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The wizard who called himself Gelluk and the pirate who called himself King Losen had worked together for years, each supporting and increasing
the other's power, each in the belief that the other was his servant..deeply, and his mind felt stifled too, as if his thoughts were crowded into a space
too small for.The Patterner pushed four pebbles into a little curve on the sand and said, "I wish the Sparrowhawk had not gone. I wish I could read
what the shadows write. But all I can hear the leaves say is change, change... Everything will change but them." He looked up into the trees again
with that yearning look. The sun was setting; he stood up, bade her goodnight gently, and walked away, entering under the trees..Golden stared,
then filled his plate and sat down. "Left," he said..other metals, even gold, see..From the breast of his robe he took a pouch of fine leather decorated
with silver threads. With a."It is a secret," she said..the night, laying to in any bay or harbor; but there was no moorage on this crossing, and
since.want to stay alive. I'll see that you're sent there. If you'll go.".summoned myself again into life, to do what must be done."'.It was hard to be
aware of her through the wizard's talk and the constant, half-conscious controlling spells that wove a darkness round him. But when Otter could do
so, then it was not so much as if she was with him, as that she was him, or that he was her. He saw through her eyes. Her voice spoke in his mind,
stronger and clearer than Gelluk's voice and spells. Through her eyes and mind he could see, and think. And he began to see that the wizard,
completely certain of possessing him body and soul, was careless of the spells that bound Otter to his will. A bond is a connection. He-or Anieb
within him-could follow the links of Gelluk's spells back into Gelluk's own mind..bitch!".went to the pretty hinny and talked to her, calling her his
dear, comforting her so that she would."Edran," said the Namer promptly, and laughed. "Drake. Dragon...".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..She could see his mind dance ahead of hers, taking up and playing with ideas,
transforming them as he had transformed brick into butterfly. She could not dance with him, she could not play with him, but she watched him in
wonder.."Can you teach her?"."I just sort of found out," said the boy, evidently not sure if his father approved..There was not much to be got from
the people his men brought to him. The same thing again: they.a boy swore to me that his whole village had seen dragons flying, this spring, west
of Mount Onn..stank and their town stank. He disliked going aboard a slave ship, but the only vessel going out."A sending with eyes, a seeming
with seeing! May he be -" She stopped, at a loss suddenly for the word. She felt sick. She shuddered, and swallowed the cold spittle that welled in
her mouth..and she said with a sigh, "He'll run up a whole new line of credit at the tavern on the strength.disgusted by him. How could he frighten a
creature already blind and beshatten with fear? He set a.During the voyage, however, he talked several times with Dragonfly, which made Ivory a
bit uneasy.."You might keep some goats," Silence said..they send for the sorcerer over at Westpool, or would their own village witch do. The
Master of.creature about. Otter's uncomprehending awe was endearing, as was his uncomprehended strength.."My father," he began, and stopped,
and gave a kind of laugh. "They don't go together," he said. "The money and the music.".Nothing will grow. That no matter what cures I use, the
sickness will end in death." He looked.He knew he was no match for Early. To stop that first binding spell he had used all the strength.tightening as
he moved. He could stand, but could not take a step towards the door. He could not.farther into the room. "The Master Changer you have met," he
said. He named all the others, but.IT WAS RAINING AGAIN, and the wizard of Re Albi was sorely tempted to make a weather spell, just a.their
Parley and merchant and trade guilds.."How does he hold them all?" the Namer said. "Herbal, you were here when Sparrowhawk and Thorion were
challenged by Irioth. His gift was as great as Thorion's, I think. He used it to use men, to control them wholly. Is that what Thorion does?".came to
him he could cure. He laid his hands on them, on the stiff-haired, hot flanks and neck,.surprised to see her own brown arm, her rolled-up sleeve, the
grass springing cool and green.like a journey to the bottom, as if I had been thrown down a sterile conduit, and this colossal.you dream it to be, but
that, too, you'd learn.".She led me toward a dark gold wall, to a mark on it, a little like a treble clef, lit up. At our.no mark of distinction but only a
barrier to communication, to the simplest exchange of words,.work undone, to be a vagrant musician, a harper twanging and singing and grinning
for pennies --."I didn't mean to offend you. It's just that, you see, if it is known that no one can -- you."I thought you were on your toes. . .".She
came there. She came to me, not in the body, and guided me to the track. She was only twelve.It may be that Segoy is or was one of the Old Powers
of the Earth. It may be that Segoy is a name for the Earth itself. Some think all dragons, or certain dragons, or certain people, are manifestations of
Segoy. All that is certain is that the name Segoy is an ancient respectful nominative formed from the Old Hardic verb seoge, "make, shape, come
intentionally to be." From the same root comes the noun esege, "creative force, breath, poetry.".There he was well received by King Thoreg, who,
after the shattering loss of his fleet, was ready to call a truce and withdraw from the occupied Hardic islands if Maharion would seek no
reprisal..Inmost Sea, said the man from Stormcloud, one straggling after the other like the dogs that lost."Listen, what I said before, that was just a
joke, really. . .".the circling, darkening, reeking stairs till he came to the topmost room..anterooms of the Lords of Way in Shelieth, trying to prove
his right to the whole domain as it had.because they all needed what warmth there was to be got from the fire, but they did not want
him.appropriate, and that Ged, whom many call the greatest of the arch-mages, may have been the last.."I don't know, my dear. I do want you to be
safe. I do love to see your father happy and proud of.the Archipelagan year 1058..foreleg. Her hands came away covered with blood-streaked horse
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sweat. "There, there," she said..you to meet together.".The summer ended too soon that year. Rain came early; snow fell in autumn even as far
south as.He said only, "But not among the students.".own. Have you seen that?".two-masted ship..ores and metals-these great things had always
been in the charge of women. A rich lore of spells.So he cherished his free hours as if they were actual meetings with her. He had always loved
her,.never practiced it, but he could see that the young fellow had the gift. He would do well to learn.massive, with an iron bolt worn thin with age.
"This is the back door," the mage said, unbolting.The leaves of the trees spoke, she said, and the shadows could be read. "I am learning to read
them," she said..He resolved to wait and watch. Being a patient man with a strong will, he did so for four years, till Diamond was sixteen. A big,
well-grown youth, good at games and lessons, he was 'still ruddy-faced and bright-eyed and cheerful. He had taken it hard when his voice changed,
the sweet treble going all untuned and hoarse. Golden had hoped that that was the end of his singing, but the boy went on wandering about with
itinerant musicians, ballad-singers and such, learning all their trash. That was no life for a merchant's son who was to inherit and manage his
father's properties and mills and business, and Golden told him so. "Singing time is over, son," he said. "You must think about being a man.".The
girl motioned them to come in. Crow chose to wait outside. The room was high and long, with.of pearly minerals surrounded the mouths of the
caves; in these people sat, legs dangling; small."Once in his lifetime, if he's lucky, a wizard finds somebody he can talk to." Nemmerle had
said.mines at Samory, round the mountain. There you'd be out of his way. Work for him you must, if you.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..Patterner put it, "bigger
inside than outside'. She sat down in a patch of sun-dappled shade and.Roke as a strong centralising, normalising, pacific element in Archipelagan
society, the archmages.sweet, familiar tune from the western coast, "Where My Love Is Going.".of the loveliest regions of hill and field and
meadow in all Earthsea, was a battleground of feuds."Oh, yes, since he's cured half the herds and got paid six coppers for it, time for him to
go,."Keep me?" she repeated. "You didn't seem to worry about losing me all winter. What made you come."Whom do you serve?" asked the shorter
and younger of the women, speaking for the first time. She.A carter walking at his mule's head with a load of oakwood came upon them and took
them both to.glory was there in the palaces of the city when nobody lived in them but crawling slaves? He could.effectively as the central
government of the Archipelago.."Well, of course they do," said Rose, "that's what they're there for!".talons to a man's legs and his great wings to
arms..The air was darkening around them. The west was only a dull red line, the eastern sky was shadowy.Dragonfly spoke in a ragged, raging
whisper: 'How could you name me that!".be distasteful to us, but which may be seen as quite legitimate and even desirable by its own.Gelluk was
used to hearing people say the words he had put in their mouths, if they said anything at all. These were words he wanted but had not expected to
hear. He took the young man's arm, putting his face very close to his, and felt him cower away..strange, weak noise. I looked around at the
motionless faces and left. Not until I was out on the.to him, a game to play with Darkrose. Even the names of the True Speech that he had learned
in the.declared to be the Empire of the Sky and the Godkings official title was All-Emperor..In return he told Veil and Ember about the mines of
Samory, and the wizard Gelluk, and Anieb the.counsel the king and take counsel together, using their arts to pursue goals they agreed were.For
there had been times when he felt that, as he had summoned her living, so dead she might summon him. The bond between them that had linked
them and let her save him was not broken. Many times she had come into his dreams, standing silent as she stood when he first saw her in the
reeking tower at Samory. And he had seen her, years ago, in the vision of the dying healer in Telio, in the twilight, beside the wall of stones..She
halted and let him come up to her. "I will, if you call me," she said..of sorcerers is a bad thing. If you're a sorcerer, a man of power, that is. I am. As
the good.All this went rushing through his mind like a flood breaking through a dam, while he stood at the edge of the woods with Veil. "I thought
mages kept themselves apart," he said at last. "High-drake said that to make love is to unmake power.".straightening up and looking about vaguely
as if for an answer, or a ewe, or a towel. "You have to."When he passed me," she said in a low voice, "I saw a grave.".He stood in the locked room
in the dark and knew he would go free, because he was already free. A."There was no place for him among the Masters, since a new Master
Summoner had been chosen, a strong man in his prime, not likely to retire or die. Among the scholars and other teachers he had a place of honor,
but he wasn't one of the Nine. He'd been passed over. Maybe it wasn't a good thing for him to stay there, always among wizards and mages, among
boys learning wizardry, all of them craving power and more power, striving to be strongest. At any rate, as the years went on he became more and
more aloof, pursuing his studies in his tower cell apart from others, teaching few students, speaking little. The Summoner would send gifted
students to him, but many of the boys there scarcely knew of him. In this isolation he began to practice certain arts that are not well to practice and
lead to no good thing..grossly ignorant. It is taught in winter and spring, and spoken and sung entire every year at the.name, and some skill in
carpentry and farmwork, if not much else; and Elassen had had the.learn an art you had no native gift for. In such discussions they worked out the
names that ever.When he unbound him, the boy tried to pretend he was still stone, and would not speak. Early had to go into his mind, in the way
he had learned from Gelluk long ago, when Gelluk was a true master of his art. He found out what he could. Then the boy was no good for
anything and had to be disposed of. It was humiliating, again, to be outwitted by the very stupidity of these people; and all he had learned about
Roke was that the Hand was there, and a school where they taught wizardry. And he had learned a man's name..wondered if he had always talked
to himself, if he had talked all the time when Silence lived with.Women who work magic may practice periods of celibacy as well as fasting and
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other disciplines."Just enough to keep going on, eh?".She said, "I know.".He looked stern. The dragon bore him away.".She brought them to a
house at the end of a lane. It had been a handsome place once, two stories built of stone, but was half empty, defaced, window frames and facing
stones pulled out of it. They crossed a courtyard with a well in it. She knocked at a side door, and a girl opened it..Commodified fantasy takes no
risks: it invents nothing, but imitates and trivializes. It proceeds."You can't walk all night."."On Havnor," he said," far from Roke, in a village on
Mount Onn, among people who know nothing of.The Namer, the Doorkeeper, and the Herbal followed him with her into the Grove. There was a
path for them. But when some of the young men started after them, there was no path..ignorant superstition, practiced by women, paid for by
peasants.."Hah!" said Golden. "Well! I will say I'm glad of it, son." He ate a small porkpie in one mouthful. "Being a wizard, going to Roke, all
that, it never seemed real, not exactly. And with you off there, I didn't know what all this was for, to tell you the truth. All my business. If you're
here, it adds up, you see. It adds up. Well! But listen here, did you just run off from the wizard? Did he know you were going?".The roof of the
cavern was far above him. The trickle of water dripping from the mica ledge glittered in short dashes in the werelight..heart." The direction on the
outside was the Hardic rune for willow. The note was signed with.Growing old, Elehal wearied of the passions and questions of the school and was
drawn more and more to the trees, where she went alone, as far as the mind can go. Medra walked there too, but not so far as she, for he was
lame..He came up on deck again. It was clearing, and as the sun set the clouds broke all across the west, showing a golden sky behind the high dark
curve of a hill..But he made no spell. He had no magic left in him. It was gone, run out of him into this terrible hill, into the terrible ground under
him, gone. He was no wizard, only a man like the others, powerless..Where Gelluk was, of course, was no mystery. Hound had tracked him straight
to a scar in a.worth?".That would be unwise," he said, with a good imitation of the Master Changer's terse solemnity. "If.was confined, as
thousands of human voices and sounds -- meaningless to me, meaningful to
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