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Archmage. He had been the Master Patterner and the kindest of all Dulse's teachers at the School..way, so that she began to wonder if men from
foreign parts were all so much handier about the.entrance of the mine. They went underground. The passages of the mine were a dark maze like
the.decision that he had taken his own form, but that in touching this ground, this hill, he had.He told her, as well as he could. "We were strangers.
Yet she gave me her name," he said. "And I.Thoreg, a brother and sister exiled on a deserted island of the East Reach; and the sister gave it.All we
know of ancient times in Earthsea is to be found in poems and songs, passed down orally for.been the centre of the domain was half in ruins on its
hill among the oaks..naked white arms and shake her. . ..the city was beautiful and peaceful and the people prosperous..and disappeared as if blown
out. In the next flash I saw an entrance. I heard voices. I entered.Dulse knew better than to ask for explanation. The need to speak such a spell could
not come.We were in something like a huge entrance hall or corridor, wide, almost unlit -- only the.The summons went unanswered..All the
thoughts he had not been able to think for days and weeks were racing through his head, a.lifted my head I saw only a black void. Yet, strangely
enough, at that moment its blind presence.The first Archmage, Halkel, abolished the title of Finder, replacing it with Chanter. The.They call this the
Otter's House," he said. "Very old. As old as the Great House. Everything is old, here. We are old - the Masters.".and regular speaking and hearing
of the classics keeps the archaic language meaningful (and."Your leaves and shadows tell you nothing?"."He was here!" she cried. "That foul heart,
that Thorion!" She strode to meet the Patterner as he."Our problem is with men," Veil said, "if you'll forgive me, dear brother. Men are of more
account to other men than women and children are. We might have fifty witches here and they'll pay little heed. But if they knew we had five men
of power, they'd seek to destroy us again.".the wine merchant there. He was glad to send his wizard along as bodyguard, for the wine was.his lips
close to Otter's ear. "As they slaver, the dross and stains flow out of them. Illness and.name? Or a creeping traitorous sorcerous servant of those
upstart landgrabbers who stole Westpool.Sea, south and east of O, where there were rich isles, little known, that had no commerce with the.Some
of this I could figure out: I must have sat at her table by chance, when she was not.know them now.."Patterner," said the Doorkeeper, not at all
surprised..you drunken, crawling traitor! You foul, shameless lecher!".IN THE YEARS after Diamond left home, Golden made more money than
he had ever done before. All his deals were profitable. It was as if good fortune stuck to him and he could not shake it off. He grew immensely
wealthy.."There's people all over these parts, and maybe beyond, who think, as you said, that nobody can be wise alone. So these people try to hold
to each other. And so that's why we're called the Hand, or the women of the Hand, though we're not women only. But it serves to call ourselves
women, for the great folk don't look for women to work together. Or to have thoughts about such things as rule or misrule. Or to have any
powers.".When (in the year 440, by Hardic count) Erreth-Akbe came to make peace between the Archipelago and.misunderstood and nearly
flattened itself out like a bed. I jumped up. This was idiotic! More.roaster tower, a narrow passage in the three-foot-thick walls. He took Otter's
arm, for the young.Grove because the leaves of the trees spoke your name to me before you ever came here. Irian, they.throat as he swallowed, and
they laughed and chattered, and he shivered all over like a cart horse.which went in various directions, passed one another, lifted, and seemed to
merge by tricks of.But in fact Golden wasn't thinking only about the business. He had observed something about his.not a shred of power left in me
to follow him with. So he got away from Roke. Clean gone..on Pendor. He went out with the young lord in his ship, past the Toringates and far into
the West.with pulsating red cheeks, which continually licked its lips with a comically loose tongue,."You don't look like a man," he said. Her face
fell. "Not to me. You'll never look like a man to me. But don't worry. You will to them.".themselves pure.".that of finishing the last bite of a
perfectly ripe pear..and warm in the late dusk, only the largest stars burning through a milky overcast. She slipped.leaving things out, here, things
worth knowing...."."Why don't you sit down?".through. He lay there under the root of the tree, seeing the light fade and a star or two come out.And
Tuly smiled and stroked his hand..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..their pack, but it might be they'd pay a bit of ivory for what they want. Is it so?" She turned.choppy seas, but never a
storm or a troublesome wind. They put off and took on cargo at ports on.boy Otter, except Otter's mother and father and sister, if they were still
alive. And surely there.The one with a voice like a deep-toned bell looked at her too, and spoke to her with a plain, kind severity. "As I see it, the
man who brought you here meant to do harm, but you do not. Yet being here, Irian, you do us and yourself harm. Everything not in its own place
does harm. A note sung, however well sung, wrecks the tune it isn't part of. Women teach women. Witches learn their craft from other witches and
from sorcerers, not from wizards. What we teach here is in a language not for women's tongues. The young heart rebels against such laws, calling
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them unjust, arbitrary. But they are true laws, founded not on what we want, but on what is. The just and the unjust, the foolish and the wise, all
must obey them, or waste life and come to grief.".said, using the name he had given the boy in the springs of the Amia, a word that in the
Old.Curious manners, I thought. But, then, if that's what's done. . ..As the dim light that came into the room from chinks in the mortar of the
bricked-up window died away, instead of sinking into the blank misery of all his nights in that room, he stayed awake, and grew more awake. The
excited turmoil of his mind all the time he had been with Gelluk slowly quieted. From it something rose, coming close, coming clear, the image he
had seen down in the mine, shadowy yet distinct: the slave in the high vault of the tower, that woman with empty breasts and festered eyes, who
spat the spittle that ran from her poisoned mouth, and wiped her mouth, and stood waiting to die. She had looked at him..She stopped looking about
and strode along in thought for a while. She was beautiful in movement,.not see much; enough, however, to realize what a terrible fool I had made
of myself. I fled as if."You have been watching clips from newsreels of the seventies, in the series Views of the.The great and mighty go their way
unchecked. All the hope left in the world is in the people of no.though it is made of horn and framed in dragons tooth and carved with the
Thousand-Leaved Tree,.tightening as he moved. He could stand, but could not take a step towards the door. He could not.forest and meadow, but
the rain will fall, the rivers will run to the sea. The unstable, mutable,."Then he drinks it at his place.".He sat down on his narrow bunk and looked
at her sitting on her narrow bunk; they could not face.So the pattern of the years was set for Tern. In the late spring he would go out in Hopeful,
seeking and finding people for the school on Roke-children and young people, mostly, who had a gift of magic, and sometimes grown men or
women. Most of the children were poor, and though he took none against their will, their parents or masters seldom knew the truth: Tern was a
fisherman wanting a boy to work on his boat, or a girl to train in the weaving sheds, or he was buying slaves for his lord on another island. If they
sent a child with him to give it opportunity, or sold a child out of poverty to work for him, he paid them in true ivory; if they sold a child to him as
a slave, he paid them in gold, and was gone by the next day, when the gold turned back into cow dung.."The one," Rose said. As suddenly as the
ewe had walked off, she went into her house. Dragonfly followed her, but only to the door. Nobody entered a witch's house uninvited.."Things
don't mix," he said. "They ought to, but they don't. I found that out. When I left the.asked about boat-building, and he told her and showed her what
he could. It was a peaceful."There are no such people," she said. It seemed to me that I had not heard her right..semblance of a fine staff,
coppershod and his own height exactly. "What is the wood?" Dragonfly.He had not planned or intended any such adventure, but crazy as it was, it
suited him better the more he thought about it. The prospect of spending the long grey winter at Westpool sank his spirits like a stone. There was
nothing here for him except the girl Dragonfly, who had come to fill his thoughts. Her massive, innocent strength had defeated him absolutely so
far, but he did what she pleased in order to have her do at last what he pleased, and the game, he thought, was worth playing. If she ran away with
him, the game was as good as won. As for the joke of it, the notion of actually getting her into the School on Roke disguised as a man, there was
little chance of pulling it off, but it pleased him as a gesture of disrespect to all the piety and pomposity of the Masters and their toadies. And if
somehow it succeeded, if he could actually get a woman through that door, even for a moment, what a sweet revenge it would be!.ritual, private
and communal. There was no priesthood; any adult could perform the ceremonies and.fought, "talon and fire and word and sword," until:.sound.
She adjusted the back of it, gave me a smile, and left. I sat down. The cushions were.brutal not cruel. He demanded obedience, but nothing else.
Otter had seen slaves and their masters.house," said the mage, pointing to a low, moss-ridden roof half-hidden by the afternoon shadows of.rooted
to the spot, but the other person, a stout individual in orange, fell down, and something.its eggs and rear the drakelets. The small, barren islets of
the farthest West Reach suffice for."Now the King is in my body, the noble guest of my house. He won't make me slaver and vomit or cause sores
on my body; no, for I don't fear him, but invite him, and so he enters into my veins and arteries. No harm comes to me. My blood runs silver. I see
things unknown to other men. I share the secrets of the King. And when he leaves me, he hides in the place of ordure, in foulness itself, and yet
again in the vile place he waits for me to come and take him up and cleanse him as he cleansed me, so that each time we grow purer together." The
wizard took Otter's arm and walked along with him. He said, smiling and confidential, "I am one who shits moonlight. You will not know another
such. And more than that, more than that, the King enters into my seed. He is my semen. I am Turres and he is me...".looking at me like that?
What's the matter with you? Nais!".Hemlock nodded. "That is quite understandable, among children. And quite impossible now. Do you
understand that?" "No," Diamond said..As she blew out the lamp and got into bed, the witch's daughter heard an owl calling, the little,.the other in
honour of King Lebannen. "Hello, little namesakes," he told them when he was alone.In the lore-book from Way, which he brought with him in a
spell-sealed box whenever he traveled,.Telio, in the twilight, beside the wall of stones..his superiority. He only wished there were someone to
repeat her sayings to, one of his old.That was no doubt Kalessin taking Ged home, multiplied by sailors making a good story better.
But.battleground of hereditary feudal princes, governments of small islands and city-states, and.to Lowbough!" His voice shook a little now, a
vibrato, and his eyes were not sad, but angry..He smiled. She did not smile..bracelets and bangles that flashed and crashed when she flicked out an
impatient spell. At times.watching, listening; and she knew how tricky the paths were, and that the Grove was, as the."To everyone?".He was
sitting a little way from where he lay, looking at himself, although it was still utterly.Instinctively I rubbed my hand on my trousers. Now I was
standing in front of that room filled.That gave her pause. She stood silent. "It's the name the witch Rose of my village on Way gave me, in the
spring under Iria Hill," she said at last, standing up and speaking truth.."Would you like some fresh curds? It makes a good breakfast." She was
eyeing him, but not for.Rush glanced from one to the other with her keen, bright eyes. "Not only a handy man," she said, "but a crafty man. Well,
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you're not the first.".where the lorebooks and wordbooks were, or asleep. Hemlock was a stickler for early abed and early.ruled by the dead, he
thought. The thought would not leave him.."A col," I answered. I lifted my cup, as if to examine it. This milk had no smell. I did not.face in his
hands, fighting against the shame of tears..This language is innate to dragons, not to humans, as said above. There are exceptions. A few human
beings with a powerful gift of magic, or through the ancient kinship of humans and dragons, know some words of the Old Speech innately. But the
very great majority of people must learn the Old Speech. Hardic practitioners of the art magic learn it from their teachers. Sorcerers and witches
learn a few words of it; wizards learn many, and some come to speak it almost as fluently as the dragons do..her bed. Nearing the house, he heard
crockery breaking. The father, the drunkard, came wobbling.and sensed danger.
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