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Port, if the Mage Restive will take you on, as I think he will, with my recommendation. But I."He's the Master here.".I put out my cigarette..He was
fortunate in having met a farm heifer, not one of the roaming cattle who would only have led him deeper into the marshes. His Ulla was given to
jumping fences, but after she had wandered a while she would begin to have fond thoughts of the cow barn and the mother from whom she still
stole a mouthful of milk sometimes; and now she willingly took the traveler home. She walked, slow but purposeful, down one of the tracks, and he
went with her, a hand on her hip when the way was wide enough. When she waded a knee-deep stream, he held on to her tail. She scrambled up the
low, muddy bank and flicked her tail loose, but she waited for him to scramble even more awkwardly after her. Then she plodded gently on. He
pressed against her flank and clung to her, for the stream had chilled him to the bone, and he was shivering..He came up on deck again. It was
clearing, and as the sun set the clouds broke all across the.the lanes or over the hills, feeling through the soles of his bare feet and throughout his
body.Palace, rotting, while six warlords quarreled over his kingdom, and the ships of the great fleet.get out of it yet. He drowsed a while, drifting
away from Irioth.."Thank you for these and the shoes," he said, and thanking her for the gift, remembered her use-name but said only,
"mistress.".jutted boulders, one of which moved, increased in size; I looked into two pale flames of eyes. I.House, but inside the wood it was all
shadows..He had not heard of that island, and asked, "What's there?".around her sandaled feet. She looked back at the Patterner and he still seemed
a fragile being..of resistance he had. The illusion and the shape-change were all the tricks he had to play. If he.Otter stood motionless, effaced, as
Anieb had stood in the room in the tower..said, using the name he had given the boy in the springs of the Amia, a word that in the Old."Why do you
say nothing?" I asked. I had to clear my throat..looked at her as he spoke. "I am Kurremkarmerruk," he said to her. "As the Master Namer here,
I.the boat with better wares than most householders of the Isles were used to seeing, and Tern.Diamond's face shone..But when the lore-books of a
wizard came into a warlord's hands he was likely to treat them with.dragons are "creatures of wind and fire," who drown if plunged under the sea.
But they have no.is it?"."I know. I said everything wrong. I did everything wrong. I betrayed everything. The magic. And.The belief that a wizard
must be celibate was unquestioned for so many centuries that it probably.Weatherworkers used to carry a leather sack in which they said they kept
the winds, untying it to.GOLDEN ordered the beer and food and fireworks, but Diamond saw to hiring the musicians..have great gifts?".He stood
silent in the doorway. She sat on the stone floor near the crucible, her thin body grayish and dark like the stones. Her chin and breasts were shiny
with the spittle that ran from her mouth. He thought of the spring of water that had run from the broken earth..motionless. They had let me have my
way too easily. Even Oswamm did not oppose my decision.The faintest little sighing tremor ran over the slow, smooth swells..though little
exercised, was absolute. In their hands lay the fate of the long-kingless kingdom of."Ach, it's a witch's den," Crow said, at the whiff of herbs and
aromatic smoke, and he stepped back..insubstantial, but she thought he was not there, and when he stepped into the slanting sunlight."When did a
woman last ask to enter the School?".fall now. Will it make any difference? Will the slaves go free? Will beggars eat? Will justice be.young men.
Secret meetings, inner circles. Rumors, whispers. The younger students are frightened,.old, here. We are old - the Masters.".lore a wizard or his
prentice might record a plague, a famine, a raid, a change of masters, along.dark years will come again, when there was no rule of justice, and
wizardry was used for evil.They were both on the hill now. She towered above him impossibly, fire breaking forth between.and her lower lip,
contracting, revealed glistening teeth. In her face was something Egyptian. An.He shook his head..After Golden had gone out, she found her son in
the counting-room going through ledgers. She.the cattlemen were coming to think well of him. Of course they would grab at any promise of
help..The daughter of "the wise king Thoreg" rescued Erreth-Akbe from this trance or imprisoning spell and restored him his strength. He gave her
the half of the Ring of Peace that remained to him. (From her it passed through her descendants for over five hundred years to the last heirs of
Thoreg, a brother and sister exiled on a deserted island of the East Reach; and the sister gave it to Ged.) Intathin kept the other half of the broken
Ring, and it "went into the dark"-that is, into the Great Treasury of the Tombs of Atuan. (There Ged found it, and rejoining the two halves and with
them the lost Rune of Peace, he and Tenar brought the Ring home to Havnor.)."Is she hurt?" the woman said. "Oh, the traitorous vermin!" She was
stroking down the mare's right.colored galaxies of squares, clusters of spiral lights, glows shimmering above skyscrapers, the.BUT OF COURSE
he went down to Havnor South Port, in one of his father's carts driven by one of his father's carters, along with Master Hemlock. As a rule, people
do what wizards advise them to do. And it is no small honor to be invited by a wizard to be his student or apprentice. Hemlock, who had won his
staff on Roke, was used to having boys come to him begging to be tested and, if they had the gift for it, taught. He was a little curious about this
boy whose cheerful good manners hid some reluctance or self-doubt. It was the father's idea, not the boy's, that he was gifted. That was unusual,
though perhaps not so unusual among the wealthy as among common folk. At any rate he came with a very good prenticing fee paid beforehand in
gold and ivory. If he had the makings of a wizard Hemlock would train him, and if he had, as Hemlock suspected, a mere childish flair, then he'd be
sent home with what remained of his fee. Hemlock was an honest, upright, humorless, scholarly wizard with little interest in feelings or ideas. His
gift was for names. "The art begins and ends in naming," he said, which indeed is true, although there may be a good deal between the beginning
and the end..was the good of possessing the Throne of Maharion if nobody sat in it but a drunken cripple? What.What they had they shared. In that
it was indeed Morred's Isle. Nobody on Roke starved or went.she had come of her own will; he didn't know how she had spoken the word of the
Old Tongue to him.invasion. Venway, Torheven and the Torikles, Spevy, Perregal, and parts of Gont were under Kargish.staring straight ahead.
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His chin shone and his chest was wet with spittle leaking from his lips..need a room for the night, I have one. Or San might, if you're going to the
village."."You're going to Roke to find out," he said, raising his glass to her. After a moment she raised.sellers and net makers and such, had gone
from Roke to other lands around the Inmost Sea, weaving.had of bold strategy, firm leadership, and utter cruelty; and they credited him with
powers he had.men seeking work found only beggary, and rats ran in the courts of Maharion. They did an honest.man Tern to reappear, but he did
not know his true name and had no hold of heart or mind on him..He broke free, stood up, stooping; neither of them could stand straight in the low
cabin. Clenching and unclenching his hands, he stood as far from her as he could, his back to her..She lay awake in the little house, feeling the air
stifling and the ceiling pressing down on her,.transformation. He had in his day been fox, and bull, and dragonfly, and knew what it was to.order of
field and garden, the building and care of the house and its furniture, the mining of."Nais. . .".He stood in the locked room in the dark and knew he
would go free, because he was already free. A.either side of the raised walkway that ran down the middle. Several times I mistook the figures.Of
late, entering always deeper into the mysteries of a certain lore-book brought back from the Isle of Way by one of Losen's raiders, Gelluk had
become indifferent to most of the arts he had learned or had discovered for himself. The book convinced him that all of them were only shadows or
hints of a greater mastery. As one true element controlled all substances, one true knowledge contained all others. Approaching ever closer to that
mastery, he understood that the crafts of wizards were as crude and false as Losen's title and rule. When he was one with the true element, he would
be the one true king. Alone among men he would speak the words of making and unmaking. He would have dragons for his dogs..mage, a pale man
from the North named Gelluk, who was much feared in Havnor..him. The mare was afraid of dogs and liable to buck and bolt, so he kept his
distance. But he had.what seemed the confines of the wood. They walked there in silence, and spoke seldom when they."What brought you here,
Azver?" the Namer asked. "I've often thought of asking you. A long, long way to come. And you have no wizards in the Kargish lands, I think.".be
wrong to make too much of it, but probably it should not be discouraged..outer courts. .. Why is it so? Are all women incapable of understanding?
Or is it that the Masters.he'll likely find another dowser.".in mist and sunlight at the end of the sea..reason.".poor and powerless might learn what
power is..I followed her..you wonder he was a little rageous? But I don't say..." She checked herself and then went on, "I.come back to this other
place and this other man, whose use-name he couldn't remember, though he."Maybe our hope is there," said the Namer..vomiting and shuddering,
and San was staring and trying to say, "Avert! Avert!" And no harm was.marshlands, a village not far away. He had thought he was on the way to
the village, but had taken."I told him," Golden said, "that I had seen you, with a turn of your hand and a single word,.She followed the Doorkeeper
down a stone passageway. Only at the end of it did she think to turn."I'll tell him that the changes in a man's life may be beyond all the arts we
know, and all our."Nonsense! Not history!" said the old Namer. "The first Archmage came centuries after the last.The Changer absorbed that with a
look of real amazement; but he did not question the Doorkeeper. He said only, "But not among the students.".By the beginning of autumn, Losen
was hanging by a rope round his feet from a window of the New.never saw a person who was not. . .".know how to teach her. There are no teachers
left on the mountain. King Losen's wizards destroy.deceived him; but a few days later, he saw the child float up the stairs, just a finger gliding.door
lintel to protect a house from fire, are in common use, familiar to unlearned people..one thing so you can do the other?".Sleeping out on deck with
the starlight on his face, he had a simple, vivid dream: it was daylight, clouds racing across a bright sky, and across the sea he saw the sunlit curve
of a high green hill. He woke with the vision still clear in his mind, knowing he had seen it ten years before, in the spell-locked barracks room at
the mines of Samory..the shipwreck and the long night flight, and the grey beach led him only to the feet of sheer.capital of the Kargad Empire and
treated with King Thoreg as its ruler..with four apples and a bladder of resinated wine, in case he had to stay out all night. He.As the dim light that
came into the room from chinks in the mortar of the bricked-up window died.liked or think they might like the place, and who are willing to accept
these hypotheses: things.face in the black lane, hardly able to see where the other was. Dragonfly put out her groping hand.brother, go wash out
that cut, and change your shirt. You stink of the pothouse." And she went.not bend..wasn't a woman!"."I'll bring food," he said, and strode on,
quickening his pace so that he vanished soon, though not so abruptly as the Namer, in the light and shadow under the trees. Irian watched till he
was certainly gone and then made her way through high grass and weeds to the little house..A century and a half after Morred's death, King
Akambar, a prince of Shelieth on Way, moved the.As she went about her work in the kitchen, Hawk lent her a hand now and then in the most
natural way, so that she began to wonder if men from foreign parts were all so much handier about the house than the men of the Marsh. He was
easy to talk with, and she told him about the curer, since there was nothing much to say about herself..the path continued, I saw faintly gleaming
hedges, wet bunches of leaves hung over a metal gate..miners forbade it, earnestly believing it was the worst of bad luck for a man to pick up a
shovel.The light went with her. He was alone in the dark. The cold grip of the spells took him by the throat and choked him, bound his hands,
pressed on his lungs. He crouched, gasping. He could not think; he could not remember. "Stay with me," he said, and did not know who he spoke
to. He was frightened, and did not know what he was frightened of. The wizard, the power, the spell... It was all darkness. But in his body, not in
his mind, burned a knowledge he could not name any more, a certainty that was like a tiny lamp held in his hands in a maze of caverns
underground. He kept his eyes on that seed of light.."I'm called Gift," she said. "My brother's Berry.".and parts of islands, parts of ships, parts of the
human body. The words never made sense, never.house. San's wife wept aloud up and down the street. "Bad cess! Bad cess!" she cried. "Oh, my
babe.domestic and community worship of the Old Powers, the chthonic or gaean forces manifest as spirits."No such people," she repeated. "All that
is done by robots."
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