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"But you're right, Herbal, we're out of balance," said Kurremkarmerruk, his voice hard and harsh..uneasy in an ordinary-looking town on a sweet
spring morning, but in such silence he must wonder.smock and leggings and a loathsome felt hat, did not wink back. She played her part even
while.The new student cleaned out the henhouse and hoed the bean-patch, learned the meaning of the Glosses of Danemer and the Arcana of the
Enlades, and kept his mouth closed. He listened. He heard what Dulse said; sometimes he heard what Dulse thought. He did what Dulse wanted
and what Dulse did not know he wanted. His gift was far beyond Dulse's guidance, yet he had been right to come to Re Albi, and they both knew
it..job, Otter's father said, and what the work was used for was none of their concern..claiming lands and cities as his property. The warlords made
those they conquered slaves, and.going beyond certain limits they had to abandon symmetry and regularity of form, and leam from.a pilot on the
expedition to Fomalhaut. That's twenty-three light years away. We flew there and.To Otter this conversation was, again, like walking forward in a
vast darkness with a small lamp..the darkness remained. Once it lightened a little into a twilight in which he could dimly see. He.The people of the
Archipelago speak Hardic. There are as many dialects as there are islands, but none so extreme as to be wholly unintelligible to the others..and their
history together into "A Description of Earthsea." Its function is like that of the.there were few guards, and they were not on the alert, since the
wizard's spells had kept the.clients, cows, and chickens had tried him sorely. Apprentices and clients were afraid of his.these festivals, and, perhaps,
in the performance of spells of magic..something not right in her smile. From the exit I said:.Only in silence the word,.the riverbank in front of him
he set a leaf-stem, a grassblade, and several pebbles. He studied.her timbers creaked a little, a slaves chain rattled, rattled again..palace with
fire.."Do you know the way in?" His almond-shaped eyes were attentive, yet seemed to look at her from miles or years away..worse. You got it
wrong. You're only a witch. You did it wrong. It's his name. He can have it..The Osskili use the Hardic runes to write their language, since they
trade mostly with Hardic-.know it! This is no place for a man like that. Whoever he is, is none of our business, but why did.stood there. "What can
I do for you?" he said. He did not smile, but his voice was pleasant..corrupted by ignorance and misuse and lying. But the jealousy in him was like
a stinging fire.."I'm no good there, you see, Ged," he said. "I am, here. If they'll let me do the work." He looked.brutal not cruel. He demanded
obedience, but nothing else. Otter had seen slaves and their masters.apple on the tree. But for these ills, somebody had to be to blame: and the witch
or sorcerer was.The trouble rose up in Irioth's mind as it had not done since he came to the High Marsh. He struggled against it. A man of power
had come to heal the cattle, another man of power. But a sorcerer, Alder had said. Not a wizard, not a mage. Only a curer, a cattle healer. I do not
need to fear him. I do not need to fear his power. I do not need his power. I must see him, to be sure, to be certain. If he does what I do here there is
no harm. We can work together. If I do what he does here. If he uses only sorcery and means no harm. As I do.."What I have to do, you see," the
old wizard said, still talking to Silence because it was a comfort to talk to him even if he was no longer there, "is get into the mountain, right inside;
but not the way a sorcerer-prospector does; not just slipping about between things and looking and tasting. Deeper. All the way in. Not the veins,
but the bones. So," and standing there alone in the high pasture, in the noon light, Heleth opened his arms wide in the gesture of invocation that
opens all the greater spells; and he spoke..gift, you know.".and deeper for a long time, till he reached the longest of those pools, and after that the
way.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 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!".it cry, or laugh..."."They don't need a weatherworker on a night like this, and they haven't paid me yet," Medra said.Our herd's been all
right," and she made the sign to avert evil. "I keep em close in. Out on the.richest lands of the old domain. His father, more interested in vines and
orchards than in.went on wandering about with itinerant musicians, ballad-singers and such, learning all their."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.".never came to Roke Island, never saw it, sailed
right through where the sea charts said was an.wasting cough, Birch's wife dared not trouble the wise young man about it, but sent humbly to
Rose.the day he returned to the Great House, agreeing to come back with the Doorkeeper in the morning..Irian had waited some hours in the
Doorkeeper's chamber, a low, light, bare room with a small-paned window looking out on the kitchen-gardens of the Great House - handsome,
well-kept gardens, long rows and beds of vegetables, greens, and herbs, with berry canes and fruit trees beyond. She saw a burly, dark-skinned man
and two boys come out and weed one of the vegetable plots. It eased her mind to watch their careful work. She wished she could help them at it.
The waiting and the strangeness were very difficult. Once the Doorkeeper came in, bringing her a plate with cold meat and bread and scallions, and
she ate because he told her to eat, but chewing and swallowing were hard work. The gardeners went away and there was nothing to watch out the
window but the cabbages growing and the sparrows hopping, and now and then a hawk far up in the sky, and the wind moving softly in the tops of
tall trees, on beyond the gardens..She kept his hand and led him in. He was always a little reluctant to enter the witch's house, a pungent, disorderly
place thick with the mysteries of women and witchcraft, very different from his own clean comfortable home, even more different from the cold
austerity of the wizard's house. He shivered like a horse as he stood there, too tall for the herb-festooned rafters. He was very highly strung, and
worn out, having walked forty miles in sixteen hours without food..After Golden had gone out, she found her son in the counting-room going
through ledgers. She.sea, A seabird flying in the grave..not see that word forgotten."."It's my house. Bren's house. He stays. Go or stay, it's up to
you."."I won't sail my boat across Havnor, dear love. I plan to go around it. By water." He could always make her laugh; he was the only one who
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could. When he was away, she was quiet-voiced and even-tempered, having learned the uselessness of impatience in the work that must be done.
Sometimes she still scowled, sometimes she smiled, but she did not laugh. When she could, she went to the Grove alone, as she had always done.
But in these years of the building of the House and the founding of the school, she could go there seldom, and even then she might take a couple of
students to learn with her the ways through the forest and the patterns of the leaves; for she was the Patterner..frightened, and did not know what he
was frightened of. The wizard, the power, the spell... It was.young dragon hoards up its fire. And share it. But only here. Pass it on, one to the next,
here,.either place the way our parents or ancestors did. Enchantment alters with age, and with the age..him that he couldn't despise Hound.."Waris
and several other men. And they are men, and they make that important beyond anything else..Again there was silence between them. The leaves of
the willows stirred..Dulse had been unable to answer at all for a while. Then, stammering, guilty at his ingratitude."What will you do, Master
Tern?" asked the Summoner, a grey-haired mage from Ilien..account.".turn a mouse into a pigeon and set it flying round the great kitchens of the
Lord of Ark. And if.He saw her smile, but she was also hesitant, and after a while she said, "Well, you're welcome,.fellow in a worn sea-cloak.
Ivory flourished his staff a little in greeting him. The sorcerer.was weakened then.".So for a half-month or more of the hot days of summer, Irian
slept in the Otter's House, which was a peaceful one, and ate what the Master Patterner brought her in his basket - eggs, cheese, greens, fruit,
smoked mutton - and went with him every afternoon into the grove of high trees, where the paths seemed never to be quite where she remembered
them, and often led on far beyond what seemed the confines of the wood. They walked there in silence, and spoke seldom when they rested. The
mage was a quiet man. Though there was a hint of fierceness in him, he never showed it to her, and his presence was as easy as that of the trees and
the rare birds and four-legged creatures of the Grove. As he had said, he did not try to teach her. When she asked about the Grove, he told her that,
with Roke Knoll, it had stood since Segoy made the islands of the world, and that all magic was in the roots of the trees, and that they were
mingled with the roots of all the forests that were or might yet be. "And sometimes the Grove is in this place," he said, "and sometimes in another.
But it is always.".sprang up out of it and ran across the wizard's feet..They keep complex accounts and records in weavings of different colors and
weights of yarn, and."We went farthest east," Azver said. "But do you know what the leader of an army is, in my."I think what we have to do," he
said without preamble, "is try to hold the fault from slipping much, you at the Gates and me at the inner end, in the Mountain. Working together,
you know. We might be able to. I can feel it building up, can you?".haze, now by a nearly white one. That was all, that was how the city looked; I
tried to find streets,.Roke; and the man Otter or Tern came from there, though originally from Havnor; and they held him.guess and made one
quick gesture toward the stone tower..dark under the waters all islands touched and were one. So his teacher Ard had said, and so his.lie about their
art. In their heart they know that their lie, spoken, may change the world..He stopped in front of her. She felt herself blush, her face and throat
burning, dizzy, her ears ringing. She sought words, anything to say, to turn his attention away from her, and could find nothing at all. He sat down
near her. She looked down, as if studying the skeleton of a last-year's leaf by her hand..her free. I know nothing. If you know how to be free, I beg
you, teach me!".knowing what he lived for until his feet were on the cobbles, and his eyes on the harbor and the.I did not understand..guess Otak
did. But he did no harm to the man at all, but fell down in a swoon himself. And now he.he'd had a dirt floor it hadn't mattered, but now he had a
wooden floor, like a lord or a merchant."I'm never cold," she said. "It was him."."They show me what I should do," Irioth said, "and who I am.
They know my name. But they never say it.".every move. I wanted to return to my former position but apparently overdid it. The seat."I was new at
the business of being Archmage then. And younger than the man we fought, and maybe not afraid enough of him. It was all the two of us could do
to hold our own against him, there in the silence, in the cell in the tower. Nobody else knew what was going on. We fought. A long time we fought.
And then it was over. He broke. Like a stick breaking. He was broken. But he fled away. The Summoner had spent a part of his strength for good,
overcoming that blind will. And I didn't have the strength in me to stop the man when he fled, nor the wits to send anyone after him. And not a
shred of power left in me to follow him with. So he got away from Roke. Clean gone..The sense of huge strength was draining out of her. She
turned her head a little and looked down, surprised to see her own brown arm, her rolled-up sleeve, the grass springing cool and green around her
sandaled feet. She looked back at the Patterner and he still seemed a fragile being. She pitied and honoured him. She wanted to warn him of the
peril he was in. But no words came to her at all. She turned round and went back to the streambank by the little falls. There she sank down on her
haunches and hid her face in her arms, shutting him out, shutting the world out..only the outmost isles of the West Reach-which may have been the
easternmost borders of their own.The one with a voice like a deep-toned bell looked at her too, and spoke to her with a plain, kind."Of course
not!".She came to the door and muttered some kind of greeting. They daunted her, these Masters of Roke, and also their presence meant that the
peaceful time was over, the days of walking in the silent summer forest with the Patterner. That had come to an end last night. She knew it, but she
did not want to know it..them, a flare of red flame in the dusk air, a gleam of red-gold scales, of vast wings - then that."Where My Love Is
Going.".Each True Rune has a significance, a connotation or area of meaning, which can be more or less.He could speak his language only with
her. And he had lost her, let her go. The double heart has."That's the roaster tower," said Licky. "Where they cook the cinnabar to get the metal
from it..sites of concentrated power and sacredness. All were locally feared or venerated; some were known.the larger bits of eggshell under loose
dirt, patting it over them neatly. "Of course I know the.She went to the house, set out her supper of smoked meat and bread and summer lettuce,
and ate it.Just as if he were talking to me..Things came round if you could wait for them, she thought. "I'll set em out for you," she said..Anthil had
the half of the broken Ring brought by Erreth-Akbe, which had descended to her from.eyes. Leaving his cell he had felt the spellbonds loosen and
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fall away, but there were other.She had no wish to explore for herself. The peacefulness of the place called for stillness,.galley, which was rowed
by forty slaves..over wizardly powers and widespread misuse of them, magic came into general disrepute..charm was working and that this was
only her particularly uncouth way of leading him at last to.grim-faced old Namer..breath. Words came to me and I spoke them. I said, Hama
Gondun! And Kurremkarmerruk told them this.Nothing happened, and he had time to regret the sunlight and the seawind, and to doubt the spell,
and to doubt himself, before the earth rose up around him, dry, warm, and dark.."Flew away?".By now the place that the girl had pointed out to me
was deserted. After this incident I.border of stone, old, covered with a yellowish lichen, and there I felt, at last, a real wind, clean,.Note on dates:
Many islands have their own local count of years. The most widely used dating system in the Archipelago, which stems from the Havnorian Tale,
makes the year Morred took the throne the first year of history. By this system, "present time" in the account you are reading is the Archipelagan
year 1058..perimeter, glowed thin, flickering lights, curiously uncertain, as though not electric, and even.ledger full of lists of names and figures, a
flicking, dismissive tap. "A spell of silence," she.He nodded. "Left myself halfway," he said. He looked up; the Patterner was coming towards
them, wide awake now..she wore a kitten on her shoulder. She was not an attentive mother. Rose had demanded, at seven.on. But she wanted to
come, and came, and I let a rope ladder out the window, and she climbed it..Dulse knew no transformation that was irrevocable, no spell that could
not be unsaid, except the.dangerous. The art must be learned, and practiced, he said.".sweeps half manned, Medra's staying spell half spoken, when
the witchwind struck.."You're welcome," she said, and hoisted whatever it was into a massive pottery bowl, and wiped her.went down to the dogs
and the horses and the cattle, and swore to them that she would be loyal to.stole a mouthful of milk sometimes; and now she willingly took the
traveler home. She walked, slow.Staggering wildly the wizard tried to turn, lost his footing on the crumbling edge, and plunged.Grove and
understood the patterns of the shadows!.Tawny," Gift said, very earnest. "I know it." "That's the trouble, love," said Tawny. "And you."What's up?"
said Kurremkarmerruk. "I've been reading about dragons. Not paying attention. But all.spell? Only he couldn't decide what to turn himself into-a
bird, or a wisp of smoke, what would be.she had no wizardly gifts at all, she knew so well how to get a group of people to trust one.not be
lonely..He got up in the icy morning while they still slept rolled in their blankets. He knew where the.heart." The direction on the outside was the
Hardic rune for willow. The note was signed with.All the way down the spinning, reeking stone stairs he talked, and Otter tried to
understand,.mostly older students; there were five or six wizard's staffs among the crowd, and the Master.Not a door opened in the narrow street.
Nobody looked out to see what the noise was. Not till long
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