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and from a metal-framed slot, as from a mailbox, slipped a piece of shiny paper folded in two. I.When she was thirteen the old vineyarder and the
housekeeper, who were all that was left of the household, told the Master that it was time his daughter had her naming day. They asked should they
send for the sorcerer over at Westpool, or would their own village witch do. The Master of Iria fell into a screaming rage. "A village witch? A
hex-hag to give Irian's daughter her true name? Or a creeping traitorous sorcerous servant of those upstart landgrabbers who stole Westpool from
my grandfather? If that polecat sets foot on my land I'll have the dogs tear out his liver, go tell him that, if you like!" And so on. Old Daisy went
back to her kitchen and old Coney went back to his vines, and thirteen-year-old Dragonfly ran out of the house and down the hill to the village,
hurling her father's curses at the dogs, who, crazy with excitement at his shouting, barked and bayed and rushed after her.."Of all of us. Of Way,
and Felkway, and Havnor, and Wathort, and Roke. All the people of the islands. He says that when King Lebannen was to be crowned, last autumn,
he sent to Gont for the old Archmage to come crown him, and he wouldn't come. And there was no new Archmage. So he took the crown himself.
And some say that's wrong, and he doesn't rightly hold the throne. But others say the king himself is the new Archmage. But he isn't a wizard, only
a king. So others say the dark years will come again, when there was no rule of justice, and wizardry was used for evil ends.".power in Losen's pay.
Hound did not consider himself to be one of them. "All I have is a nose," he.THIS IS THE FIRST PAGE of the Book of the Dark, written some six
hundred years ago in Berila, on.The people of the Archipelago speak Hardic. There are as many dialects as there are islands, but.man Tern to
reappear, but he did not know his true name and had no hold of heart or mind on him.."Simply as I protect myself," the wizard said; and after a
moment, testily, "The bargain, boy. The.and used for evil ends by the mighty, how will our strength here ever grow? What will the young.Once
instead of smiling and agreeing, she said, "It's lovely to have him back, but" and Golden stopped hearing. Mothers were born to worry about their
children, and women were born never to be content. There was no reason why he should listen to the litany of anxieties by which Tuly hauled
herself through life. Of course she thought a merchant's life wasn't good enough for the boy. She'd have thought being King in Havnor wasn't good
enough for him..Hound nodded, as if its location was all that had interested him in Roke..man cowered away, shrinking down, shriveling, crying
out in a thin, high wail. It is wrong, wrong,.I gave up..She said nothing. Labby, glancing at her, set his woodhorn to his lips. The drummer struck
a.face at which the miners worked. Old timbers creaked, dirt sifted down. Though the air ran cool."I'm all right," she said..of naming as a
systematic part of the art magic. Ath left his book with a fellow mage on Pody when.She said nothing, but breathed very warm in his ear, and he
moaned. His hands clenched hers. He.stacked by the roaster tower bringing him a memory of the work yards at home, the fragrance of new.and had
not recognized it, back then, before the earthquake that had sunk a half mile of the coast.dragons had taken to setting fire to boats that went west of
Hosk, and harried ships even in the.all but floated up the stairs himself, borne on such visions.."That would be only what the women of the Hand
call it, keeping its meaning from the wizards and.Labby, a light-skinned, flashy-looking fellow, played the double-reed woodhorn..In the confusion
of Otter's mind, he was only dimly aware that they were going now towards the.distrust him. What did it matter if he was mad? He was gentle, and
might have been wise once,.The mage said, "Majesty, as you know, my poor skill has not availed, but I have sent for the greatest healer of all
Earthsea, who lives in far Narveduen, and when he comes, your highness will surely walk again, yes, and dance the Long Dance.".himself the gull,
or an eagle, or a dragon, who flew above and before the fleet, and when the men.his conscience as a wizard told him he could put a hex on her, a
curse woven right into her beams.fought..a viol. "Sleeping in the sunshine, like one whose work has been well done. So you've sent them.There's no
truth in this tale but one, which is that indeed one of the first Masters of Roke.it. But one hot afternoon when they came to a glade among a stand of
oaks, he said, "I will come.Sunbright told them all to get rid of the fellow, but didn't stay around to see them do it. He went back down the south
road as soon as he'd gulped a pint of beer at the tavern, telling them there was no room for two sorcerers in one village and he'd be back, maybe,
when that man, or whatever he was, had gone..underground lake, which reflected the vaults of the rocks. There, too, on flimsy little rafts,
people.who had been with him, Hound could not track: could not say whether he was under that hill with.money. And the voice not bad, if you'd
worked on it.".something? I was numb from the strain of trying not to do anything wrong. This, for four days."You're terrific." She seemed calmer,
but still she did not sit. "Then why were you so."They don't need a weatherworker on a night like this, and they haven't paid me yet," Medra
said."Ride back," he said. "Leave me here. There's enough food for one man for three or four days more..and deeper for a long time, till he reached
the longest of those pools, and after that the way.Irian looked down at the ground. After a long time she said, clearing her throat, not looking
up,.answer his questions about the Grove. But she said nothing, and he was shy and cautious, fearing.of flowers, which I inhaled eagerly. Cherry
blossom? No, not cherry blossom..double white belts packed with people, and gaping black crevices along inert hulls -- for there.Unable to
continue Tehanu's story (because it hadn't happened yet) and foolishly assuming that the.between sorcerers over work was nothing new and nothing
to take on about. But San and his wife and.the lead galley, whose hundred oars flashed beating like the wings of a gull. Sometimes he
was.Diamond met his gaze for a moment, looked down, and said nothing..The tall woman smiled a little. "My sister has never taught a man before"
she said. She glanced at."Then you must tell me the word you will speak to the Doorkeeper.".there. You can get to it by running that old tunnel
straight on, maybe twenty feet.".his lips close to Otter's ear. "As they slaver, the dross and stains flow out of them. Illness and.The Summoner
looked up at Irian. Slowly he raised his arms and the white staff in the invocation of a spell, speaking in the tongue that all the wizards and mages
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of Roke had learned, the language of their art, the Language of the Making: 'Irian, by your name I summon you and bind you to obey me!".up the
magewind when he was twelve; and sailing on he would see the towers rise up from the water,.Language of the Making, dated back to a time
before the separation. The best evidence in the poem.Otter had got control of his face and voice. He wiped his eyes and nose, cleared his throat, and
said, "Might be a good idea. Come to Roke. Safer."."You won't tell me?".became more and more aloof, pursuing his studies in his tower cell apart
from others, teaching few.where it left the wood, above all the crossings. She did the same. Then sitting in the cool, long.encompassed me in an
invisible arch. For the first time I felt alone, but not as in a crowd, for the.those they hired were in truth slaves, having only their masters to
safeguard them from rival.routing out his heavy cloak, setting water to boil on the small fire he had lighted earlier, he.one says-if one is human.
Human beings cannot lie in that language. Dragons can; or so the dragons.would not allow a thing he never changed his mind, priding himself on
his intransigence, since.number in their psycho-technical tables. They permitted me to fly -- why? Because experience.Books of history and the
records and recipes for magic exist only in written form-the latter.but Irioth spoke..When (in the year 440, by Hardic count) Erreth-Akbe came to
make peace between the Archipelago and.Old Powers, either. Nothing of that sort. Nothing sticky."."It's the first time I ever saw one. . . So that's
what a cigarette looks like. How can you.entertainers and musicians it was their living, and though uninvited they were welcomed. A tale-.and I
found myself suddenly high up; this aerial ride lasted maybe half a minute and ended at a."Because of children," I explained. "You can't raise
children on such ships, and even if.come on one of those traces first in Anieb's village, and had followed them since. But they had.only place for
him was the Great Port, the King's City, and for all he cared the island of Way."I don't know. They gave me all kinds of shots. Is it so
important?".He left her at the comer of the street, a narrow, dull, somehow sly-looking street that slanted up between featureless walls to a wooden
door in a higher wall. He had put his spell on her, and she looked like a man, though she did not feel like one. She and Ivory took each other in
their arms, because after all they had been friends, companions, and he had done all this for her. "Courage!" he said, and let her go. She walked up
the street and stood before the door. She looked back then, but he was gone..He traveled far in the Archipelago, even out into the East Reach. He
never went to the same town.across half the world. Turning west he saw fields and pastures and roads. To the north were long.kept the illusion spell
about his boat. In the brilliant clarity of midsummer, with a north wind..After another long time she said, "Maybe I can learn it here, sir.".the blind
blackness. When he moved, he whimpered; but he sat up. I have to live, he thought. I."If you need to read the Mountain," his teacher had told him,
"go to the Dark Pond at the top of Semere's cow pasture. You can see the ways from there. You need to find the center. See where to go in.".Dulse
had seen young men weep for joy at the birth of a first son. He had seen poor men pay witches a year's earnings for the promise of a healthy boy,
and a rich man touch his gold-bedizened baby's face and whisper, adoring, "My immortality!" He had seen men beat their sons, bully and humiliate
them, spite and thwart them, hating the death they saw in them. He had seen the answering hatred in the son's eyes, the threat, the pitiless contempt.
And seeing it, Dulse knew why he had never sought reconciliation with his father..Tinaral's vision, mystic silvery runes on high branching
columns. It was only the earth, only.were completely dry and clean. Next we ascended a wide escalator. I did not know if this was.study with him
in South Port for a year, or perhaps longer.".In her bed, in the dark, she lay and thought: He knew the wizard who named me. Or I said my
name..now, dragging the right leg, which would not bear his weight. He went forward. He smelled the wind.of glass, metallic sounds, repeated,
incomprehensible. The crowd that had carried me here.But Otter was intensely aware of Gelluk, both physically and as a presence of immense
controlling.and talked to her for a minute, saying something in her big, delicate ear and rubbing her topknot..She got him onto his bed, pulled the
shoes off his feet, and left him sleeping. Berry came in late.Only the Doorkeeper answered. He said, "I think we should go to our House, and open
its doors."."Forgive me for talking about you before your face, young woman," he said, "but I must. Master Doorkeeper, you know I'd never
question your judgment, but the Rule is clear. I have to ask what moved you to break it and let her come in.".the ground near his legs, which were
caked with drying mud. When he looked up and saw Ogion's.work for us they'll kill you," he said. "Losen can't have fellows like you on the loose.
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