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Next morning he picked a sprig of herb from the kitchen-garden of the inn and spelled it into the semblance of a fine staff, coppershod and his own
height exactly. "What is the wood?" Dragonfly asked, fascinated, when she saw it, and when he answered with a laugh, "Rosemary," she laughed
too.."A woman," said the Master Summoner..danced on the stops, and the fife played a short jig. It hit several false notes and squealed on.The
witch listened, unable to resist the lure of secrets revealed and the contagion of passionate desire.."Which power?".He stood tongue-tied. After a
while she looked up at him. "No," she said in a soft, quiet voice,.She pitied and honoured him. She wanted to warn him of the peril he was in. But
no words came to.brave. Or brave, they said around the tavern table, in the wrong way, or the wrong place, d'you.His Herbal came back from the
woods and sat down beside him on the bench a while. In the middle of.Otter looked from one to the other. Clearly they had told him their own
greatest secret and their.absence of advertising signs, after the orgy of neon at the station, but I had no time for such.human in character, like a
caricature, even. After a while I saw that the violet was a buffoon,.walked for hours in silence. In the summer midday the woods were silent. No
bird sang. The leaves.she said. "Will you have a bit of soup? It's still hot.".right, as it should be. But we aren't. People aren't. We're wrong. We do
wrong. No animal does."It'll stop by midday," the wizard told the chickens. He fed them and squelched back to the house with three warm eggs.
When he was a child he had liked to walk in mud. He remembered enjoying the cool of it rising between his toes. He still like to go barefoot, but no
longer enjoyed mud; it was sticky stuff, and he disliked stooping to clean his feet before going into the house. When he'd had a dirt floor it hadn't
mattered, but now he had a wooden floor, like a lord or a merchant or an archmage. To keep the cold and damp out of his bones. Not his own
notion. Silence had come up from Gont Port, last spring, to lay a floor in the old house. They had had one of their arguments about it. He should
have known better, after all this time, than to argue with Silence..it galled him.."Irian of Way," the Summoner said in his deep, clear voice, "that
there may be peace and order,.The next day she said, "I'm going to sit under the trees." Not sure what was expected of him, he followed her at a
distance till they came to the inmost part of the Grove where all the trees were of the same kind, nameless yet each with its own name. When she
sat down on the soft leaf mold between the roots of a big old tree, he found himself a place not far away to sit; and as she watched and listened and
was still, he watched and listened and was still. So they did for several days. Then one morning, in rebellious mood, he stayed by the stream while
Ember walked into the Grove. She did not look back..blanket on the plank bed. She found a cracked pitcher in a skew-doored cabinet and filled it
with.at him, but she did not speak again. She fought her death, fought to breathe, while the red light.He was sitting a little way from where he lay,
looking at himself, although it was still utterly.His voice had become very soft, very dark.."Would you like some fresh curds? It makes a good
breakfast." She was eyeing him, but not for long, and not meeting his eyes. Like an animal, like a cat, she was, sizing him up but not challenging.
There was a cat, a big grey, sitting on his four paws on the hearth gazing at the coals. Irioth accepted the bowl and spoon she handed him and sat
down on the settle. The cat jumped up beside him and purred..perspective. It was hard to rest the eye on anything that was not in motion, because
the.center of the world.."Tomorrow," he said, and strode off..spell-protected. Rose had explained to her how wizards' spells worked 'so that it never
enters."Do it.".in front of large, glowing windows and the fiery letters ALCARON HOTEL..portions thereof in any form whatsoever except as
provided by the.herself, for charming and handsome as he was she had never been able to feel a thing for him but.tried again, and stood up. Then he
started forward..are no gods, no cults, no formal worship of any kind. Ritual occurs only in traditional offerings.He heard an eagle scream. He got
to his feet. He leapt into the dark..Patterner here. I'd like to learn more about your name." He nodded to the other two mages and was.So Otter
worked along with them with a clear head and an angry heart. They were in a trap. What's.The wind had come up again. They were both shivering,
their teeth chattering. They stood face to.Then from the foam bright Ea broke..disbelieving joy. Not knowing Hound's connection with the warlord
and his wizard, they treated him.In there he knew he should hurry, that the bones of the earth ached to move, and that he must become them to
guide them, but he could not hurry. There was on him the bewilderment of any transformation. He had in his day been fox, and bull, and dragonfly,
and knew what it was to change being. But this was different, this slow enlargement. I am vastening, he thought.."I used him to help me get here
and to tell me what to say to the Doorkeeper," Irian said. "I'm.Grove and understood the patterns of the shadows!.Telio, built of rosy sandstone, and
fields and orchards that should have been fertile. But the."Bregg." I heard her voice as if from a distance. I started. I had completely forgotten.shoes
off his feet, and left him sleeping. She went to look at the other one. He looked feverish,.the songs and be prepared for his naming day."."You went
wrong. You've come back. But you're tired, Irioth, and the way's hard when you go alone.."Often. Seeing only boys and men, day after day, in the
Great House and all the precincts of the School. Knowing that the townswomen are spell-bound from so much as setting foot on the fields about
Roke Knoll. Once in years, perhaps, some great lady is allowed to come briefly into the outer courts. .. Why is it so? Are all women incapable of
understanding? Or is it that the Masters fear them, fear to be corrupted - no, but fear that to admit women might change the rule they cling to - the
... purity of that rule.".He had made a little heap of bits of eggshell on the ground by his knee. He arranged the white.It looked very old. It had been
rebuilt and rebuilt again, but not for a long time. Nor had anyone lived in it for a long time, from the feel of it. But it was a pleasant feeling, as if
those who had slept there had slept peacefully. As for decrepit walls, mice, cobwebs, and scant furniture, none of that was new to Irian. She found a
bald broom and swept out a bit. She unrolled her blanket on the plank bed. She found a cracked pitcher in a skew-doored cabinet and filled it with
water from the stream that ran clear and quiet ten steps from the door. She did these things in a kind of trance, and having done them, sat down in
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the grass with her back against the house wall, which held the heat of the sun, and fell asleep..A division of.a dizziness. "Ellu," he would say, and
walk to the beast and lay his hands upon it until they felt."No!"."So we must follow her?" the Herbal asked..He broke free, stood up, stooping;
neither of them could stand straight in the low cabin..He still stood there, and she said, "Look at the peaches! They're all ripe. We'll have to eat
them right away."."Every spell depends on every other spell," said Highdrake. "Every motion of a single leaf moves.want to stay alive. I'll see that
you're sent there. If you'll go.".it was definitely the better plan to be honest. What Master did you speak of?"."Conscience caught him," said the
Namer. "Conscience told him he alone could set things right. To do it, he denied his death. So he denies life.".Medra stayed three years with
Highdrake, and when the old mage died, the Lord of Pendor asked Medra to take his place. Despite his ranting and scolding against dragon hunters,
High-drake had been honored in his island, and his successor would have both honor and power. Perhaps tempted to think that he had come as near
to Morred's Isle as he would ever come, Medra stayed a while longer on Pendor. He went out with the young lord in his ship, past the Toringates
and far into the West Reach, to look for dragons. There was a great longing in his heart to see a dragon. But untimely storms, the evil weather of
those years, drove their ship back to Ingat three times, and Medra refused to run her west again into those gales. He had learned a good deal about
weatherworking since his days in a catboat on Havnor Bay..but not the way a sorcerer-prospector does; not just slipping about between things and
looking and.tongue?".When he saw Diamond come down the stairs without touching the stairs, he thought his eyes had."This is what you brought
the Nine together for? This and no more?".fast and brilliant, too fast for some of the dancers. Diamond and his partner stayed in, and.the winter
long, out on the high marsh..stool beside his at the high desk..The curer said nothing to the cowboy but went straight to the mule, or hinny, rather,
being out of.Knowledge of these places and powers was the heart of religion in the Kargad Realm. In the.completely dark. I was unable to find the
exit to that terrace, but I did come upon cylinders filled."But I will come, master!" he said. And then after a pause, "How soon?" And after a longer
pause,.apart. They are safe from sea-pirates in Gont Port. But their safety is their danger; the long bay.ten days starving in the cold to cure his
beasts! San's got nothing but copper, but Alder can pay.and got angry with them and with him for not moving faster. It was strange to him that they
had no.Earth in her turning to the sun makes the days and nights, but within her there are no days. Medra walked through the night. He was very
lame, and could not always keep up the werelight. When it failed he had to stop and sit down and sleep. The sleep was never death, as he thought it
was. He woke, always cold, always in pain, always thirsty, and when he could make a glimmer of the light he got to his feet and went on. He never
saw Anieb but he knew she was there. He followed her. Sometimes there were great rooms. Sometimes there were pools of motionless water. It
was hard to break the stillness of their surface, but he drank from them. He thought he had gone down deeper and deeper for a long time, till he
reached the longest of those pools, and after that the way went up again. Sometimes now Anieb followed him. He could say her name, though she
did not answer. He could not say the other name, but he could think of the trees; of the roots of the trees. This was the kingdom of the roots of the
trees. How far does the forest go? As far as forests go. As long as the lives, as deep as the roots of the trees. As long as leaves cast shadows. There
were no shadows here, only the dark, but he went forward, and went forward, until he saw Anieb before him. He saw the flash of her eyes, the
cloud of her curling hair. She looked back at him for a moment, and then turned aside and ran lightly down a long, steep slope into
darkness..fragments into a curve, then closed it into a circle. "Yes," he said, studying his eggshells,.Dragonfly stopped too. She said after a moment,
"I'm sorry. But I feel like - I feel like you betrayed me.".that bush into the seeming of a tree," he said, and promptly Otter did so. Illusion came so
easy.The sorcerer looked at Dragonfly, who stood straight as a tree and said nothing..Nobody fools with me. We make a pretty good living.
Winters, I go stay with Mother and help her.stream had chilled him to the bone, and he was shivering..frightened, and did not know what he was
frightened of. The wizard, the power, the spell... It was.adapted the Hardic runes to Kargish, with some simplifications and additions, for purposes
of.He was half asleep, sitting on the ground in the shade by the barracks, the smell of the logs stacked by the roaster tower bringing him a memory
of the work yards at home, the fragrance of new wood as the plane ran down the silky oak board. Some noise or movement roused him. He looked
up and saw the wizard standing before him, looming above him..He slept till late in the morning and woke as if from illness, weak and placid. She
was unable to be afraid of him. She found that he had no memory at all of what had happened in the village, of the other sorcerer, even of the six
coppers she had found scattered on the bedcover, which he must have held clenched in his hand all along..against the blaze shoveled and
reshoveled ore onto logs kept in a roaring blaze by great bellows,.the doorjamb to keep on his feet..Otter, sitting by the fire shelling walnuts, held
still. Mead thanked the messenger and brought.was effective. He cast it on her while she was, characteristically, mending a cow's halter.
The.expression. For a moment I contemplated my own face -- what was this, three-dimensional.which useful, which dangerous; why some people
had one gift but not another, and whether you could.could be anything. Horses! Bears!".appreciation. Living with the pirate king, he was sick of
boasts and threats, of boasters and."Well, well, well," he said to his wife, frequently, "all rosy again, eh? Got the apple of your eye back home, eh?
No more moping, eh?"."Your name is beautiful, Emer," he said. "I will speak it when you tell me to.".heard, was a little animal with sharp teeth and
no voice, but there were no such creatures on the.brightly lit; I had the impression that above it trains of some kind were running, since the
floor.rule of the Havnorian Kings.."He wanted me to go to the College on Roke to study with the Master Summoner. He was going to send me
there. I decided not to go.".hellhounds and probably a drunk old man. But it was worth the chance, he thought; he was bored out.When the city was
in order again, and the ships had all come back, and the walls were being rebuilt, Ogion escaped from praise and went up into the hills above Gont
Port. He found the queer little valley called Trimmer's Dell, the true name of which in the language of the Making was Yaved, as Ogion's true name
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was Aihal. He walked about there all one day, as if seeking something. In the evening he lay down on the ground and talked to it. "You should have
told me, I could have said goodbye," he said. He wept once, and his tears fell on the dry dirt among the grass-stems and made little spots of mud,
little sticky spots..asked around a bit. The father, a longshoreman, had died in the big earthquake, when Silence would.arms and snug about the
hips, was talking with a blonde girl who had her back against the bowl."I am not a witch," she said. Her voice sounded high, metallic, after the
men's deep voices. "I have no art. No knowledge. I came to learn.".into which he had put the few drops of quicksilver. His eye always on Otter's
eye, he unsealed the."I'll be in the Grove," she said. "And my heart with you, my dark otter, my white tern, my love, Medra.".The boy was in fact a
workman of the first order, carpenter, cabinetmaker, stonelayer, roofer; he.the cattle-speed the work! He's given us surety of payment. So you'll
sleep in the chimney corner,.Her father's ancestors had owned a wide, rich domain on the wide, rich island of Way. Claiming no."Now the King is
in my body, the noble guest of my house. He won't make me slaver and vomit or."Maybe I came to destroy Roke.".Although Otter had not thought
the words, Anieb spoke with his voice, the same weak, dull voice: "Only the Master can open the door. Only the King has the key.".Thunder?.said.
"It's at daybreak a name should be given. And then there ought to be music and feasting and.shape-changer, so fearless that he would take even
dragon form..all over her yesterday, growling and muttering. Ordered the helm replaced." He meant Losen's chief.trembled. What a world, I
thought, what a world this is!.set in the lid, which seemed a kind and pretty gift to Diamond and his mother. But Golden was a.Crow cocked his
head..and their history together into "A Description of Earthsea." Its function is like that of the.suddenly the lion tore his rough shag from my
hands, turned his enormous head toward her, and."Hoary?" said the Patterner..took it and opened it, a face emerged, the mouth open, the lips
slightly twisted, thin; it regarded.did not know what to say. How difficult all this was..He thought he caught a whiff of fox from the little orchard
behind the house..Diamond glanced at Rose. The girl turned her head away, looking down..Then for a while he held still, body and mind, beginning
to understand for the first time where.you're here, it adds up, you see. It adds up. Well! But listen here, did you just run off from the.now, dragging
the right leg, which would not bear his weight. He went forward. He smelled the wind.you again I'd do you a favor, if I could. As one finder to the
other, see?"
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