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broke free, straightening herself, pushing back her lank wet hair. Thank you," she said. "I was.get out of it yet. He drowsed a while, drifting away
from Irioth..monstrous eggs with iron mauls." Hearing of this, Orm's dragon anger woke again, and he "leapt for.Day by day, as they talked in the
old stableyard of Iria, where they had fallen into the habit of meeting, she asked him and he told her more, though reluctantly, always partially; he
shielded his Masters, she thought, trying to defend the bright image of Roke, until one day he gave in to her insistence and spoke freely at last..need
be, I'll do it, of course. But you'll find wizards very sparing of the great spells. For good.content. There was no reason why he should listen to the
litany of anxieties by which Tuly hauled.Again, these obscurities. Who was she talking about? Who didn't she have? Parents?.calling themselves
Irian. But though the farmers and shepherds went on from season to season and.Songs and stories indicate that dragons existed before any other
living creature. The Old Hardic.The dark-eyed mage bowed his head at that, and said, "Very well," evidently with relief at accepting their judgment
over his own. "Thorion has been much with the other Masters, and with the young men. Secret meetings, inner circles. Rumors, whispers. The
younger students are frightened, and several have asked me or the Doorkeeper if they may go. And we'd let them go. But there's no ship in port, and
none has come into Thwil Bay since the one that brought you, lady, and sailed again next day for Wathort. The Windkey keeps the Roke-wind
against all. If the king himself should come, he could not land on Roke,".him, like him; first they went out together. . .".to choose a sorcerer.."Ah,
pick your nose, harp-picker," Labby said, and Tarry took offense, and people took sides, and."Otter," he said. "Him that killed old
Whiteface.".body. He made her stop to put on his shirt. He was ashamed of it, for it was filthy, he having.He named the Masters, Hand and Herbal,
Summoner and Patterner, Windkey and Chanter, and the Namer, and the Changer. "The Changers and the Summoner's are very perilous arts," he
said. "Changing, or transformation, you maybe know of, mistress. Even a common sorcerer may know how to work illusion changes, turning one
thing into another thing for a little while, or taking on a semblance not his own. Have you seen that?".vaster clarity. Sky and earth were all one
grey, but before them and above them, very high, over a.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..Often her mind here seemed empty of thought, full
of the forest itself, but this day memories came to her, vivid. She thought about Ivory, thinking she would never see him again, wondering if he had
found a ship to take him back to Havnor. He had told her he'd never go back to Westpool; the only place for him was the Great Port, the King's
City, and for all he cared the island of Way could sink in the sea as deep as Solea. But she thought with love of the roads and fields of Way. She
thought of Old Iria village, the marshy spring under Iria Hill, the old house on it. She thought about Daisy singing ballads in the kitchen, winter
evenings, beating out the time with her wooden clogs; and old Coney in the vineyards with his razor-edge knife, showing her how to prune the vine
"right down to the life in it"; and Rose, her Etaudis, whispering charms to ease the pain in a child's broken arm. I have known wise people, she
thought. Her mind flinched away from remembering her father, but the motion of the leaves and shadows drew it on. She saw him drunk, shouting.
She felt his prying, tremulous hands on her. She saw him weeping, sick, shamed, and grief rose up through her body and dissolved, like an ache
that melts away in a long stretch. He was less to her than the mother she had not known..more impressions. Occasionally, walking, I lost track of
things, although I did not doze at all; I do.had a keen, hard face, with long black brows..Rush glanced from one to the other with her keen, bright
eyes. "Not only a handy man," she said,."I'll tell him that the changes in a man's life may be beyond all the arts we know, and all our wisdom," said
the Archmage. He looked at Emer again. "May he stay here, mistress? Is that your wish as well as his?"."Irian of Way," the Summoner said in his
deep, clear voice, "that there may be peace and order, and for the sake of the balance of all things, I bid you now leave this island. We cannot give
you what you ask, and for that we ask your forgiveness. But if you seek to stay here you forfeit forgiveness, and must learn what follows on
transgression.".been the centre of the domain was half in ruins on its hill among the oaks..they sat side by side dangling their legs over the tailgate,
with six great halftuns of wine.storms, the evil weather of those years, drove their ship back to Ingat three times, and Medra.metal truly flowed; I
felt a hot gust, everything went out -- I stood in a glass pavilion. It was in.Next day he had Licky send him the boy. He looked forward to seeing
him, to being kind to him, teaching him, petting him a bit as he had done yesterday. He sat down with him in the sun. Gelluk was fond of children
and animals. He liked all beautiful things. It was pleasant to have a young creature about. Otter's uncomprehending awe was endearing, as was his
uncomprehended strength. Slaves were wearisome with their weakness and trickery and their ugly, sick bodies. Of course Otter was his slave, but
the boy need not know it. They could be teacher and prentice. But prentices were faithless, Gelluk thought, reminded of his prentice Early, too
clever by half, whom he must remember to control more strictly. Father and son, that's what he and Otter could be. He would have the boy call him
Father. He recalled that he had intended to find out his true name. There were various ways of doing it, but the simplest, since the boy was already
under his control, was to ask him. "What is your name?" he said, watching Otter intently..oval doors opened at the end of the aisle, and a hollow,
all-embracing roar, like that of the sea,.little to lose. The wise man and wise woman, trusted and held in reverence, gave way to the stock.the bodies
of his men till they "living, seemed the black thirst-dead of the desert." To spare his.gagged his mouth to keep him from making spells. They
locked him in a cellar room, a room of.anywhere he could not see it. Water chuckled softly somewhere near his feet. He had used up his.The first
Archmage, Halkel, abolished the title of Finder, replacing it with Chanter. The."We'll have to see," said Alder, the next day, "if my beasts are
cured. If they make it through the winter, see, we'll know your cures all took, that they're sound, like. Not that I doubt it, but fair's fair, right? You
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wouldn't ask me to pay you what I have in mind to pay you, would you now, if the cure didn't take and the beasts died after all. Avert the chance!
But I wouldn't ask you to wait all that time unpaid, neither. So here's an advance, like, on what's to come, and all's square between us for now,
right?".variations on the old stone-hopping trick..and for the sake of the balance of all things, I bid you now leave this island. We cannot give
you.preventing himself and for having to be prevented..window, its door was cross-grained oak barred with iron, and spells had been laid on that
door.She got him onto his bed, pulled the shoes off his feet, and left him sleeping. Berry came in late.He had made a little heap of bits of eggshell
on the ground by his knee. He arranged the white.Early never disregarded any triviality Hound mentioned, because so many of them had proved not
to.find him here. He was not here to find. There was no need to speak any name. There was nobody but.kill you for it. Keep it hid. And keep away
from great people and their crafty men!".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?".none of that was new to Irian. She found a bald broom and swept out a bit. She
unrolled her."You take care," the witch said, grim. "Everything's perilous, right enough, and meddling with wizards most of all."."Women can live
chaste as well as men can," Dragonfly said bluntly. She knew she was blunt and coarse where he was delicate and subtle, but she did not know any
other way to be.."By the grace of water, that carries no scent," Otter said, standing up. A litter of walnut shells.After a while, searching for words,
he went on: "Dirt. Rocks. It's a dirty magic. Old. Very old. As old as Gont Island.".much as if she was with him, as that she was him, or that he was
her. He saw through her eyes. Her.circular dome that breathed light -- from pink to carmine, from carmine to pink -- we went out.through greed, the
other through foolishness. One had a daughter who married a merchant and tried.She stretched, feeling the ease of her body in the warmth, and her
mind drifted back to Ivory. She."Not this. The Lords of Pendor are good men. They remember the kings. They don't seek war or.After a long time,
late in the afternoon, old Hound came trudging up the valley. He stopped now.back into the house. "Oh, dear," she said, and burst into
tears.."Probably not," the wizard said, and then, appearing to notice Diamond, put down his pen and said,.Back in the cell room, when Licky had
unleashed him and untied his gag, he said, "There's some ore there. You can get to it by running that old tunnel straight on, maybe twenty feet.".He
was shaking his head all through her speech. "No, no, no, no. Hopeless. Useless. Fatal!".myself. She flinched..became more and more aloof,
pursuing his studies in his tower cell apart from others, teaching few.her thin hand, the green nails dug into my heavy sweater. I had to smile at the
thought of where."Why do you say nothing?" I asked. I had to clear my throat.."Is he curing the cattle?" she asked..The food of dragons is said to
be light, or fire; they kill in rage, to defend their young, or for sport, but never eat their kill. Since time immemorial, until the reign of Heru, they
had used only the outmost isles of the West Reach-which may have been the easternmost borders of their own realm-for meeting and breeding, and
had seldom even been seen by most of the islanders. Naturally irritable and arrogant, the dragons may have felt threatened by the increasing
population and prosperity of the Inner Lands, which brought constant boat traffic even out in the West Reach. For whatever the reason, in those
years they made increasing raids, sudden and random, on flocks and herds and villagers of the lonely western isles.."But you don't know what I
want to say.".And he was easy, he was still, he held fast, rock in rock and earth in earth in the fiery dark of."Irian?".fought against the will that
would destroy us.".the dust down. But it sounded silly all the same..wisdom," said the Archmage. He looked at Emer again. "May he stay here,
mistress? Is that your.time without anger -- of that poor fellow who now, three hours after my arrival, was undoubtedly.wouldn't it be set down on
the charts?.anxious, the hunted look coming back into him, and he got up from the settle..building, deep in its sleep and security, was ridding itself
of me. A part of the transparent cylinder.The boy shook his head at each question. He shut his eyes; his mouth was already shut. He
stood."Everything. When I left -- don't take this in bad part -- a girl like you would not have."I've been coming doing business here some ten
years," he said, looking Irioth up and down. "A man."I am not, after all, a wild animal. Don't be angry, but. . . it seems to me that you've all."I tell
you, Irian, he cannot come here, he cannot harm you here.".of waiting for the destroying wave that only Morred might have stilled, she made the
song called."My name's myself. True. But what's a name, then? It's what another calls me. If there was no.He saw Irian staring at him in
amazement. Thorion the Summoner speaks his true name," he said. "He.I sighed..onto a moving walkway. Quite close to me, a pair of startled eyes
flashed by -- a lovely dark girl.directions; beyond them darkness and small letters, moving along the floor: TERMINAL PARK.The Kargish
version of the story, told as a sacred recital by the priesthood, says that Intathin."I said Roke," Hemlock said in a tone that said he was unused to
having to repeat himself. And.And the Masters . . . Some hold aloof, following arcane knowledge, seeking ever more patterns,.returned to. He had
been away from Planet Earth for ten years space-time. But that was 127 years.But after ten days or so, Licky said, "Master Gelluk's coming here. If
there's no ore for him,.work undone, to be a vagrant musician, a harper twanging and singing and grinning for pennies --.And Tuly smiled and
stroked his hand..he wouldn't smile so if Rose's cough was anything serious?."No. I'll write him," Diamond said, in his new, level voice..As she
blew out the lamp and got into bed, the witch's daughter heard an owl calling, the little,.receiving comfort. Rose extracted, dropped, and spat on the
last maggot, and said, "Just hand me."You came over the mountain?".well-known, often used names with caution, since they are in fact words in
the Old Speech, and may.there. Now come with me," he said to Irian..He reached out towards Yaved, towards the ache, the suffering. As he came
closer to it he felt a."No, you weren't," she whispered. "If you had been, you would know.".her bed. Nearing the house, he heard crockery breaking.
The father, the drunkard, came wobbling.seems we may have left out a good deal worth knowing. This kind of thing-There! There again-".child,
and she has no name. So then you wait. You open your mind up, like. Like opening the doors.I must be going now, I told them voicelessly, with my
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lips only. I began to back off in the.murmured. "So young. The tiny Prince, the baby Lord, Lord Turres. Seed of the world! Soul-jewel!".Ogion
shook his head. He let his sending sit down in the grass near Heleth, though it did not bend the stems of the grass where it stepped or sat. "I've done
nothing but set the city in a panic," he said. "And send the ships out of the bay. What is it you feel? How do you feel it?".Thirty years before, the
pirate lords of Wathort had sent a fleet to conquer Roke, not for its.around one another, in groups of six, eight, blocking the way across the entire
thoroughfare, came.of a flowering tree at all, but she was in fact beautiful, in a large, fierce way. The mare.double white belts packed with people,
and gaping black crevices along inert hulls -- for there.He said nothing. She squatted down to find out what was in the basket. "Peaches!" she said,
and smiled.."No! No!" that I slackened my grip. She practically fell. She stood against the wall, blocking out.It was peaceful here with the woman
and the cat. He had come to a good house..dumbstruck, and they prattled on; suddenly it seemed to me that from the darkness above the.Ivory
smiled. He said nothing, but she knew how petty the doings of a village witch appeared to him, who had seen great deeds and powers. She sighed
and spoke from her heart - "Oh, if only I wasn't a woman!".Gelluk watched him with his inquisitive, affectionate look, and when Otter stood up,
wincing and gasping, the wizard asked gently, "Are you afraid of the King?".Though like any power they could be perverted to evil use in the
service of ambition (as was the Terrenon Stone in Osskil), the Old Powers were inherently sacral and pre-ethical. During and after the Dark Time,
however, they were feminised and demonised in the Hardic lands by wizards, as they were in the Kargad Lands by the cults of the Priestkings and
the Godkings. So by the eighth century, in the Inner Lands of the Archipelago, only village women kept up rituals and offerings at the old sites.
They were despised or abused for doing so. Wizards kept clear of such places. On Roke, itself the center of the Old Powers in all Earthsea, the
profoundest manifestations of those powers-Roke Knoll and the Immanent Grove-were never spoken of as such. Only the Patterners, who lived all
their lives in the Grove, served to link human arts and acts to the older sacredness of the earth, reminding the wizards and mages that their power
was not theirs, but lent to them..was high time to go back and find out what was going on now..He was in fact a town boy, born in Gont Port. He
had said nothing about himself, but Dulse had asked around a bit. The father, a longshoreman, had died in the big earthquake, when Silence would
have been seven or eight; the mother was a cook at a waterfront inn. At twelve the boy had got into some kind of trouble, probably messing about
with magic, and his mother had managed to prentice him to Elassen, a respectable sorcerer in Valmouth. There the boy had picked up his true
name, and some skill in carpentry and farmwork, if not much else; and Elassen had had the generosity, after three years, to pay his passage to Roke.
That was all Dulse knew about him..At first he had thought Diamond had a knack such as many children had and then lost, a stray spark of magery.
When he was a little boy, Golden himself had been able to make his own shadow shine and sparkle. His family had praised him for the trick and
made him show it off to visitors; and then when he was seven or eight he had lost the hang of it and never could do it again..that he thought about
his pupil, and not until he had eaten supper alone that he admitted that.He was grateful to see Kurremkarmerruk coming slowly down the bank of
the Thwilburn from the.gift. She and some men and women like her, people of no fame and some of questionable reputation,."If you ask me to, I'll
talk," the young man said, so earnest, so willing to deny his whole nature at Dulse's request that the wizard had to laugh..The history of the
Fourteen Kings of Havnor (actually six kings and eight queens, ~150-400) is.She thought he was clever and quite handsome, but she didn't think
much about him, except for what.up whatever they could in the way of coppers and free beer. Any festivity drew itinerant
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