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But in fact Golden wasn't thinking only about the business. He had observed something about his son that had made him not exactly set his eyes
higher than the business, but glance above it from time to time, and then shut his eyes..the boat with better wares than most householders of the
Isles were used to seeing, and Tern.softly in the tops of tall trees, on beyond the gardens.."No," his wife said in her soft, level voice, "we
aren't.".there, intensely gathered, suffering: drew breath: looked straight into the wizard's eyes..stumbled across the dark houseyard to the door.."I
wasn't."."Once I was on the high slopes," Mead said, "and a spring snowstorm came on me, and I lost my way..to him, a game to play with
Darkrose. Even the names of the True Speech that he had learned in the.gesticulated heatedly, as if quarreling. I went up to them..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..He tried to remember how to make light. Anieb said to him, plaintively, "Can't you make the light?" But he could not.
He crawled in the dark till the sound of water was loud and the rocks under him were wet, and groped till his hand found water. He drank, and tried
to crawl away from the wet rocks afterward, because he was very cold. One arm hurt and had no strength in it..Early did not punish Hound for his
failure, but he remembered it. He was not used to failures and did not like them. He did not like what Hound told him about this boy, Otter, and he
remembered it..CENTER, although that surely did not mean the center of the city. At any rate, I let myself be led..nothing," he said..in space,
because it was certainty, not a guess..Equilibrium but by holding still. We have gone too far. For the Archmage and Lebannen to go bodily.Great
House. I know it.".then suddenly you come out under the sky. In the Court of the Fountain, in the very deepest inside.before, in the spell-locked
barracks room at the mines of Samory..roaster tower, a narrow passage in the three-foot-thick walls. He took Otter's arm, for the young."Oh," she
said with a full mouth, "I didn't know how hungry I was!".witches learn a few words of it; wizards learn many, and some come to speak it almost as
fluently.to him that neither was his wife seeing the witch anymore. For years they'd been thick as thieves,.there was no room for two sorcerers in
one village and he'd be back, maybe, when that man, or.right time (usually early adolescence) and in the right place (a spring, pool, or running
stream)..him, stroke him, and he purred louder; behind him flashed another pair of eyes, another lion, no,.healing, animal husbandry, dousing,
mining and metallurgy, planting and growing spells, love.He asked her, rather timidly, to tell him what the Immanent Grove was, for when he had
asked others they said, "Ember can tell you." She refused his question, not arrogantly but definitely, saying, "You can learn about the Grove only in
it and from it." A few days later she came down to the sands of Thwil Bay, where he was repairing a fishing boat. She helped him as she could, and
asked about boat-building, and he told her and showed her what he could. It was a peaceful afternoon, but after it she went off in her abrupt way.
He felt some awe of her; she was incalculable. He was amazed when, not long after, she said to him, "I'll be going to the Grove after the Long
Dance. Come if you like.".A good sign, thunder, Dulse thought. It would stop raining soon. He pulled up his hood and went.And beyond that,
nothing. There had been illusions, little spells, pebbles that turned to.oval doors opened at the end of the aisle, and a hollow, all-embracing roar,
like that of the sea,.sometimes weakened and faded. Otter dared not try to summon her.."But. . ." The Changer paused..vaster clarity. Sky and earth
were all one grey, but before them and above them, very high, over a.She came to the door and muttered some kind of greeting. They daunted her,
these Masters of Roke,.see. Nobody should ought to meddle with sorcery that ain't born to it. Nor with sorcerers. You."Irian of Way, my lords,"
said the Doorkeeper. They were all silent. He motioned her to come farther into the room. "The Master Changer you have met," he said. He named
all the others, but she could not take in the names of the masteries, except that the Master Herbal was the one she had taken to be a gardener, and
the youngest-looking of them, a tall man with a stern, beautiful face that seemed carved out of dark stone, was the Master Summoner. It was he
who spoke, when the Doorkeeper was done. "A woman," he said..The boy, it seemed to me, was unpleasantly surprised, even angry, that someone
dared to.She was getting used to his strange face now and was able to read it. She thought that he looked.year's leaf by her hand..stable, where he
left the hinny. Emer greeted him and scolded him and tried to make him eat, but.She reached out and touched his hand. He drew his breath
sharply..back now?".The dark-eyed mage bowed his head at that, and said, "Very well," evidently with relief at."By the grace of water, that carries
no scent," Otter said, standing up. A litter of walnut shells.me, from out of my chest -- came a shrill cry:.Golden did not praise the boy, not wanting
to making him self-conscious or vain about what might be a passing, childish gift, like his sweet treble voice. There was too much fuss already
made over that..There's no truth in this tale but one, which is that indeed one of the first Masters of Roke opened and entered a great cavern. But
though the roots of Roke are the roots of all the islands, that cavern was not on Roke.."You must find the Red Mother," he said, the day after that.
They were sitting side by side again outside the barracks. The autumn sun was warm. The wizard had taken off his conical hat, and his thick grey
hair flowed loose about his face. "I know you found that little patch for them to dig, but there's no more in that than a few drops. It's scarcely worth
burning for so little. If you are to help me, and if I am to teach you, you must try a little harder. I think you know how." He smiled at Otter. "Don't
you?".A child ran bawling to its mammy. No one else was about. But Early turned his head, still with."That would be only what the women of the
Hand call it, keeping its meaning from the wizards and the pirates. To them no doubt it would bear some other name.".creature about. Otter's
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uncomprehending awe was endearing, as was his uncomprehended strength..I went outside. It was indeed a park. The trees rustled incessantly,
invisible in the gloom. I.bone-white frame.."Well," Rose said, and dumped out the salt water on the bare dirt of the small front yard of her house,
which, like most witches' houses, stood somewhat apart from the village. "Well," she said, straightening up and looking about vaguely as if for an
answer, or a ewe, or a towel. "You have to know something about the power, see," she said at last, and looked at Dragonfly with one eye. Her other
eye looked a little off to the side. Sometimes Dragonfly thought the cast was in Rose's left eye, sometimes it seemed to be in her right, but always
one eye looked straight and the other watched something just out of sight, around the corner, elsewhere..had whistled, and the young cow had led
him through the stream, and Emer had opened the door. He.He was grateful to see Kurremkarmerruk coming slowly down the bank of the
Thwilburn from the north. The old man waded through the stream barefoot, holding his shoes in one hand and his tall staff in the other, snarling
when he missed his footing on the rocks. He sat down on the near bank to dry his feet and put his shoes back on. "When I go back to the Tower,"
he said, "I'll ride. Hire a carter, buy a mule. I'm old, Azver.".in spells of protection, endurance, peace. They saw the Rule of Roke established,
though never so.wasn't a woman!"."He's dead," she said, "two years. The marsh fever. You have to watch out for that, here. The.His old master was
sitting in the grass near the pond, eating an apple. Bits of eggshell flecked the ground near his legs, which were caked with drying mud. When he
looked up and saw Ogion's sending he smiled a wide, sweet smile. But he looked old. He had never looked so old. Ogion had not seen him for over
a year, having been busy; he was always busy in Gont Port, doing the business of the lords and people, never a chance to walk in the forests on the
mountainside or to come sit with Heleth in the little house at Re Albi and listen and be still. Heleth was an old man, near eighty now; and he was
frightened. He smiled with joy to see Ogion, but he was frightened..sat down on the pallet, and went on thinking. The prisoning spell was still
there, yet it had no.strange, weak noise. I looked around at the motionless faces and left. Not until I was out on the.There were other people on the
hill, he saw now, many others, men and women, children, living and."There is.".and sheep went down to drink or to cross over. They had come
through the stile from a pasture."No, thank you.".after her. Then she plodded gently on. He pressed against her flank and clung to her, for the."I
don't see the difference. You're sure you weren't betrizated?".But when the lore-books of a wizard came into a warlord's hands he was likely to treat
them with.and the dragonlords. Maybe he was a teller or a singer? But no; the murrain, he had said..are no gods, no cults, no formal worship of any
kind. Ritual occurs only in traditional offerings.Again, these obscurities. Who was she talking about? Who didn't she have? Parents?.Her guest
came out of the house. It was a bright, misty morning, the marshes hidden by gleaming.trickle of blood came through..like Ivory's. She had got her
hands clean, too, and they lay flat on her thighs, long strong.Indeed Otter was unsure whether the wizard meant the pirate or the quicksilver, but he
risked a."So when the Windkey returned, we were nine again. But divided. For the Summoner said we must meet.like I'm the water finder and
you're my wand, see? You lead on. And if you want to go this way or.kind of egg-shaped cocoon. A few other people disappeared into such
cubicles. Swollen.cars, but I knew that there were no more cars. It must have been something else. Even had I been.All spells use at least a word of
the Old Speech, though the village witch or sorcerer may not.Maybe it was to escape the hunt that Medra came to Pendor, a long way west of the
Inmost Sea, or maybe some rumor among the women of the Hand on Hosk sent him there. Pendor was a rich island, then, before the dragon
Yevaud despoiled it. Wherever Medra had gone until then, he had found the lands like Havnor or worse, sunk in warfare, raids, and piracy, the
fields full of weeds, the towns full of thieves. Maybe he thought, at first, that on Pendor he had found Morred's Isle, for the city was beautiful and
peaceful and the people prosperous..With him were a violist, a tabor-player, and Rose, who played fife. Their first tune was a stampy, fast and
brilliant, too fast for some of the dancers. Diamond and his partner stayed in, and people cheered and clapped them when they finished the dance,
sweating and panting. "Beer!" Diamond cried, and was carried off in a swirl of young men and women, all laughing and chattering..cheek in a
butterfly kiss, dark lashes. He looked up startled and did not know what had touched.the forests of Gont Mountain if he could; but he had been born
in Re Albi and knew the roads and.wizard's fiery visions, with her. Over and over he saw the wizard fall, saw the earth close. He.more powerful
mage than any Early had met, and that he would return to Roke as fast as he could,."The Hoary Men!" said Irian, staring openly at him. All Daisy's
ballads of the Hoary Men who sailed out of the east to lay the land waste and spit innocent babes on their lances, and the story of how Erreth-Akbe
lost the Ring of Peace, and the new songs and the King's Tale about how Archmage Sparrowhawk had gone among the Hoary Men and come back
with that ring -."The password he will ask you for is your true name.".a boat but a drifting log; for pirates and Losen's slave takers were thick in
these waters..whose master would carry the wizard for goodwill and the prentice for half-price. Even half-price.They greeted him, and Azver took
the word - "Come into the Grove, Master Windkey," he said, "and we will wait there for the others of the Nine.".Rose was muttering a rote spell,
but it was her hands and her little short sharp knife that did most of the work. The ewe bore the digging knife patiently, her opaque, amber, slotted
eyes gazing into silence; only she stamped her small left front foot now and then, and sighed..San's wife screeched when she heard there was a
stranger at the door, crying that if San let.Of late, entering always deeper into the mysteries of a certain lore-book brought back from the.Among
the Hardic-speaking people of the Archipelago, the ability to do magic is an inborn talent, like the gift for music, though far rarer. Most people lack
it entirely. In a few people, perhaps one in a hundred, it is a latent, cultivable talent. In a very few people it is manifest without training.."He tricked
and killed a great mage, my master. He's dangerous. I want vengeance. Who did he talk to here? I want them. Then I'll see to him.".was lucky. I
learned my lesson young..because they all needed what warmth there was to be got from the fire, but they did not want him."My father," he began,
and stopped, and gave a kind of laugh. "They don't go together," he said. "The money and the music.".went on wandering about with itinerant
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musicians, ballad-singers and such, learning all their."The Master said that such gifts or capacities, untrained, are not only wasted, but may be
dangerous. The art must be learned, and practiced, he said.".She sat on a while by the Thwilburn. She was troubled by what he had told her and by
her thoughts.teach children to do so. This ancient spiritual practice has continued, unofficially and sometimes.The Kargish kingship, however, was
already being manipulated by the high priests of the Twin Gods. Thoreg's high priest, Intathin, opposing any truce or settlement, challenged
Erreth-Akbe to a duel in magic. Since the Kargs did not practice wizardry as the Hardic peoples understood it, Intathin must have inveigled
Erreth-Akbe into a place where the Old Powers of the earth would nullify his powers. The Hardic Deed of Erreth-Akbe speaks only of the hero and
the high priest "wrestling," until:.protected Roke so long and protected it far more closely now..the mice and wood rats from her small store of
food, a shelter of branches, and a cook fire near a."Healers," their guide said. "Is she ill again, Dory?".all he had learned about Roke was that the
Hand was there, and a school where they taught.floor. Gratitude for this freedom beat in him as steady as his heartbeat..him as he was said to use
people, emptying their minds like little sacks, then everyone on Roke.Irian was studying the Namer covertly but equally attentively, trying to see if
she could tell if he was what he had called a sending or was there in flesh and blood. Nothing about him appeared insubstantial, but she thought he
was not there, and when he stepped into the slanting sunlight and cast no shadow, she knew it..nominative formed from the Old Hardic verb seoge,
"make, shape, come intentionally to be." From.evenings. But if the managers of the orchards and vineyards came to the Master to ask if his.escaped
him..were at home with the earth, or most likely because it was the custom, women had always worked the.now on their own began to roll up, to
furl, like fleshy flowers, some faster, some a little more."I know. No, that's something else. I thought that you all. . .".routing out his heavy cloak,
setting water to boil on the small fire he had lighted earlier, he
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