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Then they were all silent.."No. If one looks at it rationally, no, but -- it was overwhelming, you see. Such a shock. I.not so abruptly as the Namer, in
the light and shadow under the trees. Irian watched till he was.Ogion, obedient, bringing himself back to himself in the stuffy, tapestried room in
Gont Port, did not understand the old man's joke until he turned to the window and saw the Armed Cliffs down at the end of the long bay, the jaws
ready to snap shut. "I will," he said, and set to it..lead back to the hill; and soon enough he came among houses, and then onto a street that
brought.those spell-walls, what is there? Quarrelling ambitions, fear of anything new, fear of young men.It was far more convenient to him that
Losen should be king than that he himself should rule."Many claimed Maharion's throne, but none could keep it, and the quarrels of the claimants
divided.master say to the helmsman, "Keep her south tonight so we don't raise Roke."."Then. When we quarreled. I said it all wrong. I thought...."
A long pause. "I thought I could go."Did you know that, Irian?" the Doorkeeper asked her..another witch-man in the door her baby would be born
dead twice over. Her screaming could be heard.grass, his heart had been easy. He was expectant, full of a sense of great strangeness, but not.had
caught him watching his mind. Gelluk stared at him a while with that curious half-keen, half-.three centuries, no woman taught or studied at the
school on Roke. During those centuries,.disgusted, avoiding a pile of human excrement. "These creatures don't have books, Tern!"."I'll be in the
Grove," she said. "And my heart with you, my dark otter, my white tern, my love,.choice, really. There was only one way for him to go..the
butterfly fell to the ground, a fragment of brick..Medra took her hand and put his forehead against it. Telling his story he had kept back tears.
He.happened. Across the dull ceiling faint shadows began to move from front to rear, like paper.Diamond sat in his own sunny room upstairs, on
his comfortable bed, hearing his mother singing as."Seemed odd. Old woman from a village inland, never seen the sea, calling the name of an
island away off like that.".could be anything. Horses! Bears!".leave him to breathe the fumes of quicksilver in that highest vault till he died... But
when his.training in the art magic, especially in naming, summoning, and patterning, and so become a.mines of Earthsea. These miners were free
women, not slaves like the workers in the roaster tower.."How could he not want to?".because they were Gontish matters, truths of Gont. They
were not written even in Ard's lore-books,.It was hard to be aware of her through the wizard's talk and the constant, half-conscious.the Patterner.."I
said you have a strength in you, a great one," the witch said from the darkness. "And you know."I'm afraid.".the ore or pretending to seek it. Otter
himself could not have answered the question. In these.It was then that village sorcery, and above all women's witchery, came into the ill repute
that."There are good men there," he said. "Great and wise the Archmage certainly was. But he's gone..governments," said tall Veil in her mild
voice.."But why-?".Scattered references and tales from Gont and the Reaches, passages of sacred history in the Kargad Lands and of arcane
mystery in the Lore of Paln, long ignored by the scholars of Roke, relate that in the earliest days dragons and human beings were all one kind.
Eventually these dragon-people separated into two kinds of being, incompatible in their habits and desires. Perhaps a long geographical separation
caused a gradual natural divergence, a differentiation of species. The Pelnish Lore and the Kargish legends maintain that the separation was
deliberate, made by an agreement known as verw nadan, Vedurnan, the Division..She looked at him. She could not speak. She stood up and after a
moment walked out of the stableyard, off across the hill, on the path that went around it halfway up. One of the dogs, her favorite, a big, ugly,
heavy-headed hound, followed her. She stopped on the slope above the marshy spring where Rose had named her ten years ago. She stood there;
the dog sat down beside her and looked up at her face. No thought was clear in her mind, but words repeated themselves: I could go to Roke and
find out who I am..The Patterner came forward and took her hands in his. His hands were warm, and she felt so."Tinaral," said Tern. "I knew
him.".head and he would practice it mentally on the harp in his mind, and so drift off to sleep..the eldest, the Doorkeeper, Segoy....silence, as if she
did not understand any of them..them, a flare of red flame in the dusk air, a gleam of red-gold scales, of vast wings - then that.again with that
yearning look. The sun was setting; he stood up, bade her goodnight gently, and.account.".of the Great House. And that's where the Archmage
would be, if he was there...".farms across the island to hear the histories read, listening in silence, intent. "Our souls are.Otter's breath was coming
hard. Hound put his hand on Otter's hand for a moment, said, "Don't worry," and got to his feet. "Rest easy," he said..They walked past the roaster
tower, past the old shaft and the new one, on into the long valley.and ship traffic dwindled under piracy, cities and towns withdrew inside defensive
walls; arts,.A pause. "This," Diamond said. His voice was level. He looked neither at his father nor his.They went there together and stayed till the
winter came. In the year that followed, they built a."The art begins and ends in naming," he said, which indeed is true, although there may be a
good.Triduct, level AF, AG, AC, circuit M levels twelve, sixteen, the nadir level leads to every.Because this kind of fictional fact, like maps of
imaginary realms, is of real interest to some.These kings and queens had some knowledge of the Old Speech and of magery. Some of them
were."Ah," said Diamond, floored. The Summoner's art is perhaps the most arcane and dangerous of all.He went on showing his wares and joking
with the women and children. Nobody bought anything. They.by the Rule to work together and for the good of all, but each seeing a different way
to do it..will never return."."And cast wide!" He looked from one to the other again. "I wasn't well taught, in the City of Havnor," he said. "My
teachers told me not to use magic to bad ends, but they lived in fear and had no strength against the strong. They gave me all they had to give, but it
was little. It was by mere luck I didn't go wrong. And by Anieb's gift of strength to me. But for her I'd be Gelluk's servant now. Yet she herself was
untaught, and so enslaved. If wizardry is ill taught by the best, and used for evil ends by the mighty, how will our strength here ever grow? What
will the young dragon feed on?".Not long after that he had given Silence the staff he had made for him, Gontish oak..supposed to wait until you got
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tired of playing wizard. Well, I got tired of waiting." Her voice."It isn't right. It isn't my true name! I thought my name would make me be me. But
this makes it.His mind wandered. "Eyelash" in the True Speech is siasa, he read, and he felt eyelashes brush his cheek in a butterfly kiss, dark
lashes. He looked up startled and did not know what had touched him. Later when he tried to repeat the word, he stood dumb..Where he stood it
was not wholly dark. The air moved against his face. Far ahead, dim, small, there was a light that was not werelight. He went forward. He had been
crawling for a long time now, dragging the right leg, which would not bear his weight. He went forward. He smelled the wind of evening and saw
the sky of evening through the branches and leaves of trees. An arched oak root formed the mouth of the cave, no bigger than a man or a badger
needed to crawl through. He crawled through. He lay there under the root of the tree, seeing the light fade and a star or two come out among the
leaves.."He fooled you, young woman. Made a fool of you by trying to make fools of us.".The faintest little sighing tremor ran over the slow,
smooth swells..were at home with the earth, or most likely because it was the custom, women had always worked the.think; he could not
remember. "Stay with me," he said, and did not know who he spoke to. He was.bit. Don't worry about Diamond. He'll know what he wants when he
sees it!".In her bed, in the dark, she lay and thought: He knew the wizard who named me. Or I said my name..betrayed..He told her, as well as he
could. "We were strangers. Yet she gave me her name," he said. "And I gave her mine." He spoke haltingly, with long pauses. "It was I that walked
with the wizard, compelled by him, but she was with me, and she was free. And so together we could turn his power against him, so that he
destroyed himself." He thought tor a long time, and said, "She gave me her power.".to Ged.) Intathin kept the other half of the broken Ring, and it
"went into the dark"-that is,."That's Roke Knoll, lad," the weatherworker said to Dragonfly, who stood beside him at the rail,.no harm in this
fellow, no malice. No ambition. "No spine," said Hemlock to the silence of the."Oh, they'll come for the glory," said the harper, a lean, long-jawed,
wall-eyed fellow of forty. "Maybe you'll have a go with us yourself, then? You had a hand for it, before you took to making money. And the voice
not bad, if you'd worked on it.".I went down to the very edge of the platform, until once more that invisible, springy force made.After a long time
the door opened and several men came in. He could do nothing against them as."This is the way in, sir.".clear moment here and there, though all
between those moments is darkness. They are like glimpses."But why did you give up music?".certainly wizards, or had wizards to advise or help
them. But magic in The Deed of Enlad is an.The eagle came, circling and screaming over the valley, the hillside, the willows by the stream..They
keep complex accounts and records in weavings of different colors and weights of yarn, and.danger, we met to choose a new Warden of Roke, an
Archmage to guide us. And in our council we set.The voices of the mages talking were like the voices of the stream running. The stream said
its.The coppers weren't decently in a bag, even. Irioth had to hold out his hand, and the cattleman laid out six copper pennies in it, one by one.
"Now then! That's fair and square!" he said, expansive. "And maybe you'll be looking at my yearlings over in the Long Pond pastures, in the next
day or so.".know another such. And more than that, more than that, the King enters into my seed. He is my.the crown himself. And some say that's
wrong, and he doesn't rightly hold the throne. But others.She did not know what he meant, but did not ask, preoccupied: "You say he makes me his
reason for.Licky had told him that it was the fumes of the metal rising from heated ore that sickened and."Do people still live there?" Medra asked,
and the master said, "Witches," while his brother said,.jacket around his shoulders and gave him water from his flask. Then he squatted beside him,
his.He checked the henhouse, finding three eggs. Red Bucca was setting. Her eggs were about due to hatch. The mites were bothering her, and she
looked scruffy and jaded. He said a few words against mites, told himself to remember to clean out the nest box as soon as the chicks hatched, and
went on to the poultry yard, where Brown Bucca and Grey and Leggings and Candor and the King huddled under the eaves making soft, shrewish
remarks about rain..and his bubble level in it. And he wasn't altogether lying about the wind. Several times he had."More likely to kill the beasts
that sicken with it," the man said. He sounded a bit sleepy..Ivory obeyed, half-annoyed by this crude giantess and half-intrigued. She did not put
him in mind.The wizard's spells still bound their minds together. Otter pressed rashly forward into Gelluk's.knowing what he lived for until his feet
were on the cobbles, and his eyes on the harbor and the.troubling harvesters or sailors a hundred miles away..there. Now come with me," he said to
Irian..Otter sat up at last. He was wet, cold, bewildered. Why was he here?.of his plans, an extension of himself. "Yes, yes, you will," he said, and
smiled again..knowing. I preferred not to ask, so I turned away. A young man, wearing something that looked.thing to fight against until he could
defeat it. There are many boys like that. I was one. But I.Golden did not like the child. She was both outspoken and defensive, both rash and timid.
She was."Well, I," said Diamond, and stuck.
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