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THE FARTHEST SHORE
URSULA K. LEGU N
1972

In the Court of the Fountain the sun of March shone through young | eaves of ash and el m
and water |eapt and fell through shadow and clear light. About that roofless court stood four high
wal | s of stone. Behind those were roons and courts, passages, corridors, towers, and at last the
heavy outnost walls of the Great House of Roke, which would stand any assault of war or earthquake
or the sea itself, being built not only of stone, but of incontestable magic. For Roke is the Isle
of the Wse, where the art magic is taught; and the Great House is the school and central place of
wi zardry; and the central place of the House is that small court far within the walls, where the
fountain plays and the trees stand in rain or sun or starlight.

The tree nearest the fountain, a well-grown rowan, had hunped and cracked the marbl e
pavenent with its roots. Veins of bright green noss filled the cracks, spreading up fromthe
grassy plot around the basin. A boy sat there on the | ow hunp of narble and npss, his gaze
following the fall of the fountain's central jet. He was nearly a man, but still a boy; slender
dressed richly. His face nmight have been cast in golden bronze, it was so finely nolded and so
still.

Behind him fifteen feet away perhaps, under the trees at the other end of the snall
central |lawn, a nman stood, or seened to stand. It was hard to be certain in that flickering shift
of shadow and warm light. Surely he was there, a man in white, standing notionless. As the boy
wat ched the fountain, the man watched the boy. There was no sound or novenent but the play of
| eaves and the play of the water and its continual song.

The man wal ked forward. A wind stirred the rowan tree and noved its newy opened | eaves.
The boy leapt to his feet, lithe and startled. He faced the nman and bowed to him "M Lord
Archmage, " he said.

The man stopped before him a short, straight, vigorous figure in a hooded cloak of white
wool . Above the folds of the |aid-down hood his face was reddi sh-dark, hawk-nosed, seaned on one
cheek with old scars. The eyes were bright and fierce. Yet he spoke gently. "It's a pl easant pace
to sit, the Court of the Fountain,” he said, and, forestalling the boy's apol ogy, "You have
travel ed far and have not rested. Sit down again."

He knelt on the white rimof the basin and held out his hand to the ring of glittering
drops that fell fromthe higher bow of the fountain, letting the water run through his fingers.
The boy sat down again on the hunped tiles, and for a minute neither spoke.

"You are the son of the Prince of Enlad and the Enl ades,"” the Archmage said, "heir of the
Principality of Morred. There is no older heritage in all Earthsea, and none fairer. | have seen
the orchards of Enlad in the spring, and the golden roofs of Berila... How are you call ed?"

"I amcalled Arren."

"That would be a word in the dialect of your land. What is it in our conmon speech?"

The boy said, "Sword."

The Archrmage nodded. There was silence again, and then the boy said, not boldly, but
without timdity, "I had thought the Archmage knew all |anguages”

The man shook his head, watching the fountain.

"And all nanes..."

"All nanes? Only Segoy who spoke the First Wrd, raising up the isles fromthe deep sea,

knew all names. To be sure,"” and the bright, fierce gaze was on Arren's face, "if | needed to know
your true nanme, | would know it. But there's no need. Arren | will call you; and | am Sparrowhawk.
Tell me, how was your voyage here?”

"Too long."

"The wi nds blewill?"

"The wi nds blew fair, but the news | bear is ill, Lord Sparrowhawk."

"Tell it, then," the Archnage said gravely, but like one yielding to a child's inpatience;

and while Arren spoke, he | ooked again at the crystal curtain of water drops falling fromthe
upper basin into the lower, not as if he did not listen, but as if he listened to nore than the
boy's words.
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"You know, nmy lord, that the prince ny father is a wi zardly nman, being of the |ineage of
Morred, and having spent a year here on Roke in his youth. Sone power he has and know edge, though
he sel domuses his arts, being concerned with the ruling and ordering of his realm the governance
of cities and matters of trade. The fleets of our island go out westward, even into the West
Reach, trading for sapphires and Ox hides and tin, and early this winter a sea captain returned to
our city Berila with a tale that canme to ny father's ears, so that he had the man sent for and
heard himtell it" The boy spoke quickly, with assurance. He had been trained by civil, courtly
peopl e, and did not have the self-consciousness of the young.

"The sea captain said that on the isle of Narveduen, which is sonme five hundred niles west
of us by the ship lanes, there was no nore nmagic. Spells had no power there, he said, and the
words of wi zardry were forgotten. My father asked himif it was that all the sorcerers and w tches
had | eft that isle, and he answered, No: there were sone there who had been sorcerers, but they
cast no nore spells, not even so nuch as a charmfor kettle-nmending or the finding of a | ost
needl e. And ny father asked, Wre not the fol k of Narveduen di smayed? And the sea captain said
again, No, they seenmed uncaring. And indeed, he said, there was sickness among them and their

aut umm harvest had been poor, and still they seened careless. He said -1 was there, when he spoke
to the prince- he said, "They were like sick nen, like a man who has been told he nust die within
the year, and tells hinself it is not true, and he will |ive forever. They go about,' he said,

“without |ooking at the world.' Wen other traders returned, they repeated the tale that Narveduen
had becone a poor |and and had |l ost the arts of wizardry. But all this was nere tales of the
Reach, which are always strange, and only ny father gave it much thought.

"Then in the New Year, in the Festival of the Lanbs that we hold in Enlad, when the
shepherds' w ves come into the city bringing the firstlings of the flocks, nmy father naned the
wi zard Root to say the spells of increase over the |l anbs. But Root came back to our hal
di stressed and laid his staff down and said, "My lord, | cannot say the spells.' M father
questi oned him but he could say only, | have forgotten the words and the patterning.' So ny
father went to the marketplace and said the spells hinself, and the festival was conpleted. But |
saw him come hone to the pal ace that evening, and he | ooked grimand weary, and he said to nme, |
said the words, but | do not know if they had nmeaning.' And indeed there's trouble anong the
flocks this spring, the ewes dying in birth, and many | anbs born dead, and sone are... deforned.”
The boy's easy, eager voice dropped; he winced as he said the word and swal | owed. "I saw sone of
them" he said. There was a pause.

"My father believes that this matter, and the tale of Narveduen, show sone evil at work in
our part of the world. He desires the counsel of the Wse."

"That he sent you proves that his desire is urgent," said the Archmage. "You are his only
son, and the voyage fromEnlad to Roke is not short. Is there nore to tell?"

"Only sonme old wives' tales fromthe hills."

"What do the old w ves say?"

"That all the fortunes witches read in snoke and water pools tell of ill, and that their
| ove-potions go amiss. But these are people without true wizardry."

"Fortune-telling and | ove-potions are not of rmuch account, but old wonen are worth
listening to. Well, your nessage will indeed be discussed by the Masters of Roke. But | do not
know, Arren, what counsel they may give your father. For Enlad is not the first |Iand from which
such tidi ngs have cone."

Arren's trip fromthe north, down past the great isle Havnor and through the Innost Sea to
Roke, was his first voyage. Only in these |last few weeks had he seen | ands that were not his own
honel and, become aware of distance and diversity, and recognized that there was a great world
beyond the pleasant hills of Enlad, and many people in it. He was not yet used to thinking w dely,
and so it was a while before he understood. "Were el se?" he asked then, a little dismayed. For he
had hoped to bring a pronpt cure hone to Enl ad.

“I'n the South Reach, first. Latterly even in the south of the Archipelago, in Wathort.
There is no nore magi ¢ done in Wathort, nen say. It is hard to be sure. That |and has | ong been
rebellious and piratical, and to hear a Southern trader is to hear a liar, as they say. Yet the
story is always the sanme: The springs of w zardry have run dry."

"But here on Roke-"

"Here on Roke we have felt nothing of this. W are defended here from storm and change and
all ill chance. Too well defended, perhaps. Prince, what will you do now?"

"I shall go back to Enlad when | can bring ny father some clear word of the nature of this
evil and of its renedy."

Once nore the Archrmage | ooked at him and this tine, for all his training, Arren | ooked
away. He did not know why, for there was nothing unkind in the gaze of those dark eyes. They were
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impartial, calm conpassionate.

Al in Enlad | ooked up to his father, and he was his father's son. No nan had ever | ooked
at himthus, not as Arren, Prince of Enlad, son of the Ruling Prince, but as Arren alone. He did
not like to think that he feared the Archnage's gaze, but he could not neet it. It seenmed to
enl arge the world yet again around him and now not only Enlad sank to insignificance, but he
himsel f, so that in the eyes of the Archmage he was only a small figure, very snmall, in a vast
scene of sea-girt |ands over which hung darkness.

He sat picking at the vivid noss that grew in the cracks of the nmarble flagstones, and
presently he said, hearing his voice, which had deepened only in the | ast couple of years, sound
thin and husky: "And | shall do as you bid nme."

"Your duty is to your father, not to ne," the Archrmage said.

H s eyes were still on Arren, and now the boy | ooked up. As he had nmade his act of
submi ssion he had forgotten hinself, and now he saw the Archmage: the greatest w zard of al
Eart hsea, the nan who had capped the Black Wl |l of Fundaur and won the Ring of Erreth-Akbe from
the Tonbs of Atuan and built the deep-founded sea wall of Nepp; the sailor who knew the seas from
Astowel | to Selidor; the only living Dragonlord. There he knelt beside a fountain, a short man and
not young, a quiet-voiced man, with eyes as deep as evening.

Arren scranbled up fromsitting and knelt down formally on both knees, all in haste. "My
lord," he said stammering, "let ne serve you!"

Hi s sel f-assurance was gone, his face was flushed, his voice shook

At his hip he wore a sword in a sheath of new |l eather figured with inlay of red and gol d;
but the sword itself was plain, with a worn cross-hilt of silvered bronze. This he drew forth, al
in haste, and offered the hilt to the Archmage, as a liegeman to his prince.

The Archmage did not put out his hand to touch the sword hilt. He |looked at it and at
Arren. "That is yours, not nmine," he said. "And you are no nan's servant."

"But nmy father said that | might stay on Roke until | learned what this evil is and maybe
sone mastery -1 have no skill, | don't think |I have any power, but there were mages anong ny
forefathers- if | might in some way |learn to be of use to you-"

"Before your ancestors were nmages," the Archmage said, "they were kings."

He stood up and cane with silent, vigorous step to Arren, and taking the boy's hand nade

himrise. "I thank you for your offer of service, and though | do not accept it now, yet | may,
when we have taken counsel on these matters. The offer of a generous spirit is not one to refuse
lightly. Nor is the sword of the son of Mdrred to be lightly turned aside!... Now go. The |ad who

brought you here will see that you eat and bathe and rest. Go on," and he pushed Arren lightly
bet ween t he shoul der bl ades, a famliarity no one had ever taken before, and which the young
pri nce woul d have resented from anyone el se; but he felt the Archmage's touch as a thrill of
glory. For Arren had fallen in | ove.

He had been an active boy, delighting in ganmes, taking pride and pleasure in the skills of
body and mind, apt at his duties of cerenony and governi ng, which were neither |ight nor sinple.
Yet he had never given hinself entirely to anything. All had cone easily to him and he had done
all easily; it had all been a gane, and he had played at |oving. But now the depths of himwere
wakened, not by a gane or dream but by honor, danger, w sdom by a scarred face and a qui et voice
and a dark hand hol ding, careless of its power, the staff of yew that bore near the grip, in
silver set in the black wood, the Lost Rune of the Kings.

So the first step out of childhood is nade all at once, w thout |ooking before or behind,
wi t hout caution, and nothing held in reserve.

Forgetting courtly farewells he hurried to the doorway, awkward, radiant, obedient. And
Ged the Archmage wat ched hi m go.

Ged stood a while by the fountain under the ash tree, then raised his face to the
sunwashed sky. "A gentle nmessenger for bad news," he said half aloud, as if talking to the
fountain. It did not listen, but went on talking in its own silver tongue, and he listened to it a
whil e. Then, going to another doorway, which Arren had not seen, and which indeed very few eyes
woul d have seen no matter how cl ose they | ooked, he said, "Master Doorkeeper."

Alittle man of no age appeared. Young he was not, so that one had to call himold, but
the word did not suit him H s face was dry and colored like ivory, and he had a pleasant snile
that nmade long curves in his cheeks. "What's the matter, Ged?" said he.

For they were al one, and he was one of the seven persons in the world who knew t he
Archmage' s nane. The others were the Master Naner of Roke; and COgion the Silent, the w zard of Re
Al bi, who |Iong ago on the nountain of Gont had given Ged that nane; and the Wite Lady of Gont,
Tenar of the Ring; and a village wizard in Iffish called Vetch; and in Iffish again, a house-
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carpenter's wife, nother of three girls, ignorant of all sorcery but wise in other things, who was
called Yarrow, and finally, on the other side of Earthsea, in the farthest west, two dragons: Om
Enbar and Kal essin.

"W should neet tonight," the Archmage said. "I'll go to the Patterner. And I'Il send to
Kurrenkarmerruk, so that he'll put his lists away and let his students rest one evening and cone
tous, if not in flesh. WIl you see to the others?"

"Aye," said the Doorkeeper, smling, and was gone; and the Archmage al so was gone; and the
fountain talked to itself all serene and never ceasing in the sunlight of early spring.

Somewhere to the west of the G eat House of Roke, and often somewhat south of it, the
| mmanent Grove is usually to be seen. There is no place for it on maps, and there is no way to it
except for those who know the way to it. But even novices and townsfolk and farners can see it,
al ways at a certain distance, a wood of high trees whose | eaves have a hint of gold in their
greenness even in the spring. And they consider -the novices, the towsfolk, the farmers- that the
Grove noves about in a nystifying manner. But in this they are nistaken, for the Grove does not
move. Its roots are the roots of being. It is all the rest that noves.

Ged wal ked over the fields fromthe G eat House. He took off his white cloak, for the sun
was at noon. A farmer ploughing a brown hillside raised his hand in salute, and Ged replied the
same way. Small birds went up into the air and sang. The sparkweed was just coming into flower in
the fall ows and beside the roads. Far up, a hawk cut a wide arc on the sky. Ged gl anced up, and
rai sed his hand again. Down shot the bird in a rush of windy feathers, and stooped straight to the
offered wist, gripping with yellow claws. It was no sparrowhawk but a big Ender-fal con of Roke, a
whi t e- and- brown-barred fishing hawk. It | ooked sidelong at the Archnage with one round, bright-
gold eye, then clashed its hooked beak and stared at him straight on with both round, bright gold
eyes. "Fearless,"” the Archmage said to it in the tongue of the Mking.

The big hawk beat its wings and gripped with its talons, gazing at him

"Go then, brother, fearless one."

The farmer, away off on the hillside under the bright sky, had stopped to watch. Once | ast
aut umm he had watched the Archnmage take a wild bird on his wist, and then in the next nonent had
seen no man, but two hawks mounting on the w nd.

This time they parted as the farnmer watched: the bird to the high air, the man wal ki ng on
across the nuddy fields.

He cane to the path that led to the I mmanent Grove, a path that |ed always strai ght and
direct no matter howtine and the world bent awry about it, and following it cane soon into the
shadow of the trees.

The trunks of some of these were vast. Seeing them one could believe at |ast that the
G ove never noved: they were like imrenorial towers grey with years; their roots were like the
roots of nmountains. Yet these, the nost ancient, were sonme of themthin of leaf, with branches
that had died. They were not imortal. Anong the giants grew sapling trees, tall and vigorous with
bright crowms of foliage, and seedlings, slight Ieafy wands no taller than a girl.

The ground beneath the trees was soft, rich with the rotten | eaves of all the years. Ferns
and small woodl and plants grewin it, but there was no kind of tree but the one, which had no name
in the Hardic tongue of Earthsea. Under the branches the air snelled earthy and fresh, and had a
taste in the nmouth like |live spring-water.

In a gl ade which had been nmade years before by the falling of an enornous tree, Ged net
the Master Patterner, who lived within the Grove and sel dom or never cane forth fromit. Hs hair
was butter-yellow, he was no Archi pelagan. Since the restoral of the R ng of Erreth-Akbe, the
barbari ans of Kargad had ceased their forays and had struck sonme bargains of trade and peace with
the I nner Lands. They were not friendly folk, and held al oof. But now and then a young warrior or
merchant's son cane westward by hinself, drawn by | ove of adventure or craving to | earn w zardry.
Such had been the Master Patterner ten years ago, a sword-begirt, red-pluned young savage from
Karego-At, arriving at Gont on a rainy norning and telling the Doorkeeper in inperious and scanty
Hardic, "I conme to learn!" And now he stood in the greengold |ight under the trees, a tall nman and
fair, with long fair hair and strange green eyes, the Master Patterner of Earthsea.

It may be that he too knew Ged's name, but if so he never spoke it. They greeted each
other in silence.

"What are you watching there?" the Archnage asked, and the other answered, "A spider.”

Between two tall grass blades in the clearing a spider had spun a web, a circle delicately
suspended. The silver threads caught the sunlight. In the center the spinner waited, a grey-black
thing no larger than the pupil of an eye.

"She too is a patterner,"” Ged said, studying the artful web.
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"What is evil?" asked the younger nan

The round web, with its black center, seenmed to watch them bot h.

"A web we nen weave,"” Ged answered

In this wood no birds sang. It was silent in the noon light and hot. About them stood the
trees and shadows.

"There is word from Narveduen and Enl ad: the sane."

"South and southwest. North and northwest," said the Patterner, never |ooking fromthe
round web.

"W shall come here this evening. This is the best place for counsel."

"I have no counsel." The Patterner |ooked now at Ged, and his greeni sh eyes were cold. "I
amafraid," he said. "There is fear. There is fear at the roots."

"Aye," said Ged. "W nust |look to the deep springs, | think. W have enjoyed the sunlight
too I ong, basking in that peace which the healing of the R ng brought, acconplishing snmall things,
fishing the shallows. Tonight we nmust question the depths: And so he |left the Patterner alone,
gazing still at the spider in the sunny grass.

At the edge of the Grove, where the | eaves of the great trees reached out over ordinary
ground, he sat with his back against a mighty root, his staff across his knees. He shut his eyes
as if resting, and sent a sending of his spirit over the hills and fields of Roke, northward, to
the sea-assaulted cape where the |sol ate Tower stands.

"Kurrenkarnerruk," he said in spirit, and the Master Namer | ooked up fromthe thick book
of names of roots and herbs and | eaves and seeds and petals that he was reading to his pupils and
said, "I amhere, ny lord."

Then he listened, a big, thin old nan, white-haired under his dark hood; and the students
at their witing-tables in the tower room | ooked up at himand gl anced at one anot her

“I will cone," Kurrenkarnerruk said, and bent his head to his book again, saying, "Nowthe
petal of the flower of noly hath a name, which is iebera, and so also the sepal, which is
partonath; and stem and | eaf and root hath each his nane..."

But under his tree the Archmage Ged, who knew all the nanmes of noly, withdrew his sending
and, stretching out his |l egs nore confortably and keeping his eyes shut, presently fell asleep in
the | eaf spotted sunlight.

The School on Roke is where boys who show promise in sorcery are sent fromall the Inner
Lands of Earthsea to learn the highest arts of magic. There they becone proficient in the various
ki nds of sorcery, |earning nanes, and runes, and skills, and spells, and what should and what
shoul d not be done, and why. And there, after long practice, and if hand and nind and spirit al
keep pace together, they may be named wi zard, and receive the staff of power. True wi zards are
made only on Roke.

Since there are sorcerers and witches on all the isles, and the uses of magic are as
needful to their people as bread and as delightful as music, so the School of Wzardry is a place
held in reverence. The nine nages who are the Masters of the School are considered the equal s of
the great princes of the Archipelago. Their master, the warden of Roke, the Archnage, is held to
be accountable to no nan at all, except the King of All the Isles; and that only by an act of
fealty, by heart's gift, for not even a king could constrain so great a nage to serve the comon
law, if his will were otherwi se. Yet even in the kingless centuries, the Archmages of Roke kept
fealty and served that common |aw. All was done on Roke as it had been done for many hundreds of
years; a place safe fromall trouble it seened, and the | aughter of boys rang in the echoing
courts and down the broad, cold corridors of the Great House.

Arren's gui de about the School was a stocky |ad whose cloak was clasped at the neck with
silver, a token that he had passed his novicehood and was a proven sorcerer, studying to gain his
staff. He was called Ganble, "because," said he, "ny parents had six girls, and the seventh child,
my father said, was a ganbl e against Fate." He was an agreeabl e conpani on, quick of mnd and
tongue. At another tinme Arren woul d have enjoyed his hunmor, but today his mnd was too full. He
did not pay himvery much attention, in fact. And Ganble, with a natural wish to be given credit
for existence, began to take advantage of the guest's absentni ndedness. He told him strange facts
about the School, and then told himstrange |lies about the School, and to all of them Arren said,
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"Ch, yes" or "I see," until Ganble thought hima royal idiot.
"Of course they don't cook in here," he said, showing Arren past the huge stone kitchens
all alive with the glitter of copper cauldrons and the clatter of chopping-knives and the eye-

prickling smell of onions. "It's just for show W cone to the refectory, and everybody charms up
what ever he wants to eat. Saves di shwashi ng too."
"Yes, | see," said Arren politely.

"Of course novices who haven't learnt the spells yet often | ose a good deal of weight,
their first nonths here; but they |earn. There's one boy from Havnor who always tries for roast
chicken, but all he ever gets is mllet nmush. He can't seemto get his spells past nmillet nush. He
did get a dried haddock along with it, yesterday." Ganble was getting hoarse with the effort to
push his guest into incredulity. He gave up and stopped talking.

“"Where... what |and does the Archnmage cone fron®?" said that guest, not even |ooking at the
nm ghty gallery through which they were wal king, all carven on wall and arched ceiling with the
Thousand- Leaved Tree.

"Gont," said Ganble. "He was a village goatherd there."

Now, at this plain and well-known fact, the boy fromEnlad turned and | ooked with
di sapprovi ng unbelief at Ganble. "A goat herd?"

"That's what npbst Gontishnmen are, unless they're pirates or sorcerers. | didn't say he was
a goat herd now, you know "

"But how woul d a goat herd become Archmage?"

"The sane way a prince would! By conming to Roke and outdoing all the Masters, by stealing
the Ring in Atuan, by sailing the Dragons’' Run, by being the greatest w zard since Erreth-Akbe -
how el se?"

They cane out of the gallery by the north door. Late afternoon |ay warm and bright on the
furrowed hills and the roofs of Thwil Town and the bay beyond. There they stood to talk. Ganble
said, "Of course that's all long ago, now. He hasn't done much since he was naned Archmage. They
never do. They just sit on Roke and watch the Equilibrium | suppose. And he's quite old now "

"ad d? How ol d?"

"Ch, forty or fifty."

"Have you seen hi nP"

"OfF course |'ve seen him" Ganble said sharply. The royal idiot seenmed also to be a roya

shob.

"Often?"

"No. He keeps to hinself. But when I first cane to Roke | saw him in the Fountain Court."

"I spoke with himthere today," Arren said.

Hi s tone nade Ganble | ook at himand then answer himfully: "It was three years ago. And
was so frightened | never really |looked at him | was pretty young, of course. But its hard to see
things clearly in there. | remenber his voice, nostly, and the fountain running." After a nonent

he added, "He does have a CGontish accent.”

"If I could speak to dragons in their own |anguage,
accent."

At that Ganble | ooked at himw th a degree of approval, and asked, "Did you cone here to
join the school, prince?"

Arren said, "I wouldn't care about ny

"No. | carried a nmessage fromnmny father to the Archmage."

"Enlad is one of the Principalities of the Kingship, isn't it?"

"Enlad, Ilien, and Way. Havnor and Ea, once, but the |ine of descent fromthe kings has
died out in those lands. Ilien traces the descent from Gemal Seaborn through Mahari on, who was

King of all the Isles. Way, from Akanmbar and the House of Shelieth. Enlad, the ol dest, from Mrred
through his son Serriadh and the House of Enl ad"

Arren recited these genealogies with a dreany air, like a well-trained scholar whose mni nd
i s on anot her subject.

"Do you think we'll see a king in Havnor again in our lifetime?"

"I never thought about it nuch."

“I'n Ark, where | come from people think about it. We're part of the Principality of Ilien

now, you know, since peace was nade. How | ong has it been, seventeen years or eighteen, since the
Ring of the King's Rune was returned to the Tower of the Kings in Havnor? Things were better for a
whil e then, but now they' re worse than ever. It's time there was a king again on the throne of
Earthsea, to wield the Sign of Peace. People are tired of wars and raids and merchants who
overprice and princes who overtax and all the confusion of unruly powers. Roke guides, but it
can't rule. The Balance lies here, but the Power should lie in the king' s hands."

Ganbl e spoke with real interest, all foolery set aside, and Arren's attention was finally
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caught. "Enlad is a rich and peaceful land," he said slowy. "It has never entered into these
rivalries. We hear of the troubles in other Iands. But there's been no king on the throne in
Havnor since Maharion died: eight hundred years. Wuld the | ands i ndeed accept a ki ng?"

“I'f he came in peace and in strength; if Roke and Havnor recogni zed his claim"”

"And there is a prophecy that nmust be fulfilled, isn't there? Maharion said that the next
ki ng nust be a mage."

"The Master Chanter's a Havnorian and interested in the matter, and he's been dinning the
words into us for three years now. Maharion said, He shall inherit ny throne who has crossed the
dark land living and cone to the far shores of the day."

"Therefore a nmage."

"Yes, since only a wizard or nage can go anong the dead in the dark |and and return
Though they do not cross it. At |least, they always speak of it as if it had only one boundary, and
beyond that, no end. What are the far shores of the day, then? But so runs the prophecy of the

Last King, and therefore soneday one will be born to fulfill it. And Roke will recognize him and
the fleets and armies and nations will conme together to him Then there will be majesty again in
the center of the world, in the Tower of the Kings in Havnor. | would cone to such a one; | would

serve a true king with all nmy heart and all nmy art," said Ganble, and then | aughed and shrugged,
| est Arren think he spoke with over-nuch enotion. But Arren |ooked at himw th friendliness,

t hi nking, "He would feel toward the king as | do toward the Archmage." Al oud he said, "A king
woul d need such men as you about him"

They stood, each thinking his own thoughts, yet conpanionable, until a gong rang sonorous
in the G eat House behind them

"There!" said Ganble. "Lentil and oni on soup tonight. Conme on."

"I thought you said they didn't cook," said Arren, still dreamny, follow ng.

"Ch, sonetinmes -by mstake-"

No magi ¢ was involved in the dinner, though plenty of substance was. After it they wal ked
out over the fields in the soft blue of the dusk. "This is Roke Knoll," Ganmble said, as they began
to clinb a rounded hill. The dewy grass brushed their |egs, and down by the marshy Thwi | burn there
was a chorus of little toads to welconme the first warnth and the shortening, starry nights.

There was a nystery in that ground. Ganble said softly, "This hill was the first that
stood above the sea, when the First Wrd was spoken."

"And it will be the last to sink, when all things are unmade," said Arren.

"Therefore a safe place to stand on," Ganble said, shaking off awe; but then he cried,
awestruck, "Look! The Grove!"

South of the Knoll a great |ight was revealed on the earth, |ike noonrise, but the thin
moon was al ready setting westward over the hill's top; and there was a flickering in this
radi ance, |ike the novenent of |eaves in the w nd.

"What is it?"

"It comes fromthe G ove- the Masters nust be there. They say it burnt so, with a |ight
i ke noonlight, all night, when they net to choose the Archnage five years ago. But why are they
meeting now? Is it the news you brought?"

“I't may be," said Arren.

Ganbl e, excited and uneasy, wanted to return to the G eat House to hear any runor of what
the Council of the Masters portended. Arren went with him but |ooked back often at that strange
radi ance till the slope hid it, and there was only the new nmoon setting and the stars of spring.

Alone in the dark in the stone cell that was his sleeping-room Arren lay with eyes open
He had slept on a bed all his life, under soft furs; even in the twenty-oared galley in which he
had cone from Enlad they had provided their young prince with nore confort than this-a straw
pall et on the stone floor and a ragged bl anket of felt. But he noticed none of it. "I amat the
center of the world," he thought. "The Masters are talking in the holy place. Wat wll they do?
WIl they weave a great magic to save magic? Can it be true that wizardry is dying out of the
worl d? |I's there a danger that threatens even Roke? | will stay here. I will not go honme. | would
rather sweep his roomthan be a prince in Enlad. Wwuld he et ne stay as a novice? But perhaps
there will be no nore teaching of the art-nagic, no nore |learning of the true nanes of things. My
father has the gift of wizardry, but | do not; perhaps it is indeed dying out of the world. Yet |
woul d stay near him even if he lost his power and his art. Even if | never saw him Even if he
never said another word to ne." But his ardent inmagination swept himon past that, so that in a
monment he saw hinself face to face with the Archmage once nore in the court beneath the rowan
tree, and the sky was dark and the tree leafless and the fountain silent; and he said, "My |lord,
the stormis on us, yet | will stay by thee and serve thee," and the Archmage sniled at him.. But
there imagination failed, for he had not seen that dark face snmle

file:/l/F|/rah/Ursula%20LeGuin/LeGuin,%20Ursula...20Earthsea%203%20-%20The%20Farthest%20Shore.txt (7 of 75) [1/19/03 3:51:29 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Ursul a%20L eGuin/L eGuin,%20Ursul a%20K %20-%20Earthsea%203%20-%20T he%20Farthest%20Shore. txt

In the norning he rose, feeling that yesterday he had been a boy, today he was a man. He
was ready for anything. But when it canme, he stood gaping. "The Archmage w shes to speak to you,
Prince Arren," said a little novice-lad at his doorway, who waited a nmonent and ran off before
Arren could collect his wits to answer.

He made his way down the tower staircase and through stone corridors toward the Fountain
Court, not knowi ng where he should go. An old man met himin the corridor, smiling so that deep
furrows ran down his cheeks fromnose to chin: the sane who had net himyesterday at the door of
the G eat House when he first came up fromthe harbor, and had required himto say his true nane
before he entered. "Come this way," said the Master Doorkeeper

The halls and passages in this part of the building were silent, enpty of the rush and
racket of the boys that enlivened the rest. Here one felt the great age of the walls. The
enchantnent with which the ancient stones were laid and protected was here pal pabl e. Runes were
graven on the walls at intervals, cut deep, sone inlaid with silver. Arren had | earned the Runes
of Hardie fromhis father, but none of these did he know, though certain of them seened to hold a
meani ng that he al nost knew, or had known and coul d not quite renemnber.

"Here you are, lad," said the Doorkeeper, who nade no account of titles such as Lord or
Prince. Arren followed himinto a | ong, | ow beaned room where on one side a fire burnt in a stone
hearth, its flames reflecting in the oaken floor, and on the other side pointed windows let in the
cold, soft light of fog. Before the hearth stood a group of nmen. Al |ooked at himas he entered,
but anbng them he saw only one, the Archmage. He stopped, and bowed, and stood dunb.

"These are the Masters of Roke, Arren," said the Archmage, "seven of the nine. The
Patterner will not |leave his Grove, and the Nanmer is in his tower, thirty mles to the north. Al
of them know your errand here. My lords, this is the son of Mrred."

No pride roused in Arren at that phrase, but only a kind of dread. He was proud of his
| i neage, but thought of hinself only as an heir of princes, one of the House of Enlad. Mrred,
from whom t hat house descended, had been dead two thousand years. Hi s deeds were natter of
| egends, not of this present world. It was as if the Archnage had naned hi mson of myth, inheritor
of dreans.

He did not dare | ook up at the faces of the eight nmages. He stared at the iron-shod foot
of the Archmage's staff, and felt the blood ringing in his ears.

"Cone, |et us breakfast together," said the Archmage, and led themto a table set beneath
the wi ndows. There was nil k and sour beer, bread, new butter, and cheese. Arren sat with them and
ate.

He had been anong nobl emen, | andhol ders, rich merchants, all his life. H's father's hal
in Berila was full of them nen who owned nuch, who bought and sold nuch, who were rich in the
things of the world. They ate nmeat and drank wi ne and tal ked | oudly; many di sputed, nany
flattered, nost sought sonething for thenselves. Young as he was, Arren had | earned a good dea
about the manners and di sgui ses of humanity. But he had never been anobng such nmen as these. They
ate bread and talked little, and their faces were quiet. If they sought sonmething, it was not for
thensel ves. Yet they were nen of great power: that, too, Arren recognized.

Sparrowhawk the Archnmage sat at the head of the table and seened to listen to what was
said, and yet there was a silence about him and no one spoke to him Arren was |et alone also, so
that he had tine to recover himself. On his left was the Doorkeeper, and on his right a grey-
haired man with a kindly | ook, who said to himat last, "W are countrymen, Prince Arren. | was
born in eastern Enlad, by the Forest of Aol."

"I have hunted in that forest,” Arren replied, and they spoke together a little of the
woods and towns of the Isle of the Myths, so that Arren was conforted by the nmenory of his hone.

When the neal was done, they drew together once nore before the hearth, sonme sitting and
some standing, and there was a little silence.

"Last night," the Archmage said, "we met in council. Long we tal ked, yet resol ved not hing.
I woul d hear you say now, in the norning |light, whether you uphold or gainsay your judgnment of the
ni ght. "

"That we resolved nothing," said the Master Herbal, a stocky, dark-skinned man with cal m
eyes, "is itself a judgnent. In the Grove are patterns found; but we found nothing there but
argurent . "

"Only because we could not see the pattern plain," said the grey-haired nage of Enlad, the
Mast er Changer. "We do not know enough. Runmors from Wathort; news from Enlad. Strange news, and
shoul d be looked to. But to raise a great fear on so little a foundation is unneedful. Qur power
is not threatened only because a few sorcerers have forgotten their spells.”

"So say |," said a |l ean, keen-eyed nan, the Master W ndkey. "Have we not all our powers?
Do not the trees of the Grove grow and put forth | eaves? Do not the storns of heaven obey our
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word? Who can fear for the art of w zardry, which is the oldest of the arts of nan?"

"No man," said the Master Summoner, deep-voiced and tall, young, with a dark and noble
face, "no man, no power, can bind the action of wi zardry or still the words of power. For they are
the very words of the Making, and one who could silence them could unmake the world."

"Aye, and one who could do that would not be on Wathort or Narveduen," said the Changer
"He woul d be here at the gates of Roke, and the end of the world would be at hand! W've not cone
to that pass yet"

"Yet there is sonething wong," said another, and they | ooked at him deep-chested, solid
as an oaken cask, he sat by the fire, and the voice came fromhimsoft and true as the note of a
great bell. He was the Master Chanter. "Were is the king that should be in Havnor? Roke is not
the heart of the world. That tower is, on which the sword of Erreth-Akbe is set, and in which
stands the throne of Serriadh, of Akanbar, of Mharion. Eight hundred years has the heart of the
worl d been enpty! W have the crown, but no king to wear it. W have the Lost Rune, the King's
Rune, the Rune of Peace, restored to us, but have we peace? Let there be a king upon the throne,
and we wi |l have peace, and even in the farthest Reaches the sorcerers will practice their arts
with untroubled mnd, and there will be order and a due season to all things."

"Aye," said the Master Hand, a slight, quick man, nodest of bearing but with clear and
seeing eyes. "I amwth you, Chanter. Wat wonder that w zardry goes astray, when all else goes
astray? If the whole flock wander, wll our black sheep stay by the fol d?"

At that the Doorkeeper |aughed, but he said nothing.

"Then to you all," said the Archnage, it seenms that there is nothing very wong; or if,
there is, it lies in this, that our |lands are ungoverned or ill-governed, so that all the arts and
high skills of men suffer fromneglect. Wth that much | agree. Indeed it is because the South is
all but lost to peaceful commerce that we nust depend on runor; and who has any safe word fromthe
West Reach, save this from Narveduen? |If ships went forth and cane back safely as of old, if our
| ands of Earthsea were well-knit, we mght know how things stand in the renote places, and so
could act. And I think we would act! For, ny lords, when the Prince of Enlad tells us that he
spoke the words of the Making in a spell and yet did not know their nmeaning as he spoke them when
the Master Patterner says that there is fear at the roots and will say no nore: is this so little
a foundation for anxiety? Wien a stormbegins, it is only alittle cloud on the horizon."

"You have a sense for the black things, Sparrowhawk," said the Doorkeeper. "You ever did.
Say what you think is wong."

"I do not know. There is a weakening of power. There is a want of resolution. There is a
dimrng of the sun. | feel, ny lords- | feel as if we who sit here tal king, were all wounded
nortally, and while we talk and tal k our blood runs softly fromour veins..."

“And you woul d be up and doing."

"I would," said the Archmage.

"Well," said the Doorkeeper, "can the ows keep the hawk fromflying?"

"But where would you go?" the Changer asked, and the Chanter answered him "To seek our
king and bring himto his throne!"

The Archnmage | ooked keenly at the Chanter, but answered only, "I would go where the
trouble is."

"South or west," said the Master W ndkey.

"And north and east if need be," said the Doorkeeper.

"But you are needed here, ny lord," said the Changer. "Rather than to go seeking blindly
anong unfriendly peoples on strange seas, would it not be wiser to stay here, where all magic is
strong, and find out by your arts what this evil or disorder is?"

"My arts do not avail me," the Archmage said.

There was that in his voice which nade themall |ook at him sober and with uneasy eyes.
"I amthe Warder of Roke. | do not |eave Roke lightly. | w sh that your counsel and ny own were
the sane; but that is not to be hoped for now The judgment nust be mine: and | must go."

"To that judgnent we yield," said the Sumoner

"And | go alone. You are the Council of Roke, and the Council must not be broken. Yet one
I will take with me, if he will conme." He | ooked at Arren. "You offered ne your service,
yesterday. Last night the Master Patterner said, “~Not by chance does any man conme to the shores of
Roke. Not by chance is a son of Mirred the bearer of this news' And no other word had he for us

all the night. Therefore | ask you, Arren, will you cone with ne?"
"Yes, ny lord," said Arren, with a dry throat.
"The prince, your father, surely would not let you go into this peril," said the Changer

somewhat sharply, and to the Archmage, "The lad is young and not trained in w zardry."
"l have years and spells enough for both of us," Sparrowhawk said in a dry voice. "Arren
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what of your father?"

"He would let me go."

"How can you know?" asked the Sumoner.

Arren did not know where he was being required to go, nor when, nor why. He was bew | dered
and abashed by these grave, honest, terrible nen. If he had had tinme to think he could not have
said anything at all. But he had no time to think; and the Archnage had asked him "WIIl you come
with nme?"

"When nmy father sent ne here he said to ne, | fear a dark tinme is comng on the world, a
time of danger. So | send you rather than any other nessenger, for you can judge whether we should
ask the help of the Isle of the Wse in this matter, or offer the help of Enlad to them' So if |
am needed, therefore | am here."

At that he saw the Archmage smile. There was great sweetness in the smile, though it was
brief. "Do you see?" he said to the seven nages. "Could age or w zardry add anything to this?"

Arren felt that they | ooked on himapprovingly then, but with a kind of pondering or
wondering | ook, still. The Summoner spoke, his arched brows straightened to a frowm: "I do not
understand it, ny lord. That you are bent on going, yes. You have been caged here five years. But
al ways before you were al one; you have al ways gone al one. Wiy, now, conpani oned?"

"I never needed hel p before," said Sparrowhawk, with an edge of threat or irony in his
voice. "And | have found a fit conpanion." There was a dangerousness about him and the tal

Sunmoner asked hi m no nore questions, though he still frowned.
But the Master Herbal, cal meyed and dark like a wise and patient ox, rose fromhis seat
and stood nmonunental. "Go, ny lord,"” he said, "and take the lad. And all our trust goes with you."
One by one the others gave assent quietly, and by ones and twos withdrew, until only the
Summoner was | eft of the seven. "Sparrowhawk," he said, "I do not seek to question your judgment.
Only | say: If you are right, if there is inbalance and the peril of great evil, then a voyage to
Wat hort, or into the West Reach, or to world's end, will not be far enough. Were you may have to

go, can you take this companion, and is it fair to hinP"

They stood apart from Arren, and the Summoner's voice was | owered, but the Archmage spoke
openly: "It is fair."

"You are not telling ne all you know," the Summoner said.

“I'f I knew, | would speak. | know nothing. | guess nuch."

"Let me cone with you

"One nust guard the gates.”

"The Door keeper does that-"

"Not only the gates of Roke. Stay here. Stay here, and watch the sunrise to see if it be
bright, and watch at the wall of stones to see who crosses it and where their faces are turned.
There is a breach, Thorion, there is a break, a wound, and it is this | go to seek. If |I amlost,
then maybe you will find it. But wait. | bid you wait for ne." He was speaking nowin the Ad
Speech, the | anguage of the Making, in which all true spells are cast and on which all the great
acts of magic depend; but very seldomis it spoken in conversation, except anong the dragons. The
Sunmoner nmade no further argunent or protest, but bowed his tall head quietly both to the Archmage
and to Arren and departed.

The fire crackled in the hearth. There was no other sound. Qutside the wi ndows the fog
pressed form ess and dim

The Archrmage stared into the flanmes, seenming to have forgotten Arren's presence. The boy
stood at sone distance fromthe hearth, not knowing if he should take his |leave or wait to be
di sm ssed, irresolute and somewhat desolate, feeling again like a small figure in a dark
illimtable, confusing space.

"W'll go first to Hort Town," said Sparrowhawk, turning his back to the fire. "News
gathers there fromall the South Reach, and we may find a | ead. Your ship still waits in the bay.
Speak to the naster; let himcarry word to your father. | think we should | eave as soon as may be.
At daybreak tonorrow. Cone to the steps by the boathouse."”

"My lord, what-" His voice stuck a nonment. "Wat is it you seek?"

"l don't know, Arren."

"Then-"

"Then how shall | seek it? Neither do | know that. Maybe it will seek nme." He grinned a
little at Arren, but his face was like iron in the grey light of the w ndows.

"My lord,"” Arren said, and his voice was steady now, "it is true | cone of the |ineage of
Morred, if any tracing of lineage so old be true. And if | can serve you |l will account it the
greatest chance and honor of ny life, and there is nothing I would rather do. But | fear that you
m stake me for sonething nore than I am "
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"Maybe," said the Archmage.

"I have no great gifts or skills. | can fence with the short sword and the noble sword. |
can sail a boat. | know the court dances and the country dances. | can nend a quarrel between
courtiers. | can westle. | ama poor archer, and | amskillful at the gane of net-ball. | can
sing, and play the harp and lute. And that is all. There is no nore. What use will | be to you?

The Master Summoner is right-"

"Ah, you saw that, did you? He's jealous. He clains the privilege of older loyalty."

"And greater skill, my lord."

"Then you'd rather he went with me, and you stayed behi nd?"

“"No! But | fear-"

"Fear what ?"

Tears sprang to the boy's eyes. "To fail you," he said.

The Archmage turned around again to the fire. "Sit down, Arren," he said, and the boy cane
to the stone corner-seat of the hearth. "I did not nistake you for a wizard or a warrior or any
finished thing. Wat you are | do not know, though I'mglad to know that you can sail a boat..
What you will be, no one knows. But this much | do know. you are the son of Moirred and of
Serriadh. "

Arren was silent. "That is true, ny lord," he said at last. "But..." The Archnage said
not hi ng, and he had to finish his sentence: "But | amnot Mrred. | amonly nyself."

"You take no pride in your |ineage?"

"Yes, | take pride in it -because it makes ne a prince; it is a responsibility, a thing

that must be lived up to-"

The Archnmage nodded once, sharply. "That is what | neant. To deny the past is to deny the
future. A man does not nake his destiny: he accepts it or denies it. If the rowan's roots are
shallow, it bears no crown." At this Arren |ooked up startled, for his true nane, Lebannen, neant
the rowan tree. But the Archnmage had not said his name. "Your roots are deep," he went on. "You
have strength and you must have room roomto grow Thus |I offer you, instead of a safe trip hone
to Enlad, an unsafe voyage to an unknown end. You need not come. The choice is yours. But | offer
you the choice. For | amtired of safe places, and roofs, and walls around ne." He ended abruptly,
| ooki ng about himwi th piercing, unseeing eyes. Arren saw the deep restlessness of the man, and it
frightened him Yet fear sharpens exhilaration, and it was with a | eap of the heart that he
answered, "My lord, | choose to go with you."

Arren left the Geat House with his heart and mind full of wonder. He told hinmself that he
was happy, but the word did not seemto suit. He told hinself that the Archmage had called him
strong, a man of destiny, and that he was proud of such praise; but he was not proud. Wiy not? The
nmost powerful wizard in the world told him "Tonmorrow we sail to the edge of doom" and he nodded
his head and cane: should he not feel pride? But he did not. He felt only wonder.

He went down through the steep, wandering streets of Thwil Town, found his ship's naster
on the Quays, and said to him "I sail tomorrow with the Archrmage, to Wathort and the South Reach.
Tell the Prince ny father that when | amreleased fromthis service |l will come hone to Berila."

The ship's captain | ooked dour. He knew how the bringer of such news might be received by
the Prince of Enlad. "I nust have writing about it fromyour hand, prince," he said. Seeing the
justice in that, Arren hurried off -he felt that all nust be done instantly- and found a strange
little shop where he purchased inkstone and brush and a piece of soft paper, thick as felt; then
he hurried back to the quays and sat down on the wharfside to wite his parents. Wen he thought
of his nother holding this piece of paper, reading the letter, a distress came into him She was a
blithe, patient woman, but Arren knew that he was the foundati on of her contentnent, that she
| onged for his quick return. There was no way to confort her for his long absence. Hs letter was
dry and brief. He signed with the sword-rune, sealed the letter with a bit of pitch froma
caul ki ng- pot nearby, and gave it to the ship's master. Then, "Wait!" he said, as if the ship were
ready to set sail that instant, and ran back up the cobbled streets to the strange little shop. He
had trouble finding it, for there was sonething shifty about the streets of Thwil; it al nost
seened that the turnings were different every tine. He cane on the right street at |ast and darted
into the shop under the strings of red clay beads that ornanmented its doorway. Wen he was buying
i nk and paper he had noticed, on a tray of clasps and brooches, a silver brooch in the shape of a

wild rose; and his nmother was called Rose. "I'Il buy that," he said, in his hasty, princely way.

"Ancient silverwork of the Isle of O | can see you are a judge of the old crafts," said
the shopkeeper, looking at the hilt -not the handsonme sheath- of Arren's sword. "That will be four
inivory."

Arren paid the rather high price unquestioning; he had in his purse plenty of the ivory
counters that serve as noney in the Inner Lands. The idea of a gift for his nother pleased him
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the act of buying pleased him as he left the shop he set his hand on the pommel of his sword,
with a touch of swagger.

H s father had given himthat sword on the eve of his departure from Enlad. He had
received it solemmly and had worn it, as if it were a duty to wear it, even aboard ship. He was
proud of the weight of it at his hip, the weight of its great age on his spirit. For it was the
sword of Serriadh who was the son of Mrred and El farran; there was none older in the world except
the sword of Erreth-Akbe, which was set atop the Tower of the Kings in Havnor. The sword of
Serriadh had never been | aid away or hoarded up, but worn; yet was unworn by the centuries,
unweakened, because it had been forged with a great power of enchantment. Its history said that it
never had been drawn, nor ever could be drawn, except in the service of life. For no purpose of
bl oodl ust or revenge or greed, in no war for gain, would it let itself be wielded. Fromit, the
great treasure of his famly, Arren had received his use-nane: Arrendek he had been called as a
child, "the little Sword.

He had not used the sword, nor had his father, nor his grandfather. There had been peace
in Enlad for a long tinmne.

And now, in the street of the strange town of the Wzards' Isle, the sword's handle felt
strange to himwhen he touched it. It was awkward to his hand and col d. Heavy, the sword hi ndered
his wal k, dragged at him And the wonder he had felt was still in him but had gone cold. He went
back down to the quay, and gave the brooch to the ship's nmaster for his nmother, and bade him
farewel | and a safe voyage home. Turning away he pulled his cloak over the sheath that held the
ol d, unyielding weapon, the deadly thing he had inherited. He did not feel |ike swaggering any
more. "What am | doi ng?" he said to hinself as he clinbed the narrow ways, not hurrying now, to
the fortress-bul k of the Geat House above the town. "Howis it that |I'mnot going home? Wiy am |
seeking sonething | don't understand, with a man | don't know?"

And he had no answer to his questions.

In the darkness before dawn Arren dressed in clothing that had been given him seaman's
garb, wellworn but clean, and hurried down through the silent halls of the Great House to the
eastern door, carven of horn and dragon's tooth. There the Doorkeeper |et himout and pointed the
way that he should take, smling a little. He followed the topnost street of the town and then a
path that | ed down to the boathouses of the School, south along the bay shore fromthe docks of
Thwil. He could just nmake out his way. Trees, roofs, hills bul ked as di mmasses within di mess;
the dark air was utterly still and very cold; everything held still, held itself w thdrawn and
obscure. Only over the dark sea eastward was there one faint, clear line: the horizon, tipping
monently toward the unseen sun

He cane to the boathouse steps. No one was there; nothing noved. In his bulky sailor's
coat and wool cap he was warm enough, but he shivered, standing on the stone steps in the
dar kness, waiting.

The boat houses | ooned bl ack above bl ack water, and suddenly fromthem canme a dull, hollow
sound, a boom ng knock, repeated three times. Arren's hair stirred on his scalp. A long shadow
glided out onto the water silently. It was a boat, and it slid softly toward the pier. Arren ran
down the steps onto the pier and | eapt down into the boat.

"Take the tiller," said the Archnage, a lithe, shadowy figure in the prow, "and hold her
steady while | get the sail up."

They were out on the water already, the sail opening like a white wing fromthe mast,
catching the growing light. "A west wind to save us rowing out of the bay, that's a parting gift
fromthe Master Wndkey, | don't doubt. Watch her, lad, she steers very light! So then. A west
wi nd and a clear dawn for the Bal ance-Day of spring.”

"I's this boat Lookfar?" Arren had heard of the Archmage's boat in songs and tales.

"Aye," said the other, busy with ropes. The boat bucked and veered as the wi nd freshened;
Arren set his teeth and tried to keep her steady.

"She steers very light, but somewhat willful, lord."
The Archrmage | aughed. "Let her have her will; she is wise also. Listen, Arren," and he
paused, kneeling on the thwart to face Arren, "I amno lord now, nor you a prince. | ama trader

call ed Hawk, and you're ny nephew, learning the seas with ne, called Arren; for we hail from
Enl ad. From what town? A large one, lest we neet a townsman."
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"Termere, on the south coast? They trade to all the Reaches."

The Archmage nodded.

"But," said Arren cautiously, "you don't have quite the accent of Enlad."

"I know. | have a Gontish accent,"” his conpanion said, and |aughed, |ooking up at the
brightening east. "But | think | can borrow what | need fromyou. So we cone from Tenere in our
boat Dol phin, and | amneither |lord nor nmage nor Sparrowhawk, but- how am | called?"

"Hawk, ny lord."

Then Arren bit his tongue.

"Practice, nephew," said the Archnage. "It takes practice. You' ve never been anything but
a prince. Wile | have been many things, and last of all, and maybe | east, an Archnage... W go
south | ooki ng for emmel stone, that blue stuff they carve charns of. | know they value it in Enlad.

They make it into charns against rheuns, sprains, stiff necks, and slips of the tongue."

After a nmonent Arren |laughed, and as he lifted his head, the boat lifted on a | ong wave,
and he saw the rimof the sun against the edge of the ocean, a flare of sudden gold, before them

Spar rowhawk stood with one hand on the nast, for the little boat |eapt on the choppy
waves, and facing the sunrise of the equinox of spring he chanted. Arren did not know the Ad
Speech, the tongue of w zards and dragons, but he heard praise and rejoicing in the words, and
there was a great striding rhythmin themlike the rise and fall of tides or the balance of the
day and ni ght each succeeding each forever. @Qulls cried on the wind, and the shores of Thwil Bay
slid past to right and left, and they entered on the |long waves, full of light, of the Innost Sea.

From Roke to Hort Town is no great voyage, but they spent three nights at sea. The
Archmage had been urgent to be gone, but once gone, he was nore than patient. The wi nds turned
contrary as soon as they were away fromthe charned weather of Roke, but he did not call a
magewi nd into their sail, as any weatherworker could have done; instead, he spent hours teaching
Arren how to manage the boat in a stiff headwind, in the rock-fanged sea east of |Issel. The second
night out it rained, the rough, cold rain of March, but he said no spell to keep it off them On
the next night, as they lay outside the entrance to Hort Harbor in a calm cold, foggy darkness,
Arren thought about this, and reflected that in the short tine he had knowmn him the Archmage had
done no nmagic at all.

He was a peerless sailor, though. Arren had | earned nore in three days' sailing with him
than in ten years of boating and racing on Berila Bay. And nage and sailor are not so far apart;
both work with the powers of sky and sea, and bend great wi nds to the uses of their hands,
bringi ng near what was renmote. Archnage or Hawk the sea-trader, it came to nmuch the sane thing.

He was a rather silent man, though perfectly goodhunored. No clunsiness of Arren's fretted
him he was conpani onable; there could be no better shipmate, Arren thought. But he would go into
his own thoughts and be silent for hours on end, and then when he spoke there was a harshness in
his voice, and he would | ook right through Arren. This did not weaken the |ove the boy felt for
him but maybe it |essened liking somewhat; it was a little awesone. Perhaps Sparrowhawk felt
this, for in that foggy night off the shores of Wathort he began to talk to Arren, rather
hal ti ngly, about hinself. "I do not want to go anong nen again tonorrow,"” he said. "l've been
pretending that | amfree... That nothing's wong in the world. That |I'm not Archmage, not even
sorcerer. That |'m Hawk of Tenere, without responsibilities or privileges, owing nothing to
anyone..." He stopped and after a while went on, "Try to choose carefully, Arren, when the great
choi ces must be made. When | was young, | had to choose between the Iife of being and the Iife of
doing. And | leapt at the latter like a trout to a fly. But each deed you do, each act, binds you
to itself and to its consequences, and nmakes you act again and yet again. Then very sel dom do you
come upon a space, atine like this, between act and act, when you may stop and sinmply be. O
wonder who, after all, you are."

How coul d such a man, thought Arren, be in doubt as to who and what he was? He had
bel i eved such doubts were reserved for the young, who had not done anything yet.

The boat rocked in the great, cool darkness.

"That's why | like the sea," said Sparrowhawk's voice in that darkness

Arren understood him but his own thoughts ran ahead, as they had been doing all these
three days and nights, to their quest, the aimof their sailing. And since his conpanion was in a
mood to talk at last, he asked, "Do you think we will find what we seek in Hort Town?"

Sparrowhawk shook his head, perhaps nmeani ng no, perhaps neaning that he did not know.

"Can it be a kind of pestilence, a plague, that drifts fromland to | and, blighting the
crops and the flocks and nen's spirits?"

"A pestilence is a notion of the great Balance, of the Equilibriumitself; this is
different. There is the stink of evil init. W may suffer for it when the bal ance of things
rights itself, but we do not |ose hope and forego art and forget the words of the Mking. Nature
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is not unnatural. This is not a righting of the balance, but an upsetting of it. There is only one
creature who can do that."

"A man?" Arren said, tentative

"W nen."

" How?"

"By an unneasured desire for life."

"For life? But it isn't wong to want to |ive?"

"No. But when we crave power over life -endless wealth, unassail able safety, imortality-
then desire becones greed. And if know edge allies itself to that greed, then cones evil. Then the
bal ance of the world is swayed, and ruin weighs heavy in the scale."

Arren brooded over this a while and said at last, "Then you think it is a man we seek?"

“"A man, and a nage. Aye, | think so."

"But | had thought, fromwhat ny father and teachers taught, that the great arts of
wi zardry were dependent on the Bal ance, the Equilibrium of things, and so could not be used for
evil."

"That," said Sparrowhawk sonewhat wyly, "is a debatable point. Infinite are the argunents
of mages... Every land of Earthsea knows of w tches who cast unclean spells, sorcerers who use
their art to win riches. But there is nore. The Firelord, who sought to undo the darkness and stop
the sun at noon, was a great mmge; even Erreth-Akbe could scarcely defeat him The Eneny of Morred
was anot her such. Where he came, whole cities knelt to him armies fought for him The spell he
wove agai nst Morred was so mighty that even when he was slain it could not be halted, and the
i sland of Sol ea was overwhel med by the sea, and all on it perished. Those were nen in whom great
strength and know edge served the will to evil and fed upon it. Wiether the wi zardry that serves a
better end may al ways prove the stronger, we do not know. W hope."

There is a certain bleakness in finding hope where one expected certainty. Arren found
hinself unwilling to stay on these cold sutmmits. He said after a little while, "I see why you say
that only men do evil, | think. Even sharks are innocent; they kill because they nust."

"That is why nothing else can resist us. Only one thing in the world can resist an evil -
hearted man. And that is another man. In our shame is our glory. Only our spirit, which is capable
of evil, is capable of overconming it!,

"But the dragons," said Arren. "Do they not do great evil? Are they innocent?"

"The dragons! The dragons are avaricious, insatiable, treacherous; wthout pity, wthout

renorse. But are they evil? Wio aml, to judge the acts of dragons?... They are w ser than nen
are. It is with themas with dreans, Arren. W nen dream dreans, we work magic, we do good, we do
evil. The dragons do not dream They are dreans. They do not work mamgic: it is their substance,
their being. They do not do; they are."

“I'n Serilune," said Arren, "is the skin of Bar O h, killed by Keor, Prince of Enlad, three
hundred years ago. No dragons have ever conme to Enlad since that day. | saw the skin of Bar Qh.

It is heavy as iron and so large that if it were spread out it would cover all the narketplace of
Serilune, they said. The teeth are as long as ny forearm Yet they said Bar O h was a young
dragon, not full-grown."

"There is a desire in you," said Sparrowhawk, "to see dragons."

"Yes."

"Their blood is cold and venonous. You nmust not |ook into their eyes. They are ol der than
mankind..." He was silent a while and then went on, "And though | cane to forget or regret all |
have ever done, yet would | remenber that once | saw the dragons aloft on the wind at sunset above
the western isles; and | would be content."

Both were silent then, and there was no sound but the whispering of the water with the
boat, and no light. So at last, there on the deep waters, they slept.

In the bright haze of norning they came into Hort Harbor, where a hundred craft were
nmoored or setting forth: fishernmen's boats, crabbers, trawl ers, trading-ships, tw galleys of
twenty oars, one great sixty-oared galley in bad repair, and sone |ean, |long sailing-ships with

high triangular sails designed to catch the upper airs in the hot calns of the South Reach. "Is
that a ship of war?" Arren asked as they passed one of the twenty-oared galleys, and his conpani on
answered, "A slaver, | judge fromthe chainbolts in her hold. They sell nmen in the South Reach."

Arren pondered this a mnute, then went to the gear-box and took fromit his sword, which
he had w apped well and stowed away on the norning of their departure. He uncovered it; he stood
i ndeci si ve, the sheathed sword on his two hands, the belt dangling fromit.

"It's no sea-trader's sword," he said "The scabbard is too fine."

Sparrowhawk, busy at the tiller, shot hima | ook "Wear it if you like."
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"l thought it night be wse."
"As swords go, that one is wise," said his conpanion, his eyes alert on their passage

through the crowded bay. "Is it not a sword reluctant to be used?"

Arren nodded. "So they say. Yet it has killed. It has killed nen." He | ooked down at the
sl ender, handworn hilt. "It has, but | have not. It nmakes ne feel a fool. It is too nuch ol der
than I... | shall take ny knife," he ended, and rew apping the sword, shoved it down deep in the
gear-box. His face was perpl exed and angry. Sparrowhawk said nothing till he asked, "WIIl you take

the oars now, |ad? W're heading for the pier there by the stairs."

Hort Town, one of the Seven Great Ports of the Archipelago, rose fromits noisy waterfront
up the slopes of three steep hills in a junble of color. The houses were of clay plastered in red,
orange, yellow, and white; the roofs were of purplish-red tile; pendick-trees in flower nade
masses of dark red along the upper streets. Gaudy, striped awnings stretched fromroof to roof,
shadi ng narrow nar ket pl aces. The quays were bright with sunlight; the streets running back from
the waterfront were like dark slots full of shadows and peopl e and noi se.

When they had tied up the boat, Sparrowhawk stooped over beside Arren as if to check the
knot, and he said, "Arren, there are people in Wathort who know ne pretty well; so watch ne, that
you may know ne." Wen he straightened up there was no scar on his face. His hair was quite grey;
his nose was thick and somewhat snubbed; and instead of a yewstaff his own height, he carried a
wand of ivory, which he tucked away inside his shirt. "Dost know nme?" he said to Arren with a
broad smile, and he spoke with the accent of Enlad. "Hast never seen thy nuncle before this?"

Arren had seen w zards at the court of Berila change their faces when they m nmed the Deed
of Morred, and knew it was only illusion; he kept his wits about him and was able to say, "Oh
aye, nuncl e Hawk!"

But, while the mage dickered with a harbor guardsman over the fee for docking and guarding
the boat, Arren kept |ooking at himto make sure that he did know him And as he | ooked, the
transformation troubled himnore, not less. It was too conplete; this was not the Archnage at all
this was no wi se guide and | eader... The guardsman's fee was hi gh, and Sparrowhawk grunbled as he
paid, and strode away with Arren, still grunbling. "A test of ny patience,” he said. "Pay that
swag-bellied thief to guard nmy boat! Wen half a spell would do twice the job! WlIl, this is the
price of disguise... And |'ve forgot ny proper speech, have | not, nevvy?"

They were wal king up a crowded, snelly, gaudy street lined with shops, little nore than
boot hs, whose owners stood in the doorways anmpbng heaps and festoons of wares, |oudly proclaimng
the beauty and cheapness of their pots, hosiery, hats, spades, pins, purses, kettles, baskets,
firehooks, knives, ropes, bolts, bed-linens, and every other kind of hardware and drygoods.

"Is it a fair?"

"Eh?" said the snub-nosed man, bending his grizzled head.

"Is it a fair, nuncle?"

"Fair? No, no. They keep it up all year round, here. Keep your fishcakes, mstress, | have
breakfasted!" And Arren tried to shake off a man with a tray of little brass vases, who foll owed
at his heels whining, "Buy, try, handsone young master, they won't fail you, breath as sweet as
the roses of Num nma, charming the wonen to you, try them young sealord, young prince..."

Al at once Sparrowhawk was between Arren and the peddl er, saying, "Wat charns are
t hese?"

"Not charms!" the man whi ned, shrinking away fromhim "I sell no charms, sea-master! Only
syrups to sweeten the breath after drink or hazia-root - only syrups, great prince!" He cowered
ri ght down onto the pavenent stones, his tray of vases clinking and clattering, some of them
tipping so that a drop of the sticky stuff inside oozed out, pink or purple, over the lip.

Sparrowhawk turned away w thout speaking and went on with Arren. Soon the crowds thinned
and the shops grew wetchedly poor, little kennels displaying as all their wares a handful of bent
nails, a broken pestle, and an old cardi ngconb. This poverty disgusted Arren | ess than the rest;
inthe rich end of the street he had felt choked, suffocated, by the pressure of things to be sold
and voices screamng to himto buy, buy. And the peddler's abjectness had shocked him He thought
of the cool, bright streets of his Northern town. No man in Berila, he thought, would have
grovelled to a stranger like that. "These are a foul folk!" he said.

"This way, nevvy," was all his conpanion's answer. They turned aside into a passage
bet ween hi gh, red, w ndow ess house walls, which ran along the hillside and through an ar chway
garl anded wi th decayi ng banners, out again into the sunlight in a steep square, another
mar ket pl ace, crowded with booths and stalls and swarming with people and flies.

Around the edges of the square, a nunber of nen and wonen were sitting or lying on their
backs, notionless. Their nmouths had a curious blackish ook, as if they had been bruised, and
around their lips flies swarned and gathered in clusters |ike bunches of dried currants.
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"So many," said Sparrowhawk's voice, |low and hasty as if he too had gotten a shock; but
when Arren | ooked at himthere was the blunt, bland face of the hearty trader Hawk, show ng no
concern.

"What's wrong with those peopl e?"

"Hazia. It soothes and nunbs, letting the body be free of the mind. And the mind roanms

free. But when it returns to the body it needs nore hazia... And the craving grows and the life is
short, for the stuff is poison. First there is a trenbling, and later paralysis, and then death."
Arren | ooked at a wonman sitting with her back to a sunwarnmed wall; she had rai sed her hand

as if to brush away the flies fromher face, but the hand made a jerky, circular notion in the
air, as if she had quite forgotten about it and it was noved only by the repeated surging of a
pal sy or shaking in the nuscles. The gesture was |ike an incantation enptied of all intention, a
spel | without neaning.

Hawk was | ooking at her too, expressionless. "Come on!" he said.

He I ed on across the marketplace to an awni ng- shaded booth. Stripes of sunlight col ored
green, orange, lenon, crinson, azure, fell across the cloths and shawl s and woven belts displ ayed,
and danced nmultitudinous in the tiny mrrors that bedecked the high, feathered headdress of the
wonman who sold the stuff. She was big and she chanted in a big voice, "Silks, satins, canvases,
furs, felts, woollens, fleecefells of Gont, gauzes of Sowl, silks of Lorbanery! Hey, you Northern
men, take off your duffle-coats; don't you see the sun's out? How s this to take home to a girl in
far Havnor? Look at it, silk of the South, fine as the mayfly's wing!" She had flipped open with
deft hands a bolt of gauzy silk, pink shot with threads of silver

"Nay, mistress, we're not wed to queens,"” said Hawk, and the wonan's voice rose to a
blare: "So what do you dress your wonmenfol k in, burlap? sailcloth? Msers that won't buy a bit of
silk for a poor wonan freezing in the everlasting Northern snow How s this then, a Gontish
fleecefell, to help you keep her warmon w nter nights!" She flung out over the counterboard a
great cream and brown square, woven of the silky hair of the goats of the northeastern isles. The
pretended trader put out his hand and felt it, and he snil ed.

"Aye, you're a Gontishman?" said the blaring voice, and the headdress noddi ng sent a
t housand col ored dots spinning over the canopy and the cloth.

"This is Andradean work; see? There's but four warpstrings to the finger's w dth. Gont
uses six or nore. But tell me why you' ve turned fromworking magic to selling fripperies. \Wen |
was here years since, | saw you pulling flames out of men's ears, and then you made the fl anmes
turn into birds and gol den bells, and that was a finer trade than this one."

"It was no trade at all,"” the big woman said, and for a nonment Arren was aware of her
eyes, hard and steady as agates, |ooking at himand Hawk fromout of the glitter and restl essness
of her nodding feathers and flashing mirrors.

"It was pretty, that pulling fire out of ears,"” said Hawk in a dour but sinple-mn nded
tone. "I thought to show it to ny nevvy."

"Well now, | ook you," said the woman | ess harshly, |eaning her broad, brown arms and heavy
bosom on the counter. "W don't do those tricks any nore. People don't want 'em They' ve seen
through "em These mirrors now, | see you remenber ny mrrors," and she tossed her head so that
the reflected dots of colored light whirled dizzily about them "WIlI, you can puzzle a nman's m nd
with the flashing of the Mrrors and with words and with other tricks I won't tell you, till he
thi nks he sees what he don't see, what isn't there. Like the flanes and gol den bells, or the St
of clothes | used to deck sailornmen in, cloth of
In s gold with dianonds |ike apricots, and off they' d swagger |like the King of All the Isles ....
But it was tricks, fooleries. You can fool nmen. They're |ike chickens charned by a snake, by a
finger held before "em Men are |ike chickens. But then in the end they know they've been fool ed
and fuddl ed and they get angry and | ose their pleasure in such things. So | turned to this trade,
and maybe all the silks aren't silks nor all the fleeces Gontish, but all the sane they'l
wearthey' || wearl They're real and not nere lies and air like the suits of cloth of gold."

"Vell, well," said Hawk, "then there's none left in all Hort Town to pull fire out of
ears, or do any magic |like they did?"

At his last words the woman frowned; she straightened up and began to fold the fleecefell
carefully. "Those who want |ies and visions chew hazia," she said. "Talk to themif you like!" She
nodded at the unnoving figures around the square.

"But there were sorcerers, they that charmed the winds for seanen and put spells of
fortune on their cargoes. Are they all turned to other trades?"

But she in sudden fury canme blaring in over his words, "There's a sorcerer if you want
one, a great one, a wizard with a staff and all-see himthere? He sailed with Egre hinself, nmaking
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wi nds and finding fat galleys, so he said, but it was all lies, and Captain Egre gave himhis just
reward at last; he cut his right hand off. And there he sits now, see him wth his mouth full of
hazia and his belly full of air. Air and liesl Air and liesl That's all there is to your nagic,
Seacapt ai n Goad"

"Well, well, nmistress,"” said Hawk with obdurate mildness, "I was only asking." She turned
her broad back with a great, dazzle of whirling mrror-dots, and he anbled off, Arren beside him

Hi s anbl e was purposeful. It brought them near the man she had pointed out. He sat propped
against a wall, staring at nothing; the dark, bearded face had been very handsone once. The
wrinkled wist-stunp |lay on the pavenent stones in the hot, bright sunlight, shaneful

There was sone comoti on anbng the booths behind them but Arren found it hard to | ook
away fromthe man; a loathing fascination held him "Was he really a wi zard?" he asked very | ow.

"He may be the one called Hare, who was weat herworker for the pirate Egre. They were
fanmous thieves -Here, stand clear, Arrenl” A man running full-tilt out from anmong the booths
nearly slamred into them both. Another cane trotting by, struggling under the weight of a great
folding tray | oaded with cords and braids and | aces. A booth collapsed with a crash; awni ngs were
bei ng pushed over or taken down hurriedly; knots of people shoved and westled through the
mar ket pl ace; voices rose in shouts and screans. Above themall rang the blaring yell of the woman
with the headdress of mirrors. Arren glinpsed her w elding sone kind of pole or stick against a
bunch of men, fending themoff with great sweeps |like a swordsman at bay.. Wether it was a
quarrel that had spread and becone a riot, or an attack by a gang of thieves, or a fight between
two rival lots of peddlers, there was no telling. People rushed by with arnfuls of goods that
could be oot or their own property saved fromlooting. There were knifefights, fist-fights, and
braw s all over the square. "That way," said Arren, pointing to a side street that |ed out of the
square near them He started for the street, for it was clear that they had better get out at
once, but his conpanion caught his arm Arren |ooked back and saw that the man Hare was struggling
to his feet. Wien he got hinself erect, he stood swaying a nonent, and then w thout a | ook around
himset off around the edge of the square, trailing his single hand al ong the house walls as if to
gui de or support hinself. "Keep himin sight," Sparrowhawk said, and they set off follow ng. No
one nol ested themor the man they followed, and in a minute they were out of the nmarketsquare,
going downhill in the silence of a narrow, tw sting street.

Overhead the attics of the houses al nbst net across the street, cutting out |ight;
underfoot the stones were slippery with water and refuse. Hare went along at a good pace, though
he kept trailing his hand along the walls like a blind man. They had to keep pretty close behind
himlest they lose himat a cross-street. The excitenment of the chase canme into Arren suddenly;
his senses were all alert, as they were during a stag-hunt in the forests of Enlad; he saw vividly
each face they passed, and breathed in the sweet stink of the city: a snell of garbage, incense,
carrion, and flowers. As they threaded their way across a broad, crowded street he heard a drum
beat and caught a glinpse of a line of naked nmen and wonen, chained each to the next by wist and
wai st, matted hair hanging over their faces: one glinpse and they were gone, as he dodged after
Hare down a flight of steps and out into a narrow square, enpty but for a few wonen gossi pi ng at
t he fountain.

There Sparrowhawk caught up with Hare and set a hand on his shoul der, at which Hare
cringed as if scal ded, wi ncing away, and backed into the shelter of a nmassive doorway. There he
stood shivering and stared at themw th the unseeing eyes of the hunted.

"Are you called Hare?" asked Sparrowhawk, and he spoke in his own voice, which was harsh
in quality, but gentle in intonation. The man said nothing, seenming not to heed or not to hear. "I

want sonet hi ng of you," Sparrowhawk said. Again no response. "I'll pay for it."
A slow reaction: "lvory or gol d?"
"Gold."
"How rnuch?"

"The wi zard knows the spell's worth."

Hare's face flinched and changed, conming alive for an instant, so quickly that it seened
to flicker, then clouding again into blankness. "That's all gone," he said, "all gone." A coughing
fit bent himover; he spat black. Wen he strai ghtened up he stood passive, shivering, seemng to
have forgotten what they were tal ki ng about.

Again Arren watched himin fascination. The angle in which he stood was forned by two
giant figures flanking a doorway, statues whose necks were bowed under the weight of a pedi nment
and whose knot nuscl ed bodi es enmerged only partially fromthe wall, as if they had tried to
struggl e out of stone into life and had failed part way. The door they guarded was rotten on its
hi nges; the house, once a palace, was derelict. The gl oony, bulging faces of the giants were
chi pped and |ichen-grown. Between these ponderous figures the man called Hare stood sl ack and
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fragile, his eyes as dark as the wi ndows of the enpty house. He lifted up his nmai ned arm between
hi nsel f and Sparrowhawk and whined, "Spare a little for a poor cripple, master..."

The mage scowed as if in pain or shanme; Arren felt he had seen his true face for a nonent
under the disguise. He put his hand again on Hare's shoulder and said a few words, softly, in the
wi zardly tongue that Arren did not understand.

But Hare understood. He clutched at Sparrowhawk with his one hand and stammered, "You can
still speak- speak- Come with me, come-"

The mage gl anced at Arren, then nodded.

They went down by steep streets into one of the valleys between Hort Town's three hills.
The ways becane narrower, darker, quieter as they descended. The sky was a pale strip between the
over hangi ng eaves, and the house walls to either hand were dank. At the bottom of the gorge a
streamran, stinking |ike an open sewer; between arched bridges, houses crowded al ong the banks.
Into the dark doorway of one of these houses Hare turned aside, vanishing like a candl e bl own out.
They foll owed him

The unlit stairs creaked and swayed under their feet. At the head of the stairs Hare
pushed open a door, and they could see where they were: an enpty roomw th a strawstuffed mattress
in one corner and one ungl azed, shuttered window that let in a little dusty light.

Hare turned to face Sparrowhawk and caught at his armagain. Hs |lips worked. He said at
| ast, stammering, "Dragon... dragon..."

Sparrowhawk returned his | ook steadily, saying nothing.

"l cannot speak," Hare said, and he let go his hold on Sparrowhawk's arm and crouched down
on the enpty floor, weeping.

The nage knelt by himand spoke to himsoftly in the AOd Speech. Arren stood by the shut
door, his hand on his knife-hilt. The grey light and the dusty room the two kneeling figures, the
soft, strange sound of the mamge's voice speaking the | anguage of the dragons, all cane together as
does a dream having no relation to what happens outside it or to tinme passing.

Slowmy Hare stood up. He dusted his knees with his single hand and hid the maimed arm
behi nd his back. He | ooked around him | ooked at Arren; he was seeing what he | ooked at now. He
turned away presently and sat down on his nmattress. Arren renmi ned standing, on guard; but, with
the sinplicity of one whose chil dhood had been totally without furnishings, Sparrowhawk sat down
cross-1egged on the bare floor. "Tell me how you lost your craft and the | anguage of your craft,"
he sai d.

Hare did not answer for a while. He began to beat his nutilated armagainst his thigh in a
restless, jerky way, and at last he said, forcing the words out in bursts, "They cut off ny hand.

I can't weave the spells. They cut off ny hand. The bl ood ran out, ran dry."

"But that was after you'd |ost your power, Hare, or else they could not have done it."

"Power..."

"Power over the wi nds and the waves and nen. You called them by their nanmes and they
obeyed you. "

"Yes. | remenber being alive
and the nanes..."

"Are you dead now?"

"No. Alive. Alive. Only once | was a dragon... |I'mnot dead. | sleep sonetines. Sleep
cones very close to death, everyone knows that. The dead wal k in dreams, everyone knows that. They
come to you alive, and they say things. They wal k out of death into the dreans. There's a way. And
if you go on far enough there's a way back all the way. Al the way. You can find it if you know
where to look. And if you're willing to pay the price.”

"What price is that?" Sparrowhawk's voice floated on the dimair |ike the shadow of a
falling | eaf.

"Life- what el se? What can you buy life with, but |life?" Hare rocked back and forth on his
pall et, a cunning, uncanny brightness in his eyes. "You see," he said, "they can cut off mny hand
They can cut off my head. It doesn't matter. | can find the way back. | know where to |look. Only
men of power can go there."

"W zards, you nean?"

"Yes." Hare hesitated, seeming to attenpt the word several tinmes; he could not say it.
"Men of power," he repeated. "And they nmust- and they nust give it up. Pay."

Then he fell sullen, as if the word "pay" had at |ast roused associations, and he had
realized that he was giving informati on away instead of selling it. Nothing nore could be got from
him not even the hints and stamers about "a way back" whi ch Sparrowhawk seened to find
meani ngf ul, and soon enough the nmage stood up "Well, half-answers beat no answers," he said, "and
the sane with paynent," and, deft as a conjuror, he flipped a gold piece onto the pallet in front

the man said in a soft, hoarse voice. "And | knew the words
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of Hare.
Hare picked it up. He looked at it and Sparrowhawk and Arren, with jerky novenents of his
head. "Wait," he stammered. As soon as the situation changed he lost his grip of it and now groped

m serably after what he wanted to say. "Tonight," he said at last. "Wait. Tonight. | have hazia."
"I don't need it."
"To show you- To show you the way. Tonight. I'll take you. I'Il show you. You can get
there, because you... you're..." He groped for the word until Sparrowhawk said, "I ama w zard."
"Yes! So we can- we can get there. To the way. When | dream In the dream See? I'll take
you. You'll go with ne, to the... to the way."
Sparrowhawk stood, solid and pondering, in the mddle of the dimroom "Maybe," he said at
last. "If we cone, we'll be here by dark." Then he turned to Arren, who opened the door at once,

eager to be gone.

The dank, overshadowed street seemed bright as a garden after Hare's room They struck out
for the upper city by the shortest way, a steep stairway of stone between ivy-grown house walls.
Arren breathed in and out like a sea lion- "Ugh!- Are you goi ng back there?"

"Well, I will, if I can't get the sane information froma less risky source. He's likely
to set an anbush for us."

"But aren't you defended agai nst thieves and so on?"

"Def ended?" said Sparrowhawk. "What do you nean? D you think | go about wapped up in

spells like an old wonman afraid of the rheumatisn? | haven't the time for it. | hide nmy face to
hi de our quest; that's all. W can | ook out for each other. But the fact is we're not going to be
able to keep out of danger on this journey."

"Of course not," Arren said stiffly, angry, angered in his pride. "I did not seek to do

so."

"That's just as well," the nmage said, inflexible, and yet with a kind of good hunor that
appeased Arren's tenper. |Indeed he was startled by his own anger; he had never thought to speak
thus to the Archmage. But then, this was and was not the Archnage, this Hawk with the snubbed nose
and square, ill-shaven cheeks, whose voice was sonetines one nman's voi ce and soneti nes anot her's:
a stranger, unreliable.

"Does it make sense, what he told you?" Arren asked, for he did not |ook forward to going
back to that dimroom above the stinking river. "All that fiddle-faddl e about being alive and dead
and com ng back with his head cut off?"

"I don't know if it makes sense. | wanted to talk with a wi zard who had | ost his power. He
says that he hasn't lost it but given it traded it. For what? Life for life, he said. Power for
power. No, | don't understand him but he is worth listening to."

Sparrowhawk' s st eady reasonabl eness shaned Arren further. He felt hinself petulant and
nervous, like a child. Hare had fascinated him but now that the fascination was broken he felt a
sick disgust, as if he had eaten sonething vile. He resolved not to speak again until he had
controlled his tenmper. Next nmoment he missed his step on the worn, slick stairs, slipped,
recovered hinself scraping his hands on the stones. "Ch curse this filthy town!" he broke out in
rage. And the nmage replied dryly, "No need to, | think."

There was i ndeed sonet hing wong about Hort Town, wong in the very air, so that one night
think seriously that it lay under a curse; and yet this was not a presence of any quality, but
rat her an absence, a weakening of all qualities, like a sickness that soon infected the spirit of
any visitor. Even the warnmth of the afternoon sun was sickly, too heavy a heat for March. The
squares and streets bustled with activity and busi ness, but there was neither order nor
prosperity. Goods were poor, prices high, and the narkets were unsafe for vendors and buyers
ali ke, being full of thieves and roam ng gangs. Not nmany wonen were on the streets, and the few
there were appeared nostly in groups. It was a city without |aw or governance. Talking wth
peopl e, Arren and Sparrowhawk soon | earned that there was in fact no council or mayor or lord left
in Hort Town. Sone of those who had used to rule the city had died, and sone had resigned, and
some had been assassinated; various chiefs lorded it over various quarters of the city, the harbor
guardsmen ran the port and lined their pockets, and so on

There was no center left to the city. The people, for all their restless activity, seened
pur posel ess. Craftsmen seened to lack the will to work well; even the robbers robbed because it
was all they knew how to do. All the brawl and brightness of a great port-city was there, on the
surface, but all about the edges of it sat the hazia-eaters, notionless. And under the surface,
things did not seementirely real, not even the faces, the sounds, the snells. They woul d fade
fromtinme to time during that |ong, warm afternoon while Sparrowhawk and Arren wal ked the streets
and talked with this person and that. They would fade quite away. The striped awnings, the dirty
cobbles, the colored walls, and all the vividness of being would be gone, leaving the city a dream
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city, enpty and dreary in the hazy sunlight.

Only at the top of the town where they went to rest a while in late afternoon did this
sickly nood of daydream break for a while. "This is not a town for |uck," Sparrowhawk had said
sonme hours ago, and now after hours of ainless wandering and fruitless conversations wth
strangers, he looked tired and grim Hi s disguise was wearing a little thin; a certain hardness
and darkness coul d be seen through the bluff sea-trader's face. Arren had not been able to shake
off the morning's irritability. They sat down on the coarse turf of the hilltop under the |eaves
of a grove of pendick trees, dark-leaved and budded thickly with red buds, some open. Fromthere
they saw nothing of the city but its tile roofs nultitudinously scaling dowward to the sea. The
bay opened its arns wi de, slate blue beneath the spring haze, reaching on to the edge of air. No
lines were drawn, no boundaries. They sat gazing at that inmrense blue space. Arren's mnd cleared,
opening out to neet and cel ebrate the world.

When they went to drink froma little stream nearby, running clear over brown rocks from
its spring in sone princely garden on the hill behind them he drank deep and doused his head
ri ght under the cold water. Then he got up and declained the |lines fromthe Deed of Morred,

Prai sed are the Fountains of Shelieth, the silver harp of the waters,
But blest in ny name forever this streamthat stanched ny thirst!

Sparrowhawk | aughed at him and he al so | aughed. He shook his head |like a dog, and the bright
spray flew out fine in the last gold sunlight.

They had to | eave the grove and go down into the streets again, and when they had nade
their supper at a stall that sold greasy fishcakes, night was getting heavy in the air. Darkness
came fast in the narrow streets. "W'd better go, lad," said Sparrowhawk, and Arren, said, "To the
boat ?" but knew it was not to the boat but to the house above the river and the enpty, dusty,
terrible room

Hare was waiting for themin the doorway.

He lighted an oil lanp to show themup the black stairs. Its tiny flane trenbl ed
continually as he held it, throw ng vast, quick shadows up the walls.

He had got anot her sack of straw for his visitors to sit on, but Arren took his place on
the bare floor by the door. The door opened outward, and to guard it he shoul d have sat hinself
down outside it: but that pitch-black hall was nore than he could stand, and he wanted to keep an
eye on Hare. Sparrowhawk's attention and perhaps his powers were going to be turned on what Hare
had to tell himor show him it was up to Arren to keep alert for trickery.

Hare held hinmself straighter and trenbled | ess, he had cleaned his mouth and teeth; he
spoke sanely enough at first, though with excitenent. His eyes in the |anplight were so dark that

they seened, like the eyes of animals, to show no whites. He disputed earnestly with Sparrowhawk,
urging himto eat hazia. "I want to take you, take you with ne. W've got to go the sanme way.
Before long |I'Il be going, whether you're ready or not. You nust have the hazia to follow ne."

“I think I can follow you."

"Not where |I'mgoing. This isn't... spell-casting." He seenmed unable to say the words
"W zard" or "wizardry." "l know you can get to the- the place, you know, the wall. But it isn't
there. It's a different way."

“I'f you go, | can follow"

Hare shook his head. H s handsone, ruined face was flushed; he glanced over at Arren
often, including him though he spoke only to Sparrowhawk. "Look: there are two kinds of nen,
aren't there? Qur kind and the rest. The... the dragons and the others. People w thout power are
only half-alive. They don't count. They don't know what they dream they're afraid of the dark
But the others, the lords of nmen, aren't afraid to go into the dark. W have strength.”

"So | ong as we know the nanes of things."

"But nanes don't nmatter there- that's the point, that's the point! It isn't what you do,
what you know, that you need. Spells are no good. You have to forget all that, to let it go.
That's where eating hazia hel ps; you forget the nanes, you let the fornms of things go, you go

straight to the reality. I'mgoing to be going pretty soon now, if you want to find out where, you
ought to do as | say. | say as he does. You nust be a lord of nen to be a lord of life. You have
to find the secret. | could tell you its name but what's a nane? A nane isn't real, the real, the
real forever. Dragons can't go there. Dragons die. They all die. | took so nuch toni ght you'l

never catch me. Not a patch on ne. Were | get |ost you can |ead ne. Renenber what the secret is?
Remenber? No death. No death -no! No sweaty bed and rotting coffin, no nore, never. The bl ood
dries up like the dry river and it's gone. No fear. No death. The nanes are gone and the words and
the fear, gone. Show nme where |I get |ost, showne, lord... "
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So he went on, in a choked rapture of words that was |like the chanting of a spell, and yet
made no spell, no whole, no sense. Arren listened, listened, striving to understand. If only he
coul d understand! Sparrowhawk should do as he said and take the drug, this once, so that he could
find out what Hare was tal ki ng about, the nystery that he would not or could not speak. Wy el se
were they here? But then (Arren | ooked fromHare's ecstatic face to the other profile) perhaps the
mage understood already... Hard as rock, that profile. Were was the snubbed nose, the bland | ook?
Hawk the sea-trader was gone, forgotten. It was the nage, the Archmage, who sat there.

Hare's voi ce now was a crooni ng munbl e, and he rocked his body as he sat cross-legged. Hs
face had grown haggard and his nmouth slack. Facing him in the tiny, steady light of the oil Ilanp
set on the floor between them the other never spoke, but he had reached out and taken Hare's
hand, holding him Arren had not seen himreach out. There were gaps in the order of events, gaps
of nonexi stence- drowsiness, it nust be. Surely sone hours had passed; it might be near mdnight.
If he slept, would he too be able to follow Hare into his dream and cone to the place, the secret
way? Perhaps he could. It seenmed quite possible now But he was to guard the door. He and
Sparrowhawk had scarcely spoken of it, but both were aware that in having them cone back at night
Hare m ght have pl anned sone anbush; he had been a pirate; he knew robbers. They had sai d not hing,
but Arren knew that he was to stand guard, for while the nage made this strange journey of the
spirit he would be defenseless. But like a fool he had left his sword on board the boat, and how
much good would his knife be if that door swung suddenly open behind hin? But that woul d not
happen: he could listen and hear. Hare was not speaking any nore. Both nen were utterly silent;

t he whol e house was silent. Nobody could come up those swaying stairs w thout sone noise. He could
speak, if he heard a noise: shout aloud, and the trance woul d break, and Sparrowhawk would turn
and defend hinself and Arren with all the vengeful |ightning of a wizard's rage... Wen Arren had
sat down at the door, Sparrowhawk had | ooked at him only a glance, approval: approval and trust.
He was the guard. There was no danger if he kept on guard. But it was hard, hard to keep watching
those two faces, the little pearl of the |anpflame between themon the floor, both silent now,

both still, their eyes open but not seeing the light or the dusty room not seeing the world, but
some other world of dreamor death... to watch themand not to try to follow them..
There, in the vast, dry darkness, there one stood beckoning. Conme, he said, the tall lord

of shadows. In his hand he held a tiny flane no |arger than a pearl, held it out to Arren,
offering life. Slowy Arren took one step toward him follow ng.

Dry, his nouth was dry. There was the taste of dust in his nmouth. His |ips were covered
with dust.

Wthout lifting his head fromthe floor, he watched the shadow play. There were the big
shadows that noved and stooped, swelled and shrank, and fainter ones that ran around the walls and
ceiling swiftly, nmocking them There was a shadow in the corner and a shadow on the floor, and
nei ther of these noved.

The back of his head began to hurt. At the sane tine, what he saw cane clear to his mind
in one flash, frozen in an instant: Hare slunped in a corner with his head on his knees,
Sparrowhawk sprawl ed on his back, a man kneeling over Sparrowhawk, another tossing gold pieces
into a bag, a third standing watching. The third man held a lantern in one hand and a dagger in
the other, Arren's dagger

If they tal ked, he did not hear them He heard only his own thoughts, which told him
i medi ately and unhesitatingly what to do. He obeyed them at once. He crawl ed forward very slowy
a couple of feet, darted out his |left hand and grabbed the bag of |oot, leapt to his feet, and
made for the stairs with a hoarse yell. He plunged downstairs in the blind dark without nissing a
step, without even feeling themunder his feet, as if he were flying. He broke out onto the street
and ran full-speed into the dark.

The houses were black hul ks against the stars. Starlight gleaned faintly on the river to
his right, and though he could not see where the streets |ed, he could nake out street-crossings
and so turn and double on his track. They had followed hinm he could hear them behind him not
very far behind. They were unshod, and their panting breathing was | ouder than their footfalls. He
woul d have | aughed if he had had time; he knew at last what it was |like to be the hunted instead
of the hunter, the quarry instead of the | eader of the chase. It was to be alone and to be free.
He swerved to the right and dodged stooping across a hi gh-parapetted bridge, slipped into a side
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street, around a corner, back to the riverside and along it for a way, across another bridge. His
shoes were | oud on the cobbl estones, the only sound in all the city; he paused at the bridge
abutment to unlace them but the strings were knotted, and the hunt had not lost him The lantern
glittered a second across the river; the soft, heavy, running feet came on. He could not get away
fromthem He could only outrun them keep going, keep ahead, and get them away fromthe dusty
room far away...

They had stripped his coat off him along with his dagger, and he was in shirt-sleeves,
Iight and hot, his head swi nming, and the pain in the back of his skull pointing and pointing with
each stride, and he ran and he ran... The bag hindered him He flung it down suddenly, a | oose
gold piece flying out and striking the stones with a clear ring. "Here's your noney!" he yelled,
his voi ce hoarse and gasping. He ran on. And all at once the street ended. No cross-streets, no
stars before him a dead end. Wthout pausing he turned back and ran at his pursuers. The lantern
swung wild in his eyes, and he yelled defiance as he cane at them

There was a | antern swinging back and forth before him a faint spot of light in a great,
novi ng greyness. He watched it for a long time. It grew fainter, and at |ast a shadow passed
before it, and when the shadow went on the |light was gone. He grieved for it a little; or perhaps
he was grieving for hinself, because he knew he rust wake up now

The lantern, dead, still swung against the mast to which it was fixed. Al around, the sea
brightened with the comng sun. A drum beat. QGars creaked heavily, regularly; the wood of the ship
cried and creaked in a hundred little voices; a man up in the prow called sonething to the sailors
behi nd him The nen chained with Arren in the after hold were all silent. Each wore an iron band
around his wai st and nmanacles on his wists, and both these bonds were |inked by a short, heavy
chain to the bonds of the next man; the belt of iron was also chained to a bolt in the deck, so
that the man could sit or crouch, but could not stand. They were too close together to Iie down,
jamed together in the small cargo-hold. Arren was in the forward port corner. If he lifted his
head high, his eyes were on a level with the deck between hold and rail, a couple of feet w de.

He did not renenber much of |ast night past the chase and the dead-end street. He had
fought and been knocked down and trussed up and carried sonmewhere. A man with a strange,

whi spering voi ce had spoken; there had been a place like a snithy, a forge-fire leaping red... He
could not recall it. He knew, though, that this was a slave-ship, and that he had been taken to be
sol d.

It did not nean much to him He was too thirsty. H's body ached and his head hurt. Wen
the sun rose the light sent |ances of pain into his eyes.

Along in midnorning they were given a quarter-|oaf of bread each and a long drink froma
| eather flask, held to their lips by a man with a sharp, hard face. H's neck was clasped by a
broad, gol d-studded |eather band |ike a dog's collar, and when Arren heard hi m speak he recogni zed
the weak, strange, whistling voice.

Drink and food eased his bodily wetchedness for a while and cleared his head. He | ooked
for the first time at the faces of his fellow slaves, three in his row and four cl ose behind. Sone
sat with tbeir heads on their raised knees; one was sl unped over, sick or drugged. The one next to
Arren was a fellow of twenty or so with a broad, flat face. "Were are they taking us?" Arren said
to him

The fellow | ooked at him-their faces were not a foot apart- and grinned, shrugging, and
Arren thought he neant he did not know, but then he jerked his manacled arns as if to gesture and
opened his still-grinning nouth wide to show, where the tongue should be, only a black root.

“It'll be Show ," said one behind Arren; and another, "O the Market at Anrun," and then
the man with the collar, who seenmed to be everywhere on the ship, was bendi ng above the hold,
hissing, "Be still if you don't want to be shark bait," and all of themwere still.

Arren tried to inmagine these places, Showl, the Market of Amrun. They sold sl aves there.
They stood themout in front of the buyers, no doubt, |ike oxen or rans for sale in Berila
Mar ket pl ace. He woul d stand there wearing chains. Sonebody would buy himand | ead hi m hone and
they woul d give himan order; and he would refuse to obey. O obey and try to escape. And he woul d
be killed, one way or the other. It was not that his soul rebelled at the thought of slavery; he
was much too sick and bewildered for that. It was sinply that he knew he could not do it; that
within a week or two he would die or be killed. Though he saw and accepted this as a fact, it
frightened him so that he stopped trying to think ahead. He stared down at the foul, black
pl anki ng of the hold between his feet and felt the heat of the sun on his naked shoul ders and felt
the thirst drying out his mouth and narrowi ng his throat again.

The sun sank. Night canme on clear and cold. The sharp stars came out. The drum beat |ike a
sl ow heart, keeping the oar-stroke, for there was no breath of wind. Now the cold becane the
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greatest msery. Arren's back gained a little warnmth fromthe cranped | egs of the man behind him
and his left side fromthe nmute beside him who sat hunched up, humm ng a grunting rhythmall on
one note. The rowers changed shift; the drum beat again. Arren had | onged for the darkness, but he
could not sleep. His bones ached, and he coul d not change position. He sat aching, shivering,
parched, staring up at the stars, which jerked across the sky with every stroke the oarsnen took
slid to their places, and were still, jerked again, slid, paused..

The man with the collar and another nman stood between the after hold and the mast; the
little swinging lantern on the mast sent gl eans between them and sil houetted their heads and
shoul ders. "Fog, you pig s bladder," said the weak, hateful voice of the man with the coll ar
"what's a fog doing in the Southing Straits this tine of year? Curse the luck!"

The drum beat. The stars jerked, slid, paused. Beside Arren the tonguel ess man shuddered
all at once and, raising his head, let out a nightnmare scream a terrible, form ess noise. "Quiet
there!" roared the second man by the mast. The nute shuddered again and was silent, munching with
his jaws.

Stealthily the stars slid forward i nto nothi ngness.

The nast wavered and vani shed. A cold, grey blanket seened to drop over Arren's back. The
drumfaltered and then resunmed its beat, but slower.

"Thick as curdled mlk," said the hoarse voi ce sonewhere above Arren. "Keep up the stroke
there! There's no shoals for twenty mles!" A horny, scarred foot appeared out of the fog, paused
an instant close to Arren's face, then with one step vani shed.

In the fog there was no sense of forward notion, only of swaying and the tug of the oars.
The throb of the stroke-drumwas muffled. It was clamry cold. The m st condensing in Arren's hair
ran down into his eyes; he tried to catch the drops with his tongue and breathed the danp air with
open nouth, trying to assuage his thirst. But his teeth chattered. The cold netal of a chain swing
against his thigh and burnt like fire where it touched. The drum beat, and beat, and ceased.

It was silent.

"Keep the beat! What's am ss?" roared the hoarse, whistling voice fromthe prow. No answer
cane.

The ship rolled a little on the quiet sea. Beyond the dimrails was nothing: blank
Sonet hi ng grated against the ship's side. The noise was loud in that dead, weird silence and
darkness. "We're aground," one of the prisoners whispered, but the silence closed in on his voice.

The fog grew bright, as if a light were bloonming init. Arren saw the heads of the men
chained by himclearly, the tiny noisture-drops shining in their hair. Again the ship swayed, and
he strained as far up as his chains would let him stretching his neck, to see forward in the
ship. The fog gl owed over the deck |ike the noon behind thin clouds, cold and radi ant. The oarsnen
sat |like carved statues. Crewnen stood in the waist of the ship, their eyes shining a little.

Al one on the port side stood a nan, and it was fromhimthat the |light came, fromthe face and
hands and staff that burned like molten silver.

At the feet of the radiant man a dark shape was crouched.

Arren tried to speak and could not. Clothed in that najesty of light, the Archnage canme to
hi m and knelt down on the deck. Arren felt the touch of his hand and heard his voice. He felt the
bonds on his wists and body give way; all through the hold there was a rattling of chains. But no
man noved; only
Arren tried to stand, but he could not, being cranped with long immobility. The Archmage's strong
grip was on his arm and with that help he crawl ed up out of the cargo-hold and huddl ed on the
deck.

The Archnmage strode away fromhim and the m sty splendor glowed on the unnoving faces of
the oarsmen. He halted by the man who had crouched down by the port rail

“I do not punish," said the hard, clear voice, cold as the cold nmagelight in the fog. "But
in the cause of justice, Egre, | take this nmuch upon nyself: | bid your voice be dunb until the
day you find a word worth speaking."

He cane back to Arren and helped himto get to his feet. "Conme on now, |lad," he said, and
with his help Arren nanaged to hobble forward, and hal f-scranble, half-fall down into the boat
that rocked there below the ship's side: Lookfar, her sail like a nmoth's wing in the fog.

In the sane silence and dead cal mthe light died away, and the boat turned and sli pped
fromthe ship's side. Alnbst at once the galley, the dimmast-lantern, the inmobile oarsnen, the
hul ki ng bl ack side, were gone. Arren thought he heard voices break out in cries, but the sound was
thin and soon lost. Alittle longer, and the fog began to thin and tatter, blowing by in the dark
They canme out under the stars, and silent as a noth Lookfar fled through the clear night over the
sea.

Sparrowhawk had covered Arren with bl ankets and given himwater; he sat with his hand on
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the boy's shoul der when Arren fell suddenly to weeping. Sparrowhawk said nothing, but there was a
gentl eness, a steadiness, in the touch of his hand. Confort cane slowy into Arren: warnth, the
soft motion of the boat, heart's ease.

He | ooked up at his conpanion. No unearthly radiance clung to the dark face. He could
barely see himagai nst the stars.

The boat fled on, charm gui ded. Waves whi spered as if in surprise along her sides.

"Who is the man with the collar?"

"Lie still. A sea-robber, Egre. He wears that collar to hide a scar where his throat was
slit once. It seens his trade has sunk frompiracy to slaving. But he took the bear's cub this

tinme." There was a slight ring of satisfaction in the dry, quiet voice.

"How did you find ne?"

"Wzardry, bribery... | wasted tine. | did not like to let it be known that the Archmage
and Warden of Roke was ferreting about the sluns of Hort Town. | wish still | could have kept up
my di sguise. But | had to track down this man and that man, and when at last | found that the
sl aver had sail ed before daybreak, | lost ny tenper. | took Lookfar and spoke the wind into her
sail in the dead cal mof the day and glued the oars of every ship in that bay fast into the
oarl ocks- for a while. How they'Il explain that, if wizardry's all lies and air, is their problem
But in my haste and anger | nissed and overpassed Egre's ship, which had gone east of south to
m ss the shoals. Il done was all | did this day. There is no luck in Hort Town... Well, | nade a
spell of finding at last, and so canme on the ship in the darkness. Should you not sleep now?"

"I"'mall right. | feel much better." A light fever had replaced Arren's chill, and he did
i ndeed feel well, his body languid but his mnd racing lightly fromone thing to another. "How

soon did you wake up? What happened to Hare?"

"l woke with daylight; and lucky |I have a hard head; there's a lunp and a cut like a split
cucunber behind ny ear. | left Hare in the drug-sleep.”

"I failed ny guard-"

"But not by falling asleep."

"No." Arren hesitated. "It was- | was-"

"You were ahead of me; | saw you," Sparrowhawk said strangely. "And so they crept in and
tapped us on the head like |lanbs at the shanbles, took gold, good clothes, and the sal abl e sl ave,
and left. It was you they were after, lad. You' d fetch the price of a farmin Anrun Market."

"They didn't tap me hard enough. | woke up. | did give thema run. | spilt their |oot al
over the street, too, before they cornered ne." Arren's eyes glittered.

"You woke while they were there- and ran? Why?"

"To get themaway fromyou." The surprise in Sparrowhawk's voice suddenly struck Arren's
pride, and he added fiercely, "I thought it was you they were after. | thought they mght kil
you. | grabbed their bag so they'd follow ne, and shouted out and ran. And they did follow ne."

"Aye- they would!" That was all Sparrowhawk said, no word of praise, though he sat and
thought a while. Then he said, "Did it not occur to you |I mght be dead al ready?"

"No. "

"Murder first and rob after, is the safer course."

“I didn't think of that. | only thought of getting themaway from you."

"\ 2"

"Because you might be able to defend us, to get us both out of it, if you had time to wake
up. Or get yourself out of it, anyway. | was on guard, and | failed ny guard. | tried to make up
for it. You are the one | was guarding. You are the one that matters. |I'malong to guard, or
what ever you need- it's you who'll |ead us, who can get to wherever it is we nmust go, and put
ri ght what's gone wong."

"Is it?" said the mage. "I thought so nyself, until last night. | thought | had a

follower, but I followed you, ny lad." H s voice was cool and perhaps a little ironic. Arren did
not know what to say. He was indeed conpletely confused. He had thought that his fault of falling
into sleep or trance on guard could scarcely be atoned by his feat of drawing off the robbers from
Sparrowhawk: it now appeared that the latter had been a silly act, whereas going into trance at
the wrong nonent had been wonderfully clever

"I amsorry, nmy lord," he said at last, his lips rather stiff and the need to cry not
easily controlled again, "that | failed you. And you have saved ny life-"

"And you mine, maybe," said the nage harshly.

"Who knows? They m ght have slit ny throat when they were done. No nore of that, Arren. |
amglad you are with ne."

He went to their stores-box then and lit their little charcoal stove and busied hinself
with something. Arren lay and watched the stars, and his enotions cooled and his mnd ceased
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raci ng. And he saw then that what he had done and what he had not done were not going to receive
j udgrment from Sparrowhawk. He had done it; Sparrowhawk accepted it as done. "I do not punish," he
had said, cold-voiced, to Egre. Neither did he reward. But he had come for Arren in all haste
across the sea, unleashing the power of his w zardry for his sake; and he would do so again. He
was to be depended on.

He was worth all the love Arren had for him and all the trust. For the fact was that he
trusted Arren. What Arren did, was right.

He cane back now, handing Arren a cup of steaming hot wine. "Maybe that'll put you to
sl eep. Take care, it'll scald your tongue."

"Where did the wine come fron? | never saw a w neskin aboard-"

"There's nmore in Lookfar than neets the eye," Sparrowhawk said, sitting down again beside
him and Arren heard himlaugh, briefly and alnost silently, in the dark.

Arren sat up to drink the wine. It was very good, refreshing body and spirit. He said,
"Where are we goi ng now?"

"Westward. "

"Where did you go with Hare?"

"Into the darkness. | never lost him but he was | ost. He wandered on the outer borders,
in the endl ess barrens of deliriumand nightnmare. H's soul piped like a bird in those dreary
pl aces, like a seagull crying far fromthe sea. He is no guide. He has always been | ost. For al

his craft in sorcery he has never seen the way before him seeing only hinself."

Arren did not understand all of this; nor did he want to understand it, now. He had been
drawn a little way into that "darkness" of which w zards spoke, and he did not want to renenber
it; it was nothing to do with him Indeed he did not want to sleep, lest he see it again in dream
and see that dark figure, a shadow hol ding out a pearl, whispering, "Cone."

"My lord," he said, his nmnd veering away rapidly to another subject, "why-"

"Sleep!" said Sparrowhawk with mild exasperation. "I can't sleep, my lord. | wondered why
you didn't free the other slaves.”

"I did. I left none bound on that ship."

"But Egre's nmen had weapons. If you had bound them"

"Aye, if | had bound thenfP There were but six. The oarsnen were chai ned sl aves, |ike you
Egre and his nen nay be dead by now, or chained by the others to be sold as slaves; but | left
themfree to fight or bargain. I amno sl avetaker."

"But you knew themto be evil nen-"
"Was | to join themtherefore? To let their acts rule my own? | will not nake their

choices for them nor will | let themmake mne for ne!"
Arren was silent, pondering this. Presently the nmage said, speaking softly, "Do you see,
Arren, how an act is not, as young men think, like a rock that one picks up and throws, and it

hits or misses, and that's the end of it. Wen that rock is lifted, the earth is lighter; the hand
that bears it heavier. Wien it is thrown, the circuits of the stars respond, and where it strikes
or falls the universe is changed. On every act the balance of the whol e depends. The wi nds and
seas, the powers of water and earth and light, all that these do, and all that the beasts and
green things do, is well done, and rightly done. Al these act within the Equilibrium Fromthe
hurricane and the great whale's sounding to the fall of a dry leaf and the gnat's flight, all they
do is done within the bal ance of the whole. But we, insofar as we have power over the world and
over one another, we nust learn to do what the |l eaf and the whale and the wind do of their own
nature. We nust learn to keep the bal ance. Having intelligence, we nust not act in ignorance.
Havi ng choice, we nust not act w thout responsibility. Wo am| -though | have the power to do it-
to punish and reward, playing with nen's desti ni es?"

"But then," the boy said, frowning at the stars, "is the balance to be kept by doi ng
not hi ng? Surely a man must act, even not knowing all the consequences of his act, if anything is
to be done at all?"

"Never fear. It is nuch easier for nen to act than to refrain fromacting. W will
continue to do good and to do evil... But if there were a king over us all again and he sought
counsel of a mage, as in the days of old, and | were that nage, | would say to him M lord, do
not hi ng because it is righteous or praisewdrthy or noble to do so; do nothing because it seemns
good to do so; do only that which you nust do and whi ch you cannot do in any other way."

There was that in his voice which nade Arren turn to watch himas he spoke. He thought
that the radiance of light was shining again fromhis face, seeing the hawk nose and the scarred
cheek, the dark, fierce eyes. And Arren |ooked at himw th |ove, but also with fear, thinking, "He
is too far above ne." Yet as he gazed he becane aware at last that it was no nmagelight, no cold
glory of w zardry, that |ay shadow ess on every line and plane of the man's face, but Iight
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itself: norning, the common |ight of day. There was a power greater than the nage's. And the years
had been no kinder to Sparrowhawk than to any nan. Those were |lines of age, and he | ooked tired,
as the light grew ever stronger. He yawned. .

So gazing and wondering and pondering, Arren fell asleep at |ast. But Sparrowhawk sat by
hi m wat chi ng the dawn cone and the sun rise, even as one mght study a treasure for sonething gone
amss init, ajewel flawed, a child sick.

Late in the norning Sparrowhawk took the magewind fromthe sail and let his boat go by the
worl d's wind, which blew softly to the south and west. Far off to the right, the hills of southern
Wat hort slipped away and fell behind, growing blue and snall, |ike nmi sty waves above the waves.

Arren woke. The sea basked in the hot, gold noon, endless water under endless light. In
the stern of the boat Sparrowhawk sat naked except for a loincloth and a kind of turban nade from
sailcloth. He was singing softly, striking his palms on the thwart as if it were a drum in a
l'i ght, nonotonous rhythm The song he sang was no spell of w zardry, no chant or Deed of heroes or
kings, but a lilting drone of non-sense words, such as a boy m ght sing as he herded goats through
the long, long afternoons of sunmer, in the high hills of Gont, alone.

Fromthe sea's surface a fish | eapt up and glided through the air for many yards on stiff,
shi nmering vanes |ike the wings of dragonflies.

"We're in the South Reach," Sparrowhawk said when his song was done. "A strange part of
the world, where the fish fly and the dol phins sing, they say. But the water's mld for sw ming,
and | have an understanding with the sharks. Wash the touch of the slave-taker fromyou."

Arren was sore in every muscle and loath to nove at first. Also he was an unpracti ced
swimer, for the seas of Enlad are bitter, so that one nust fight with themrather than swimin
them and is soon exhausted. This bluer sea was cold at first plunge, then delightful. Aches
dropped away from him He thrashed by Lookfar's side |like a young sea-serpent. Spray flew up in
fountains. Sparrowhawk joined him swinming with a firner stroke. Docile and protective, Lookfar
wai ted for them white-winged on the shining water. A fish leapt fromsea to air; Arren pursued
it; it dived, leapt up again, swimring in air, flying in the sea, pursuing him

Col den and suppl e, the boy played and basked in the water and the light until the sun
touched the sea. And dark and spare, with. the econony of gesture and the terse strength of age,
the man swam and kept the boat on course, and rigged up an awni ng of sailcloth, and watched the
swi mmi ng boy and the flying fish with an inpartial tenderness.

"Where are we headi ng?" Arren asked in the |late dusk, after eating largely of salt neat
and hard bread, and al ready sl eepy agai n.

"Lorbanery," Sparrowhawk replied, and the soft syllables forned the |ast word Arren heard
that night, so that his dreans of the early night wove thensel ves about it. He dreant he was
wal king in drifts of soft, pale-colored stuff, shreds and threads of pink and gold and azure, and
felt a foolish pleasure; soneone told him "These are the silk-fields of Lorbanery, where it never
gets dark." But later, in the fag-end of night, when the stars of autum shone in the sky of
spring, he dreant that he was in a ruined house. It was dry there. Everything was dusty, and
festooned with ragged, dusty webs. Arren's |legs were tangled in the webs, and they drifted across
his mouth and nostrils, stopping his breath. And the worst horror of it was that he knew the high,
ruined roomwas that hall where he had breakfasted with the Masters, in the G eat House on Roke.

He woke all in dismay, his heart pounding, his |egs cranped against a thwart. He sat up
trying to get away fromthe evil dream In the east there was not yet light, but a dilution of
dar kness. The mast creaked; the sail, still taut to the northeast breeze, glimered high and faint

above him In the stern his conpanion slept sound and silent. Arren |ay down again and dozed till
cl ear day woke him

This day the sea was bluer and quieter than he had ever imagined it could be, the water so
mld and clear that swming in it was half like gliding or floating upon air; strange it was and
drean i ke.

In the noontine he asked, "Do w zards nmake nuch account of dreans?"

Sparrowhawk was fishing. He watched his line attentively. After a long tine he said,
"\ 2"

"l wondered if there's ever truth in them"
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"Surely."

"Do they foretell truly?"

But the nage had a bite, and ten mnutes |ater, when he had | anded their lunch, a splendid
silverblue sea bass, the question was clean forgotten

In the afternoon as they |azed under the awning rigged to give shelter fromthe inperious
sun, Arren asked, "What do we seek in Lorbanery?"

"That whi ch we seek," said Sparrowhawk.

“In Enlad," said Arren after a while, "we have a story about the boy whose school master
was a stone:

"Aye?... What did he |earn?"

"Not to ask questions."

Sparrowhawk snorted, as if suppressing a | augh, and sat up. "Very well!" he said. "Though
| prefer to save talking till I know what |'mtal king about. Why is there no nore magi c done in
Hort Town and in Narveduen and maybe throughout all the Reaches? That's what we seek to learn, is
it not?"

"Yes."

"Do you know the ol d saying, Rules change in the Reaches? Seanen use it, but it is a
wi zards' saying, and it neans that w zardry itself depends on place. A true spell on Roke may be
mere words on |ffish. The | anguage of the Making is not everywhere renenbered; here one word,
there another. And the weaving of spells is itself interwoven with the earth and the water, the
wi nds and the fall of light of the place where it is cast. | once sailed far into the East, so far
that neither wind nor water heeded nmy conmand, being ignorant of their true nanes; or nore likely
it was | who was ignorant.

"The world is very large, the Qpen Sea going on past all know edge; and there are worlds
beyond the world. Over these abysses of space and in the long extent of tine, | doubt whether any
word that can be spoken woul d bear, everywhere and forever, its weight of nmeaning and its power;
unless it were that First Wrd which Segoy spoke, making all, or the Final Wrd, which has not
been nor will be spoken until all things are unnade... So, even within this world of our Earthsea,
the little islands that we know, there are differences and nysteries and changes. And the place
| east known and fullest of mysteries is the South Reach. Few wi zards of the |nner Lands have cone
anong t hese people. They do not wel cone wi zards, having -so it is believed- their own kinds of
magi c. But the runors of these are vague, and it nmay be that the art magi c was never well known
there, nor fully understood. If so, it would be easily undone by one who set hinmself to the
undoi ng of it, and sooner weakened than our w zardry of the Inner Lands. And then we nmi ght hear
tales of the failure of magic in the South.

"For discipline is the channel in which our acts run strong and deep; where there is no
direction, the deeds of nen run shallow and wander and are wasted. So that fat woman of the
mrrors has lost her art and thinks she never had it. And so Hare takes his hazia and thinks he
has gone farther than the greatest nages go, when he has barely entered the fields of dreamand is
already lost... But where is it that he thinks he goes? Wiat is it he looks for? Wiat is it that
has swal | owed up his wi zardry? W have had enough of Hort Town, | think, so we go farther south,
to Lorbanery, to see what the wi zards do there, to find out what it is that we nust find out..
Does that answer you?"

"Yes, but-"

"Then let the stone be still a while!" said the mage. And he sat by the mast in the
yel | owi sh, gl owi ng shade of the awning and | ooked out to sea, to the west, as the boat sailed
softly southward through the afternoon. He sat erect and still. The hours passed. Arren swam a

couple of tines, slipping quietly into the water fromthe stern of the boat, for he did not like
to cross the line of that dark gaze which, |ooking west over the sea, seened to see far beyond the
bright horizon-1ine, beyond the blue of air, beyond the boundaries of |ight.

Sparrowhawk came back fromhis silence at |ast and spoke, though not nore than a word at a
time. Arren's upbringing had made hi m quick to sense nood di sgui sed by courtesy or by reserve; he
knew hi s conpanion's heart was heavy. He asked no nore questions and in the evening he said, "If
sing, will it disturb your thoughts?" Sparrowhawk replied with an effort at joking, "That depends
upon the singing."

Arren sat with his back against the nast and sang. H's voice was no | onger high and sweet
as when the nusic naster of the Hall of Berila had trained it years ago, striking the harnonies on
his tall harp; nowadays the higher tones of it were husky, and the deep tones had the resonance of
a viol, dark and clear. He sang the Lanment for the Wiite Enchanter, that song which El farran nade
when she knew of Mrred' s death and waited for her own. Not often is that song sung, nor lightly.
Sparrowhawk |istened to the young voice, strong, sure, and sad between the red sky and the sea,
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and the tears cane into his eyes, blinding.

Arren was silent for a while after that song; then he began to sing | esser, lighter tunes,
softly, beguiling the great nonotony of wi ndless air and heaving sea and failing light, as night
cane on.

When he ceased to sing everything was still, the wind down, the waves snmall, wood and rope
barely creaking. The sea | ay hushed, and over it the stars came out one by one. Piercing bright to
the south a yellow |light appeared and sent a shower and splintering of gold across the water

"Look! A beacon!" Then after a minute, "Can it be a star?"

Sparrowhawk gazed at it a while and finally said, "I think it nmust be the star Gobardon
It can be seen only in the South Reach. Gobardon neans Crown. Kurrenkarnerruk taught us that,
sailing still farther south would bring, one by one, eight nore stars clear of the horizon under

Gobardon, naking a great constellation, sonme say of a running man, others say of the Rune Agnen
The Rune of Ending."

They wat ched it clear the restless sea-horizon and shine forth steadily.

"You sang Elfarran's song," Sparrowhawk said, "as if you knew her grief, and you' d nade ne

know it too... O all the histories of Earthsea, that one has always held ne nost. The great
courage of Morred agai nst despair; and Serriadh who was born beyond despair, the gentle king. And
her, Elfarran. When | did the greatest evil | have ever done, it was to her beauty that | thought

| turned; and | saw her for a
monent | saw El farran.”

A cold thrill went up Arren's back. He swallowed and sat silent, |ooking at the splendid,
bal eful, topaz-yellow star.

"Whi ch of the heroes is yours?" the nage asked, and Arren answered with a little
hesi tancy, "Erreth-Akbe."

"Because he was the greatest?"

"Because he mght have ruled all Earthsea, but chose not to, and went on al one and died
al one, fighting the dragon O mon the shore of Selidor."

They sat a while, each following his own thoughts, and then Arren asked, still watching
yel | ow Gobardon, "lIs it true, then, that the dead can be brought back into |ife and nmade to speak
to living souls, by nagery?"

"By the spells of Summoning. It is in our power. But it is seldomdone, and | doubt that
it is ever wisely done. In this the Master Sumoner agrees with nme; he does not use or teach the
Lore of Paln, in which such spells are contained. The greatest of themwere nade by one called the
Grey Mage of Paln, a thousand years ago. He summoned up the spirits of the heroes and nmges, even
Erret h- Akbe, to give counsel to the Lords of Paln in their wars and governnent. But the counsel of
the dead is not profitable to the living. Paln cane on evil tines, and the G ey Mage was driven
forth; he died naneless."

"Is it a wicked thing, then?"

"I should call it a misunderstanding, rather. A msunderstanding of life. Death and life
are the sanme thing - like the two sides of ny hand, the palmand the back. And still the palmand
the back are not the sane... They can be neither separated, nor m xed."

"Then no one uses those spells now?"

"I have known only one man who used them freely, not reckoning their risk. For they are
ri sky, dangerous, beyond any other magery. Death and life are like the two sides of my hand, |
said, but the truth is we do not know what life is or what death is. To clai mpower over what you
do not understand is not wise, nor is the end of it likely to be good."

"Who was the nan who used then?" Arren asked. He had not found Sparrowhawk so willing to
answer questions before, in this quiet, thoughtful npod; both of themwere consoled by their talk,
dark though the subject of it was.

"He lived in Havnor. They accounted hima nmere sorcerer, but in native power he was a
great mage. He nade noney fromhis art, showi ng any who paid himwhatever spirit they asked to

see, dead wife or husband or child, filling his house with unquiet shadows of old centuries, the
fair wonmen of the days of the Kings. | saw himsumon fromthe Dry Land ny own old nmaster who was
Archmage in ny youth, Nemmerle, for a nere trick to entertain the idle. And that great soul cane
at his call, like a dog to heel. | was angry and challenged him-1 was not Archrmage then- saying,

"You conpel the dead to come into your house: will you cone with ne to theirs?" And | nmade himgo
with me into the Dry Land, though he fought me with all his will and changed his shape and wept
al oud when not hing el se would do."

"So you killed hinP" Arren whispered, enthralled.

“"No! | made himfollow me into the Iand of the dead, and return with ne fromit. He was
afraid. He who sumoned the dead to himso easily was nore afraid of death -of his own death- than
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any man | ever knew. At the wall of stones... But |I tell you nore than a novice ought to know. And
you're not even a novice." Through the dusk the keen eyes returned Arren's gaze for a nonent,
abashing him "No matter," said the Archmage. "There is a wall of stones, then, at a certain place
on the bourne. Across it the spirit goes at death, and across it a living nan may go and return

again, if heis a nage.... By the wall of stones this nan crouched down, on the side of the
living, and tried to withstand my will, and could not. He clung to the stones with his hands and
cursed and screaned. | have never seen a fear |ike that; it sickened ne with its own

si ckness. | should have known by that that | did wong. | was possessed

by anger and by vanity. For he was very strong, and | was eager to prove that | was stronger."”

"What did he do afterward-when you cane back?"

"Grovell ed, and swore never to use the Pelnish Lore again; kissed ny hand and woul d have
killed ne if he dared. He went from Havnor into the Wst, to Paln perhaps; | heard years later
that he had died. He was white-haired when | knew him though | ong-arned and quick |like a
westler. Wiat nmade ne fall to talking of hin? I cannot even bring to nmnd his nane."

"His true name?

"No! that | can renenber-" Then he paused, and for the space of three hearthbeats was
utterly still.

"They called him Cob in Havnor," he said in a changed, careful voice. It had grown too
dark for expression to be seen. Arren saw himturn and | ook at the yellow star, now hi gher above
the waves and casting across thema broken trail of gold as slender as a spider's thread. After a
long silence he said, "It's not only in dreans, you see, that we find ourselves facing what is yet
to be in what was | ong forgotten, and speaki ng what seens nonsense because we will not see its
meani ng. "

Seen across ten niles of sunlit water, Lorbanery was green, green as the bright noss by a
fountain's rim Nearby, it broke up into | eaves, and tree-trunks, and shadows, and roads, and
houses, and the faces and clothing of people, and dust, and all that goes to make up an island
i nhabited by nen. Yet still, over all; it was green: for every acre of it that was not built or
wal ked upon was given up to the | ow, round-topped hurbah trees, on the | eaves of which feed the
little worns that spin the silk that is made into thread and woven by the men and wonen and
children of Lorbanery. At dusk the air there is full of small grey bats who feed on the little
worns. They eat many, but are suffered to do so and are not killed by the silk-weavers, who indeed
account it a deed of very evil omen to kill the grey-w nged bats. For if hunman beings live off the
worns, they say, surely small bats have the right to do so

The houses were curious, with little wi ndows set randomy, and thatches of hurbah-twi gs,
all green with npss and lichens. It had been a wealthy isle, as isles of the Reach go, and this
was still to be seen in the well-painted and well-furni shed houses, in the great spinning wheels
and |oons in the cottages and worksheds, and in the stone piers of the little harbor of Sosara,
where several trading galleys m ght have docked. But there were no galleys in the harbor. The
pai nt on the houses was faded, there was no new furniture, and nost of the wheels and | oons were
still, with dust on them and spiderwebs between pedal and pedal, between warp and frane.

"Sorcerers?" said the mayor of Sosara village, a short man with a face as hard and brown
as the soles of his bare feet. "There's no sorcerers in Lorbanery. Nor ever was."

"Who' d have thought it?" said Sparrowhawk admiringly. He was sitting with eight or nine of
the villagers, drinking hurbah-berry wine, a thin and bitter vintage. He had of necessity told
themthat he was in the South Reach hunting enmel stone, but he had in no way disguised hinself or
hi s conpani on, except that Arren had |left his sword hidden in the boat, as usual, and if
Sparrowhawk had his staff about himit was not to be seen. The villagers had been sullen and
hostile at first and were disposed to turn sullen and hostile again at any nonent; only
Sparrowhawk' s adroitness and authority had forced a grudgi ng acceptance fromthem "W nderful men
with trees you nmust have here,” he said now "Wat do they do about a |ate frost on the orchards?"

"Not hing," said a skinny man at the end of the row of villagers. They all sat in a line

with their backs against the inn wall, under the eaves of the thatch. Just past their bare feet
the large, soft rain of April pattered on the earth.
"Rain's the peril, not frost," the nayor said. "Rots the worm cases. No man's going to
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stop rain falling. Nor ever did." He was belligerent about sorcerers and sorcery; sonme of the
others seened nore wi stful on the subject. "Never did used to rain this time of year," one of them
said, "when the old fellow was alive."

"Who? Od MIdi? Wll, he's not alive. He's dead," said the nayor

"Used to call himthe Ocharder," the skinny man said. "Aye. Called himthe O charder,"

sai d another one. Silence descended, |ike the rain.
I nsi de the wi ndow of the one-roonmed inn Arren sat. He had found an old lute hung on the
wal |, a long-necked, three-stringed lute such as they play in the Isle of Silk, and he was pl aying

with it now, learning to drawits nusic fromit, not rmuch | ouder than the patter of the rain on
the thatch

“In the markets in Hort Town," said Sparrowhawk "I saw stuff sold as silk of Lorbanery.
Some of it was silk. But none of it was silk of Lorbanery."

"The seasons have been poor," said the skinny nan. "Four years, five years now "

"Five years it is since Fallows Eve," said an old man in a munching, self-satisfied voice,
"since old MIdi died, aye, die he did, and not near the age | am D ed on Fallows Eve he did."

"Scarcity puts up the prices," said the mayor. "For one bolt of sem -fine blue-dyed we get
now what we used to get for three bolts."

"I'f we get it. Wiere's the ships? And the blue's false," said the skinny nman, thus
bringing on a hal f-hour argunment concerning the quality of the dyes they used in the great
wor ksheds.

"Who makes the dyes?" Sparrowhawk asked, and a new hassl e broke out. The upshot of it was
that the whol e process of dyeing had been overseen by a famly who, in fact, called thensel ves
wi zards; but if they ever had been w zards they had lost their art, and nobody el se had found it,
as the skinny man remarked sourly. For they all agreed, except the mayor, that the fampus bl ue
dyes of Lorbanery and the unnatchable crinson, the "dragon's fire" worn by queens in Havnor |ong
ago, were not what they had been. Sonething had gone out of them The unseasonable rains were at
fault, or the dye-earths, or the refiners. "Or the eyes," said the skinny man, "of nen who
couldn't tell the true azure fromblue nud,” and he glared at the mayor. The nayor did not take up
the challenge; they fell silent again.

The thin wine seened only to acidify their tenpers, and their faces | ooked glum There was
no sound now but the rustle of rain on the uncountable | eaves of the orchards of the valley, and
t he whi sper of the sea down at the end of the street, and the murmur of the lute in the darkness
wi t hi n doors.

"Can he sing, that girlish | ad of yours?" asked the mayor.

"Aye, he can sing. Arren! Sing a neasure for us, lad."

"I cannot get this lute to play out of the minor," said Arren at the window, smling. "It
wants to weep. What would you hear, ny hosts?"

" Sonet hi ng new," growl ed the nmayor

The lute thrilled a little; he had the touch of it already. "This m ght be new here," he
sai d. Then he sang.

By the white straits of Sol ea

and the bowed red branches

that bent their blossons over

her bowed head, heavy

with sorrow for the lost |over,

by the red branch and the white branch

and the sorrow unceasi ng

do I swear, Serriadh,

son of ny nother and of Morred,

to renmenber the wong done
forever, forever.

They were still: the bitter faces and the shrewd, the hardworked hands and bodi es. They
sat still in the warmrainy Southern dusk, and heard that song like the cry of the grey swan of
the cold seas of Ea, yearning, bereft. For a while after the song was over they kept still.

"That's a queer nusic," said one, uncertainly.

Anot her, reassured as to the absolute centrality of the isle of Lorbanery in all tine and
space, said, "Foreign nmusic's always queer and gl oony."

"G ve us some of yours," said Sparrowhawk. "l'd like to hear a cheery stave nyself. The
lad will always sing of old dead heroes.™
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“I'l'l do that," said the [ast speaker, and hemmed a bit, and started out to sing about a
lusty, trusty barrel of wi ne, and a hey, ho, and about we go! But nobody joined himin the chorus,
and he went flat on the hey, ho.

"There's no nore proper singing," he said angrily. "It's the young people's fault, always
choppi ng and changi ng the way things are done, and not |earning the old songs."

“I't's not that," said the skinny man, "there's no nore proper anything. Nothing goes right
anynore."

"Aye, aye, aye," wheezed the ol dest one, "the luck's run out. That's what. The luck's run

out .

After that there was not nmuch to say. The villagers departed by twos and threes, unti
Sparrowhawk was | eft al one outside the window and Arren inside it. And then Sparrowhawk | aughed,
at last. But it was not a merry | augh.

The innkeeper's shy wife came and spread out beds for themon the floor and went away, and
they lay down to sleep. But the high rafters of the roomwere an abode of bats. In and out the
ungl azed wi ndow the bats flew all night long, chittering very high. Only at dawn did they al
return and settle, each conposing itself in alittle, neat, grey package hanging froma rafter
upsi de down.

Perhaps it was the restlessness of the bats that made Arren's sleep uneasy. |t was nany
ni ghts now since he had sl ept ashore; his body was not used to the inmbility of earth and
insisted to himas he fell asleep that he was rocking, rocking... and then the world would fal
out from underneath himand he would wake with a great start. Wen at |ast he got to sleep, he
dreamt he was chained in the hold of the slaver's ship; there were others chained with him but
they were all dead. He woke fromthis dream nore than once, struggling to get free of it, but
falling to sleep at once reentered it. At last it seened to himthat he was all al one on the ship,
but still chained so that he could not nove. Then a curious, slow voice spoke in his ear. "Loose
your bonds," it said. "Loose your bonds." He tried to nove then, and noved: he stood up. He was on
some vast, dimnoor, under a heavy sky. There was horror in the earth and in the thick air, an
enormty of horror. This place was fear, was fear itself; and he was in it, and there were no
paths. He nust find the way, but there were no paths, and he was tiny, like a child, Iike an ant,
and the place was huge, endless. He tried to wal k, stunbled, woke.

The fear was inside him now that he was awake, and he was not inside it: yet it was no
| ess huge and endless. He felt choked by the bl ack darkness of the room and | ooked for stars in
the di msquare that was the wi ndow, but though the rain had ceased there were no stars. He |ay
awake and was afraid, and the bats flew in and out on noisel ess |eather w ngs. Sonetines he heard
their thin voices at the very limt of his hearing.

The norning canme bright, and they were early up. Sparrowhawk inquired earnestly for
emel stone. Though none of the townsfol k knew what enmel stone was, they all had theories about it
and quarrel ed over them and he listened, though he listened for news of sonething other than
emmel stone. At last he and Arren took a way that the mayor suggested to them toward the quarries
where the bl ue dye-earth was dug. But on the way Sparrowhawk turned aside.

"This will be the house," he said. "They said that that fam |y of dyers and discredited
magi ci ans |ives on this road."

"I's it any use to talk to then?" said Arren, remenbering Hare all too well.

"There is a center to this bad luck," said the nage, harshly. "There is a place where the
luck runs out. | need a guide to that place!"™ And he went on, and Arren rnust foll ow

The house stood apart anmong its own orchards, a fine building of stone, but it and all its
acreage had gone | ong uncared for. Cocoons of ungathered sil kworns hung discol ored anbng t he
ragged branches, and the ground beneath was thick with a papery litter of dead grubs and noths.
Al'l about the house under the close-set trees there hung an odor of decay, and as they cane to it
Arren suddenly renmenbered the horror that had been on himin the night.

Bef ore they reached the door it was flung open. Qut charged a grey-haired woman, glaring
wi th reddened eyes and shouting, "Qut, curse you, thieves, slanderers, lackwits, liars, and
m sbegotten fools! Get out, out, go! The ill chance be on you forever!"

Spar rowhawk stopped, |ooki ng sonewhat anmazed, and quickly raised his hand in a curious
gesture. He said one word, "Avert!"

At that the woman stopped yelling. She stared at him

"Why did you do that?"

"To turn your curse aside."

She stared a while | onger and said at |ast, hoarsely, "Foreigners?"

"Fromthe North."

She came forward. At first Arren had been inclined to laugh at her, an old wonan
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screeching on her doorstep, but close to her he felt only shanme. She was foul and ill-clothed, and
her breath stank, and her eyes had a terrible stare of pain

"I have no power to curse,” she said. "No power." She initated Sparrowhawk's gesture.
"They still do that, where you cone fron®"

He nodded. He watched her steadily, and she returned his gaze. Presently her face began to
work and change, and she said, "Wuere's the stick?"

"I do not showit here, sister."

"No, you should not. It will keep you fromlife. Like ny power: it kept me fromlife. So I
lost it. I lost all the things I knew, all the words and nanes. They cane by little strings like
spi derwebs out of ny eyes and nouth. There is a hole in the world, and the light is running out of
it. And the words go with the light. Did you know that? My son sits staring all day at the dark
| ooking for the hole in the world. He says he would see better if he were blind. He has lost his
hand as a dyer. W were the Dyers of Lorbanery. Look!" She shook before them her muscular, thin
arnms, stained to the shoulder with a faint, streaky mixture of ineradicable dyes. "It never cones
off the skin," she said, "but the mnd washes clean. It won't hold the colors. Wwo are you?"

Sparrowhawk sai d nothing. Again his eyes held the woman's; and Arren, standing aside,
wat ched uneasily.

Al'l at once she trenbled and said in a whisper, "I know thee-"

"Aye. Like knows like, sister."

It was strange to see how she pulled away fromthe mage in terror, wanting to flee him
and yearned toward himas if to kneel at his feet.

He took her hand and held her. "Wuld you have your power back, the skills, the names? I
can give you that."

"You are the Great Man," she whispered. "You are the King of the Shadows, the Lord of the
Dark Pl ace-"

“I amnot. | amno king. | ama nan, a nortal, your brother and your Ilike."
"But you will not die?"

1wl

"But you will cone back and live forever."

"Not I. Nor any man."

"Then you are not - not the Great One in the darkness," she said, frowning, and | ooking at
hima little askance, with less fear. "But you are a Geat One. Are there two? Wat is your name?"

Sparrowhawk's stern face softened a monent. "I cannot tell you that," he said gently.

"I"l'l tell you a secret,"” she said. She stood straighter now, facing him and there was
the echo of an old dignity in her voice and bearing. "I do not want to live and live and |ive
forever. | would rather have back the names of things. But they are all gone. Nanmes don't matter

now. There are no nore secrets. Do you want to know ny name?" Her eyes filled with Iight, her
fists clenched, she | eaned forward and whi spered: "My nane is Akaren." Then she screaned al oud,
"Akaren! Akaren! My name is Akaren! Now they all know ny secret nanme, ny true name, and there are
no secrets, and there is no truth, and there is no death- death- death!" She screaned the word
sobbing, and spittle flew fromher Iips.

"Be still, Akaren!"

She was still. Tears ran down her face, which was dirty, and streaked with | ocks of her
unconbed, grey hair.

Sparrowhawk took that winkled, tear-blubbered face between his hands and very lightly,
very tenderly, kissed her on the eyes. She stood notionless, her eyes closed. Then with his |ips
close to her ear he spoke a little in the Od Speech, once nore kissed her, and |l et her go

She opened cl ear eyes and | ooked at hima while with a broodi ng, wondering gaze. So a
newborn child | ooks at its nother; so a nother |ooks at her child. She turned slowy and went to

her door, entered it, and closed it behind her: all in silence, with the still |ook of wonder on
her face.

In silence the mage turned and started back toward the road. Arren followed him He dared
ask no question. Presently the mage stopped, there in the ruined orchard, and said, "I took her

nane from her and gave her a new one. And thus in sone sense a rebirth. There was no other help or
hope for her."

Hi s voice was strained and stifled.

"She was a wonan of power," he went on. "No mere witch or potion-naker, but a woman of art
and skill, using her craft for the naking of the beautiful, a proud woman and honorabl e. That was
her life. And it is all wasted." He turned abruptly away, wal ked off into the orchard aisles, and
there stood beside a tree-trunk, his back turned.

Arren waited for himin the hot, |eaf-speckled sunlight. He knew that Sparrowhawk was
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ashamed to burden Arren with his enmotion; and indeed there was nothing the boy could do or say.

But his heart went out utterly to his conpanion, not nowwth that first romantic ardor and
adoration, but painfully, as if a link were drawn forth fromthe very innost of it and forged into
an unbreaking bond. For in this love he now felt there was conpassi on: w thout which love is

unt enpered, and is not whole, and does not | ast.

Presently Sparrowhawk returned to himthrough the green shade of the orchard. Neither said
anyt hing, and they went on side by side. It was hot already; last night's rain had dried, and dust
rose under their feet on the road. Earlier the day had seemed dreary and insipid to Arren, as if
i nfected by his dreanms; now he took pleasure in the bite of the sunlight and the relief of shade,
and enj oyed wal ki ng wi thout broodi ng about their destination.

This was just as well, for they acconplished nothing. The afternoon was spent in talking
with the nen who mned the dye-ores, and bargaining for sone bits of what was said to be
emmel stone. As they trudged back to Sosara with the late sun pounding on their heads and necks,
Sparrowhawk remarked, "It's blue malachite; but | doubt they'll know the difference in Sosara
either."

"They're strange here," Arren said. "It's that way with everything; they don't know the
di fference. Like what one of themsaid to the headman | ast night, 'You wouldn't know the true
azure fromblue mud..."' They conplain about bad tines, but they don't know when the bad tines
began; they say the work's shoddy, but they don't inprove it; they don't even know the difference
bet ween an artisan and a spell-worker, between handicraft and the art magic. It's as if they had
no lines and distinctions and colors clear in their heads. Everything's the sanme to them
everything' s grey."

Aye," said the mage, thoughtfully. He stal ked along for a while, his head hunched between
hi s shoul ders, hawklike; though a short man, he wal ked with a long stride. "What is it they're
ni ssi ng?"

Arren said without hesitation, "Joy in life."

"Aye," said Sparrowhawk again, accepting Arren's statenent and pondering it for sone tine.
"I"'mglad,"” he said at last, "that you can think for nme, lad... | feel tired and stupid. |'ve been
sick at heart since this norning, since we talked to her who was Akaren. | do not |ike waste and
destruction. | do not want an eneny. If | nust have an eneny, | do not want to seek him and find
him and neet him.. If one nust hunt, the prize should be a treasure, not a detestable thing."

"An eneny, my lord?" said Arren

Spar r owhawk nodded.

"When she tal ked about the Great Man, the King of Shadows-?"

Sparrowhawk nodded again. "I think so," he said. "I think we nust cone not only to a
pl ace, but to a person. This is evil, evil, what passes on this island: this | oss of craft and
pride, this joylessness, this waste. This is the work of an evil will. But a will not even bent

here, not even noticing Akaren or Lorbanery. The track we hunt is a track of weckage, as if we
foll owed a runaway cart down a nountainsi de and watched it set off an aval anche.”

"Coul d she -Akaren- tell you nore about this enemy- who he is and where he is, or what he
is?"

"Not now, lad," the mage said in a soft but rather bleak voice. "No doubt she could have.
In her madness there was still wi zardry. |ndeed her nadness was her w zardry. But | could not hold
her to answer nme. She was in too nuch pain."

And he wal ked on with his head sonewhat hunched between his shoul ders, as if hinself
enduring, and longing to avoid, sonme pain.

Arren turned, hearing a scuffle of feet behind themon the road. A man was runni ng after
them a good way off but catching up fast. The dust of the road and his long, wiry hair nade
aureol es of red about himin the westering light, and his | ong shadow hopped fantastically al ong
the trunks and aisles of the orchards by the road. "Listen!" he shouted. "Stop! | found it! |
found it!"

He caught up with themin a rush. Arren's hand went first to the air where his sword hilt
m ght have been, then to the air where his lost knife had been, and then nmade itself into a fist,
all in half a second. He scowl ed and noved forward. The man was a full head taller than
Spar rowhawk, and broadshoul dered: a panting, raving, w ld-eyed nadnan. "I found it!" he kept
saying, while Arren, trying to domi nate himby a stern, threatening voice and attitude, said,
"What do you want?" The man tried to get around him to Sparrowhawk; Arren stepped in front of him
agai n.

"You are the Dyer of Lorbanery," Sparrowhawk said.

Then Arren felt he had been a fool, trying to protect his conpanion; and he stepped aside,
out of the way. For at six words fromthe mage, the nmadman stopped his panting and the clutching
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gesture of his big, stained hands; his eyes grew quieter; he nodded his head.

"I was the dyer," he said, "but now!l can't dye." Then he | ooked askance at Sparrowhawk
and grinned; he shook his head with its reddish, dusty bush of hair. "You took away nmy nother's
nane," he said. "Now | don't know her, and she doesn't know ne. She |oves ne well enough still,
but she's left me. She's dead."

Arren's heart contracted, but he saw that Sparrowhawk nerely shook his head a little. "No,
no," he said, "she's not dead."

"But she will be. She'll die."

"Aye. That's a consequence of being alive," the mage said. The Dyer seened to puzzle this
over for a mnute, and then cane right up to Sparrowhawk, seized his shoul ders, and bent over him
He noved so fast that Arren could not prevent him but Arren did come up very close, and so heard
his whisper, "I found the hole in the darkness. The King was standing there. He watches it; he
rules it. He had a little flame, a little candle in his hand. He blewon it and it went out. Then
he blew on it again and it burned! It burned!"

Sparrowhawk rmade no protest at being held and whi spered at. He sinply asked, "Were were
you when you saw t hat ?"

“"I'n bed."

" Dr eam ng?"

"No. "

"Across the wall?"

"No," the Dyer said, in a suddenly sober tone, and as if unconfortable. He |l et the nage
go, and took a step back fromhim "No, I- | don't know where it is. | found it. But I don't know
where. "

"That's what 1'd like to know," said Sparrowhawk.

"l can help you."

" How?"

"You have a boat. You cane here in it and you' re going on. Are you going on west? That's
the way. The way to the place where he conmes out. There has to be a place, a place here, because

he's alive- not just the spirits, the ghosts, that cone over the wall, not like that, -you can't
bring anything but souls over the wall, but this is the body; this is the flesh imortal. | saw
the flame rise in the darkness at his breath, the flane that was out. | saw that." The man's face
was transfigured, a wild beauty in it in the long, red-gold light. "I know that he has overcome
death. | knowit. | gave ny wizardry to knowit. | was a wizard once! And you know it, and you are
going there. Take me with you."

The sane |ight shone on Sparrowhawk's face, but left it unnmoved and harsh. "I amtrying to
go there," he said.

"Let me go with you!"

Sparrowhawk nodded briefly. "If you' re ready when we sail," he said, as coldly as before

The Dyer backed away from hi m anot her step and stood watching him the exaltation in his
face clouding slowy over until it was replaced by a strange, heavy look; it was as if reasoning

t hought were laboring to break through the stormof words and feelings and visions that confused
him Finally he turned around w thout a word and began to run back down the road, into the haze of
dust that had not yet settled on his tracks. Arren drew a long breath of relief.

Sparrowhawk al so sighed, though not as if his heart were any easier. "Wll," he said.
"Strange roads have strange guides. Let's go on.”
Arren fell into step beside him "You won't take himw th us?" he asked.

"That's up to him"

Wth a flash of anger Arren thought: It's up to ne, also. But he did not say anything, and
they went on together in silence.

They were not well-received on their return to Sosara. Everything on a little island Iike
Lorbanery is known as soon as it is done, and no doubt they had been seen turning aside to the
Dyers' House and talking to the nadman on the road. The innkeeper served themuncivilly, and his
wife acted scared to death of them In the evening when the nen of the village cane to sit under
the eaves of the inn, they nmade nmuch di splay of not speaking to the foreigners and being very
witty and nerry anong thensel ves. But they had not nuch wit to pass around and soon ran short of
jollity. They all sat in silence for a long tine, and at |ast the nmayor said to Sparrowhawk, "D d
you find your blue rocks?"

"I found sone blue rocks," Sparrowhawk replied politely.

"Sopli showed you where to find 'em no doubt."

Ha, ha ha, went the other nen, at this masterstroke of irony.

"Sopli would be the red-haired man?"
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"The madman. You called on his nmother in the norning."

"I was |looking for a wizard," said the w zard.

The skinny man, who sat nearest him spat into the darkness. "What for?"

"I thought | might find out about what |I'm | ooking for."

"Peopl e cone to Lorbanery for silk," the mayor said. "They don't cone for stones. They
don't conme for charms. Or armwavi ngs and jibber-jabber and sorcerers' tricks. Honest folk live
here and do honest work."

"That's right. He's right," said others.

"And we don't want any other sort here, people fromforeign parts snoopi ng about and
prying into our business."

"That's right. He's right," came the chorus.

“I'f there was any sorcerer around that wasn't crazy, we'd give himan honest job in the
sheds, but they don't know how to do honest work."

"They might, if there were any to do," said Sparrowhawk. "Your sheds are enpty, the
orchards are untended, the silk in your warehouses was all woven years ago. What do you do, here
in Lorbanery?"

"W | ook after our own business," the nayor snapped, but the skinny nan broke in
excitedly, "Wiy don't the ships cone, tell us that! Wat are they doing in Hort Town? Is it
because our work's been shoddy?-" He was interrupted by angry denials. They shouted at one
anot her, junped to their feet, the mayor shook his fist in Sparrowhawk's face, another drew a
knife. Their npod had gone wild. Arren was on his feet at once. He | ooked at Sparrowhawk,
expecting to see himstand up in the sudden radi ance of the magelight and strike them dunb with
his reveal ed power. But he did not. He sat there and | ooked fromone to another and listened to
their nenaces. And gradually they fell quiet, as if they could not keep up anger any nore than
they could keep up merrinment. The knife was sheathed; the threats turned to sneers. They began to
go off like dogs |leaving a dog-fight, sone strutting and sone sneaki ng.

VWen the two were |eft al one Sparrowhawk got up, went inside the inn, and took a | ong

draft of water fromthe jug beside the door. "Cone, lad," he said. "lI've had enough of this."
"To the boat ?"
"Aye." He put down two trade-counters of silver on the windowsill to pay for their

| odgi ng, and hoisted up their Iight pack of clothing. Arren was tired and sl eepy, but he | ooked
around the roomof the inn, stuffy and bleak, and all a-flitter up in the rafters with the
restless bats; he thought of last night in that roomand foll owed Sparrowhawk willingly. He
thought, too, as they went down Sosara's one, dark street, that going now they woul d give the
madman Sopli the slip. But when they cane to the harbor he was waiting for themon the pier

"There you are," said the mage. "Get aboard, if you want to cone."

Wthout a word, Sopli got down into the boat and crouched beside the nast, |ike a big,
unkenpt dog. At this Arren rebelled "My lord!" he said. Sparrowhawk turned; they stood face to
face on the pier above the boat.

"They are all mad on this island, but | thought you were not. Wiy do you take hinP"

"As a guide."

"A guide -to nore nadness? To death by drowning, or a knife in the back?"

"To death, but by what road | do not know. "

Arren spoke with heat, and though Sparrowhawk answered quietly, there was something of a
fierce note in his voice. He was not used to being questioned. But ever since Arren had tried to
protect himfromthe madman on the road that afternoon and had seen how vai n and unneeded his
protection was, he had felt a bitterness, and all that uprush of devotion he had felt in the
nmorni ng was spoilt and wasted. He was unable to protect Sparrowhawk; he was not pernmitted to nake
any decisions; he was unable, or was not permitted, even to understand the nature of their quest.
He was nmerely dragged along on it, useless as a child. But he was not a child.

"I would not quarrel with you, nmy lord," he said as coldly as he could. "But this- this is
beyond reason!"

"It is beyond all reason. W go where reason will not take us. WIIl you come, or will you
not ?"

Tears of anger sprang into Arren's eyes. "I said | would cone with you and serve you. | do
not break nmy word."

"That is well," the mage said grimy and made as if to turn away. Then he faced Arren
again. "I need you, Arren; and you need nme. For | will tell you nowthat | believe this way we go
is yours to follow, not out of obedience or loyalty to nme, but because it was yours to foll ow
before you ever saw ne; before you ever set foot on Roke; before you sailed fromEnlad. You cannot
turn back fromit."
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Hi s voi ce had not softened. Arren answered himas grimy, "How should | turn back, with no
boat, here on the edge of the worl d?"

"This the edge of the world? No, that is farther on. W may yet cone to it."

Arren nodded once and swung down into the boat. Sparrowhawk | oosed the line and spoke a
light wind into the sail. Once away fromthe | oom ng, enpty docks of Lorbanery the air bl ew coo
and cl ean out of the dark north, and the noon broke silver fromthe sleek sea before them and rode
upon their left as they turned southward to coast the isle.

The madman, the Dyer of Lorbanery, sat huddl ed up against the mast, his arnms w apped
around his knees and his head hunched down. His nass of wiry hair |ooked black in the noonlight.
Sparrowhawk had rolled hinself up in a blanket and gone to sleep in the stern of the boat. Neither
of themstirred. Arren sat up in the prow, he had sworn to hinself to watch all night. If the mage
chose to assune that their lunatic passenger would not assault himor Arren in the night, that was
all very well for him Arren, however, would nake his own assunptions and undertake his own
responsibilities.

But the night was very long and very calm The noonlight poured down, changel ess. Huddl ed
by the mast, Sopli snored, |long, soft snores. Softly the boat noved onward; softly Arren slid into
sl eep. He started awake once and saw the noon scarcely higher; he abandoned his sel frighteous
guardi anshi p, nmade hinself confortable, and went to sleep

He dreamt again, as he seened always to do on this voyage, and at first the dreans were
fragmentary but strangely sweet and reassuring. In place of Lookfar's mast a tree grew, with
great, arching arms of foliage; swans guided the boat, swooping on strong wings before it; far
ahead, over the beryl green sea, shone a city of white towers. Then he was in one of those towers,
clinmbing the steps which spiralled upward, running up themlightly and eagerly. These scenes
changed and recurred and led into others, which passed without trace; but suddenly he was in the
dreaded, dull twilight on the nmoors, and the horror grewin himuntil he could not breathe.

But he went forward, because he nmust go forward. After a long tinme he realized that to go
forward here was to go in a circle and conme round on one's own tracks again. Yet he nust get out,
get away. It grew nore and nore urgent. He began to run. As he ran, the circles narrowed in and
the ground began to slant. He was running in the darkening gloom faster and faster, around the
sinking inner lip of a pit, an enornpous whirl pool sucking down to darkness: and as he knew this,
his foot slipped and he fell.

"What's the matter, Arren?"

Sparrowhawk spoke to himfromthe stern. Gey dawn held the sky and sea still

"Not hi ng. "

"The ni ght nare?"

"Not hi ng. "

Arren was cold, and his right armached from havi ng been cranmped under him He shut his
eyes agai nst the growing light and thought, "He hints of this and hints of that, but he will never
tell me clearly where we're going, or why, or why | should go there. And now he drags this nadnan

with us. Wiich is maddest, the lunatic or I, for coming with hin? The two of them may under st and
each other; it's the wizards who are nad now, Sopli said. | could have been at hone by now, at
hone in the Hall in Berila, in my roomwth the carven walls and the red rugs on the floor and a

fire in the hearth, waking up to go out a-hawking with nmy father. Wiy did | come with hinP Wy did
he bring nme? Because it's nmy way to go, he says, but that's wi zard's talk, making things seem
great by great words. But the meaning of the words is always sonmewhere else. If | have any way to
go, it's to ny home, not wandering sensel essly across the Reaches. | have duties at honme and am
shirking them If he really thinks there is sone eneny of wi zardry at work, why did he cone al one,
with me? He might have brought another nage to help him a hundred of them He could have brought

an arnmy of warriors, a fleet of ships. Is this howa great peril is net, by sending out an old nan
and a boy in a boat? This is nere folly. He is mad hinself; it is as he said, he seeks death. He
seeks death, and wants to take me with him But | amnot mad and not old; | will not die; | wll

not go with him"

He sat up on his el bow, |ooking forward. The noon that had risen before themas they |eft
Sosara Bay was again before them sinking. Behind, in the east, day came wan and dull. There were
no clouds, but a faint, sickly overcast. Later in the day the sun grew hot, but it shone veiled,
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wi t hout spl endor.

Al'l day long they coasted Lorbanery, |ow and green to their right hand. A light wi nd bl ew
off the land and filled their sail. Toward evening they passed a long | ast cape; the breeze died
down. Sparrowhawk spoke the magewind into the sail, and like a falcon | oosed fromthe wi st,
Lookfar started and fled forward eagerly, putting the Isle of Silk behind.

Sopli the Dyer had cowered in the sanme place all day, evidently afraid of the boat and
afraid of the sea, seasick and wetched. He spoke now, hoarsely. "Are we goi ng west?"

The sunset was right in his face; but Sparrowhawk, patient with his stupidest questions,

nodded.

"To Obehol ?"

"Cbehol lies west of Lorbanery."

"A long way west. Maybe the place is there."

"What is it like, the place?"

"How do | know? How could | see it? It's not on Lorbanery! | hunted for it for years, four
years, five years, in the dark, at night, shutting nmy eyes, always with himcalling Cone, cone,
but | couldn't conme. I'"'mno lord of wizards who can tell the ways in the dark. But there's a place

to come to in the light, under the sun too. That's what MIdi and nmy nother woul dn't understand.
They kept looking in the dark. Then old MIdi died, and ny nother |ost her nmind. She forgot the
spells we use in the dyeing, and it affected her mnd. She wanted to die, but |I told her to wait.
Wait till | find the place. There nust be a place. If the dead can cone back to life in the world,
there nust be a place in the world where it happens.”

"Are the dead com ng back to |ife?"

"I thought you knew such things," Sopli said after a pause, |ooking askance at
Spar r owhawk.

"l seek to know them"

Sopli said nothing. The nage suddenly | ooked at him a direct, conpelling gaze, though his
tone was gentle: "Are you looking for a way to live forever, Sopli?"

Sopli returned his gaze for a nonment; then he hid his shaggy, brownish-red head in his
arns, |ocking his hands across his ankles, and rocked hinself a little back and forth. It seened
that when he was frightened he took this position; and when he was in it, he would not speak or
take any notice of what was said. Arren turned away fromhimin despair and di sgust. How coul d
they go on, with Sopli, for days or weeks, in an eighteen-foot boat? It was |ike sharing a body
with a di seased soul ..

Spar rowhawk came up beside Arren in the prow and knelt with one knee on the thwart,
| ooking into the sallow evening. He said, "The nman has a gentle spirit."

Arren did not answer this. He asked coldly, "Wat is Obehol? |I never heard the nane."

"I know its nanme and place on the charts; no nore... Look there: the conpani ons of
Gobar don! "

The great topaz-colored star was higher in the south now, and beneath it, just clearing
the dimsea, shone a white star to the left and a bluish-white one to the right, formng a
triangle.

"Have they names?"

"The Master Nanmer did not know. Maybe the nen of Cbehol and Wellogy have names for them |
do not know. W go now into strange seas, Arren, under the Sign of Ending."

The boy did not answer, |ooking with a kind of loathing at the bright, nanel ess stars
above the endl ess water.

As they sailed westward day after day, the warnth of the southern spring lay on the
waters, and the sky was clear. Yet it seemed to Arren that there was a dullness in the light, as
if it fell aslant through glass. The sea was | ukewarm when he swam bringing little refreshnent.
Their salt food had no savor. There was no freshness or brightness in anything, unless it were at
ni ght, when the stars burned with a greater radi ance than he had ever seen in them He would lie
and watch themtill he slept. Sleeping, he would dream always the dream of the nmoors or the pit
or a valley hemmed round by cliffs or a long road goi ng downward under a | ow sky; always the dim
light, and the horror in him and the hopeless effort to escape.

He never spoke of this to Sparrowhawk. He did not speak of anything inportant to him
nothing but the small daily incidents of their sailing; and Sparrowhawk, who had al ways had to be
drawn out, was now habitually silent.

Arren saw now what a fool he had been to entrust hinself body and soul to this restless
and secretive man, who |et inmpulse nove himand nade no effort to control his life, nor even to
save it. For now the fey nood was on him and that, Arren thought, was because he dared not face
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his own failure- the failure of wizardry as a great power anmong nen

It was clear now that to those who knew the secrets, there were not nmany secrets to that
art magi c from which Sparrowhawk and all the generations of sorcerers and w zards, had nmade nuch
fame and power. There was not much nore to it than the use of wind and weat her, the know edge of
heal i ng herbs, and a skillful show of such illusions as mists and |ights and shape-changes, which
could awe the ignorant, but which were nmere tricks. Reality was not changed. There was nothing in
magery that gave a man true power over men; nor was it any use agai nst death. The nages lived no
| onger than ordinary nen. Al their secret words could not put off for one hour the com ng of
their death.

Even in small matters nagery was not worth counting on. Sparrowhawk was al ways mserly
about enploying his arts; they went by the world' s wi nd whenever they mght, they fished for food,
and they spared their water, |ike any sailors. After four days of internminable tacking into a
fitful headwi nd, Arren asked himif he would not speak a little following wind into the sail, and
when he shook his head, said, "Wy not?"

"I would not ask a sick man to run a race," said Sparrowhawk, "nor lay a stone on an
over burdened back." It was not clear whether he spoke of hinself or of the world at |arge. Al ways
his answers were grudgi ng, hard to understand. There, thought Arren, lay the very heart of
wi zardry: to hint at mnmighty nmeanings while saying nothing at all, and to nmake doi ng nothing at al
seemthe very crown of wi sdom

Arren had tried to ignore Sopli, but it was inpossible; and in any case he soon found
hinself in a kind of alliance with the madman. Sopli was not so mad, or not so sinply mad, as his
wild hair and fragnented tal k nade hi m appear. |ndeed the naddest thing about hi mwas perhaps his
terror of the water. To cone into a boat had taken desperate courage, and he never really got the
edge worn off his fear; he kept his head down so nmuch so that he would not have to see the water
heavi ng and | appi ng about him To stand up in the boat nade himgiddy; he clung to the mast. The
first time Arren decided on a swimand dived off the prow, Sopli shouted out in horror; when Arren
came clinbing back into the boat, the poor man was green with shock. "I thought you were drowni ng
yoursel f," he said, and Arren had to | augh

That afternoon, when Sparrowhawk sat neditating, unheedi ng and unhearing, Sopli cane
hitching cautiously over the thwarts to Arren. He said in a | ow voice, "You don't want to die, do
you?"

"Of course not."

"He does," Sopli said, with alittle shift of his | ower jaw toward Sparrowhawk.

"Why do you say that?"

Arren took a lordly tone, which indeed cane naturally to him and Sopli accepted it as
natural, though he was ten or fifteen years older than Arren. He replied with ready civility,
though in his usual fragnmentary way, "He wants to get to the secret place. But | don't know why.
He doesn't want... He doesn't believe in... the promise."

"What prom se?"

Sopli glanced up at himsharply, sonething of his ruined nanhood in his eyes; but Arren's
will was stronger. He answered very low, "You know. Life. Eternal life."

A great chill went through Arren's body. He remenbered his dreams: the noor, the pit, the
cliffs, the dimlight. That was death; that was the horror of death. It was from death he nust

escape, must find the way. And on the doorsill stood the figure crowned with shadow, holding out a
little light no larger than a pearl, the glimrer of imortal life.
Arren net Sopli's eyes for the first time: light brown eyes, very clear; in themhe saw

that he had understood at | ast, and that Sopli shared his know edge.

"He," the Dyer said, with his twitch of the jaw toward Sparrowhawk "he won't give up his
nane. Nobody can take his nanme through. The way is too narrow. "

"Have you seen it?"

“In the dark, in nmy mind. That's not enough. | want to get there; | want to see it. In the
world, with ny eyes. Wiat if |I- what if |I died and couldn't find the way, the place? Mst people
can't find it; they don't even know it's there. There's only sone of us have the power. But it's
hard, because you have to give the power up to get there... No nore words. No nore nanes. It is
too hard to do in the mind. And when you- die, your mind- dies." He stuck each tine on the word.

"I want to know I can conme back. | want to be there. On the side of life. | want to live, to be
safe. | hate- | hate this water..."

The Dyer drew his linbs together as a spider does when falling, and hunched his wiry-red
head down between his shoulders, to shut out the sight of the sea.

But Arren did not shun his conversation after that, knowi ng that Sopli shared not only his
vision, but his fear; and that, if worse came to worst, Sopli night aid himagai nst Sparrowhawk.
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Al ways they sailed, slowy in the calnms and fitful breezes, to the west, where Sparrowhawk
pretended that Sopli guided them But Sopli did not guide them he who knew nothing of the sea,
had never seen a chart, never been in a boat, dreaded the water with a sick dread. It was the mage
who guided themand | ed themdeliberately astray. Arren saw this now and saw the reason of it. The
Archmage knew that they and others like them were seeking eternal |ife, had been promised it or
drawn toward it, and might find it. In his pride, his overweening pride as Archmage, he feared
| est they nmight gain it; he envied them and feared them and would have no nman greater than

hinsel f. He nmeant to sail out onto the Open Sea beyond all lands until they were utterly astray
and coul d never come back to the world, and there they would die of thirst. For he would die
hinself, to prevent themfrometernal I|ife.

Every now and then there would cone a nonent when Sparrowhawk spoke to Arren of sone snal
matter of managing the boat or swamw th himin the warm sea or bade hi m good ni ght under the
great stars, when all these ideas seened utter nonsense to the boy. He would | ook at his conpanion
and see him that hard, harsh, patient face, and he would think, "This is my lord and friend." And
it seenmed unbelievable to himthat he had doubted. But a little while |later he woul d be doubting
again, and he and Sopli woul d exchange gl ances, warni ng each other of their nutual eneny.

Every day the sun shone hot, yet dull. Its light lay |like a gloss on the sl ow heaving sea.
The water was bl ue, the sky blue wi thout change or shading. The breezes blew and di ed, and they
turned the sail to catch themand slowy crept on toward no end.

One afternoon they had at last a light follow ng wi nd; and Sparrowhawk poi nted upward,
near sunset, saying, "Look." Hi gh above the mast a line of seageese wavered |ike a black rune
drawn across the sky. The geese flew westward: and follow ng, Lookfar came on the next day in
sight of a great island.

"That's it," Sopli said. "That |land. W nust go there."

"The place you seek is there?"

"Yes. W must land there. This is as far as we can go.

"This land will be Obehol. Beyond it in the South Reach is another island, Wllogy. And in
the West Reach are islands lying farther west than Wellogy. Are you certain, Sopli?

The Dyer of Lorbanery grew angry, so that the wincing | ook came back into his eyes; but he
did not talk madly, Arren thought, as he had when they first spoke with himnany days ago on
Lorbanery. "Yes. W must |and here. W have gone far enough. The place we seek is here. Do you
want me to swear that | know it? Shall | swear by ny nanme?"

"You cannot," Sparrowhawk said, his voice hard, |ooking up at Sopli who was taller than
he; Sopli had stood up, holding on tight to the mast, to look at the | and ahead. "Don't try,
Sopli."

The Dyer scowed as if in rage or pain. He | ooked at the nmountains lying blue with
di stance before the boat, over the heaving, trenbling plain of water, and said, "You took ne as
guide. This is the place. W nust |and here."

"We'll land in any case; we nust have water," said Sparrowhawk, and went to the tiller.
Sopli sat down in his place by the mast, nuttering. Arren heard himsay, "I swear by ny nanme. By
my nane,"” many tinmes, and each time he said it, he scowed again as if in pain.

They beat closer to the island on a north wind and coasted it seeking a bay or | anding,
but the breakers beat thunderous in the hot sunlight on all the northern shore. Inland green
nount ai ns stood baking in that |ight, treeclothed to the peaks.

Roundi ng a cape, they cane at last in sight of a deep crescent bay with white sand
beaches. Here the waves cane in quietly, their force held off by the cape, and a boat m ght |and
No sign of human life was visible on the beach or in the forests above it; they had not seen a
boat, a roof, a wi sp of snoke. The |ight breeze dropped as soon as Lookfar entered the bay. It was
still, silent, hot. Arren took the oars, Sparrowhawk steered. The creak of the oars in the |ocks
was the only sound. The green peaks | ooned above the bay, closing in around. The sun laid sheets
of white-hot light on the water. Arren heard the blood drumming in his ears. Sopli had left the
safety of the mast and crouched in the prow, holding onto the gunwal es, staring and straining
forward to the I and. Sparrowhawk's dark, scarred face shone with sweat as if it had been oil ed;
his glance shifted continually fromthe | ow breakers to the foliage-screened bluffs above.

"Now," he said to Arren and the boat. Arren took three great strokes with the oars, and
lightly Lookfar came up on the sand. Sparrowhawk | eapt out to push the boat clear up on the |ast
i npetus of the waves. As he put his hands out to push, he stumbled and half-fell, catching hinself
agai nst the stern. Wth a mghty strain he dragged the boat back into the water on the outward
wash of the wave, and floundered in over the gunwal e as she hung between sea and shore. "Rowl " he
gasped out, and crouched on all fours, streaming with water and trying to get his breath. He was
hol di ng a spear - a bronze-headed throwi ng spear two feet |ong. Wiere had he gotten it? Another
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spear appeared as Arren hung bewi |l dered on the oars; it struck a thwart edgew se, splintering the
wood, and rebounded end over end. On the |low bluffs over the beach, under the trees, figures
moved, darting and crouching. There were little whistling, whirring noises in the air. Arren
suddenly bent his head between his shoul ders, bent his back, and rowed with powerful strokes: two
to clear the shallows, three to turn the boat, and away.

Sopli, in the prow of the boat behind Arren's back, began to shout. Arren's arms were
sei zed suddenly so that the oars shot up out of the water. The butt of one struck himin the pit
of the stomach, so that for a nmonent he was blind and breathl ess. "Turn back! Turn back!" Sopl
was shouting. The boat leapt in the water all at once, and rocked. Arren turned as soon as he had
got his grip on the oars again, furious. Sopli was not in the boat.

Al'l around themthe deep water of the bay heaved and dazzled in the sunlight.

Stupidly, Arren | ooked behind himagain, then at Sparrowhawk crouching in the stern
"There," Sparrowhawk said, pointing alongside, but there was nothing, only the sea and the dazzle
of the sun. A spear froma throw ng-stick fell short of the boat by a few yards, entered the water
noi sel essly, and vani shed. Arren rowed ten or twelve hard strokes, then backed water and | ooked
once nore at Sparrowhawk.

Sparrowhawk' s hands and | eft armwere bl oody; he held a wad of sailcloth to his shoul der.
The bronze-headed spear lay in the bottomof the boat. He had not been holding it when Arren first
saw it; it had been standing out fromthe hollow of his shoul der where the point had gone in. He
was scanning the water between them and the white beach, where sone tiny figures hopped and
wavered in the heat-glare. At |last he said, "Go on."

"Sopli-"

"He never cane up."

"I's he drowned?" Arren asked, unbeli eving.

Spar r owhawk nodded.

Arren rowed on until the beach was only a white |line beneath the forests and the great
green peaks. Sparrowhawk sat by the tiller, holding the wad of cloth to his shoul der but paying no
heed to it.

"Did a spear hit hin®"

"He junped."

"But he- he couldn't swm He was afraid of the water!"

Aye. Mrtally afraid. He wanted... He wanted to cone to | and.

"Why did they attack us? Wio are they?"

"They must have thought us enemies. WIIl you... give ne a hand with this a nonent?" Arren
saw then that the cloth he held pressed agai nst his shoul der was soaked and vi vid.

The spear had struck between the shoul der-joint and collarbone, tearing one of the great
veins, so that it bled heavily. Under Sparrowhawk's direction, Arren tore strips froma linen
shirt and made shift to bandage the wound. Sparrowhawk asked himfor the spear, and when Arren
laid it on his knees he put his right hand over the blade, long and narrow like a willow | eaf, of
crudely hamered bronze; he made as if to speak, but after a m nute he shook his head. "I have no
strength for spells,” he said. "Later. It will be all right. Can you get us out of this bay,
Arren?”

Silently the boy returned to the oars. He bent his back to the work, and soon, for there
was strength in his snooth, lithe frame, he brought Lookfar out of the crescent bay into open
wat er. The | ong noon cal mof the Reach lay on the sea. The sail hung slack. The sun gl ared through
a veil of haze, and the green peaks seened to shake and throb in the great heat. Sparrowhawk had
stretched out in the bottomof the boat, his head propped against the thwart by the tiller; he |ay
still, lips and eyelids half-parted. Arren did not like to |ook at his face, but stared over the
boat's stern. Heat-haze wavered above the water, as if veils of cobweb were spun out over the sky.
Hs arnms trenmbled with fatigue, but he rowed on.

"Where are you taking us?" Sparrowhawk asked hoarsely, sitting up a little. Turning, Arren
saw the crescent bay curving its green arns about the boat once nore, the white line of the beach
ahead, and the nountains gathered in the air above. He had turned the boat around w t hout know ng
it.

“I can't row any nore," he said, stowing the oars and going to crouch in the prow. He kept
thi nking Sopli was behind himin the boat, by the nast. They had been many days together, and his
death had been too sudden, too reasonless to be understood. Nothing was to be understood.

The boat hung swaying on the water, the sail slack on the spar. The tide, beginning to
enter the bay, turned Lookfar slowy broadside to the current and pushed her by little nudges in
and in, toward the distant white |ine of the beach.

"Lookfar," the mage said caressingly, and a word or two in the Add Speech; and softly the
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boat rocked and nosed outward and slipped over the blazing sea away fromthe arnms of the bay.

But as slowy and softly, in less than an hour, she ceased to nmake way, and again the sai
hung sl ack. Arren | ooked back in the boat and saw his conpanion |ying as before, but his head had
dropped back a little, and his eyes were cl osed.

Al this while Arren had felt a heavy, sickly horror, which grew on himand held himfrom
action as if winding his body and nmind in fine threads. No courage rose up in himto fight against
the fear; only a kind of dull resentnent against his |ot.

He should not let the boat drift here near the rocky shores of a | and whose people
attacked strangers; this was clear to his mnd, but it did not nean rmuch. What was he to do
i nstead? Row the boat back to Roke? He was |lost, utterly |ost beyond hope, in the vastness of the
Reach. He could never bring the boat back through those weeks of voyage to any friendly land. Only
with the nage's gui dance could be do it, and Sparrowhawk was hurt and hel pl ess, as suddenly and
meani ngl essly as Sopli was dead. His face was changed, |ax-featured and yell owi sh; he m ght be
dyi ng. Arren thought that he should go nmove hi munder the awning to keep the sunlight off him and
give himwater; men who had | ost bl ood needed to drink. But they had been short of water for days;
the barrel was alnost enpty. What did it matter? There was no good in anything, no use. The |uck
had run out.

Hours went by, the sun beat down, and the greyish heat wrapped Arren round. He sat
unnmovi ng.

A breath of cool passed across his forehead. He | ooked up. It was evening: the sun was
down, the west dull red. Lookfar noved slowy under a nild breeze fromthe east, skirting the
st eep, wooded shores of Cbehol.

Arren went back in the boat and | ooked after his conpanion, arranging hima pallet under
the awning and giving himwater to drink. He did these things hurriedly, keeping his eyes fromthe
bandage, which was in need of changing, for the wound had not wholly ceased to bl eed. Sparrowhawk,
in the | anguor of weakness, did not speak; even as he drank eagerly, his eyes closed and he
slipped into sleep again, that being the greater thirst. He lay silent; and when in the darkness
the breeze died, no nagewi nd replaced it, and again the boat rocked idly on the snooth, heaving
wat er. But now the mountains that |oomed to the right were black agai nst a sky gorgeous with
stars, and for a long time Arren gazed at them Their outlines seened faniliar to him as if he
had seen them before, as if he had known themall his life.

VWhen he lay down to sleep he faced southward, and there, well up in the sky above the
bl ank sea, burned the star Gobardon. Beneath it were the two formng a triangle with it, and
beneath these, three had risen in a straight line, formng a greater triangle. Then, slipping free
of the liquid plains of black and silver, two nore followed as the night wore on; they were yell ow
| i ke Gobardon, though fainter, slanting fromright to left fromthe right base of the triangle. So
there were eight of the nine stars that were supposed to nake the figure of a nan, or the Hardic
rune Agnen. To Arren's eyes there was no man in the pattern, unless, as starfigures are, he was
strangely distorted; but the rune was plain, with hooked arm and cross-stroke, all but the foot,
the last stroke to conplete it, the star that had not yet risen

Watching for it, Arren slept.

When he woke in the dawn, Lookfar had drifted farther from Obehol. A nist hid the shores
and all but the peaks of the nountains, and thinned out into a haze above the violet waters of the
south, dimring the |last stars.

He | ooked at his conpani on. Sparrowhawk breathed unevenly, as when pain noves under the
surface of sleep not quite breaking it. His face was lined and old in the cold, shadow ess I|ight.
Arren looking at himsaw a man with no power left in him no w zardry, no strength, not even
yout h, nothing. He had not saved Sopli, nor turned away the spear from hinself. He had brought
theminto peril and had not saved them Now Sopli was dead, and he dying, and Arren would die
Through this man's fault; and in vain, for nothing.

So Arren |l ooked at himwith the clear eyes of despair and saw not hi ng.

No nmenory stirred in himof the fountain under the rowan tree, or of the white magelight
on the slave-ship in the fog, or of the weary orchards of the House of the Dyers. Nor did any
pride or stubbornness of will wake in him He watched dawn conme over the quiet sea, where | ow,
great swells ran colored like pale anethyst, and it was all like a dream pallid, with no grip or
vigor of reality. And at the depths of the dream and of the sea, there was nothing - a gap, a
voi d. There were no depths.

The boat noved forward irregularly and slowy, following the fitful hurmor of the w nd.

Behi nd, the peaks of (Obehol shrank bl ack against the rising sun, fromwhich the wind cane, bearing
the boat away fromland, away fromthe world, out onto the open sea.
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Toward the m ddle of that day Sparrowhawk stirred and asked for water. Wien he had drunk
he asked, "Were are we headi ng?" For the sail was taut above him and the boat dipped |like a
swal | ow on the long swells.

"West, or north by west."

"I'"mcold," Sparrowhawk said. The sun blazed down, filling the boat with heat.

Arren said not hi ng.

"Try to hold west. Wllogy, west of Cbehol. Land there. W need water."

The boy | ooked forward, over the enpty sea.

"What's the matter, Arren?"

He sai d not hi ng.

Sparrowhawk tried to sit up, and failing that, to reach his staff that lay by the gear-
box; but it was out of his reach, and when he tried to speak again the words halted on his dry
lips. The bl ood broke out anew under the soaked and crusted bandage, making a little spider's
thread of crinson on the dark skin of his chest. He drew breath sharply and cl osed his eyes.

Arren | ooked at him but without feeling, and not for long. He went forward and resuned
his crouching position in the prow, gazing forward. His nouth was very dry. The east wi nd that now
bl ew steady over the open sea was as dry as a desert wind. There were only two or three pints of
water left in their cask; these were, in Arren's nmind, for Sparrowhawk, not for hinmself; it never
occurred to himto drink fromthat water. He had set out fishing Iines, having | earned since they
| eft Lorbanery that raw fish fulfills both thirst and hunger; but there was never anything on the
lines. It did not matter. The boat noved on over the desert of water. Over the boat, slowy, yet
winning the race in the end by all the width of heaven, the sun noved al so fromeast to west.

Once Arren thought he saw a blue height in the south that might have been | and or cl oud;
the boat had been running sonewhat north of west for hours. He did not try to tack and turn, but

Il et her go on. The land might or mght not be real; it did not matter. To himall the vast, fiery
glory of wind and |ight and ocean was di m and fal se.
Dar kness cane, and |ight again, and dark, and light, |ike drunbeats on the tight-stretched

canvas of the sky.

He trailed his hand in the water over the side of the boat. For an instant he saw that,
vivid: his hand pal e greeni sh beneath the [iving water. He bent and sucked the wet off his
fingers. It was bitter, burning his lips painfully, but he did it again. Then he was sick, and
crouched down vomiting, but only alittle bile burned his throat. There was no nore water to give
Sparrowhawk, and he was afraid to go near him He |lay down, shivering despite the heat. It was al
silent, dry, and bright: terribly bright. He hid his eyes fromthe |ight.

They stood in the boat, three of them stalk-thin and angul ar, great-eyed, |ike strange
dark herons or cranes. Their voices were thin, like birds' voices. He did not understand them One
knelt above himw th a dark bl adder on his armand tipped fromit into Arren's nouth: it was
water. Arren drank avidly, choked, drank again till he had drained the container. Then he | ooked
about and struggled to his feet, saying, "Wuere is, where is he?" For in Lookfar with himwere
only the three strange, slender nen.

They | ooked at hi m unconpr ehendi ng.

"The other man," he croaked, his raw throat and stiff-caked lips unfit to formthe words,
"my friend-"

One of them understood his distress if not his words, and putting a slight hand on his
arm pointed with the other. "There," he said, reassuring.

Arren | ooked. And he saw, ahead of the boat and northward of her, sonme gathered in close
and others strung far out across the sea, rafts: so many rafts that they lay Iike autum | eaves on
a pool. Lowto the water, each bore one or two cabins or huts near the center, and several had
masts stepped. Like leaves they floated, rising and falling very softly as the vast swells of the
western ocean passed under them The |anes of water shone |ike silver between them and over them
towered great violet and gol den raincl ouds, darkening the west.

"There," the man said, pointing to a great raft near Lookfar

"Alive?"

They all |ooked at him and at |ast one understood. "Alive. He is alive." At this Arren
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began to weep, a dry sobbing, and one of the men took his wist in a strong and narrow hand and
drew hi mout of Lookfar and onto a raft to which the boat had been nade fast. The raft was so
great and buoyant that it did not dip even slightly to their weight. The man led Arren across it,
whil e one of the others reached out with a heavy gaff tipped with a curving whal eshark's tooth and
haul ed a nearby raft closer, till they could step the gap. There he led Arren to the shelter or
cabin, which was open on one side and closed with woven screens on the other three. "Lie down," he
sai d, and beyond that Arren knew nothing at all.

He was lying on his back, stretched out flat, gazing up at a rough green roof dappled with
tiny dots of light. He thought he was in the apple orchards of Semerm ne, where the princes of
Enl ad pass their sumrers, in the hills behind Berila; be thought he was lying in the thick grass
at Semerm ne, |ooking up at the sunlight between appl e boughs.

After a while he heard the slap and jostle of water in the holl ow pl aces underneath the
raft, and the thin voices of the raft-people speaking a tongue that was the common Hardic of the
Ar chi pel ago, but nuch changed in sounds and rhythns, so that it was hard to understand; and so he
knew where he was- out beyond the Archi pel ago, beyond the Reach, beyond all isles, lost on the
open sea. But still he was untroubled, lying as confortably as if he lay in the grass in the
orchards of his home.

He thought after a while that he ought to get up, and did so, finding his body very thin
and burnt-1ooking and his | egs shaky but serviceable. He pushed aside the woven hangi ng that made
the walls of the shelter and stepped out into the afternoon. It had rained while he slept. The
wood of the raft, great, snooth-shapen, squared logs, fit close and caul ked, was dark with wet,
and the hair of the thin, halfnaked people was black and I ank fromthe rain. But half the sky was
cl ear where the sun stood in the west, and the clouds now rode to the far northeast in heaps of
silver.

One of the nen canme up to Arren, warily, stopping some feet fromhim He was slight and
short, no taller than a boy of twelve; his eyes were long, |large, and dark. He carried a spear
with a barbed ivory head. Arren said to him "I owe ny life to you and your people.”

The man nodded.

"WIl you take ne to ny conpani on?"

Turning away, the raft-nman raised his voice in a high, piercing cry like the call of a sea
bird. Then he squatted down on his heels as if to wait, and Arren did the sane.

The rafts had masts, though the mast of the one they were on was not stepped. On these,
sails could be run up, small conpared to the breadth of the raft. The sails were of a brown
material, not canvas or linen, but a fibrous stuff that | ooked not woven but beaten together, as
felt is mude. A raft sone quarter nile away |let the brown sail down fromthe crosstree by ropes
and slowy worked its way, gaffing and poling off the other rafts between, till it cane al ongside
the one Arren was on. \Wen there was only three feet of water between, the nan beside Arren got up
and nonchal antly hopped across. Arren did the sane and | anded awkwardly on all fours; there was no
spring left in his knees. He picked hinself up and found the Iittle man looking at him not with
anusenent, but with approval: Arren's conposure had evidently won his respect.

This raft was |arger and higher out of the water than any other, nade of logs forty feet
in length and four or five feet wi de, blackened and snooth with use and weather. Strangely carven
stat ues of wood stood about the several shelters or enclosures on it, and tall poles bearing tufts
of sea birds' feathers stood at the four corners. His guide took himto the smallest of the
shelters, and there he saw Sparrowhawk |ying asl eep

Arren sat down inside the shelter. H's guide went back to the other raft, and nobody
bot hered him After an hour or so a wonan brought himfood: a kind of cold fish stewwith bits of
some transparent green stuff in it, salty but good; and a small cup of water, stale, tasting
pitchy fromthe caul king of the barrel. He saw by the way she gave himthe water that it was a
treasure that she gave him a thing to be honored. He drank it respectfully and asked for no nore,
t hough he could have drunk ten tines the cupful

Spar r owhawk' s shoul der had been skillfully bandaged; he sl ept deeply and easily. \Wen he
woke up, his eyes were clear. He | ooked at Arren and sniled the sweet, joyous snile that was
al ways startling on his hard face. Arren felt suddenly |ike weeping again. He put his hand on
Sparrowhawk' s hand and sai d not hi ng.

One of the raft-fol k approached and squatted down in the shade of the |large shelter
nearby: a kind of tenple, it appeared to be, with a square design of great conplexity above the
doorway, and the doorjanbs nade of |ogs carved in the shape of grey whal es sounding. This man was
short and thin |ike the others, boy-like in frame, but his face was strong-featured and weat hered
by the years. He wore nothing but a loincloth, but dignity clothed himanply. "He nust sleep," he
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said, and Arren |left Sparrowhawk and cane to him

"You are the chief of this folk," Arren said, knowing a prince when he saw one.

"I am" the man said, with a short nod. Arren stood before him erect and unnovi ng.
Presently the nman's dark eyes net his briefly: "You are a chief also," he observed.

"I am" Arren answered. He would have |iked very nuch to know how the raftman knew it, but
remai ned i npassive. "But | serve ny lord, there."

The chief of the raft-folk said something Arren did not understand at all: certain words
changed out of recognition or nanes he did not know, then he said, "Wy canme you into Bal atran?"
" Seeki ng-"

But Arren did not know how nuch to say, nor indeed what to say. Al that had happened, and
the matter of their quest, seened very long ago and was confused in his mnd. At |ast he said, "W
came to ohehol. They attacked us when we cane to land. My lord was hurt."

"And you?"
"I was not hurt," Arren said, and the cold self-possession he had learnt in his courtly
chil dhood served himwell. "But there was- there was sonething |ike a madness. One who was with us

drowned hinself. There was a fear-" He stopped, and stood silent.

The chief watched himw th bl ack, opaque eyes. At last he said, "You conme by chance here,
then."

"Yes. Are we still in the South Reach?"

"Reach? No. The islands-" The chief noved his slender, black hand in an arc, no nore than
a quarter of the compass, north to east. "The islands are there," he said. "All the islands.” Then
showing all the evening sea before them fromnorth through west to south, he said, "The sea."

"What |land are you from | ord?"

“"No land. We are the Children of the Open Sea."

Arren | ooked at his keen face. He | ooked about himat the great raft with its tenple and
its tall idols, each carved froma single tree, great god-figures nixed of dol phin, fish, man, and
sea bird; at the people busy at their work, weaving, carving, fishing, cooking on raised
pl atfornms, tending babies; at the other rafts, seventy at |east, scattered out over the water in a
great circle perhaps a mle across. It was a town: snoke rising in thin wi sps fromdistant houses,
the voices of children high on the wind. It was a town, and under its floors was the abyss.

"Do you never cone to | and?" the boy asked in a | ow voice.

"Once each year. W go to the Long Dune. W& cut wood there and refit the rafts. That is in
autumm, and after that we follow the gray whales north. In winter we go apart, each raft alone. In
the spring we cone to Balatran and neet. There is going fromraft to raft then, there are
marri ages, and the Long Dance is held. These are the Roads of Balatran; from here the great
current bears south. In sumer we drift south upon the great current until we see the Geat Ones,
the grey whales, turning northward. Then we follow them returning at |last to the beaches of Emah
on the Long Dune, for alittle while."

"This is nmost wonderful, my lord," said Arren. "Never did | hear of such a people as
yours. My hone is very far fromhere. Yet there too, in the island of Enlad, we dance the Long
Dance on m dsunmer eve."

"You stanp the earth down and nmake it safe,

the chief said dryly. "W dance on the deep
sea."

After a time he asked, "How is he called, your |ord?"

"Sparrowhawk," Arren said. The chief repeated the syllables, but they clearly had no
meaning for him And that nore than any other thing made Arren understand that the tale was true,
that these people lived on the sea year in, year out, on the open sea past any |land or scent of
| and, beyond the flight of the land birds, outside the know edge of nen.

"There was death in him" the chief said. "He nust sleep. You go back to Star's raft; |
will send for you." He stood up. Though perfectly sure of hinself, he was apparently not quite
sure what Arren was; whether he should treat himas an equal or as a boy. Arren preferred the
latter, in this situation, and accepted his dism ssal, but then faced a problemof his own. The
rafts had drifted apart again, and a hundred yards of satiny water rippled between the two.

The chief of the Children of the Open Sea spoke to himonce nore, briefly. "Swim" he
sai d.

Arren let hinmself gingerly into the water. Its cool was pleasant on his sun-baked skin. He
swam across and haul ed hinsel f out on the other raft, to find a group of five or six children and
young peopl e watching himw th undi sqguised interest. A very small girl said, "You swmlike a fish
on a hook."

"How should | swi n?" asked Arren, a little nortified, but polite; indeed he could not have
been rude to a human being so very snmall. She | ooked |ike a polished nmahogany statuette, fragile,
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exquisite. "Like this!" she cried, and dived like a seal into the dazzle and liquid roil of the
waters. Only after a long tine, and at an inprobabl e di stance, did he hear her shrill cry and see
her bl ack, sleek head above the surface.

"Cone on," said a boy who was probably Arren's age, though he | ooked not nore than twelve
in height and build: a grave-faced fellow, with a blue crab tattooed all across his back. He
dived, and all dived, even the three-year-old; so Arren had to and did so, trying not to splash.

"Li ke an eel," said the boy, coming up by his shoul der

"Li ke a dol phin," said a pretty girl with a pretty snile, and vanished in the depths.

"Li ke me!" squeaked the three-year-old, bobbing like a bottle.

So that evening until dark, and all the next |ong golden day and the days that followed,
Arren swam and tal ked and worked with the young people of Star's raft. And of all the events of
hi s voyage since that norning of the equi nox when he and Sparrowhawk | eft Roke, this seened to him
in some way the strangest; for it had nothing to do with all that had gone before, in the voyage
or inall his life; and even less to do with what was yet to conme. At night, lying down to sleep
anong the others under the stars, he thought, "It is as if | were dead, and this is an afterlife,
here in the sunlight, beyond the edge of the world, anpong the sons and daughters of the sea..."

Bef ore he slept he would ook in the far south for the yellow star and the figure of the
Rune of Ending, and al ways he saw Gobardon and the | esser or the greater triangle; but it rose
| ater now, and he could not keep his eyes open till the whole figure stood free of the horizon. By
ni ght and by day the rafts drifted southward, but there was never any change in the sea, for the
ever - changi ng does not change; the rainstorns of May passed over, and at night the stars shone,
and all day the sun.

He knew that their life could not be lived always in this dreamike case. He asked of
winter, and they told himof the long rains and the mighty swells, the single rafts, each
separated fromall the rest, drifting and plunging along through the grey and darkness, week after
week after week. Last winter in a nonth-long stormthey had seen waves so great they were "like
t hundercl ouds, " they said, for they had not seen hills. Fromthe back of one wave the next could
be seen, imense, mles away, rushing hugely toward them Could the rafts ride such seas? he
asked, and they said yes, but not always. In the spring when they gathered at the Roads of
Bal atran there would be two rafts missing, or three, or six..

They married very young. Bluecrab, the boy tattooed with his nanmesake, and the pretty girl
Al batross were man and wi fe, though he was just seventeen and she two years younger; there were
many such marriages between the rafts. Many babies crept and toddl ed about the rafts, tied by |Iong
| eashes to the four posts of the central shelter, all crawiing into it in the heat of the day and
sl eeping in wiggling heaps. The ol der children tended the younger, and nen and wonen shared in
all the work. Al took their turn at gathering the great, brown-|eaved seaweeds, the nilgu of the
Roads, fringed like fern and eighty or a hundred feet long. Al worked together at pounding the
nilgu into cloth and braiding the coarse fibers for ropes and nets; at fishing and drying the fish
and shaping whal e-ivory into tools, and all the other tasks of the rafts. But there was al ways
time for swinmng and for tal king, and never a tinme by which a task nust be finished. There were
no hours: only whol e days, whole nights. After a few such days and nights it seemed to Arren that
he had lived on the raft for time uncountable, and Cbehol was a dream and behind that were
fainter dreanms, and in some other world he had lived on | and and been a prince in Enlad.

When he was sunmoned at last to the chief's raft, Sparrowhawk | ooked at hima while and
said, "You look like that Arren whom| saw in the Court of the Fountain: sleek as a gol den seal
It suits you here, lad.”

"Aye, ny lord."

"But where is here? W have |left places behind us. W have sailed off the maps... Long ago
| heard tell of the RaftFolk, but thought it only one nore tale of the South Reach, a fancy
wi t hout substance. Yet we were rescued by that fancy, and our lives saved by a myth"

He spoke smilingly, as though he had shared in that tineless ease of life in the sunmer
light; but his face was gaunt, and in his eyes lay an unlighted darkness. Arren saw that and faced
it.

"I betrayed-" he said, and stopped. "I betrayed your trust in ne."

"How so, Arren?.

"There- at Cbehol. Wen for once you needed nme. You were hurt and needed ny help. | did
not hi ng. The boat drifted, and | let her drift. You were in pain, and | did nothing for you. | saw
land- | saw land, and did not even try to turn the boat-"

"Be still, lad," the nage said with such firmess that Arren obeyed. And presently, "Tell

me what you thought at that tine."
“Not hing, ny lord- nothing! | thought there was no use in doing anything. | thought your
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wi zardry was gone- no, that it had never been. That you had tricked nme." The sweat broke out on
Arren's face and he had to force his voice, but he went on. "I was afraid of you. | was afraid of
death. | was so afraid of it I would not | ook at you, because you m ght be dying. | could think of
not hi ng, except that there was- there was a way of not dying for ne, if | could find it. But al
the tine life was running out, as if there was a great wound and the blood running fromit -such
as you had. But this was in everything. And | did nothing, nothing, but try to hide fromthe
horror of dying."

He stopped, for saying the truth al oud was unendurable. It was not shanme that stopped him
but fear, the sanme fear. He knew now why this tranquil life in sea and sunlight on the rafts
seened to himlike an after-life or a dream unreal. It was because he knew in his heart that
reality was enpty: without [ife or warnth or col or or sound: w thout neaning. There were no
hei ghts or depths. All this lovely play of formand Iight and color on the sea and in the eyes of
men, was no nore than that: a playing of illusions on the shallow void.

They passed, and there remai ned the shapel essness and the col d. Nothing el se.

Spar rowhawk was | ooking at him and he had | ooked down to avoid that gaze. But there spoke
in Arren unexpectedly a little voice of courage or of nockery: it was arrogant and pitiless, and
it said, "Coward! Coward! WII| you throw even this away?"

So he | ooked up, with a great effort of his will, and met his conpanion's eyes.

Sparrowhawk reached out and took his hand in a hard grasp, so that both by eye and by
flesh they touched. He said Arren's true name, which he had never spoken: "Lebannen." Again he
said it: "Lebannen, this is. And thou art. There is no safety, and there is no end. The word nust
be heard in silence; there nust be darkness to see the stars. The dance is always danced above the
hol | ow pl ace, above the terrible abyss."

Arren clenched his hands and bent his forehead down till it pressed agai nst Sparrowhawk's
hand. "I failed you," he said. "I will fail you again and fail nyself. | have not strength
enough! "

"You have strength enough.” The nage's voice was tender, but beneath tenderness was that
sanme hardness that had risen in the depths of Arren's own shane, and nocked him "What you | ove,
you will love. What you undertake, you will conplete. You are a fulfiller of hope; you are to be
relied on. But seventeen years give little arnor against despair... Consider, Arren. To refuse
death is to refuse life."

"But | sought death- yours and mine!" Arren lifted his head and stared at Sparrowhawk.

"Li ke Sopli who drowned hinself-"

"Sopli was not seeking death. He sought to escape fromit and fromlife. He sought safety:
an end to fear- to the fear of death."

"But there is- there is a way. There is a way beyond death. Back to Iife. To |life beyond
death, life without death. That is what they seek. Hare and Sopli, the ones who were w zards. That
is what we seek. You -you above all nust know nust know of that way-"

The mage's strong hand was still on his. "I do not," Sparrowhawk said. "Aye, | know what
they think they seek. But I knowit to be alie. Listen to me, Arren. You will die. You will not
live forever. Nor will any nan nor any thing. Nothing is immortal. But only to us is it given to
know that we nust die. And that is a great gift: the gift of selfhood. For we have only what we

know we nust | ose, what we are willing to lose... That selfhood which is our tornment, and our
treasure, and our hunmanity, does not endure. It changes; it is gone, a wave on the sea. Wuld you
have the sea grow still and the tides cease, to save one wave, to save yourself? Wuld you give up

the craft of your hands, and the passion of your heart, and the |ight of sunrise and sunset, to
buy safety for yourself - safety forever? That is what they seek to do on Wathort and Lorbanery
and el sewhere. That is the nessage that those who know how to hear have heard: By denying life you
may deny death and live forever! -And this nessage | do not hear, Arren, for | will not hear it. |

will not take the counsel of despair. | amdeaf; | amblind. You are ny guide. You in your

i nnocence and your courage, in your unwi sdom and your |oyalty, you are ny guide- the child | send
before ne into the dark. It is your fear, your pain, |I follow You have thought nme harsh to you,
Arren; you never knew how harsh. | use your love as a nman burns a candle, burns it away, to |ight

his steps. And we nust go on. W nust go on. W nust go all the way. W nust cone to the place
where the sea runs dry and joy runs out, the place to which your nortal terror draws you."

"Where is it, my lord?"

"I do not know. "

"I cannot lead you there. But | will cone with you."

The nage's gaze on hi mwas sonber, unfathomabl e.

"But if | should fail again and betray you-"

“I will trust you, son of Morred."
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Then both were silent.

Above themthe tall, carven idols rocked very slightly against the blue southern sky:
dol phin bodies, gulls' wings folded, human faces with staring eyes of shell.
Sparrowhawk got up stiffly, for he was still far frombeing fully healed of his wound. "I

amtired of sitting about," he said. "I shall grow fat in idleness." He began to pace the length
of the raft, and Arren joined him They talked a little as they wal ked; Arren told Sparrowhawk how
he spent his days, who his friends anong the raft-folk were. Sparrowhawk's restlessness was
greater than his strength, which soon gave out. He stopped by a girl who was weaving nilgu on her

| oom behi nd the House of the Great Ones, asking her to seek out the chief for him and then
returned to his shelter. There the chief of the raft-folk cane, greeting himw th courtesy, which
the mage returned; and all three of them sat down together on the spotted seal skin rugs of the

shel ter.

"l have thought," the chief began, slowy and with a civil solemity, "of the things you
have told ne. O how nen think to come back fromdeath into their own bodies, and seeking to do
this forget the worship of the gods and negl ect their bodies and go mad. This is an evil matter
and a great folly. Also | have thought, Wat has it to do with us? W have nothing to do with
other nmen, their islands and their ways, their nekings and unnmekings. W |live on the sea and our
lives are the sea's. W do not hope to save them we do not seek to | ose them Madness does not
cone here. W do not conme to land; nor do the land-folk cone to us. Wen | was young, we spoke
sonetimes with nen who cane on boats to the Long Dune, when we were there to cut the raft-Ilogs and
build the winter shelters. Oten we saw sails from Chol and Wlwai (so he called Cbhehol and
Wl l ogy) following the grey whales in the autum. Oten they followed our rafts fromafar, for we
know t he roads and neeting places of the Great Ones in the sea. But that is all | ever saw of the
| and- fol k, and now t hey conme no | onger. Maybe they have all gone mad and fought with one another.
Two years ago on the Long Dune |ooking north to Welwai we saw for three days the snoke of a great
burning: And if that were so, what is it to us? W are the Children of the Open Sea. W go the
sea's way."

"Yet seeing a |landsnan's boat adrift you cane to it," said the nage.

"Sone anpbng us said it was not wise to do so, and would have let the boat drift on to
sea's end," the chief answered in his high, inpassive voice.

"You were not one of them"

"No. | said, though they be land-folk, yet we will help them and so it was done. But with
your undertaki ngs we have nothing to do. If there is a madness anong the | and-folk, the |and-folk
must deal with it. We follow the road of the G eat Ones. W cannot help you in your search. So
Il ong as you wish to stay with us, you are welcone. It is not nmany days till the Long Dance; after
it we return northward, followi ng the eastern current that by sumer's end will bring us round
again to the seas by the Long Dune. If you will stay with us and be heal ed of your hurt, this wll
be well. O if you will take your boat and go your way, this too will be well."

The mage thanked him and the chief got up, slight and stiff as a heron, and left them
al one toget her.

"I'n innocence there is no strength against evil," said Sparrowhawk, a little wyly. "But
there is strength in it for good... W shall stay with thema while, |I think, till |I amcured of
t hi s weakness."

"That is wise," said Arren. Sparrowhawk's physical frailty had shocked and noved him he
had determined to protect the man fromhis own energy and urgency, to insist that they wait at
|l east until he was free of pain before they went on

The nage | ooked at him sonewhat startled by the conplinent.

"They are kind here," Arren pursued, not noticing. "They seemto be free of that sickness
of soul they had in Hort Town and the other islands. Maybe there is no island where we woul d have
been hel ped and wel coned, as these | ost people have done."

"You may well be right."

"And they lead a pleasant life in sumer..."

"They do. Though to eat cold fish one's whole Iife |ong, and never to see a pear-tree in
bl ossom or taste of a running spring, would be wearisone at last!"

So Arren returned to Star's raft, worked and swam and basked with the other young peopl e,
tal ked with Sparrowhawk in the cool of the evening, and sl ept under the stars. And the days wore
on toward the Long Dance of midsumer's eve, and the great rafts drifted slowy southward on the
currents of the open sea.
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Al'l night long, the shortest night of the year, torches burned on the rafts, which |ay
gathered in a great circle under the thick-starred sky, so that a ring of fires flickered on the
sea. The raft-folk danced, using no drumor flute or any nusic but the rhythm of bare feet on the
great, rocking rafts, and the thin voices of their chanters ringing plaintive in the vastness of
their dwelling place the sea. There was no noon that night, and the bodies of the dancers were dim
in the starlight and torchlight. Now and again one flashed like a fish | eaping, a youth vaulting
fromone raft to the next: long leaps and high, and they vied with one another, trying to circle
all the ring of rafts and dance on each, and so conme round before the break of day.

Arren danced with them for the Long Dance is held on every isle of the Archipel ago,
though the steps and songs may vary. But as the night drew on, and many dancers dropped out and
settled down to watch or doze, and the voices of the chanters grew husky, he cane with a group of
hi gh-1eaping lads to the chief's raft and there stopped, while they went on

Sparrowhawk sat with the chief and the chiefs three wives, near the tenple. Between the
carven whal es that nmade its doorway sat a chanter whose high voice had not flagged all night Iong.
Tirel ess he sang, tapping his hands on the wooden deck to keep the tine.

"What does he sing of?" Arren asked the mage, for he could not follow the words, which
were all held long, with trills and strange catches on the notes.

"Of the grey whales and the al batross and the storm

They do not know the songs of the heroes and the kings. They do not know the nane of
Erret h- Akbe. Earlier he sang of Segoy, how he established the lands am d the sea; that nuch they
renenber of the lore of nen. But the rest is all of the sea."

Arren |istened: he heard the singer imtate the whistling cry of the dol phin, weaving his
song about it. He watched Sparrowhawk's profile against the torchlight, black and firmas rock
saw the liquid gl eamof the chief's wives' eyes as they chatted softly, felt the long, slow dip of
the raft on the quiet sea, and slipped gradually toward sl eep

He roused all at once: the chanter had fallen silent. Not only the one near whomthey sat,
but all the others, on the rafts near and far. The thin voices had died away |ike a faroff piping
of sea birds, and it was still.

Arren | ooked over his shoulder to the east, expecting dawn. But only the old noon rode
low, just rising, golden anbng the sumer stars.

Then | ooki ng sout hward he saw, high up, yell ow Gobardon, and below it the eight
conpani ons, even to the last: the Rune of Ending clear and fiery above the sea. And turning to
Spar rowhawk, he saw the dark face turned to those sane stars.

"Why do you cease?" the chief was asking the singer. "It is not daybreak, not even dawn."

The man stamered and said, "I do not know "

"Sing on! The Long Dance is not ended."

"I do not know the words," the chanter said, and his voice rose high as if in terror. "I

cannot sing. | have forgotten the song."
"Sing anot her, then!"
"There are no nore songs. It is ended,” the chanter cried, and bent forward till he

crouched on the decking; and the chief stared at himin amazenent.

The rafts rocked beneath their sputtering torches, all silent. The silence of the ocean
encl osed the small stir of life and light upon it and swallowed it. No dancer noved.

It seenmed to Arren then that the splendor of the stars dinmed, and yet no daylight was in
the east. A horror came on him and he thought, "There will be no sunrise. There will be no day."

The mage stood up. As he did so a faint light, white and quick, ran along his staff,
burning clearest in the rune that was set in silver in the wood. "The dance is not ended," he
said, "nor the night. Arren, sing."

Arren woul d have said, "I cannot, lord!"- but instead he | ooked at the nine stars in the
south, drew a deep breath, and sang. Hi s voice was soft and husky at first, but it grew stronger
as he sang, and the song was that ol dest song, of the Creation of Ea, and the bal ancing of the
dark and the light, and the maki ng of green |l ands by hi mwho spoke the first word, the El dest
Lord, Segoy.

Bef ore the song was ended, the sky had paled to greyish-blue, and in it only the noon and
Gobardon still burned faintly. The torches hissed in the wind of dawn. Then, the song done, Arren
was silent; and the dancers who had gathered to listen returned quietly fromraft to raft, as the
light brightened in the east.
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"That is a good song," the chief said. His voice was uncertain, though he strove to speak

i rpassively. "It would not be well to end the Long Dance before it is conpleted. | will have the
|l azy chanters beaten with nilgu thongs."
"Confort them rather," Sparrowhawk said. He was still afoot, and his tone was stern. "No

si nger chooses silence. Cone with ne, Arren."

He turned to go to the shelter, and Arren followed him But the strangeness of that
daybreak was not yet done, for even then, as the eastern rimof the sea grew white, there cane
fromthe north flying a great bird: so high up that its w ngs caught the sunlight that had not
shone upon the world yet and beat in strokes of gold upon the air. Arren cried out, pointing. The
mage | ooked up, startled. Then his face becanme fierce and exulting, and he shouted out aloud, "Nam
hi etha arw Ged arkvai ssa!"-which in the Speech of the Making is, If thou seekest Ged here find
hi m

And |like a golden plumet dropped, with wings held high outstretched, vast and thundering
on the air, with talons which mght seize an ox as if it were a nouse, with a curl of steany flame
streanming fromlong nostrils, the dragon stooped like a falcon on the rocking raft.

The raft-folk cried out; sone cowered down, sone leapt into the sea, and sone stood still,
wat ching, in a wonder that surpassed fear.

The dragon hovered above them Ninety feet, maybe, was he fromtip to tip of his vast
menbr anous wi ngs, that shone in the new sunlight |ike gold-shot snoke, and the | ength of his body
was no | ess, but |ean, arched like a greyhound, clawed like a lizard, and snake-scal ed. Al ong the
narrow spine went a row of jagged darts, like rose-thorns in shape, but at the hunmp of the back
three feet in height, and so dimnishing that the last at the tail-tip was no | onger than the
blade of a little knife. These thorns were grey, and the scal es of the dragon were iron-grey, but
there was a glitter of gold in them H's eyes were green and slitted.

Moved by fear for his people to forget fear for hinself, the chief of the raft-fol k cane
fromhis shelter with a harpoon such as they used in the hunt of whales: it was |onger than
hi nsel f and pointed with a great, barbed point of ivory. Poising it on his small, sinew arm he
ran forward to gain the inpetus to hurl it up and strike the dragon's narrow, light-mailed belly
that hung above the raft. Arren waking from stupor saw him and plunging forward caught his arm
and canme down in a heap with himand the harpoon. "Wuld you anger himwth your silly pins?" he
gasped. "Let the Dragonlord speak first!"

The chief, half the wind knocked out of him stared stupidly at Arren and at the nage and
at the dragon. But he did not say anything. And then the dragon spoke.

None there but Ged to whomit spoke could understand it, for dragons speak only in the Add
Speech, which is their tongue. The voice was soft and hissing, alnost like a cat's when he cries
out softly in rage, but huge, and there was a terrible nusic in it. Woever heard that voice

stopped still and |istened.

The mage answered briefly, and again the dragon spoke, poising above himon slight-
shifting wings: even, thought Arren, like a dragonfly poised on the air

Then the nmage answered one word, "Meneas,” | will cone; and he lifted up his staff of yew

wood. The dragon's jaws opened, and a coil of snoke escaped themin a | ong arabesque. The gold
wi ngs cl apped |ike thunder, making a great wind that snelled of burning: and he wheeled and fl ew
hugely to the north.

It was quiet on the rafts, with alittle thin piping and wailing of children, and wonen
conforting them Men clinbed aboard out of the sea somewhat shamefaced; and the forgotten torches
burned in the first rays of the sun

The nage turned to Arren. His face had a light in it that mght have been joy or stark
anger, but he spoke quietly. "Now we nust go, lad. Say your farewells and cone. He turned to thank
the chief of the raft-folk and bid himfarewell, and then went fromthe great raft across three
others, for they still lay close ingathered for the dancing, till he cane to the one to which
Lookfar was tied. So the boat had followed the raft-town in its long, slowdrift into the south,
rocki ng al ong enpty behind; but the Children of the Open Sea had filled its enpty cask with
hoarded rai nwater and made up its stock of provisions, wishing thus to honor their guests, for
many of them believed Sparrowhawk to be one of the Great Ones, who had taken on the formof a man
instead of the formof a whale. Wen Arren joined him he had the sail up. Arren | oosed the rope
and | eapt into the boat, and in that instant she veered fromthe raft and her sail stiffened as in
a high wind, though only the breeze of sunrise blew She heeled turning and sped off northward on
the dragon's track, light as a blown |Ieaf on the w nd.

When Arren | ooked back, he saw the raft-town as a tiny scattering, little sticks and chips
of wood afloat: the shelters and the torch-poles. Soon these were |lost in the dazzle of early
sunlight on the water. Lookfar fled forward. When her bow bit the waves, fine crystal spray flew,
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and the wind of her going flung back Arren's hair and nade hi m squint.

Under no wi nd of earth could that small boat have sailed so fast, unless in storm and
then it m ght have foundered in the stormwaves. This was no wi nd of earth, but the nage's word
and power, that sent her forth so fleet.

He stood a long tinme by the mast, with watchful eyes. At last he sat down in his old place
by the tiller, laying one hand upon it, and | ooked at Arren.

"That was Orm Enbar," he said, "the Dragon of Selidor, kin to that great O m who slew
Erret h- Akbe and was slain by him "

"Was he hunting, lord?" said Arren; for he was not certain whether the nage had spoken to
the dragon in welconme or in threat.

"Hunting me. What dragons hunt, they find. He came to ask ny help." He | aughed shortly.
"And that's a thing | would not believe if any told me: that a dragon turned to a nan for help.
And of themall, that one! He is not the oldest, though he is very old, but he is the m ghtiest of
his kind. He does not hide his name, as dragons and nen nust do. He has no fear that any can gain
power over him Nor does he deceive, in the way of his kind. Long ago, on Selidor, he let nme |ive,
and he told ne a great truth; he told nme how the Rune of the Kings mght be refound. To himI| owe
the Ring of Erreth-Akbe. But never did | think to repay such a debt, to such a creditor!"

"What does he ask?"

"To show me the way | seek," said the mage, nore grimy. And after a pause, "He said, 'In
the west there is another Dragonlord; he works destruction on us, and his power is greater than
ours.' | said, 'Even than thine, O mEnbar? and he said, 'Even than mine. | need thee: followin

haste.’ And so bid, | obeyed."

"You know no nore than that?"

“I will know nore."

Arren coiled up the nmooring line, stowed it, and saw to other small matters about the
boat, but all the while the tension of excitement sang in himlike a tightened bowstring, and it
sang in his voice when he spoke at last. "This is a better guide," he said, "than the others!"

Spar rowhawk | ooked at himand | aughed. "Aye,"” he said. "This tine we will not go astray, |
t hi nk. "

So those two began their great race across the ocean. A thousand nmiles and nore it was
fromthe uncharted seas of the raft-folk to the island Selidor, which lies of all the |ands of
Eart hsea the farthest west. Day after day rose shining fromthe clear horizon and sank into the
red west, and under the gold arch of the sun and the silver wheeling of the stars the boat ran
northward, all alone on the sea.

Sonetines the thundercl ouds of high sunmmer nassed far off, casting purple shadows down on
the horizon; then Arren would watch the mage as he stood up and with voice and hand call ed those
clouds to drift toward themand to | oosen their rain down on the boat. The lightning would | eap
among the clouds, and the thunder would bellow Still the nage stood wi th upraised hand, until the
rain canme pouring down on himand on Arren and into the vessels they had set out and into the boat
and onto the sea, flattening the waves with its violence. He and Arren would grin with pleasure,
for of food they had enough, if none to spare, but water they needed. And the furious spl endor of
the stormthat obeyed the nmage's word delighted them

Arren wondered at this power which his conpani on now used so lightly, and once he said,
"When we began our voyage, you used to work no charns."

"The first | esson on Roke, and the last, Is Do what is needful. And no nore!"

"The | essons in between, then, nust consist in |earning what is needful."”

"They do. One nust consider the Bal ance. But when the Bal ance itself is broken-then one
consi ders other things. Above all, haste.”

"But howis it that all the wi zards of the South -and el sewhere by now even the chanters
of the rafts- all have lost their art, but you keep yours?"

"Because | desire nothing beyond nmy art," Sparrowhawk said.

And after sone tinme he added, nore cheerfully, "And if | amsoon to lose it, | shall make
the best of it while it lasts."

There was indeed a kind of |ight-heartedness in himnow, a pure pleasure in his skill
whi ch Arren, seeing himalways so careful, had not guessed. The nind of the magician takes delight
intricks; a mage is a trickster. Sparrowhawk's disguise in Hort Town, which had so troubled
Arren, had been a gane to him a very slight gane, too, for one who could transformnot just his
face and voice at will, but his body and very being, becom ng as he chose a fish, a dolphin, a
hawk. And once he said, "Look, Arren: I'll show you Gont," and had him | ook at the surface of
their watercask, which he had opened, and which was full to the brim Many sinple sorcerers can
cause an inage to appear on the water-mrror, and so he had done: a great peak, cloud weathed,
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rising froma grey sea. Then the inage changed, and Arren saw plainly a cliff on that nountain
isle. It was as if he were a bird, a gull or a falcon, hanging on the wi nd of fshore and | ooki ng
across the wind at that cliff that towered fromthe breakers for two thousand feet. On the high

shelf of it was a little house. "That is Re Albi," said Sparrowhawk, "and there lives ny master
Qgi on, he who stilled the earthquake | ong ago. He tends his goats, and gathers herbs, and keeps
his silence. | wonder if he still walks on the mountain; he is very old now But | would know,
surely I would know, even now, if Ogion died..." There was no certainty in his voice; for a nonment

the i mage wavered, as if the cliff itself were falling. It cleared, and his voice cleared: "He
used to go up into the forests alone in late sumrer and in autum. So he cane first to ne, when |
was a brat in a nmountain village, and gave ne ny name. And ny life with it." The inmage of the
water-mrror now showed as if the watcher were a bird anmong the forest branches, |ooking out to
steep, sunlit nmeadows beneath the rock and snow of the peak, |ooking inward al ong a steep road
goi ng down in a green, gold-shot darkness. "There is no silence like the silence of those
forests," Sparrowhawk said, yearning.

The image faded, and there was nothing but the blinding disk of the noon sun reflected in
the water in the cask.

"There," Sparrowhawk said, |ooking at Arren with a strange, nocking |ook, "there, if |
could ever go back there, not even you could follow ne."

Land | ay ahead, | ow and blue in the afternoon like a bank of mst. "Is it Selidor?" Arren
asked, and his heart beat fast, but the nage answered, "Cbb, | think, or Jessage. We're not half
way yet, lad."

That night they sailed the straits between those two islands. They saw no |ights, but
there was a reek of smoke in the air, so heavy that their lungs grew raw with breathing it. Wen
day canme and they | ooked back, the eastern isle, Jessage, |ooked burnt and black as far as they
could see inland fromthe shore, and a haze hung blue and dull above it.

"They have burnt the fields," Arren said.

"Aye. And the villages. | have snelled that snoke before."

"Are they savages, here in the Wst?"

Sparrowhawk shook his head. "Farners; townsnen."

Arren stared at the black ruin of the land, the withered trees of orchards against the
sky; and his face was hard. "Wat harm have the trees done then?" he said. "Mist they punish the
grass for their own faults? Men are savages, who would set a land afire because they have a
quarrel with other nmen."

"They have no guidance," Sparrowhawk said. "No king; and the kingly nen and the wi zardly
men, all turned aside and drawn into their mnds, are hunting the door through death. So it was in
the South, and so | guess it to be here.”

"And this is one nan's doing - the one the dragon spoke of? It seenms not possible.”

"Whay not? If there were a King of the Isles, he would be one man. And he would rule. One
man may as easily destroy, as govern: be King or Anti-King."

There was again that note in his voice of nockery or chall enge which roused Arren's
t enper.

"A king has servants, soldiers, nessengers, lieutenants. He governs through his servants.
Where are the servants of this-Anti-King?"

“In our mnds, lad. In our mnds. The traitor, the self; the self that cries | want to
live; let the world burn so long as | can live! The little traitor soul in us, in the dark, like
the wormin the apple. He talks to all of us. But only some understand him The wi zards and the
sorcerers. The singers; the nakers. And the heroes, the ones who seek to be thenselves. To be
one's self is a rare thing and a great one. To be one's self forever: is that not better still?"

Arren | ooked straight at Sparrowhawk. "You would say to ne that it is not better. But tel
me why. | was a child when | began this voyage, a child who did not believe in death. You think ne

a child still, but | have |earnt something, not nuch, nmaybe, but sonething; | have |earnt that
death exists and that | amto die. But | have not learnt to rejoice in the know edge, to wel cone
my death or yours. If | love life, shall | not hate the end of it? Wiy should | not desire

imortality?"

Arren's fencing-nmaster in Berila had been a nan of about sixty, short and bald and col d.
Arren had disliked himfor years, though he knew himto be an extraordi nary swordsman. But one day
in practice he had caught his naster off guard and nearly disarned him and he had never forgotten
t he incredul ous, incongruous happi ness that had suddenly gleaned in the naster's cold face, the
hope, the joy -an equal, at last an equal! Fromthat nonent on, the fencing-master had trained him
mercil essly, and whenever they fenced, that sane relentless snmile would be on the old man's face,
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brightening as Arren pressed himharder. And it was on Sparrowhawk's face now, the flash of steel
in sunlight.

"Why shoul d you not desire immortality? How should you not? Every soul desires it, and its
health is in the strength of its desire. -But be careful; you are one who night achi eve your
desire."

"“And then?"
"And then this: a false king ruling, the arts of man forgotten, the singer tonguel ess, the
eye blind. This! - this blight and plague on the lands, this sore we seek to heal. There are two,

Arren, two that nake one: the world and the shadow, the light and the dark. The two pol es of the
Bal ance. Life rises out of death, death rises out of life; in being opposite they yearn to each
other, they give birth to each other and are forever reborn. And with themall is reborn, the
flower of the apple tree, the light of the stars. Inlife is death. In death is rebirth. Wat then
is life without death? Life unchanging, everlasting, eternal? -Wat is it but death- death w thout
rebirth?"

"If so nmuch hinges on it, then, nmy lord, if one man's life m ght weck the Bal ance of the
Whol e, surely it is not possible -it would not be allowed-" He halted, confused.

"Who al | ows? Who forbids?"

"I do not know. "

“Nor |I. But | know how much evil one man, one life, can do. | knowit all too well. | know
it because | have done it. | have done the sane evil, in the sane folly of pride. | opened the
door between the worlds just a crack, just a little crack, just to show that | was stronger than
death itself... | was young and had not net death-like you... It took the strength of the Archmage

Nemmerle, it took his nastery and his life, to shut that door. You can see the mark that night
left on ne, on ny face; but himit killed. Oh, the door between the |ight and the darkness can be
opened, Arren; it takes strength, but it can be done. But to shut it again, there's a different
story."

"But ny lord, what you speak of surely is different fromthis-"

"Why? Because | am a good man?" That col dness of steel, of the falcon's eye, was in
Sparrowhawk' s | ook again. "What is a good man, Arren? Is a good nman one who would not do evil, who
woul d not open a door to the darkness, who has no darkness in hin? Look again, lad. Look a little
farther; you will need what you learn, to go where you rmust go. Look into yourself! Did you not
hear a voice say Cone? Did you not follow?"

"I did. 1- 1 have not forgotten. But | thought... | thought that voice was... his."

"Aye, it was his. And it was yours. How could he speak to you, across the seas, but in
your own voice? Howis it that he calls to those who know how to |isten, the mages and the nakers
and the seekers, who heed the voice within then? Howis it that he does not call to ne? It is
because | will not listen; | will not hear that voice again. You were born to power, Arren, as
was; power over men, over men's souls; and what is that but power over life and death? You are
young, you stand on the borders of possibility, on the shadow and, in the real mof dream and you
hear the voice saying Cone. But |, who amold, who have done what | must do, who stand in the
dayl ight facing my own death, the end of all possibility, | know that there is only one power that
is real and worth the having. And that is the power, not to take, but to accept.”

Jessage was far behind them now, a blue snmudge on the sea, a stain.

"Then | am his servant," Arren said.

"You are. And | amyours."

"But who is he, then? What is he?"

"Aman, | think - even as you and I|."

"That man you spoke of once - the wi zard of Havnor, who sunmoned up the dead? Is it he?"

“I't may well be. He had great power, and it was all bent on denying death. And he knew the
G eat Spells of the Lore of Paln. | was young and a fool when | used that lore, and | brought ruin
on nyself. But if an old man and a strong one used it, careless of all consequence, he night bring
ruin on us all."

"Were you not told that that man was dead?"

"Aye," said Sparrowhawk "I was."

And they said no nore.

That night the sea was full of fire. The sharp waves thrown back by Lookfar's prow and the
moverent of every fish through the surface water were all outlined and alive with light. Arren sat
with his armon the gunwal e and his head on his arm watching those curves and whorls of silver
radi ance. He put his hand in the water and raised it again, and light ran softly fromhis fingers.
"Look," he said, "I too ama w zard."

"That gift you have not," said his conpanion
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"Much good | shall be to you without it," said Arren, gazing at the restless shi mer of
the waves, "when we neet our enemy."

For he had hoped -fromthe very begi nning he had hoped- that the reason the Archnage had
chosen himand himalone for this voyage was that he had sone inborn power, descended fromhis
ancestor Mrred, which would in the ultimate need and the bl ackest hour be reveal ed: and so he
woul d save hinself and his lord and all the world fromthe eneny. But lately he had | ooked once
nore at that hope, and it was as if he saw it froma great distance; it was |ike remenbering that,
when he was a very little boy, he had had a burning desire to try on his father's crown, and had
wept when he was forbidden to. This hope was as ill-tined, as childish. There was no nmagery in
him There never would be.

The tine mght cone, indeed, when he could, when he nust, put on his father's crown and
rule as Prince of Enlad. But that seenmed a small thing now, and his hone a snall place, and
renote. There was no disloyalty in this. Only his loyalty had grown greater, being fixed upon a
greater nmodel and a broader hope. He had | earned his own weakness also, and by it had learned to
measure his strength; and he knew that he was strong. But what use was strength if he had no gift,
nothing to offer, still, to his lord but his service and his steady | ove? Were they were going,
woul d t hose be enough?

Sparrowhawk said only, "To see a candle's light, one nust take it into a dark place." Wth
that Arren tried to confort hinmself; but he did not find it very conforting.

Next norni ng when they awoke, the air was grey and the water was grey. Over the mast the
sky brightened to the blue of an opal, for the fog lay low. To Northern nmen such as Arren of Enl ad
and Sparrowhawk of Gont, the fog was welconme, like an old friend. Softly it enclosed the boat so
that they could not see far, and it was to themlike being in a famliar roomafter many weeks of
bright and barren space and the wi nd bl owi ng. They were comi ng back into their own clinmate, and
were now perhaps at the latitude of Roke.

Sone seven hundred niles east of those fog-clad waters where Lookfar sailed, clear
sunl i ght shone on the | eaves of the trees of the Inmmnent G ove, on the green crown of Roke Knoll
and on the high slate roofs of the Great House.

In a roomin the south tower, a magicians' workroomcluttered with retorts and al enbi cs
and great-bellied, crook-necked bottles, thick-walled furnaces and tiny heating-Ianps, tongs,
bel |l ows, stands, pliers, pipes, a thousand boxes and vials and stoppered jugs marked with Hardic
or nore secret runes, and all such paraphernalia of alcheny, glass-blow ng, netal-refining, and
the arts of healing, in that room anong the much-encunbered tables and benches stood the Master
Changer and the Master Summoner of Roke.

In his hands the grey-haired Changer held a great stone like a dianond uncarved. It was a
rock-crystal, colored faintly deep within with amethyst and rose, but clear as water. Yet as the
eye looked into that clarity, it found unclarity, and neither reflection nor imge of what was
real round about, but only planes and depths ever farther, ever deeper, until it was led quite
into dream and found no way out. This was the Stone of Shelieth. It had | ong been kept by the
princes of Wy, sometimes as a mere bauble of their treasury, sonetines as a charmfor sleep
sonetines for a nore baneful purpose: for those who | ooked too |ong and wi thout understanding into
that endl ess depth of crystal mght go nad. The Archmage Gensher of Wiy, coning to Roke, had
brought with himthe Stone of Shelieth, for in the hands of a nmage it held the truth.

Yet the truth varies with the man.

Theref ore the Changer, holding the stone and | ooki ng through its bossed, uneven surface

into the infinite, palecolored, shimrering depths, spoke aloud to tell what he saw. "I see the
earth, even as though | stood on Mount Omin the center of the world and beheld all beneath ny
feet, even to the farthest isle of the farthest Reaches, and beyond. And all is clear. | see ships
in the lanes of Ilien, and the hearthfires of Torheven, and the roofs of this tower where we stand
now. But past Roke, nothing. In the south, no lands. In the west, no lands. | cannot see Wathort
where it should be, nor any isle of the Wst Reach, even so close as Pendor. And Gsskil and
Ebosskil, where are they? There is a nmist on Enlad, a greyness, like a spider's web. Each tine |

| ook, nore islands are gone and the sea where they were is enpty and unbroken, even as it was
before the Making-" and his voice stunbled on the last word as if it cane with difficulty to his
I'ips.

He set the stone down on its ivory stand and stood away fromit. Hs kindly face | ooked
drawn. He said, "Tell ne what you see.”

The Master Sunmmoner took up the crystal in his hands and turned it slowy as if seeking on
its rough, glassy surface an entrance of vision. Along time he handled it, his face intent. At
|l ast he set it down and said, "Changer, | see little. Fragments, glinpses, nmaking no whole."
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The grey-haired Master clenched his hands. "lIs that not strange in itself?"

"How so?"

"Are your eyes often blind?" the Changer cried, as if enraged. "Do you not see that there
is..." and he stammered several tinmes before he could speak, "Do you not see that there is a hand
upon your eyes, even as there is a hand over ny nouth?"

The Sumoner said, "You are overwought, nmy lord."

"Sunmon the Presence of the Stone," said the Changer, controlling hinself, but speaking in
a sonewhat stifled voice

" \Why 2"
"Wy, because | ask you."

"Cone, Changer, do you dare ne - |ike boys before a bear's den? Are we children?"
“"Yes! Before what | see in the Stone of Shelieth, | ama child - a frightened child.

Sumon the Presence of the Stone. Miust | beg you, ny |ord?"

"No," said the tall Master, but he frowned, and turned fromthe ol der man. Then stretching
wide his arns in the great gesture that begins the spells of his art, he raised his head and spoke
the syllables of invocation. As he spoke, a light grewwithin the Stone of Shelieth. The room
dar kened about it; shadows gat hered. Wen the shadows were deep and the stone was very bright, he
brought his hands together, lifted the crystal before his face, and | ooked into its radi ance.

He was silent sone while and then spoke. "I see the Fountains of Shelieth," he said
softly. "The pools and basins and the waterfalls, the silver-curtained dripping caves where ferns
grow i n banks of npbss, the rippled sands, the | eaping up of the waters and the running of them
the outwel ling of deep springs fromearth, the nmystery and sweetness of the source, the spring..."
He fell silent again, and stood so for a time, his face pale as silver in the light of the stone
Then he cried al oud wordl essly, and dropping the crystal with a crash, fell to his knees, his face
hi dden in his hands.

There were no shadows. Summer sunlight filled the Junbled room The great stone |ay
beneath a table in the dust and litter, unharnmed.

The Sumoner reached out blindly, catching at the other man's hand like a child. He drew a
deep breath. At last he got up, leaning a little on the Changer, and said with unsteady |ips and

sone attenpt to smle, "I will not take your dares again, ny lord."

"What saw you, Thorion?"

"I saw the fountains. | saw them sink down, and the streans run dry, and the lips of the
springs of water draw back. And underneath all was black and dry. You saw the sea before the
Maki ng, but | saw the... what cones after... | saw the Unmaking." He wet his lips. "I w sh that

the Archmage were here," he said.

"I wish that we were there with him"

"Where? There is none that can find himnow " The Summoner | ooked up at the wi ndows that
showed t he blue, untroubled sky. "No sending can cone to him no summoning reach him He is there
where you saw an enpty sea. He is coming to the place where the springs run dry. He is where our
arts do not avail... Yet maybe even now there are spells that mght reach to him sone of those in
the Lore of Paln."

"But those are spells whereby the dead are brought anong the living."

"Sone bring the living anong the dead."

“You do not think him dead?"

"I think he goes toward death and is drawn toward it. And so are we all. Qur power is
going fromus, and our strength, and our hope and |luck. The springs are running dry."

The Changer gazed at hima while with a troubled face. "Do not seek to send to him
Thorion," he said at |ast. "He knew what he sought |ong before we knewit. To himthe world is
even as this Stone of Shelieth: he | ooks and sees what is and what nmust be... We cannot help him
The great spells have grown very perilous, and of all there is nost danger in the Lore of which
you spoke. We nust stand fast as he bade us and | ook to the walls of Roke and the remenbering of
the Nanes."

"Aye," said the Summoner. "But | nust go and think on this." And he left the tower room
wal ki ng sonmewhat stiffly and hol ding his noble, dark head high

In the norning the Changer sought him Entering his roomafter vain knocking, he found him
stretched asprawl on the stone floor, as if he had been hurl ed backward by a heavy blow His arns
were flung wide as if in the gesture of invocation, but his hands were cold, and his open eyes saw
not hi ng. Though the Changer knelt by himand called himwith a nage's authority, saying his nane,
Thorion, thrice over, yet he lay still. He was not dead, but there was in himonly so nuch life as
kept his heart beating very slowy, and a little breath in his lungs. The Changer took his hands
and, hol ding them whispered, "O Thorion, | forced you to |look into the Stone. This is nmy doing!"
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Then going hastily fromthe roomhe said aloud to those he net, Masters and students, "The eneny
has reached anong us, into Roke the well-defended, and has stricken our strength at its heart!"
Though he was a gentle man, he | ooked so fey and cold that those who saw himfeared him "Look to
the Master Summoner," he said. "Though who will summon back his spirit, since he the nmaster of his
art is gone?"

He went toward his own chanber, and they all drew back to |let himpass.

The Master Heal er was sent for. He had themlay Thorion the Sunmoner abed and cover him
warm y; but he brewed no herb of healing, nor did he sing any of the chants that aid the sick body
or the troubled mnd. One of his pupils was with him a young boy not yet nmade sorcerer, but
promising in the arts of healing, and he asked, "Master, is there nothing to be done for hin®"

"Not on this side of the wall," said the Master Heal er. Then, recalling to whom he spoke,
he said, "He is not ill, lad; but even if this were a fever or illness of the body, | do not know
if our craft would nmuch avail. It seenms there is no savor in nmy herbs of late; and though | say

the words of our spells, there is no virtue in them"

"That is |ike what the Master Chanter said yesterday. He stopped in the mddle of a song
he was teaching us, and said, 'l do not know what the song neans.' And he wal ked out of the room
Sone of the boys |laughed, but | felt as if the floor had sunk out from under ne."

The Heal er | ooked at the boys blunt, clever face, and then down at the Sunmoner's face,
cold and rigid. "He will come back to us," he said. "The songs will not be forgotten."

That ni ght the Changer went from Roke. No one saw the manner of his going. He slept in a
roomw th a wi ndow | ooking out into a garden; the w ndow was open in the norning, and he was gone.
They thought he had transforned hinself with his own skill of formchange into a bird or beast, or
a mst or wind even, for no shape or substance was beyond his art, and so had fled from Roke,
perhaps to seek for the Archmage. Some, knowi ng how t he shape-changer may be caught in his own
spells if there is any failure of skill or will, feared for him but they said nothing of their
fears.

So there were three of the Masters lost to the Council of the Wse. As the days passed and
no news ever cane of the Archnmage, and the Sunmoner lay |ike one dead, and the Changer did not

return, a chill and gloomgrew in the Great House. The boys whi spered anong thensel ves, and sone
of them spoke of |eaving Roke, for they were not being taught what they had conme to |earn
"Maybe," said one, "they were all lies fromthe beginning, these secret arts and powers. O the
Masters, only the Master Hand still does his tricks, and these, we all know, are frank illusion
And now the others hide or refuse to do anything, because their tricks have been reveal ed. "

Anot her, listening, said, "Wll, what is w zardry? Wiat is this art-magic, beyond a show of

seem ng? Has it ever saved a nan fromdeath, or given long life, even? Surely if the nages have
the power they claimto have, they'd all live forever!"™ And he and the other boy fell to telling

over the deaths of the great nages, how Morred had been killed in battle, and Nereger by the Gey
Mage, and Erreth- Akbe by a dragon, and Gensher, the |ast Archnage, by nere sickness, in his bed,
i ke any man. Sone of the boys listened gladly, having envious hearts; others listened and were
wr et ched.

Al this tine the Master Patterner stayed alone in the Gove and |l et none enter it.

But the Doorkeeper, though sel dom seen, had not changed. He bore no shadow in his eyes. He
smled, and kept the doors of the G eat House ready for its lord's return

The Dragons' Run

On the seas of the outernost West Reach, that Lord of the Island of the Wse, waking
cranped and stiff in a small boat in a cold, bright norning, sat up and yawned. And after a
nmonent, pointing north, he said to his yawning conpanion, "There! Two islands, do you see thenf?
The sout hnost of the isles of the Dragons' Run."

"You have a hawk's eyes, lord," said Arren, peering through sleep over the sea and seeing
not hi ng.

"Therefore | amthe Sparrowhawk,"” the mage said; he was still cheerful, seeming to shrug
of f forethought and foreboding. "Can't you see thenf"

"I see gulls," said Arren, after rubbing his eyes and searching all the blue-grey horizon
bef ore the boat.

The nmage | aughed. "Could even a hawk see gulls at twenty niles' distance?"
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As the sun brightened above the eastern nmists, the tiny wheeling flecks in the air that
Arren watched seened to sparkle, like gold-dust shaken in water, or dust-notes in a sunbeam And
then Arren realized that they were dragons.

As Lookfar approached the islands, Arren saw the dragons soaring and circling on the
nmorning wind, and his heart leapt up with themwith a joy, a joy of fulfillment, that was |ike
pain. Al the glory of nortality was in that flight. Their beauty was made up of terrible
strength, utter wildness, and the grace of reason. For these were thinking creatures, with speech
and ancient wisdom in the patterns of their flight there was a fierce, willed concord.

Arren did not speak, but he thought: | do not care what cones after; | have seen the
dragons on the wi nd of norning.

At times the patterns jarred, and the circles broke, and often in flight one dragon or
another would jet fromits nostrils a long streak of fire that curved and hung on the air a nonent
repeating the curve and brightness of the dragon's long, arching body. Seeing that, the nage said,
"They are angry. They dance their anger on the w nd."

And presently he said, "Now we're in the hornet's nest." For the dragons had seen the
little sail on the waves, and first one, then another, broke fromthe whirlw nd of their dancing
and canme stretched long and level on the air, rowing with great w ngs, straight toward the boat.

The mage | ooked at Arren, who sat at the tiller, since the waves ran rough and counter.
The boy held it steady with a steady hand, though his eyes were on the beating of those wi ngs. As
if satisfied, Sparrowhawk turned again, and standing by the nmast, |let the nmagewi nd drop fromthe
sail. He lifted up his staff and spoke al oud.

At the sound of his voice and the words of the O d Speech, some of the dragons wheeled in
md flight, scattering, and returned to the isles. O hers halted and hovered, the swordlike cl aws
of their forearns outstretched but checked. One, dropping |ow over the water, flew slowy on
toward them in two wing-strokes it was over the boat. The mailed belly scarcely cleared the nast.
Arren saw the winkled, unarnored flesh between the inner shoulder-joint and breast, which, with
the eye, is the dragon's only vul nerable part, unless the spear that strikes is mghtily
enchanted. The snoke that roiled fromthe |ong, toothed mouth choked him and with it cane a
carrion stench that nade himw nce and retch

The shadow passed. It returned, as low as before, and this time Arren felt the furnace-
bl ast of breath before the snmoke. He heard Sparrowhawk's voice, clear and fierce. The dragon
passed over. Then all were gone, stream ng back to the isles like fiery cinders on a gust of wi nd.

Arren caught his breath and wi ped his forehead, which was covered with cold sweat. Looking
at his conpanion, he saw his hair gone white: the dragon's breath had burnt and crisped the ends
of the hairs. And the heavy cloth of the sail was scorched brown al ong one side.

"“Your head is sonewhat singed, lad."

"So is yours, lord."

Sparrowhawk passed his hand over his hair, surprised. "So it is!- That was an insol ence;
but | seek no quarrel with these creatures. They seem nad or bew | dered. They did not speak. Never
have | net a dragon who did not speak before it struck, if only to torment its prey... Now we mnust
go forward. Do not | ook themin the eye, Arren. Turn aside your face if you nust. We'll go with
the world's wind; it blows fair fromthe south, and | may need ny art for other things. Hold her
as she goes."

Lookfar noved forward and soon had on her left a distant island and on her right the twin
isles they had seen first. These rose up into low cliffs, and all the stark rock was whitened with
the droppings of the dragons and of the little, black-headed terns that nested fearl essly anong
t hem

The dragons had flown up high, and circled in the upper air as vultures circle. Not one
st ooped down again to the boat. Sonetinmes they cried out to one another, high and harsh across the
gulfs of air, but if there were words in their crying, Arren could not make them out.

The boat rounded a short pronmontory, and he saw on the shore what he took for a nonment to
be a ruined fortress. It was a dragon. One black wi ng was bent under it and the other stretched
out vast across the sand and into the water, so that the cone and go of waves noved it a little to
and fro in a nockery of flight. The | ong snake-body lay full length on the rock and sand. One
foreleg was missing, the arnor and flesh were torn fromthe great arch of the ribs, and the belly
was torn open, so that the sand for yards about was bl ackened with the poi soned dragon-bl ood. Yet
the creature still lived. So great a life is in dragons that only an equal power of w zardry can
kill themswi ftly. The green-gold eyes were open, and as the boat sailed by, the | ean, huge head
nmoved a little, and with a rattling hiss steam m xed with bl oody spray shot fromthe nostrils.

The beach between the dying dragon and the sea's edge was tracked and scored by the feet
and heavy bodies of his kind, and his entrails were trodden into the sand.
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Nei t her Arren nor Sparrowhawk spoke until they were well clear of that island and heading
across the choppy, restless channel of the Dragons' Run, full of reefs and pinnacl es and shapes of
rock, toward the northern islands of the double chain. Then Sparrowhawk said, "That was an evi
sight," and his voice was bl eak and col d.

"Do they... eat their own kind?"

"No. No nore than we do. They have been driven nad. Their speech has been taken from them
They who spoke before nen spoke, they who are older than any living thing, the Children of Segoy -
they have been driven to the dunb terror of the beasts. Ah! Kal essin! where have your w ngs borne
you? Have you lived to see your race |learn shane?" His voice rang |ike struck iron, and he | ooked
upward, searching the sky. But the dragons were behind, circling | ower now above the rocky isles
and t he bl ood-stai ned beach, and overhead was not hing but the blue sky and the sun of noon

There was then no nan living who had sailed the Dragons' Run or seen it, except the
Archmage. Twenty years before and nore, he had sailed the length of it fromeast to west and back
again. It was a nightmare and a narvel, to a sailor. The water was a maze of blue channels and
green shoals, and anong these, by hand and word and nost vigilant care, he and Arren now pi cked
their boat's way, between the rocks and reefs. Sone of these lay |ow, under or half-under the wash
of the waves, covered with anenone and barnacle and ri bbony sea fern; |ike water-nonsters, shelled
or sinuous. O hers stood up in cliff and pinnacle sheer fromthe sea, and these were arches and
hal f -arches, carven towers, fantastic shapes of aninmals, boar's backs and serpent's heads, al
huge, deformed, diffuse, as if life withed hal f-conscious in the rock. The sea-waves beat on them
with a sound like breathing, and they were wet with the bright, bitter spray. In one such rock
fromthe south there was plainly visible the hunched shoul ders and heavy, noble head of a nan,
stooped i n pondering thought above the sea; but when the boat had passed it, |ooking back fromthe
north, all man was gone fromit, and the massive rocks revealed a cave in which the sea rose and
fell making a hollow, clapping thunder. There seened to be a word, a syllable, in that sound. As
they sailed on, the garbling echoes | essened and this syllable canme nore clearly, so that Arren
said, "ls there a voice in the cave?"

"The sea's voice."

"But it speaks a word."

Sparrowhawk |istened; he glanced at Arren and back at the cave. "How do you hear it?"

"As saying the sound ahm"

“In the A d Speech that signifies the beginning, or long ago. But | hear it as ohb, which
is a way of saying the end. Look ahead there!" he ended abruptly, even as Arren warned him " Shoa
water!" And, though Lookfar picked her way |like a cat anong the dangers, they were busy with the
steering for sone while, and slowy the cave forever thundering out its enignatic word fell behind
t hem

Now t he water deepened, and they cane out from anong the phantasmagoria of the rocks.
Ahead of them | ooned an island like a tower. Its cliffs were black and made up of many cylinders
or great pillars pressed together, with straight edges and pl ane surfaces, rising three hundred
feet sheer fromthe water

"That is the Keep of Kalessin," said the nmage. "So the dragons naned it to ne, when | was
here | ong ago."

"Who i s Kal essin?"

"The eldest..."

"Did he build this place?"

"I do not know. | don't know if it was built. Nor howold he is. | say 'he,' but | do not
even know that... To Kalessin, OmEnbar is like a yearling kid. And you and | are like mayflies."

He scanned the terrific palisades, and Arren | ooked up at them uneasily, thinking how a dragon
nmight drop fromthat far, black rimand be upon themalnost with its shadow. But no dragon cane.
They passed slowy through the still waters in the I ee of the rock, hearing nothing but the

whi sper and cl ap of shadowed waves on the colums of basalt. The water here was deep, w thout reef
or rock; Arren handl ed the boat, and Sparrowhawk stood up in the prow, searching the cliffs and
the bright sky ahead.

The boat passed out at |ast fromthe shadow of the Keep of Kalessin into the sunlight of
| ate afternoon. They were across the Dragons' Run. The mage lifted his head, |ike one who sees
what he had | ooked to see, and across that great space of gold before them cane on gol den w ngs
the dragon Orm Enbar.

Arren heard Sparrowhawk's cry to him Aro Kal essin? He guessed the nmeani ng of that, but
could make no sense of what the dragon answered. Yet hearing the A d Speech he felt always that he
was on the point of understanding, alnobst understanding: as if it were a | anguage he had
forgotten, not one he had never known. In speaking it the nage's voice was nuch cl earer than when
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he spoke Hardic, and seenmed to make a kind of silence about it, as does the softest touch on a

great bell. But the dragon's voice was |like a gong, both deep and shrill, or the hissing thrum of
cynbal s.

Arren watched his conpanion stand there in the narrow prow, speaking with the nonstrous
creature that hovered above himfilling half the sky; and a kind of rejoicing pride cane into the

boy's heart, to see how small a thing a man is, how frail and how terrible. For the dragon coul d
have torn the man's head fromhis shoulders with one stroke of his taloned foot, he could have
crushed and sunk the boat as a stone sinks a floating leaf, if it were only size that mattered.
But Sparrowhawk was as dangerous as Om Enbar, and the dragon knew it.

The nage turned his head. "Lebannen," he said, and the boy got up and cane forward, though
he wanted to go not one step closer to those fifteen-foot jaws and the long, slit-pupilled, yellow
green eyes that burned upon himfromthe air.

Sparrowhawk said nothing to him but put a hand on his shoul der, and spoke again to the
dragon, briefly.

"Lebannen," said the vast voice with no passion in it. "Agni Lebannen!"

He | ooked up; the pressure of the nmage's hand rem nded him and he avoi ded the gaze of the
greengol d eyes.

He coul d not speak the O d Speech, but he was not dunb. "I greet thee, Orm Enbar, Lord
Dragon," he said clearly, as one prince greets another

Then there was a silence, and Arren's heart beat hard and | abored. But Sparrowhawk,
standing by him smled.

After that the dragon spoke again, and Sparrowhawk replied; and this seened |long to Arren
At last it was over, suddenly. The dragon sprang aloft with a wingbeat that all but heel ed the
boat over, and was off. Arren |ooked at the sun and found it seened no nearer setting than before;
the tine had not really been long. But the nmage's face was the color of wet ashes, and his eyes
glittered as he turned to Arren. He sat down on the thwart.

"Well done, lad," he said hoarsely, "It is not easy talking to dragons.™

Arren got themfood, for they had not eaten all day; and the mage said no nore until they
had eaten and drunk. By then the sun was low to the horizon, though in these northern |latitudes,
and not |ong past nidsumrer, night cane late and slowy.

"Well," he said at last, "Om Enbar has, after his fashion, told me nuch. He says that the
one we seek is and is not on Selidor... It is hard for a dragon to speak plainly. They do not have
plain mnds. And even when one of them would speak the truth to a man, which is sel dom he does
not know how truth | ooks to a man. So | asked him 'Even as thy father Omis on Selidor? For as
you know, there Ormand Erreth-Akbe died in their battle. And he answered, 'No and yes. You wil]l
find himon Selidor, but not on Selidor.'" Sparrowhawk paused and pondered, chew ng on a crust of
hard bread. "Maybe he nmeant that though the man is not on Selidor, yet | nust go there to get to
him Maybe. .

"I asked himthen of the other dragons. He said that this man has been anong them having
no fear of them for though killed he returns fromdeath in his body, alive. Therefore they fear
himas a creature outside nature. Their fear gives his w zardry hold over them and he takes the
Speech of the Making fromthem |eaving themprey to their own wild nature. So they devour one
anot her or take their own lives, plunging into the sea - a |loathly death for the fire-serpent, the
beast of wind and fire. Then | said, 'Were is thy lord Kal essin? and all he would answer was,
"In the West,' which m ght nean that Kal essin has flown away to the other |ands, which dragons say
lie farther than ever ship has sailed; or it may not nean that.

"So then | ceased ny questions, and he asked his, saying, '|I flew over Kaltuel returning
north, and over the Toringates. On Kaltuel | saw villagers killing a baby on an altar stone, and
on Ingat | saw a sorcerer killed by his towns folk throwing stones at him WII| they eat the baby,
think you, Ged? WII the sorcerer cone back fromdeath and throw stones at his towns fol k?'

t hought he nocked me and was about to speak in anger, but he was not nocking. He said, 'The sense
has gone out of things. There is a hole in the world and the sea is running out of it. The |ight
is running out. We will be left in the dry land. There will be no nore speaking and no nore
dying.' So at last | saw what he would say to ne."

Arren did not see it, and noreover was sorely troubl ed. For Sparrowhawk, in repeating the
dragon's words, had nanmed hinself by his own true name, unmi stakably. This brought unwel cone into

Arren's mind the nenory of that tormented woman of Lorbanery crying out, "My name is Akaren!" If
the powers of wi zardry, and of rmusic, and speech, and trust, were weakening and wi t hering anong
men, if an insanity of fear was comng on themso that, |ike the dragons bereft of reason, they

turned on each other to destroy: if all this were so, would his lord escape it? Was he so strong?
He did not ook strong, sitting hunched over his supper of bread and snoked fish, with
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hair greyed and fire-singed, and slight hands, and a tired face.
Yet the dragon feared him
"What irks you, |ad?"
Only the truth would do, with him
"My lord, you spoke your nane."

"Ch, aye. | forgot | had not done so earlier. You will need ny true name, if we go where
we nmust go." He | ooked up, chewing, at Arren "Did you think | grew senile and went about babbling
my nane, like old bleared nmen past sense and shanme? Not yet, lad!"

"No," said Arren, so confused that he could say nothing el se. He was very weary; the day
had been long, and full of dragons. And the way ahead grew dark.

"Arren," said the nmage.- "No; Lebannen: where we go, there is no hiding. There all bear
their own true nanes."

"The dead cannot be hurt," said Arren sonberly.

"But it is not only there, not in death only, that nmen take their nanes. Those who can be
nmost hurt, the nost vul nerable: those who have given |ove and do not take it back, they speak each
other's nanmes. The faithful-hearted, the givers of life... You are worn out, lad. Lie down and
sl eep. There's nothing to do now but keep the course all night. And by norning we shall see the
| ast island of the world."

In his voice was an insuperabl e gentleness. Arren curled up in the prow, and sl eep began
to come into himat once. He heard the nage begin a soft, al nost whispering chant, not in the
Hardi ¢ tongue but in the words of the Making; and as he began to understand at last and to
remenber what the words meant, just before he understood them he fell fast asleep

Silently the nage stowed away their bread and neat, | ooked to the lines, nade all trimin

the boat, and then, taking the guide-line of the sail in hand and sitting down on the after-
thwart, he set the magewind strong in the sail. Tireless, Lookfar sped north, an arrow over the
sea.

He | ooked down at Arren. The boy's sleeping face was lit red-gold by the |long sunset, the
rough hair was wind-stirred. The soft, easy, princely | ook of the boy who had sat by the fountain
of the Great House a few nonths since was gone; this was a thinner face, harder, and nuch
stronger. But it was not |ess beautiful

"I have found none to followin ny way," Ged the Archrmage said aloud to the sleeping boy
or to the enpty wind. "None but thee. And thou nust go thy way, not nmine. Yet will thy Kkingship
be, in part, ny owmn. For | knew thee first. | knew thee flrst! They will praise nme nmore for that
in afterdays than for any thing | did of nagery... If there will be after-days. For first we two
nmust stand upon the bal ance-point, the very fulcrumof the world. And if | fall, you fall, and al
the rest... For a while, for a while. No darkness lasts forever. And even there, there are
stars... Oh, but | should like to see thee crowned in Havnor, and the sunlight shining on the
Tower of the Sword and on the Ring we brought for thee from Atuan, fromthe dark tonbs, Tenar and
I, before ever thou wast born!"

He | aughed then, and turning to face the north, he said to hinmself in the commobn tongue,
"A goatherd to set the heir of Mdrred on his throne!l WIIl | never |earn?"

Presently, as he sat with the guide-rope in his hand and watched the full sail strain
reddened in the last |ight of the west, he spoke again softly. "Not In Havnor would | be and not
in Roke. It is tine to be done with power. To drop the old toys and go on. It is time that | went
hone. | would see Tenar. | would see Ogion and speak with himbefore he dies, in the house on the
cliffs of Re Albi. | crave to walk on the mountain, the mountain of Gont, in the forests, in the
aut untm when the | eaves are bright. There is no kingdomlike the forests. It is tine | went there,
went in silence, went alone. And maybe there | would learn at |ast what no act or art or power can
teach ne, what | have never |earned."

The whol e west blazed up in a fury and glory of red, so that the sea was crinson and the
sail above it bright as blood; and then the night came quietly on. Al that night [ong the boy
sl ept and the man waked, gazing forward steadily into the dark. There were no stars.

Waking in the norning Arren saw before the boat, dimand | ow al ong the blue west, the
shores of Selidor.
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In the Hall in Berila were old nmaps that had been nade in the days of the Kings, when
traders and explorers had sailed fromthe Inner Lands and the Reaches had been better known. A
great map of the North and West was laid in nosaic on two walls of the Prince's throne-room wth
the isle of Enlad in gold and grey above the throne. Arren saw it in his mnd' s eye as he had seen
it a thousand tines in boyhood. North of Enlad was Osskil, and west of it Ebosskil, and south of
that Semel and Paln. There the Inner Lands ended, and there was nothing but the pale blue-green
nosai ¢ of the enpty sea, set here and there with a tiny dol phin or a whale. Then at |ast, after
the corner where the north wall met the west wall, there was Narveduen, and beyond it three |esser
i slands. And then the enpty sea again, on and on; until the very edge of the wall and the end of
the map, and there was Selidor, and beyond it, nothing.

He could recall it vividly, the curving shape of it, with a great bay in the heart of it,
opening narrowmy to the east. They had not cone so far north as that, but were steering now for a
deep cove in the southernnost cape of the island, and there, while the sun was still lowin the

haze of norning, they cane to |and.

So ended their great run fromthe Roads of Balatran to the Western Isle. The stillness of
the earth was strange to them when they had beached Lookfar and wal ked after so long on solid
ground.

Ged clinbed a | ow dune, grass-crowned, the crest of it |eaning out over the steep sl ope,
bound into cornices by the tough roots of the grass. Wen he reached the sutmmit he stood still,
| ooki ng west and north. Arren stopped at the boat to put on his shoes, which he had not worn for
many days, and he took his sword out of the gear-box and buckled it on, this time with no
questions in his mnd as to whether or not he should do so. Then he clinbed up beside Ged to | ook
at the land.

The dunes ran inland, |ow and grassy, for half a mle or so, and then there were | agoons,
thick with sedge and salt-reeds, and beyond those, low hills lay yell owbrown and enpty to the end
of sight. Beautiful and desol ate was Selidor. Nowhere on it was there any mark of man, his work or
habi tati on. There were no beasts to be seen, and the reedfilled | akes bore no flocks of gulls or
wi | d geese or any bird.

They descended the inland side of the dune, and the slope of sand cut off the noise of the
breakers and the sound of the wind, so that it becane still.

Bet ween the outnost dune and the next was a dell of clean sand, sheltered, the norning sun
shining warmon its western slope. "Lebannen," the nage said, for he used Arren's true nane now,

"I could not sleep last night, and now | mnust. Stay with ne and keep watch." He lay down in the
sunlight, for the shade was cold; put his armover his eyes; sighed, and slept. Arren sat down
besi de him He could see nothing but the white slopes of the dell, and the dune-grass bow ng at
the top against the m sty blue of the sky, and the yellow sun. There was no sound except the nuted
mur mur of the surf, and sonetines the wind gusting noved the particles of sand a little with a
fai nt whi spering.

Arren saw what m ght have been an eagle flying very high, but it was not an eagle. It
circled and stooped, and down it cane with that thunder and shrill whistle of outspread gol den
wings. It alighted on huge talons on the summit of the dune. Against the sun the great head was
black, with fiery glints.

The dragon crawed a little way down the slope and spoke. "Agni Lebannen," it said.

St andi ng between it and Ged, Arren answered: "Orm Enbar." And he held his bare sword in
hi s hand.

It did not feel heavy now. The snoboth, worn hilt was confortable in his hand; it fitted.
The bl ade had cone lightly, eagerly, fromthe sheath. The power of it, the age of it, were on his
side, for he knew now what use to make of it. It was his sword.

The dragon spoke again, but Arren could not understand. He gl anced back at his sl eeping
conpani on, whom all the rush and thunder had not awakened, and said to the dragon, "My lord is
weary; he sleeps.”

At that Orm Enbar crawl ed and coiled on down to the bottomof the dell. He was heavy on
the ground, not lithe and free as when he flew, but there was a sinister grace in the sl ow placing
of his great, taloned feet and the curving of his thorny tail. Once there he drew his | egs beneath
him lifted up his huge head, and was still: like a dragon carved on a warrior's helm Arren was
aware of his yellow eye, not ten feet away, and of the faint reek of burning that hung about him
This was no carrion stink; dry and nmetallic, it accorded with the faint odors of the sea and the
salt sand, a clean, wild snell.

The sun rising higher struck the flanks of Orm Enbar, and he burnt |ike a dragon nade of
iron and gol d.

Still CGed slept, relaxed, taking no nore notice of the dragon than a sl eeping farner of
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hi s hound.

So an hour passed, and Arren, starting, found the rmage had sat up beside him

"Have you got so used to dragons that you fall asleep between their paws?" said CGed, and
| aughed, yawning. Then, rising, he spoke to O m Enbar in the dragons' speech

Bef ore Orm Enbar answered, he too yawned =perhaps in sl eepiness, perhaps in rivalry- and
that was a sight that few have lived to renenber: the rows of yellowwhite teeth as | ong and sharp
as swords, the forked, red, fiery tongue twice the length of a nan's body, the fum ng cavern of
the throat.

Orm Enbar spoke, and Ged was about to answer, when both turned to |look at Arren. They had
heard, clear in the silence, the holl ow whi sper of steel on sheath. Arren was |ooking up at the
lip of the dune behind the nage's head, and his sword was ready in his hand.

There stood, bright Iit by sunlight, the faint wind stirring his garnents slightly, a man
He stood still as a carven figure except for that flutter of the hem and hood of his light cloak
H s hair was long and bl ack, falling in a mass of glossy curls; he was broad-shoul dered and tall
a strong, conely nman. His eyes seenmed to | ook out over them at the sea. He sniled

"Orm Enbar | know," he said. "And you also I know, though you have grown old since | |ast
saw you, Sparrowhawk. You are Archmage now, they tell ne. You have grown great, as well as old.
And you have a young servant with you: a prentice nage, no doubt, one of those who | earn wi sdom on
the Isle of the Wse. What do you two here, so far from Roke and the invul nerable walls that
protect the Masters fromall harnP"

"There is a breach in greater walls than those,"” said Ged, clasping both hands on his
staff and | ooking up at the man. "But will you not conme to us in the flesh, so that we may greet
one whom we have | ong sought ?"

“I'n the flesh?" said the man, and sniled again. "Is nmere flesh, body, butcher's neat, of
such account between two mages? No, let us nmeet nind to mind, Archmage.”
"That, | think, we cannot do. Lad, put up your sword. It is but a sending, an appearance,

no true man. As well draw bl ade against the wind. In Havnor, when your hair was white, you were
called Cob. But that was only a use-nane. How shall we call you when we neet you?"

"You will call ne Lord," said the tall figure on the dune's edge.

"Aye, and what el se?"

"King and Master."

At that Orm Enbar hissed, a |oud and hi deous sound, and his great eyes gl eaned; yet he
turned his head away fromthe man, and sank crouching in his tracks, as if he could not nove.

"And where shall we conme to you and when?"

“I'n ny domain and at ny pleasure.”

"Very well," said Ged, and lifting up his staff nmoved it a little toward the tall nan- and
the man was gone, |like a candl efl ane bl own out.

Arren stared, and the dragon rose up mightily on his four crooked legs, his mail clanking
and the lips withing back fromhis teeth. But the nage | eaned on his staff again.

"It was only a sending. A presentnent or image of the man. It can speak and hear, but
there's no power in it, save what our fear may lend it. Nor is it even true in seemng, unless the
sender so wi shes. W have not seen what he now | ooks |ike, | guess."

"I's he near, do you think?"

"Sendings do not cross water. He is on Selidor. But Selidor is a great island: broader
than Roke or Gont and near as long as Enlad. W may seek himlong."

Then the dragon spoke. Ged listened and turned to Arren. "Thus says the Lord of Selidor
"l have cone back to ny owmn land, nor will | leave it. | will find the Unmaker and bring you to
him that together we may abolish him And have | not said that what a dragon hunts, he finds?"

Ther eupon Ged went down on one knee before the great creature, as a |iegenan kneels before
a king, and thanked himin his own tongue. The breath of the dragon, so close, was hot on his
bowed head.

Orm Enbar dragged his scaly weight up the dune once nore, beat his wi ngs, and took the
air.

Ged brushed the sand fromhis clothes and said to Arren, "Now you have seen ne kneel. And
maybe you' |l see nme kneel once nore, before the end."

Arren did not ask what he nmeant; in their |ong conpanionship he had | earned that there was
reason in the mage's reserve. Yet it seened to himthat there was evil onmen in the words.

They crossed over the dune to the beach once nore to nmake sure the boat |ay high above the
reach of tide or storm and to take from her cloaks for the night and what food they had left. Ged
paused a minute by the slender prow which had borne himover strange seas so long, so far; he laid
his hand on it, but he set no spell and said no word. Then they struck inland, northward, once
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again, toward the hills.

They wal ked all day, and at evening camped by a streamthat wound down toward the reed-
choked | akes and narshes. Though it was full sunmrer the wind blew chill, comng fromthe west,
fromthe endless, |andl ess reaches of the open sea. A nmist veiled the sky, and no stars shone
above the hills on which no hearth-fire or wi ndowlight had ever gl eaned.

In the darkness Arren woke. Their small fire was dead, but a westering nmoon lit the | and
with a grey, misty light. In the streamvalley and on the hillside about it stood a great
mul titude of people, all still, all silent, their faces turned toward Ged and Arren. Their eyes
caught no light of the noon.

Arren dared not speak, but he put his hand on Ged's arm The nage stirred and sat up
saying, "What's the matter?" He followed Arren's gaze and saw the silent people.

They were all clothed darkly, men and wonmen alike. Their faces could not be clearly seen
inthe faint light, but it seened to Arren that anong those who stood nearest themin the valley,
across the little stream there were some whom he knew, though he could not say their nanes.

Ced stood up, the cloak falling fromhim H's face and hair and shirt shone silvery pale,
as if the noonlight gathered itself to him He held out his armin a wi de gesture and said al oud,
"O you who have lived, go free! | break the bond that holds you: Anvassa nane harw pennodat he!"

For a monent they stood still, the nultitude of silent people. They turned away slowy,
seeming to walk into the grey darkness, and were gone.

Ged sat down. He drew a deep breath. He | ooked at Arren and put his hand on the boy's
shoul der, and his touch was warmand firm "There's nothing to fear, Lebannen," he said gently,
nmocki ngly. "They were only the dead."”

Arren nodded, though his teeth were chattering and he felt cold to his very bones. "How
did," he began, but his jaw and |ips would not obey himyet.

Ged understood him "They canme at his summoning. This is what he prom ses: eternal life.
At his word they may return. At his bidding they nmust wal k upon the hills of life, though they
cannot stir a blade of grass.”

"I's he- is he then dead too?"

Ged shook his head, brooding. "The dead cannot summon the dead back into the world. No, he
has the powers of a living man; and nore... But if any thought to follow him he tricked them He
keeps his power for himself. He plays King of the Dead; and not only of the dead... But they were
only shadows. "

"I don't know why | fear them"™ Arren said with shane.

"You fear them because you fear death, and rightly: for death is terrible and nust be
feared," the nage said. He laid new wood on the fire and blew on the small coals under the ashes.
Alittle flare of brightness bloonmed on the twi gs of brushwood, a grateful light to Arren. "And
life alsois a terrible thing," Ged said, "and nmust be feared and praised."

They both sat back, wapping their cloaks close about them They were silent a while. Then
Ged spoke very gravely. "Lebannen, how | ong he may tease us here with sendings and with shadows, |
do not know. But you know where he will go at last."

“Into the dark |and."

"Aye. Anong them"

"l have seen themnow. | will go with you."

"Is it faith in ne that noves you? You may trust ny |love, but do not trust ny strength.
For | think I have net my match."

"I will go with you."

"But if | amdefeated, if ny power or ny life is spent, | cannot guide you back; you
cannot return alone."

“I will return with you."

At that CGed said, "You enter your manhood at the gate of death." And then he said that
word or name by which the dragon had twice called Arren, speaking it very low "Agni- Agn
Lebannen. "

After that they spoke no nore, and presently sleep cane back into them and they |ay down
by their small and briefly burning fire.

The next norning they wal ked on, going north and west; this was Arren's decision, not
Ged's, who said, "Choose us our way, lad; the ways are all alike to ne." They made no haste, for
they had no goal, waiting for some sign from O m Enbar. They followed the | owest, outnost range of
hills, nostly within sight of the ocean. The grass was dry and short, blowi ng and bl owi ng forever
in the wind. The hills rose up golden and forlorn upon their right, and on their left lay the salt
mar shes and the western sea. Once they saw swans flying, far away in the south. No other breathing
creature did they see all that day. A kind of weariness of dread, of waiting for the worst, grew
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in Arren all day long. Inpatience and a dull anger rose in him He said, after hours of silence,
"This land is as dead as the land of death itself!"

"Do not say that," the nage said sharply. He strode on a while and then went on, in a
changed voice, "Look at this land; |ook about you. This is your kingdom the kingdomof life. This
is your imortality. Look at the hills, the nortal hills. They do not endure forever. The hills
with the living grass on them and the streams of water running... In all the world, in all the
worlds, in all the imensity of time, there is no other |ike each of those streams, rising cold
out of the earth where no eye sees it, running through the sunlight and the darkness to the sea.
Deep are the springs of being, deeper than life, than death..."

He stopped, but in his eyes as he | ooked at Arren and at the sunlit hills there was a
great, wordless, grieving love. And Arren saw that, and seeing it saw him saw himfor the first
ti me whol e, as he was.

"I cannot say what | nean," Ged said unhappily.

But Arren thought of that first hour in the Fountain Court, of the man who had knelt by
the running water of the fountain; and joy, as clear as that renmenbered water, welled up in him
He | ooked at his conpanion and said, "I have given ny love to what is worthy of love. Is that not
t he ki ngdom and the unperishing spring?"

"Aye, lad," said Ged, gently and with pain.

They went on together in silence. But Arren saw the world now with his conpanion's eyes
and saw the living splendor that was reveal ed about themin the silent, desolate land, as if by a
power of enchantnent surpassing any other, in every blade of the w ndbowed grass, every shadow,
every stone. So when one stands in a cherished place for the last tinme before a voyage w t hout
return, he sees it all whole, and real, and dear, as he has never seen it before and never wl|
see it again.

As evening cane on serried lines of clouds rose fromthe west, borne on great winds from
the sea, and burnt fiery before the sun, reddening it as it sank. As he gathered brushwood for
their fire in a creek-valley, in that red light, Arren glanced up and saw a man standi ng not ten
feet fromhim The man's face | ooked vague and strange, but Arren knew him the Dyer of Lorbanery,
Sopli, who was dead.

Behi nd him stood others, all with sad, staring faces. They seened to speak, but Arren
could not hear their words, only a kind of whispering blown away by the west wi nd. Sone of them
canme toward him sl owy.

He stood and | ooked at them and again at Sopli; and then he turned his back on them
st ooped, and picked up one nore stick of brushwood, though his hands shook. He added it to his
| oad, and picked up another, and one nore. Then he strai ghtened and | ooked back. There was no one
in the valley, only the red light burning on the grass. He returned to Ged and set down his | oad
of firewood, but he said nothing of what he had seen

Al that night, in the m sty darkness of that |and enpty of living souls, when he woke
fromfitful sleep he heard about himthe whispering of the souls of the dead. He steadied his
will, and did not |isten, and sl ept again.

Both he and Ged woke | ate, when the sun, already a hands' breadth above the hills, broke
free at last fromfog and brightened the cold land. As they ate their small norning neal the
dragon cane, wheeling above themin the air. Fire shot fromhis jaws, and snoke and sparks from
his red nostrils; his teeth gleanmed |like blades of ivory in that lurid glare. But he said nothing,
though Ged hailed him crying in his | anguage, "Hast found him O m Enbar?"

The dragon threw back his head and arched his body strangely, raking the wind with his
razor talons. Then he set off flying fast to the west, |ooking back at them as he went.

Ged gripped his staff and struck it on the ground. "He cannot speak," he said. "He cannot
speak! The words of the Making are taken fromhim and he is left |ike an adder, |ike a tonguel ess
worm his wi sdom dunb. Yet he can |l ead, and we can follow " Swinging up their |ight packs on their
backs, they strode westward across the hills, as O m Enbar had fl own.

Eight mles or nore they went, not slackening that first, swift, steady pace. Now the sea
lay on either hand, and they wal ked on a long, falling ridge-back that ran down at |ast through
dry reeds and wi ndi ng creek-beds to an outcurving beach of sand, colored like ivory. This was the
west ernnost cape of all the lands, the end of earth.

O 'm Enbar crouched on that ivory sand, his head low |like an angry cat's and his breath
com ng in gasps of fire. Some way before him between himand the long, |ow breakers of the sea,
stood a thing like a hut or shelter, white, as if built of |ong-beached driftwood. But there was
no driftwood on this shore which faced no other land. As they cane closer Arren saw that the
ranshackle walls were built up of great bones: whal es' bones, he thought at first, and then saw
the white triangles edged |ike knives, and knew they were the bones of a dragon

file:/lIF|/rah/Ursula%?20LeGuin/LeGuin,%20Ursula...20Earthsea%203%20-%20The%20Farthest%20Shore.txt (63 of 75) [1/19/03 3:51:30 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Ursul a%20L eGuin/L eGuin,%20Ursul a%20K %20-%20Earthsea%203%20-%20T he%20Farthest%20Shore. txt

They canme to the place. Sunlight on the sea glittered through crevices between the bones.
The lintel of the doorway was a thighbone |onger than a nman. On it stood a human skull, staring
with hollow eyes at the hills of Selidor.

They stopped there, and as they | ooked up at the skull a man canme out of the doorway under
it. He wore an arnor of gilt bronze of ancient fashion; it was rent as if by hatchet blows, and
the jewel ed scabbard of his sword was enpty. His face was stern, with arched, black brows and
narrow nose; his eyes were dark, keen, and sorrowful. There were wounds on his arms and in his
throat and side; they bled no longer, but they were nortal wounds. He stood erect and still, and
| ooked at them

Ged took one step toward him They were sonewhat alike, thus face to face.

"Thou art Erreth-Akbe," Ged said. The other gazed at him steadily and nodded once, but did
not speak.

"Even thou, even thou must do his bidding." Rage was in Ged's voice. "Ony lord, and best
and bravest of us all, rest in thy honor and in death!" And raising his hands, Ged brought them
down in a great gesture, saying again those words he had spoken to the nmultitudes of the dead. H s
hands | eft behind on the air a nonent a broad, bright track. Wien it was gone, the arnored nan was
gone, and only the sun dazzled on the sand where he had stood.

Ged struck at the house of bones with his staff, and it fell and vani shed away. Nothing of
it was left but one great rib-bone that stuck up out of the sand.

He turned to OrmEnmbar. "Is it here, OmEnbar? Is this the place?"
The dragon opened his nmouth and nmade a huge, gasping hiss.
"Here on the | ast shore of the world. That is well!" Then holding his black yew staff in

his | eft hand, Ged opened his arns in the gesture of invocation, and spoke. Though he spoke in the
| anguage of the Making, yet Arren understood, at last, as all who hear that invocation nust
understand, for it has power over all: "Now do | sumon you and here, ny eneny, before ny eyes and
in the flesh, and bind you by the word that will not be spoken till time's end, to cone!"

But where the nane of hi msumoned shoul d have been spoken, Ged said only: My eneny.

A silence followed, as if the sound of the sea had faded. It seened to Arren that the sun
failed and di med, though it stood high in a clear sky. A darkness cane over the beach, as though
one | ooked through snoked gl ass; directly before Ged it grew very dark, and it was hard to see
what was there. It was as if nothing was there, nothing the light could fall on, a form essness.

Qut of it came a man, suddenly. It was the same man they had seen upon the dune, bl ack-
haired and | ong-arned, lithe and tall. He held now a long rod or blade of steel, graven all down
its length with runes, and he tilted this toward Ged as he faced him But there was sonethi ng
strange in the | ook of his eyes, as if they were sun-dazzled and coul d not see.

“I come," he said, "at my own choosing, in ny own way. You cannot summon ne, Archmage. |
am no shadow. | amalive. | only amalive! You think you are, but you are dying, dying. Do you
know what this is | hold? It is the staff of the G ey Mage, he who silenced Nereger; the Master of
my art. But | amthe Master now. And | have had enough of playing ganes with you." Wth that he
suddenly reached out the steel blade to touch Ged, who stood as if he could not nove and coul d not
speak. Arren stood a pace behind him and all his will was to nove, but he could not stir, he
could not even put his hand on his sword-hilt, and his voice was stopped in his throat.

But over Ged and Arren, over their heads, vast and fiery, the great body of the dragon
canme in one withing | eap and plunged down full-force upon the other, so that the charmed stee
bl ade entered into the dragon's nailed breast to its full length: but the man was borne down under
hi s wei ght and crushed and burnt.

Ri sing up again fromthe sand, arching his back and beating his vaned w ngs, O m Enbar
vonited out gouts of fire and screaned. He tried to fly, but he could not fly. Mlign and col d,
the metal lay in his heart. He crouched, and the blood ran black and poi sonous, steanming, fromhis
mouth, and the fire died in his nostrils till they becane like pits of ash. He laid down his great
head on the sand.

So died Om Enbar where his forefather O mdied, on the bones of O mburied in the sand.

But where Ormhad struck his eneny to earth, there lay sonething ugly and shriveled, |ike
the body of a big spider dried up in its web. It had been burned by the dragon's breath and
crushed by his taloned feet. Yet, as Arren watched, it noved. It cramed away a little fromthe
dr agon.

The face lifted up toward them There was no coneliness left init, only ruin, old age
that had outlived old age. The nmouth was w thered. The sockets of the eyes were enpty and had | ong
been enpty. So Ged and Arren saw at last the living face of their eneny.

It turned away. The burnt, blackened arns reached out, and a darkness gathered into them
that same shapel ess darkness that swelled and di nmed the sunlight. Between the arns of the Unmaker
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it was |like an archway or a gate, though dimand w thout outline; and through it was neither pale
sand nor ocean, but a long slope of darkness going down into the dark.

There the crushed, crawing figure went, and when it canme into the darkness it seened
suddenly to rise up and nove swiftly, and it was gone.

"Cone, Lebannen," said Ged, laying his right hand on the boy's arm and they went forward
into the dry | and.

The yewwood staff in the nage's hand shone in the dull, |owering darkness with a silver
gl eam Anot her slight glinmering novenent caught Arren's eye: a flicker of light along the bl ade
of the sword he held naked in his band. As the dragon's act and death had broken the binding
spell, he had drawn his sword, there on the beach of Selidor. And here, though he was no nore than
a shadow, he was a living shadow, and bore the shadow of his sword.

There was no ot her brightness anywhere. It was like a late twilight under clouds at the
end of Novenber, a dour, chill, dull air in which one could see, but not clearly and not far
Arren knew the place, the nmoors and barrens of his hopel ess dreans; but it seemed to himthat he
was farther, immensely farther, than he had ever been in dream He could make out not hing

distinctly, except that he and his conpanion stood on the slope of a hill, and before themwas a
| ow wal | of stones, no higher than a nman's knee
Ged still kept his right hand on Arren's arm He noved forward now, and Arren went with

him they stepped over the wall of stones.

Form ess, the long slope fell away before them descending into the dark

But overhead, where Arren had thought to see a heavy overcast of clouds, the sky was
bl ack, and there were stars. He |ooked at them and it seemed as if his heart shrank small and
cold within him They were no stars that he had ever seen. Unnoving they shone, unwi nking. They
were those stars that do not rise or set, nor are they ever hidden by any cloud, nor does any

sunrise dimthem Still and small they shine on the dry | and.

Ged set off wal king down the far side of the hill of being, and pace by pace Arren went
with him There was terror in him and yet so resolved was his heart and so intent his will that
the fear did not rule him nor was he even very clearly aware of it. It was only as if sonething
deep within himgrieved, like an animal shut up in a room and chai ned.

It seened that they wal ked down that hill-slope for a | ong way, but perhaps it was a short

way; for there was no passing of tinme there, where no wind blew and the stars did not nove. They
cane then into the streets of one of the cities that are there, and Arren saw the houses with

wi ndows that are never lit, and in certain doorways standing, with quiet faces and enpty hands,
t he dead.

The market pl aces were all enpty. There was no buying and selling there, no gaining and
spendi ng. Not hi ng was used; nothing was nade. Ged and Arren went through the narrow streets al one,
though a few times they saw a figure at the turning of another way, distant and hardly to be seen
in the gloom At sight of the first of these, Arren started and raised his sword to point, but Ged
shook his head and went on. Arren saw then that the figure was a woman who noved sl owy, not
fleeing fromthem

Al'l those whom they saw -not many, for the dead are nany, but that land is |arge- stood
still, or noved slowy and with no purpose. None of them bore wounds, as had the senbl ance of
Er r et h- Akbe sunmoned into daylight at the place of his death. No marks of illness were on them
They were whol e and heal ed. They were healed of pain and of life. They were not | oathesone as
Arren had feared they would be, not frightening in the way he had thought they would be. Quiet
were their faces, freed fromanger and desire, and there was in their shadowed eyes no hope.

Instead of fear, then, great pity rose up in Arren, and if fear underlay it, it was not
for hinself, but for all people. For he saw the nother and child who had di ed together, and they
were in the dark land together; but the child did not run, nor did it cry, and the nother did not
hold it or ever look at it. And those who had died for |ove passed each other in the streets.

The potter's wheel was still, the |oomenpty, the stove cold. No voice ever sang.

The dark streets between dark houses | ed on and on, and they passed through them The
sound of their feet was the only sound. It was cold. Arren had not noticed that cold at first, but
it crept into his spirit, which was, here, also his flesh. He felt very weary. They nust have cone
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a long way. Wiy go on? he thought, and his steps lagged a little.

Ged stopped suddenly, turning to face a man who stood at the crossing of two streets. He
was slender and tall, with a face that Arren thought he had seen, though he could not renenber
where. Ged spoke to him and no other voice had broken the silence since they stepped across the
wal | of stones: "O Thorion, ny friend, how come you here!"

And he put out his hands to the Sunmobner of Roke.

Thorion nmade no answering gesture. He stood still, and his face was still; but the silvery
light on Ged's staff struck deep in his enshadowed eyes, naking a little light there or neeting
it. Ged took the hand he did not offer and said again, "Wat do you here, Thorion? You are not of
this kingdomyet. Go back!"

"I followed the undying one. | lost ny way.'
that of a man who speaks in sleep

"Upward: toward the wall," said Ged, pointing the way he and Arren had cone, the |ong,
dark, descending street. At that there was a trenor in Thorion's face, as if some hope had entered
into himlike a sword, intolerable.

"I cannot find the way," he said. "My lord, | cannot find the way."

"Maybe thou shalt,"” Ged said, and enbraced him and then went forward. Thorion stood stil
at the crossroads, behind him

As they went on, it seenmed to Arren that in this tinmeless dusk there was, in truth,
neither forward nor backward, neither east nor west, no way to go. Was there a way out? He thought
how t hey had conme down the hill, always descending, no matter how they turned; and still in the
dark city the streets went downward, so that to return to the wall of stones they need only clinb,
and at the hill's top they would find it. But they did not turn. Side by side, they went on. Did
he follow Ged? O did he I ead hinf

They canme out of the city. The country of the innunerable dead was enpty. No tree or thorn
or blade of grass grewin the stony earth under the unsetting stars. There was no horizon, for
the eye could not see so far into the gloom but ahead of themthe small, still stars were absent
fromthe sky over a | ong space above the ground, and this starless space was jagged and sl oped
like a chain of nobuntains. As they went on, the shapes were nore distinct: high peaks, weathered
by no wind or rain. There was no snow on themto gleamin starlight. They were bl ack. The sight of
them struck desolation into Arren's heart. He | ooked away fromthem But he knew t hem he
recogni zed them his eyes were drawn back to them Each time he | ooked at those peaks he felt a
cold weight in his breast, and his nerve cane near to failing. Still he wal ked on, always
downward, for the land fell away, descending toward the mountains' feet. At last he said, "My
lord, what are..." He pointed at the nmountains, for he could not go on speaking; his throat was
dry.

The Summoner's voice was soft and dull, |ike

"They border on the world of light," Ged answered, "even as does the wall of stones. They
have no nanme but Pain. There is a road across them It is forbidden to the dead. It is not |ong.
But it is a bitter road."

"I amthirsty," Arren said, and his conpani on answered, "Here they drink dust."

They went on.

It seened to Arren that his conpanion's gait had sl owed sonewhat, and sonetines he
hesitated. He hinself felt no nore hesitation, though the weariness had not ceased to grow in him
They must go down; they nust go on. They went on

Sonetinmes they passed through other towns of the dead, where the dark roofs nade angl es
agai nst the stars, which stood forever in the sanme place above them After the towns was the enpty
| and agai n, where nothing grew. As soon as they had cone out of a town, it was lost in the
darkness. Nothing could be seen, before or behind, except the nountains that grew ever nearer
towering before them To their right the formess slope fell away as it had done, how | ong ago?
when they crossed the wall of stones. "What lies that way?" Arren murrmured to Ged, for he craved

t he sound of speech, but the mage shook his head: "I do not know. It may be a way w thout an end."
In the direction they went, the slope seenmed to be growing | ess and al ways | ess. The
ground under their feet gritted harshly, like lava-dust. Still they went on, and now Arren never

t hought of returning or of how they mght return. Nor did he think of stopping, though he was very
weary. Once he tried to lighten the nunb darkness and weariness and horror within him by thinking
of his hone; but he could not renenber what sunlight |ooked Iike or his nother's face. There was
nothing to do but to go on. And he went on

He felt the ground | evel under his feet; and beside him Ged hesitated. Then he too
stopped. The | ong descent was over; this was the end; there was no way further, no need to go on.

They were in the valley directly under the Mountains of Pain. There were rocks underfoot
and boul ders about them rough to the touch like scoria. It was as if this narrow valley m ght be
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the dry bed of a river of water that had once run here or the course of a river of fire, long
since cold, fromthe vol canoes that reared their black, unmerciful peaks above.

He stood still, there in the narrow valley in the dark, and Ged stood still beside him
They stood like the aimess dead, gazing at nothing, silent. Arren thought, with a little dread
but not much, "W have cone too far."

It did not seemto matter nuch.

Speaki ng his thought, Ged said, "W have cone too far to turn back." H's voice was soft,
but the ring of it was not wholly nmuted by the great, gl oomy hollowness around them and at the
sound of it Arren roused a little. Had they not cone here to neet the one they sought?

A voice in the darkness said, "You have cone too far."

Arren answered it, saying, "Only too far is far enough.”

"You have conme to the Dry River," said the voice. "You cannot go back to the wall of
stones. You cannot go back to life."

"Not that way," said Ged, speaking into the darkness. Arren could hardly see him though
they stood side by side, for the nmountains under which they stood cut out half the starlight, and
it seened as if the current of the Dry River were darkness itself. "But we would | earn your way."

There was no answer.

"W neet as equals here. If you are blind, Cob, yet we are in the dark."

There was no answer.

"W cannot hurt you here; we cannot kill you. Wat is there to fear?"

"I have no fear,"” said the voice in the darkness. Then slowy, glimering a little as with
that light that sonmetines clung to Ged's staff, the man appeared, standing sone way upstream from
Ged and Arren, anong the great, di mnmasses of the boulders. He was tall, broad-shoul dered and
| ongarmed, l|ike that figure which had appeared to themon the dune and on the beach of Selidor
but ol der; the hair was white and thickly matted over the high forehead. So he appeared in the
spirit, in the kingdom of death, not burnt by the dragon's fire, not mainmed; but not whole. The
sockets of his eyes were enpty.

"I have no fear," he said. "Wat should a dead man fear?" He | aughed. The sound of
| aughter rang so fal se and uncanny, there in that narrow, stony valley under the nountains, that
Arren's breath failed himfor a noment. But he gripped his sword and |i st ened.

"I do not know what a dead nman should fear," Ged answered. "Surely not death? Yet it seens
you fear it. Even though you have found a way to escape fromit."

"I have. | live: ny body lives."

"Not well," the nmage said dryly. "Illusion mght hide age; but O m Enbar was not gentle
with that body."

“I can nend it. | know secrets of healing and of youth, no mere illusions. Wiat do you

take me for? Because you are called Archmage, do you take nme for a village sorcerer? | who al one
anong all mages found the Way of Imortality, which no other ever found!"

"Maybe we did not seek it," said Ged.

"You sought it. Al of you. You sought it and could not find it, and so made w se words

about acceptance and bal ance and the equilibriumof |ife and death. But they were words -lies to
cover your failure- to cover your fear of death! What nan would not live forever, if he coul d? And
I can. | amimortal. | did what you could not do and therefore | am your naster; and you know it.
Wyul d you know how | did it, Archmage?"

"I would."

Cob canme a step closer. Arren noticed that, though the nan had no eyes, his manner was not
quite that of the stoneblind; he seenmed to know exactly where Ged and Arren stood and to be aware
of both of them though he never turned his head to Arren. Some wi zardly second-si ght he m ght
have, such as that hearing and seeing that sendings and presentnents had: sonething that gave him
an awareness, though it mght not be true sight.

"I was in Paln,” he said to Ged, "after you, in your pride, thought you had hunbl ed ne and
taught me a | esson. Ch, a | esson you taught ne, indeed, but not the one you neant to teach! There

| said to nyself: | have seen death now, and I will not accept it. Let all stupid nature go its
stupid course, but | ama man, better than nature, above nature. | will not go that way, | wll
not cease to be nyself! And so determined, | took the Pelnish Lore again, but found only hints and
smatterings of what | needed. So | rewwve it and renade it, and made a spell- the greatest spel
that has ever been made. The greatest and the last!"

"I'n working that spell, you died."

“"Yes! | died. | had the courage to die, to find what you cowards could never find - the
way back from death. | opened the door that had been shut since the beginning of time. And now
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conme freely to this place and freely return to the world of the living. Alone of all men in al
time | amLord of the Two Lands. And the door | opened is open not only here, but in the ninds of
the living, in the depths and unknown places of their being, where we are all one in the darkness.
They know it, and they cone to ne. And the dead too nust come to ne, all of them for | have not

| ost the magery of the living: they nust clinb over the wall of stones when | bid them all the
souls, the lords, the nmages, the proud wonen; back and forth fromlife to death, at ny comand.
Al'l must conme to ne, the living and the dead, | who died and live!"

"Where do they conme to you, Cob? Where is it that you are?"

"Between the worlds."

"But that is neither Iife nor death. What is |life, Cob?"

" Power . "

"What is |ove?"

"Power," the blind man repeated heavily, hunching up his shoul ders.

"What is light?"

" Dar kness!"

"What is your name?"

"l have none."

"Al'l in this land bear their true nanme."

“Tell me yours, then!"

"I am named Ged. And you?"

The blind man hesitated, and said, "Cob."

"That was your use-nane, not your name. Wiere is your nanme? Wiere is the truth of you? D d
you leave it in Paln where you di ed? You have forgotten nuch, O Lord of the Two Lands. You have
forgotten light, and | ove, and your own nane."

"I have your nane now, and power over you, Ged the Archmage- Ged who was Archnmage when he
was alivel!"

"My nane is no use to you," Ged said. "You have no power over nme at all. | ama living
man; ny body lies on the beach of Selidor, under the sun, on the turning earth. And when that body
dies, | will be here: but only in nane, in nane alone, in shadow. Do you not understand? Did you

never understand, you who called up so many shadows fromthe dead, who sumoned all the hosts of
the perished, even ny lord Erreth-Akbe, w sest of us all? Did you not understand that he, even he,
is but a shadow and a nane? H s death did not diminish [ife. Nor did it diminish him He is there -
there, not here! Here is nothing, dust and shadows. There, he is the earth and sunlight, the
| eaves of trees, the eagle's flight. He is alive. And all who ever died, live; they are reborn and
have no end, nor will there ever be an end. All, save you. For you would not have death. You | ost
death, you lost life, in order to save yourself. Yourself! Your inmmortal self! Wat is it? Wwo are
you?"

"I amnyself. My body will not decay and die-"

"A living body suffers pain, Cob; a living body grows old; it dies. Death is the price we
pay for our life and for all life."

"I do not pay it! |I can die and in that nonment live again! | cannot be killed; I am
immortal . | alone amnyself forever!"

"Who are you, then?"

"The Imortal One."

"Say your nane

"The King."

"Say ny nane. | told it to you but a mnute since. Say ny nane!"

"You are not real. You have no nanme. Only | exist "

"You exist: without name, without form You cannot see the light of day; you cannot see
the dark. You sold the green earth and the sun and stars to save yourself. But you have no self.
Al'l that which you sold, that is yourself. You have given everything for nothing. And so now you

seek to draw the world to you, all that light and life you lost, to fill up your nothingness. But
it cannot be filled. Not all the songs of earth, not all the stars of heaven, could fill your
enptiness. "

Ged's voice rang like iron, there in the cold valley under the nountains, and the blind
man cringed away fromhim He [ifted up his face, and the dimstarlight shone on it; he |ooked as
if he wept, but he had no tears, having no eyes. H's nmouth opened and shut, full of darkness, but
no words cane out of it, only a groaning. At |ast he said one word, barely shaping it with his
contorted lips, and the word was "Life."

"I would give you life if |I could, Cob. But | cannot. You are dead. But | can give you
deat h. "
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"No!" the blind man screaned al oud, and then he said, "No, no," and crouched down sobbi ng,
though his cheeks were as dry as the stony rivercourse where only night, and no water, ran. "You

cannot. No one can ever set nme free. | opened the door between the worlds and | cannot shut it. No
one can shut it. It will never be shut again. It draws, it draws ne. | nust cone back to it. |

must go through it and come back here, into the dust and cold and silence. It sucks at nme and
sucks at nme. | cannot leave it. | cannot close it. It will suck all the light out of the world in

the end. All the rivers will be like the Dry River. There is no power anywhere that can close the
door | opened!"

Very strange was the m xture of despair and vindictiveness, terror and vanity, in his
wor ds and voi ce

Ged said only, "Were is it?"

"That way. Not far. You can go there. But you cannot do anything there. You cannot shut
it. If you spent all your power in that one act, it would not be enough. Nothing is enough."

"Maybe, " Ged answered. "Though you chose despair, renenber we have not yet done so. Take
us there."

The blind man raised his face, in which fear and hatred struggled visibly. Hatred

triumphed. "I will not," he said.
At that Arren stepped forward, and he said, "You will."
The blind man held still. The cold silence and the darkness of the real mof the dead

surrounded them surrounded their words.

"Who are you?"

"My nanme is Lebannen.”

Ged spoke: "You who call yourself King, do you not know who this is?"

Again Cob held utterly still. Then he said, gasping a little as he spoke, "But he is dead -
You are dead. You cannot go back. There is no way out. You are caught here!" As he spoke, the
glimer of light died away fromhim and they heard himturn in the darkness and go away fromthem
into it, hastily. "Gve ne light, nmy lord!" Arren cried, and Ged held up his staff above his head,
letting the white |ight break open that ol d darkness, full of rocks and shadows, anong which the
tall, stooped figure of the blind nman hurried and dodged, going upstreamfromthemw th a strange,
unseei ng, unhesitating gait. After himArren came, sword in hand; and after him Ged.

Soon Arren had outdi stanced his conpanion, and the |ight was very faint, nuch interrupted
by the boul ders and the turnings of the riverbed; but the sound of Cob's going, the sense of his
presence ahead, was gui de enough. Arren drew closer slowy, as the way becane steeper. They were
clinmbing in a steep gorge choked with stones; the Dry River, narrowing to its head, wound between
sheer banks. Rocks clattered under their feet and under their hands, for they had to cl anber
Arren sensed the final narrowi ng-in of the banks, and with a |unge forward came up to Cob and
caught his arm halting himthere: at a kind of basin of rocks five or six feet w de, what nmight
have been a pool if ever water ran there; and above it a tunbled cliff of rock and slag. In that
cliff there was a black hole, the source of the Dry R ver

Cob did not try to pull away fromhim He stood quite still, while the Iight of Ged's
approach brightened on his eyeless face. He had turned that face to Arren. "This is the place," he
said at last, a kind of snmile formng on his lips. "This is the place you seek. See it? There you
can be reborn. Al you need do is follow ne. You will live immortally. W shall be kings
t oget her. "

Arren | ooked at that dry, dark springhead, the nouth of dust, the place where a dead soul
crawing into earth and darkness, was born again dead: abomnable it was to him and he said in a
harsh voice, struggling with deadly sickness, "Let it be shut!"

“I't will be shut," Ged said, conming beside them and the |ight blazed up now fromhis
hands and face as if he were a star fallen on earth in that endl ess night. Before himthe dry
spring, the door, yawned open. It was w de and hol | ow, but whether deep or shallow there was no
telling. There was nothing in it for the light to fall on, for the eye to see. It was void.
Through it was neither light nor dark, neither life nor death. It was nothing. It was a way that
| ed nowher e.

Ged rai sed up his hands and spoke.

Arren still held Cob's army the blind man had laid his free hand agai nst the rocks of the
cliff-wall. Both stood still, caught in the power of the spell
Wth all the skill of his life's training and with all the strength of his fierce heart,

Ged strove to shut that door, to make the world whol e once nore. And under his voice and the
command of his shaping hands the rocks drew together, painfully, trying to be whole, to neet. But
at the sane tinme the Iight weakened and weakened, dying out fromhis hands and from his face,
dying out fromhis yew staff, until only a little glimer of it clung there. By that faint |ight

file:/lIF|/rah/Ursula%?20LeGuin/LeGuin,%20Ursula...20Earthsea%203%20-%20The%20Farthest%20Shore.txt (69 of 75) [1/19/03 3:51:30 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Ursul a%20L eGuin/L eGuin,%20Ursul a%20K %20-%20Earthsea%203%20-%20T he%20Farthest%20Shore. txt

Arren saw that the door was nearly cl osed.

Under his hand the blind man felt the rocks nove, felt them come together: and felt also
the art and power giving itself up, spending itself, spent- And all at once he shouted, "No!" and
broke from Arren's grasp, lunged forward, and caught Ged in his blind, powerful grasp. Bearing Ged
down under his weight, he closed his hands on his throat to strangle him

Arren raised up the sword of Serriadh and brought the bl ade down straight and hard on the
bowed neck beneath the matted hair.

The living spirit has weight in the world of the dead, and the shadow of his sword has an

edge. The bl ade made a great wound, severing Cob's spine. Black blood leapt out, lit by the
sword's own |ight.

But there is no good in killing a dead man, and Cob was dead, years dead. The wound
closed, swallowing its blood. The blind nan stood up very tall, groping out with his |Iong arns at

Arren, his face withing with rage and hatred: as if he had just now perceived who his true eneny
and rival was.

So horrible to see was this recovery froma deathblow, this inability to die, nore
horri ble than any dying, that a rage of loathing swelled up in Arren, a berserk fury, and sw nging
up the sword he struck again with it, a full, terrible, dowward blow. Cob fell with skull split
open and face masked with bl ood, yet Arren was upon himat once, to strike again, before the wound
could close, to strike until he killed..

Besi de him Ged, struggling to his knees, spoke one word.

At the sound of his voice Arren was stopped, as if a hand had grasped his sword-arm The
blind man, who had begun to rise, also held utterly still. Ged got to his feet; he swayed a
little. Wien he could hold hinself erect, he faced the cliff.

"Be thou made whole!" he said in a clear voice, and with his staff he drewin lines of
fire across the gate of rocks a figure: the rune Agnen, the Rune of Ending, which closes roads and
is drawn on coffin lids. And there was then no gap or void place anong the boul ders. The door was
shut .

The earth of the Dry Land trenbl ed under their feet, and across the unchangi ng, barren sky
a long roll of thunder ran and died away.

"By the word that will not be spoken until time's end | summopned thee. By the word that
was spoken at the making of things | now rel ease thee. Go free!" And bending over the blind nan
who was crouched on his knees, Ged whispered in his ear, under the white, tangled hair.

Cob stood up. He | ooked about himslowy, with seeing eyes. He | ooked at Arren and then at
Ged. He spoke no word, but gazed at themw th dark eyes. There was no anger in his face, no hate,
no grief. Slowy he turned, went off down the course of the Dry R ver, and soon was gone to sight.

There was no nore light on Ged's yew staff or in his face. He stood there in the darkness.
When Arren cane to him he caught at the young man's armto hold hinself upright. For a nonent a
spasm of dry sobbing shook him "It is done," he said. "It is all gone."

"It is done, dear lord. W nust go."

"Aye. We nust go hone."

Ged was |ike one bew |l dered or exhausted. He foll owed Arren back down the river-course,
stunmbling along slowy and with difficulty anong the rocks and boul ders. Arren stayed with him
When the banks of the Dry River were |low and the ground was | ess steep, he turned toward the way
they had cone, the long, form ess slope that led up into the dark. Then he turned away.

Ged said nothing. As soon as they halted, he bad sunk down, sitting on a |ava-boul der
forspent, his head hangi ng.

Arren knew that the way they had cone was closed to them They could only go on. They nust
go all the way. "Even too far is not far enough," he thought. He | ooked up at the black peaks,
cold and silent against the unnoving stars, terrible; and once nore that ironic, nocking voice of
his will spoke in him unrelenting: "WIIl you stop hal fway, Lebannen?"

He went to Ged and said very gently, "W nust go on, my lord."

Ced said nothing, but he stood up.

"W nust go by the nountains, | think."

"Thy way, lad," Ged said in a hoarse whisper. "Help ne."

So they set out up the slopes of dust and scoria into the mountains, Arren helping his
conpani on along as well as he could. It was black dark in the conbes and gorges, so that he had to
feel the way ahead, and it was hard for himto give Ged support at the sanme tine. Wl ki ng was
hard, a stunbling matter; but when they had to clinb and cl anber as the slopes grew steeper, that
was harder still. The rocks were rough, burning their hands like nolten iron. Yet it was cold and
got colder as they went higher. There was a tornent in the touch of this earth. It seared |ike
live coals: a fire burned within the mountains. But the air was always cold and al ways dark. There
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was no sound. No wind blew. The sharp rocks broke under their hands, and gave way under their
feet. Black and sheer, the spurs and chasms went up in front of themand fell away beside them

i nto bl ackness. Behind, below, the kingdom of the dead was | ost. Ahead, above, the peaks and rocks
stood out against the stars. And nothing noved in all the length and breadth of those bl ack
nmount ai ns, except the two nortal souls.

Ged often stunbled or missed his footing, in weariness. Hi s breath came harder and harder
and when his hands cane hard agai nst the rocks, he gasped in pain. To hear himcry out wung
Arren's heart. He tried to keep himfromfalling. But often the way was too narrow for themto go
abreast, or Arren had to go in front to seek out footing. And at last, on a high slope that ran up
to the stars, Ged slipped and fell forward, and did not get up.

"My lord," Arren said, kneeling by him and then spoke his name: "Ged."

He did not nove or answer.

Arren lifted himin his arms and carried himup that high slope. At the end of it there
was | evel ground for sone way ahead. Arren laid his burden down and dropped down beside him
exhausted and in pain, past hope. This was the sunmit of the pass between the two bl ack peaks, for
whi ch he had been struggling. This was the pass and the end. There was no way farther. The end of
the I evel ground was the edge of a cliff: beyond it the darkness went on forever, and the smal
stars hung unnoving in the black gulf of the sky.

Endurance may outl ast hope. He craw ed forward, when he was able to do so, doggedly. He
| ooked over the edge of darkness. And below him only a little way bel ow, he saw the beach of
ivory sand; the white and anber waves were curling and breaking in foamon it, and across the sea
the sun was setting in a haze of gold.

Arren turned back to the dark. He went back. He lifted Ged up as best he could and
struggled forward with himuntil he could not go any farther. There all things ceased to be:
thirst, and pain, and the dark, and the sun's light, and the sound of the breaking sea.

When Arren woke, a grey fog hid the sea and the dunes and hills of Selidor. The breakers
came murmuring in a low thunder out of the fog and withdrew murmuring into it again. The tide was
in, and the beach nmuch narrower than when they had first come there; the last, small foamlines of
the waves cane and licked at Ged's outflung left hand as he |ay face down on the sand. Hi s clothes
and hair were wet, and Arren's clothes clung icily to his body, as if once at |east the sea had
broken over them O Cob's dead body there was no trace. Maybe the waves had drawn it out to sea
But behind Arren, when he turned his head, huge and dimin the m st the grey body of O m Enbar
bul ked li ke a ruined tower.

Arren got up, shuddering with chill; he could barely stand, for cold and stiffness and a
di zzy weakness |ike that which cones of lying a long tine unnmoving. He staggered |ike a drunken
man. As soon as he could control his linbs he went to Ged and nmanaged to pull hima little way up
the sand above the waves' reach, but that was all he could do. Very cold, very heavy, Ged seened
to him he had borne himover the boundary fromdeath into life, but maybe in vain. He put his ear
to Ged's breast, but could not still the shaking in his own linbs and the chattering of his teeth
to listen for the heartbeat. He stood up again and tried to stanp to bring some warnth back into
his legs and finally, trenbling and dragging his legs like an old man, set off to find their
packs. They had dropped thembeside a little streamrunning down fromthe ridge of the hills, a
long tinme ago, when they came down to the house of bones. It was that stream he sought, for he
coul d not think of anything but water, fresh water

Bef ore he expected it, he cane to the stream as it descended onto the beach and wandered
mazy and branching like a tree of silver to the seas edge. There he dropped down and drank, with
his face in the water and his hands in the water, sucking up the water into his nmouth and into his
spirit.

At last he sat up, and as he did so he saw on the far side of the stream imense, a
dr agon.

Its head, the color of iron, stained as with red rust at nostril and, eye-socket and jow,
hung facing him alnbst over him The talons sank deep into the soft, wet sand on the edge of the
stream The folded wings were partly visible, like sails, but the length of the dark body was | ost
in the fog.
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It did not nove. It night have been crouching there for hours, or for years, or for
centuries. It was carven of iron, shaped fromrock- but the eyes, the eyes he dared not | ook into,

the eyes like oil coiling on water, |ike yellow snoke behind gl ass, the opaque, profound, yell ow
eyes watched Arren
There was not hing he could do; so he stood up. If the dragon would kill him it would; and

if it did not, he would try to help Ged, if there was any help for him He stood up and started to
wal k up the rivulet to find their packs.

The dragon did nothing. It crouched unmoving and watched. Arren found the packs, filled
both the skin bottles at the stream and went back across the sand to Ged. After he had taken only
a few steps away fromthe stream the dragon was lost in the thick fog.

He gave Ged water, but could not rouse him. He lay lax and cold, his head heavy on
Arren's arm His dark face was greyish, the nose and cheek-bones and the old scar standing out
harshly. Even his body | ooked thin and burnt, as if half-consuned.

Arren sat there on the danp sand, his conmpanion's head on his knees. The fog nmade a vague,
soft sphere about them |I|ighter overhead. Sonmewhere in the fog was the dead dragon Orm Enbar, and
the live dragon waiting by the stream And sonewhere across Selidor the boat Lookfar, with no
provisions in her, lay on another beach. And then the sea, eastward. Three hundred miles to any
other land of the Wst Reach, maybe; a thousand to the Innbst Sea. A long way. "As far as
Selidor," they used to say on Enlad. The old stories told to children, the nyths, began, "As |ong
ago as forever and as far away as Selidor, there lived a prince..."

He was the prince. But in the old stories, that was the beginning; and this seened to be
t he end.

He was not downcast. Though very tired, and grieving for his conpanion, he felt not the
| east bitterness or regret. Only there was no | onger anything he could do. It had all been done.

When his strength cane back into him he thought, he would try surf-fishing with the line
fromhis pack; for once his thirst was quenched he had begun to feel the gnawi ng of hunger, and
their food was gone, all but one packet of hard bread. He would save that, for if he soaked and
softened it in water he nmight be able to feed sone of it to Ged.

And that was all there was left to do. Beyond that he could not see; the mist was al
about him

He felt about in his pockets as he sat there, huddled with Ged in the fog, to see if he
had anyt hing useful. In his tunic pocket was a hard, sharp-edged thing. He drewit forth and
| ooked at it, puzzled. It was a small stone, black, porous, hard. He al nbst tossed it away. Then
he felt the edges of it in his hand, rough and searing, and felt the weight of it, and knew it for
what it was, a bit of rock fromthe Muntains of Pain. It had caught in his pocket as he clinbed
or when he crawmed to the edge of the pass with Ged. He held it in his hand, the unchanging thing,
the stone of pain. He closed his hand on it and held it. And he smled then, a smle both sonber
and joyous, knowi ng, for the first tine in his life, alone, unpraised, and at the end of the
world, victory.

The nmists thinned and noved. Far out through them he saw sunlight on the open sea. The
dunes and hills cane and went, colorless and enlarged by the veils of fog: Sunlight struck bright
on the body of Orm Enbar, magnificent in death.

The iron-bl ack dragon crouched, never mnoving, on the far side of the stream

Past noon the sun grew clear and warm burning the last blur of mst out of the air. Arren
threw off his wet clothes and |l et themdry, and went naked save for his swordbelt and sword. He
|l et the sun dry Ged's clothing |ikew se, but though the great, healing, confortable flood of heat
and |ight poured down on Ged, yet he lay still.

There was a noi se as of netal rubbing against netal, the grating whisper of crossed
swords. The ironcol ored dragon had risen on its crooked legs. It noved and crossed the rivulet,
with a soft hissing sound as it dragged its |long body through the sand. Arren saw the wrinkl es at
the shoulder joints, the nmail of the flanks scored and scarred like the arnor of Erreth-Akbe, and
the long teeth yellowed and blunt. In all this, and in its sure, ponderous novenents, and in a
deep and frightening cal mess that it had, he saw the sign of age: of great age, of years beyond
renenbering. So when the dragon stopped sone few feet fromwhere Ged |l ay, and Arren stood up
between the two, he said, in Hardic for he did not know the A d Speech, "Art thou Kal essin?"

The dragon said no word, but it seemed to smile. Then, lowering its huge head and sti cking
out its neck, it |ooked down at Ged, and spoke his nane.

Its voice was huge, and soft, and snelt like a blacksmth's forge.

Again it spoke, and once nore; and at the third tine, Ged opened his eyes. After a while
he tried to sit up, but could not. Arren knelt by him and supported him Then Ged spoke.
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"Kal essin," he said, "senvanissai'n ar Roke!" He had no nore strength after speaking; he | eaned
his head on Arren's shoul der and shut his eyes.

The dragon nmade no reply. It crouched as before, not noving. The fog was coming in again
dimming the sun as it went down to the sea.

Arren dressed and wapped Ged in his cloak. The tide which had drawn far out was conming in
agai n, and he thought to carry his conpanion up to dryer ground on the dunes, for he felt his
strength com ng back.

But as he bent to lift Ged up, the dragon put out a great, mailed foot, alnbst touching
him The talons of that foot were four, with a spur behind such as a cock's foot has, but these
were spurs of steel, and as |ong as scythe-bl ades.

"Sobriost," said the dragon, like a January wi nd through frozen reeds.

“"Let nmy lord be. He has saved us all, and doing so has spent his strength and maybe his
life with it. Let himbe!"

So Arren spoke, fiercely and with command. He had been overawed and frightened too much,
he had been filled up with fear, and had got sick of it and would not have it any nore. He was
angry with the dragon for its brute strength and size, its unjust advantage. He had seen death, he
had tasted death, and no threat had power over him

The ol d dragon Kal essin | ooked at himfromone |ong, awful, golden eye. There were ages
beyond ages in the depths of that eye; the norning of the world was deep in it. Though Arren did
not look into it, he knew that it |ooked upon himw th profound and mld hilarity.

"Arw sobriost," said the dragon, and its rusty nostrils w dened so that the banked and
stifled fire deep within themglittered

Arren had his armunder Ged's shoul ders, having been in the act of lifting himwhen
Kal essin's novenent stopped him and now he felt Ged's head turn a little and heard his voice: "It
nmeans, mount here."

For a while Arren did not nove. This was all folly. But there was the great, taloned foot,
set like a step in front of him and above it, the crook of the elbow joint; and above that, the
jutting shoul der and the nuscul ature of the wing where it sprang fromthe shoul der bl ade: four
steps, a stairway. And there in front of the wings and the first great iron thorn of the spine-
arnmor, in the hollow of the neck there was place for a man to sit astride, or two nen. If they
were mad and past hope and given up to folly.

"Munt!" said Kalessin in the speech of the Making.

So Arren stood up and hel ped his conpanion to stand. Ged held his head erect, and with
Arren's arns to guide him clinbed up those strange steps. Both sat down astride in the rough-
mai | ed hol | ow of the dragon's neck, Arren behind, ready to support Ged if he needed it. Both felt
a warmh conme into them a welconme heat like the sun's heat, where they touched the dragon's hide:
life burnt in fire beneath that iron arnor.

Arren saw that they had left the mage's staff of yew lying half-buried in the sand; the
sea was creeping in to take it. He made to get down for it, but Ged stopped him "Leave it. |
spent all w zardry at that dry spring, Lebannen. | amno nage now. "

Kal essin turned and | ooked at them sidel ong; the ancient |aughter was in its eye. \Wether
Kal essin was nale or female, there was no telling; what Kal essin thought, there was no know ng.
Slowmy the wings lifted and unfurled. They were not gold |like OrmEnbar's wi ngs but red, dark red,
dark as rust or blood or the crinmson silk of Lorbanery. The dragon raised its wings carefully,
lest it unseat its puny riders. Carefully it gathered in the spring of its great haunches, and
leapt like a cat up into the air, and the w ngs beat down and bore them above the fog that drifted
over Selidor.

Rowi ng with those crinson wings in the evening air, Kalessin wheeled out over the open
sea, turned to the east, and flew

In the days of high sumer on the island of Uly a great dragon was seen flying |low, and
later in Usidero and in the north of Ontuego. Though dragons are dreaded in the West Reach, where
peopl e know themall too well, yet after this one had passed over and the villagers had cone out
of their hiding places, those who had seen it said, "The dragons are not all dead, as we thought.
Maybe the wi zards are not all dead, either. Surely there was a great splendor in that flight;
maybe it was the Eldest."”

VWere Kal essin touched to | and none saw. In those far islands there are forests and wld
hills to which few nen ever cone, and where even the descent of a dragon may go unseen

But in the Ninety Isles there was screanm ng and disarray. Men rowed westward anong the
little islands crying, "Hide! H de! The Dragon of Pendor has broken his word! The Archnage has
peri shed, and the Dragon is cone devouring!"
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W thout |anding, wthout |ooking down, the great ironcolored wormflew over the little
islands and the little towns and farms, and dei gned not even a belch of fire for such small fry.
So it passed over CGeath and over Serd, and crossed the straits of the Innbst Sea, and canme within
si ght of Roke.

Never in the nenory of man, scarcely in the nenory of |egend, had any dragon braved the
wal I's visible and invisible of the well-defended isle. Yet this one did not hesitate, but flew on
ponderous wi ngs and heavily over the western shore of Roke, above the villages and fields, to the
green hill that rises over Thwil Town. There at last it stooped softly to the earth, raised its
red wings and folded them and crouched on the summit of Roke Knoll.

The boys came running out of the Great House. Nothing could have stopped them But for al
their youth they were slower than their Masters and came second to the Knoll. Wen they came, the
Patterner was there, come fromhis Gove, his fair hair bright in the sun. Wth himwas the
Changer, who had returned two nights before in the shape of a great seaosprey, |anme-w nged and
weary; |ong he had been caught by his own spells in that formand could not cone into his own
shape again until he cane into the G ove, on that night when the Bal ance was restored and the
broken was nmade whol e. The Summoner, gaunt and frail, only one day risen fromhis bed, had cone;
and beside himstood the Doorkeeper. And the other Masters of the Isle of the Wse were there.

They saw the riders disnpunt, one aiding the other. They saw them | ook about with a | ook
of strange contentnent, grimess, and wonder. The dragon crouched |ike stone while they cl anbered
down fromits back and stood beside it. It turned its head a little while the Archmage spoke to
it, and briefly answered him Those who watched saw t he sidelong | ook of the yell ow eye, cold and

full of laughter. Those who understood heard the dragon say, "I have brought the young king to his
ki ngdom and the old nman to his hone."
"Alittle farther yet, Kalessin," Ged replied. "I have not gone where | nust go." He

| ooked down at the roofs and towers of the Great House in the sunlight, and he seened to snmile a
little. Then he turned to Arren, who stood tall and slight, in worn clothes, and not wholly steady
on his legs fromthe weariness of the long ride and the bew | dernent of all that had passed. In
the sight of themall, Ged knelt to him down on both knees, and bowed his grey head.

Then he stood up and ki ssed the young nman on the cheek, saying, "Wen you come to your
throne in Havnor, ny lord and dear conpanion, rule long and well."

He | ooked again at the Masters and the young w zards and the boys and the towns-folk
gathered on the slopes and at the foot of the Knoll. His face was quiet, and in his eyes there was
sonmething like that |aughter in the eyes of Kalessin. Turning fromthemall, he nounted up again
by the dragon's foot and shoul der, and took his seat reinless between the great peaks of the
wi ngs, on the neck of the dragon. The red wings lifted with a drunmming rattle, and Kal essin the
El dest sprang into the air. Fire cane fromthe dragon's jaws, and snoke, and the sound of thunder
and the stormnvind was in the beating of its wings. It circled the hill once and flew off, north
and eastward, toward that quarter of Earthsea where stands the mountain isle of CGont.

The Door keeper, smiling, said, "He has done with doing. He goes hone."

And they watched the dragon fly between the sunlight and the sea till it was out of sight.

The Deed of Ged tells that he who had been Archmage cane to the crowning of the King of
Al the Isles in the Tower of the Sword in Havnor at the world's heart. The song tells that when
the cerenmony of the crowning was over and the festival began, he left the conpany and went down
alone to the port of Havnor. There lay out on the water a boat, worn and beaten by stormand the
weat her of years; she had no sail up and was enpty. CGed called the boat by nanme, Lookfar, and she
came to him Entering the boat fromthe pier Ged turned his back on I and, and wi thout wi nd or sai
or oar the boat nmoved; it took himfrom harbor and from haven, westward anong the isles, westward
over sea; and no nore is known of him

But in the island of Gont they tell the story otherw se, saying that it was the young
Ki ng, Lebannen, who cane seeking Ged to bring himto the coronation. But he did not find himat
Gont Port or at Re Albi. No one could say where he was, only that he had gone afoot up into the
forests of the nountain. Oten he went so, they said, and did not return for many nonths, and no
man knew the roads of his solitude. Sone offered to seek for him but the King forbade them
saying, "He rules a greater kingdomthan | do." And so he left the nountain, and took ship, and
returned to Havnor to be crowned.

---End- - -
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