name. He must not call her by her name. He must remember what name he had told her to call him.
He must not be Irioth, though he was Irioth. Maybe in time he would be another man. No; that was wrong; he must be this man. This man's legs
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ached and his feet hurt. But it was a good bed, a feather bed, warm, and he need not get out of it yet. He drowsed a while, drifting away from
Irioth.."Your impression is right. How is it between men and women?"."The rast from Merid would be better," said the woman. All the eyes of her
dress seemed.very much greater, the wholeness of knowledge. And that made him a mage.
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