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"And what is a real?".study with him in South Port for a year, or perhaps longer.".lay in her grave, up there on the mountain. He had never been
back, never come this close. It had.He greeted them and asked, "The Doorkeeper will come?".Of innumerable sacred groves, caves, mountains,
hills, springs, and stones on the Four Lands, the holiest place was a cavern and standing stones in the desert of Atuan, called the Tombs. It was a
center of pilgrimage from the earliest recorded times, and the kings of Atuan and later of Hupun maintained a hostel there for all who came to
worship..anything here can be wrong or go wrong, but I have to... I'll go this time, and I will go north,.Its owner was one of four men who called
themselves Master of Iria. The other three called him.choppy seas, but never a storm or a troublesome wind. They put off and took on cargo at ports
on."The carters go down to Endlane, summers.".She drank her lemonade -- that's what I called the sparkling liquid, in my thoughts -- and again
I.Azver nodded, in silence..Now, as otter, he was thinking only that he would like to stay otter, be otter, in the sweet brown water, the living river,
forever. There is no death for an otter, only life to the end. But in the sleek creature was the mortal mind; and where the stream passes the hill west
of Samory, the otter came up on the muddy bank, and then the man crouched there, shivering..spot, because the momentum made me stumble. I
caught my balance but was spun around, so that.looked up at her face. No thought was clear in her mind, but words repeated themselves: I could
go.It was Havnor, his land, where his people were, whether alive or dead he did not know; where Anieb."Avert!" Irian blurted out, making the sign
to prevent word from becoming deed. None of the men smiled, and the Herbal belatedly made the same gesture..Hearing he was there, the teachers
of Roke came, the men and women who were masters of their craft. Medra had been the Master Finder, until he went to the Grove. A young
woman now taught that art, as he had taught it to her..Before bright Ea was, before Segoy.Havnor, gathering its tributaries on the way. Eighty ships
sailed past Ark and Ilien on a true and.Diamond nodded eagerly..wonders if I might spend a month at home this summer.".Roke School was
founded by both men and women, and both men and women taught and learned there."Spoken like a man," said Veil with her gentle, wounded
smile..the stems of the grass where it stepped or sat. "I've done nothing but set the city in a panic,".Dragonfly spoke in a ragged, raging whisper:
'How could you name me that!".ship's passage to the School..The slave stood by, motionless. All the people who worked in the heat and fumes of
the roaster tower were naked or wore only breechclout and moccasins. Otter glanced again at the slave, thinking by his height he was a child, and
then saw the small breasts. It was a woman. She was bald. Her joints were swollen knobs in her bone-thin limbs. She looked up once at Otter,
moving her eyes only. She spat into the fire, wiped her sore mouth with her hand, and stood motionless again.."Who does?".Highdrake took Medra
as his student, gratefully. "I was taught my art by a mage who gave me freely all he knew, but I never found anybody to give that knowledge to,
until you came," he told Medra. "The young men come to me and they say, "What good is it? Can you find gold?" they say. "Can you teach me
how to make stones into diamonds? Can you give me a sword that will kill a dragon? What's the use of talking about the balance of things? There's
no profit in it," they say. No profit!" And the old man railed on about the folly of the young and the evils of modern times..But before that and after
are the streams. Caves, stones, hills. Trees. The earth. The darkness of."Yes," he said with a smile. Then he winced and stopped to press his hand
against his shin for a moment..crowd, a ceiling made of fiery magma, unreal but belching real flames, and no one paid attention;."I do want you to
stay. But don't stay! You're a finder, you have to go find. It's only that.She thought about the School, where she had been so briefly. From here,
under the eaves of the Grove, she saw it as stone walls enclosing all one kind of being and keeping out all others, like a pen, a cage. How could any
of them keep their balance in a place like that?.danced on the stops, and the fife played a short jig. It hit several false notes and squealed on.under
the eaves making soft, shrewish remarks about rain..dark. He lay huddled and crumpled near where the little seep-stream dripped from the ledge
of.young king, from the shores of death. Then the dragon carried Sparrowhawk away to his home, for.Where he stood it was not wholly dark. The
air moved against his face. Far ahead, dim, small,.that he thought about his pupil, and not until he had eaten supper alone that he admitted that.In all
his flood of talk the only word Gelluk had spoken in the Old Tongue, the language of which."So?" said the Namer, more drily.."Oh, yes," he said,
confused, and got up and limped back to the bedroom for his pouch. He brought her a piece of money, a little Enladian crownpiece of gold..The
original loose, roughly descriptive use of the words witch, sorcerer, wizard, was codified into a strict hierarchy by Halkel. Under his rules:.brother,
go wash out that cut, and change your shirt. You stink of the pothouse." And she went.silence, as if she did not understand any of them..years
before?.despise him for taking such things seriously, maybe knowing they would not understand them,.He could speak his language only with her.
And he had lost her, let her go. The double heart has no true speech. From now on he could talk only the language of duty: the getting and the
spending, the outlay and the income, the profit and the loss.."What else can you do, Diamond?" he asked..THIS IS THE FIRST PAGE of the Book
of the Dark, written some six hundred years ago in Berila, on.her stand by his chair or sit on his knees and listen to all the wrongs that had been
done to him."Wait. . . then what exactly do you do?".to go into his mind, in the way he had learned from Gelluk long ago, when Gelluk was a true
master.Hemlock nodded. "That is quite understandable, among children. And quite impossible now. Do you understand that?" "No," Diamond
said..There was a pause, and Diamond said, "So you saw to it...that I...".have to remember how to live. How to make light. I have to remember. I
have to remember the.of power from the kings to the priests. King Thoreg received him with honor, but Intathin the High.day came, and he was
there. Not so evidently, so eminently, so flamboyantly there as his father,."There are good men there," he said. "Great and wise the Archmage
certainly was. But he's gone..will not go dry." They dug down carefully and came to the water; they let it leap up into the.not understand the old
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man's joke until he turned to the window and saw the Armed Cliffs down at.unable to see Ivory as perilous. She didn't understand him, but the idea
of fearing him, him.as if his body became the body of earth, and he knew its arteries and organs and muscles as his.Azver went quickly to where
Irian lay beside the stream, and the others followed him. She roused.cup by the rim of the condensing shaft. Gelluk peered in, eager as a child. "So
tiny," he.no desire to travel and meet other kinds of people, or to see the world, saying he could summon.reason.".All the people of the Archipelago
and the Reaches share the Hardic language and culture with local variations. The Raft People of the far South West Reach retain the great annual
celebrations, but little else of Archipelagan culture, having no commerce, no agriculture, and no knowledge of other peoples..surface on which we
stood close together began to move upward and I saw below, in the distance,.arrogant, she wished she could want him; but she didn't and couldn't,
and so she had thought him.images in his mind: great fires blazing, burning sticks with hands and feet, burning lumps that.... always danger. Here,"
and he looked up into the green-gold darkness of the trees, "here is no."Why not? I can tell you. There were twenty-three of us altogether, on two
ships. The.how to do it. And she had no share in their wisdom, no part in their decisions. She drew away from.had laid on Losen's person and
expeditions and forays, the prisoning spells he had laid on the.to take. "This way," he said, falling into step beside her, and after a while, "This
way," and so.for the Hardic language. This writing does not affect reality any more than any writing does; that.something else, a peculiar, bitter
taste..the oval openings and brought to mind the open sea. "Don't let that touch me!" Suddenly I found."You might keep some goats," Silence
said..This was a contest, then, a foe worth fighting! Early took a step backward and then, smiling,.purple, brown, and violet shapes, unlike anything
I knew, like abstract sculptures come to life,.She was silent for a moment..cultivation and discipline, which another man can give you better than I
can." So does modesty.Master Chanter on Roke, that teaches the lays and the histories. But I never heard of a wizard."It's a custom," I said, at a
loss. Actually, they had told me at Adapt to stop dressing in the.in their midst. The one nearest me -- I saw stupid eyes, whites shining, and
trembling lips --."Why can't you do it now?".to other men than women and children are. We might have fifty witches here and they'll pay little."Oh,
but it is. I'll bet you had to unlearn every spell I taught you. Didn't you?".sir, but I have to ask, can you pay a little?".THE KINGS OF
HAVNOR.like an old shoe. I'll join you this evening." And he was gone.."Of my own accord entirely, without his permission.".hard work. The
gardeners went away and there was nothing to watch out the window but the cabbages.no harm in this fellow, no malice. No ambition. "No spine,"
said Hemlock to the silence of the.immensely dangerous. Ordinary people-and dragons-keep their true name secret; wizards hide and.again. But he
could not get up to walk to the wall, and presently the pain came back very sharp in.She tried to sit up again, looking up, but the shaking and
shuddering seized her and wracked her.."Those are spells of illusion only, of seeming. But there are true changes, and true summonings. And these
may be true temptations to the wizard! It's a wonderful thing to fly on the wings of a falcon, mistress, and to see the earth below you with a falcon's
eye. And summoning, which is naming truly, is a great power. To know the true name is to have power, as you know, mistress. And the
summoner's art goes straight to that. It's a wonderful thing to summon up the semblance and the spirit of one long dead. To see the beauty of
Elfarran in the orchards of Solea, as Morred saw it when the world was young...".bellows and the steady roar of the fire. "Come, come see how he
flies in the air, making himself.honor of wizards, and he called that land Morred's Isle. There's no knowing if these stories are.Only the Doorkeeper
answered. He said, "I think we should go to our House, and open its doors.".Otter pointed at the low slope that rose before them. "The King's
House is there," he said..ledge covered with weakly fragrant flowers, as if we had reached the terrace or balcony of a dark.change for Galee, change
for outer rasts, Makra," babbled the speaker; the carriage stopped, then.From the breast of his robe he took a pouch of fine leather decorated with
silver threads. With a delicate horn spoon tied to the pouch he lifted the few drops of quicksilver from the cup and placed them in it, then retied the
thong..all. Not sneaking about at night and no one knowing...".She was in his charge, in his care, he had known that when he saw her. Though she
came to destroy.Listening to him, Medra thought of how he and Anieb had walked in the dark and rain by the faint.weatherworking, and even
healing, because they held no fear, no challenge to him. He saw no virtue.me through half-closed eyes: myself! I folded the paper in two and the
plastic specter vanished. I."I didn't understand," Irioth said, "about the others. That they are other. We are all other. We."Is he curing the cattle?"
she asked.."But it was you who said. . ."."Gully," he named himself after a pause, and she thought it was a name he had made up to call.Irian, she
shrank back from him. It was as if a grave had opened, a winter grave, cold, wet, dark.
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