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For ewor d

AT THE END OF THE fourth book of Earthsea, Tehanu, the story had arrived at what | felt to be now.

And, just as in the now of the so-called real world, I didn't know what woul d happen next. | could
guess, foretell, fear, hope, but | didn't know.

Unabl e to continue Tehanu's story (because it hadn't happened yet) and foolishly assum ng that the
story of Ged and Tenar had reached its happily-ever-after, | gave the book a subtitle: "The Last

Book of Earthsea."

O foolish witer. Now noves. Even in storytinme, dreantime, once-upon-a tine, nowisn't then

Seven or eight years after Tehanu was published, | was asked to wite a story set in Earthsea. A
mere glinpse at the place told ne that things had been happening there while | wasn't |ooking. It
was high time to go back and find out what was goi ng on now.

I also wanted information on various things that had happened back then, before Ged and Tenar were
born. A good deal about Earthsea, about wi zards, about Roke Island, about dragons, had begun to
puzzle nme. In order to understand current events, | needed to do some historical research, to
spend sore tine in the Archives of the Archipel ago.

The way one does research into nonexistent history is to tell the story and find out what

happened. | believe this isn't very different fromwhat historians of the so-called real world do.
Even if we are present at sone historic event, do we conprehend it-can we even renmenber it-unti

we can tell it as a story? And for events in tinmes or places outside our own experience, we have
nothing to go on but the stories other people tell us. Past events exist, after all, only in

menory, which is a formof imagination. The event is real now, but once it's then, its continuing
reality is entirely up to us, dependent on our energy and honesty. If we let it drop from nenory,
only imagination can restore the least glimer of it. If we |lie about the past, forcing it to tel
a story we want it to tell, to nmean what we want it to nean, it loses its reality, becomes a fake
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To bring the past along with us through time in the hold-alls of nyth and history is a heavy
undert aki ng; but as Lao Tzu says, w se people march along with the baggage wagons.

When you construct or reconstruct a world that never existed, a wholly fictional history, the
research is of a sonewhat different order, but the basic inpul se and techni ques are nmuch the sane.
You | ook at what happens and try to see why it happens, you listen to what the people there tel
you and watch what they do, you think about it seriously, and you try to tell it honestly, so that
the story will have weight and nake sense.

The five tales in this book explore or extend the world established by the first four Earthsea
novel s. Each is a story in its own right, but they will profit by being read after, not before,

t he novel s.

"The Finder" takes place about three hundred years before the tine of the novels, in a dark and
troubled time; its story casts |light on how sone of the custons and institutions of the
Archi pel ago cane to be. "The Bones of the Earth" is about the wi zards who taught the w zard who
first taught Ged, and shows that it takes nore than one nage to stop an earthquake. "Darkrose and
D anond" m ght take place at any tinme during the last couple of hundred years in Earthsea; after
all, a love story can happen at any time, anywhere. "On the H gh Marsh" is a story fromthe brief
but eventful six years that Ged was Archmage of Earthsea. And the last story, "Dragonfly," which
takes place a few years after the end of Tehanu, is the bridge between that book and the next one,
The Gther Wnd (to be published soon). A dragon bridge.

So that ny mnd could nove about anong the years and centuries without getting things all out of
order, and to keep contradictions and discrepancies at a minimumwhile | was witing these

stories, | becane (sonewhat) nore systematic and nethodi cal, and put nmy know edge of the peopl es
and their history together into "A Description of Earthsea." Its function is like that of the
first big mp | drew of all the Archipel ago and the Reaches, when I began to work on A Wzard of
Eart hsea over thirty years ago: | needed to know where things are, and how to get fromhere to
there-in tine as well as in space.

Because this kind of fictional fact, like maps of inmaginary realns, is of real interest to sone
readers, | include the description after the stories. | also redrew the geographical maps for this

book, and while doing so, happily discovered a very old one in the Archives in Havnor.

In the years since | began to wite about Earthsea |'ve changed, of course, and so have the people
who read the books. All times are changing tines, but ours is one of massive, rapid noral and
mental transformation. Archetypes turn into nillstones, large sinplicities get conplicated, chaos
becomes el egant, and what everybody knows is true turns out to be what sonme people used to think.
It's unsettling. For all our delight in the inpermanent, the entrancing flicker of electronics, we
al so long for the unalterable.

We cherish the old stories for their changel essness. Arthur dreans eternally in Avalon. Bilbo can
go "there and back again," and "there" is always the beloved fanmiliar Shire. Don Qui xote sets out
forever to kill awindmill... So people turn to the realnms of fantasy for stability, ancient
truths, immutable sinplicities.

And the mlls of capitalismprovide them Supply neets demand. Fantasy becones a commobdity, an

i ndustry.

Conmmodi fied fantasy takes no risks: it invents nothing, but imtates and trivializes. It proceeds
by depriving the old stories of their intellectual and ethical conplexity, turning their action to
viol ence, their actors to dolls, and their truth- telling to sentinental platitude. Heroes
brandi sh their swords, |asers, wands, as nechanically as conbi ne harvesters, reaping profits.

Prof oundl y di sturbing noral choices are sanitized, nmade cute, nade safe. The passionately

concei ved ideas of the great story-tellers are copied, stereotyped, reduced to toys, nolded in
bright-colored plastic, advertised, sold, broken, junked, replaceable, interchangeable.

What the commodifiers of fantasy count on and exploit is the insuperable imagination of the
reader, child or adult, which gives even these dead things life-of a sort, for a while.

I magi nation like all living things lives now, and it lives with, from on true change. Like all we
do and have, it can be co-opted and degraded; but it survives comercial and didactic
exploitation. The land outlasts the enpires. The conquerors may | eave desert where there was
forest and meadow, but the rain will fall, the rivers will run to the sea. The unstable, nutable,
untrut hful realms of Once-upon-a-tine are as nmuch a part of human history and thought as the
nations in our kal ei doscopic atlases, and some are nore enduring.

We have inhabited both the actual and the imaginary realns for a long time. But we don't live in
ei ther place the way our parents or ancestors did. Enchantment alters with age, and with the age
We know a dozen different Arthurs now, all of themtrue. The Shire changed irrevocably even in
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Bil bos lifetime. Don Qui xote went riding out to Argentina and nmet Jorge Luis Borges there. Plus
c'est la neme chose, plus fa change.

It's been a joy to me to go back to Earthsea and find it still there, entirely famliar, and yet
changed and still changing. What | thought was going to happen isn't what's happeni ng, people
aren't who-or what-1 thought they were, and | lose ny way on islands | thought | knew by heart.

So these are reports of ny explorations and di scoveries: tales fromEart hsea for those who have
liked or think they might like the place, and who are willing to accept these hypotheses: things
change: authors and wi zards are not always to be trusted: nobody can explain a dragon

The Fi nder
I. In the Dark Tine

THIS | S THE FI RST PAGE of the Book of the Dark, written some six hundred years ago in Berila, on
Enl ad:

"After Elfarran and Morred perished and the Isle of Solea sank beneath the sea, the Council of the
W se governed for the child Serriadh until he took the throne. His reign was bright but brief. The
ki ngs who followed himin Enlad were seven, and their real mincreased in peace and weal th. Then
the dragons cane to raid anong the western | ands, and wi zards went out in vain against them King
Akanbar nmoved the court fromBerila in Enlad to the City of Havnor, whence he sent out his fleet
agai nst invaders fromthe Kargad Lands and drove them back into the East. But still they sent

rai ding ships even as far as the Inmost Sea. O the fourteen Kings of Havnor the |ast was
Maharion, who nade peace both with the dragons and the Kargs, but at great cost. And after the
Ri ng of the Runes was broken, and Erreth-Akbe died with the great dragon, and Maharion the Brave
was killed by treachery, it seemed that no good thing happened in the Archipel ago.

"Many cl ai med Maharion's throne, but none could keep it, and the quarrels of the claimnts divided
all loyalties. No comobnwealth was | eft and no justice, only the will of the wealthy. Men of noble
houses, nerchants, and pirates, any who could hire soldiers and wi zards called hinself a |ord,
claimng lands and cities as his property. The warl ords made those they conquered sl aves, and
those they hired were in truth slaves, having only their masters to safeguard them fromrival

warl ords seizing the | ands, and sea-pirates raiding the ports, and bands and hordes of |aw ess,

m serabl e nmen di spossessed of their living, driven by hunger to raid and rob."

The Book of the Dark, witten late in the time it tells of, is a conpilation of self-contradictory
histories, partial biographies, and garbled | egends. But it's the best of the records that
survived the dark years. Wanting praise, not history, the warlords burnt the books in which the
poor and powerl ess night | earn what power is.

But when the | ore-books of a wizard cane into a warlord's hands he was likely to treat themwith
caution, locking themaway to keep them harnl ess or giving themto a wizard in his hire to do with
as he wished. In the margins of the spells and word lists and in the endpapers of these books of
lore a wizard or his prentice nmight record a plague, a fam ne, a raid, a change of masters, along
with the spells worked in such events and their success or unsuccess. Such randomrecords reveal a
cl ear monent here and there, though all between those nonents is darkness. They are |ike glinpses
of a lighted ship far out at sea, in darkness, in the rain

And there are songs, old lays and ballads fromsnall islands and fromthe quiet uplands of Havnor
that tell the story of those years.

Havnor Great Port is the city at the heart of the world, white-towered above its bay; on the
tallest tower the sword of Erreth-Akbe catches the first and | ast of daylight. Through that city
passes all the trade and conmerce and | earning and craft of Earthsea, a wealth not hoarded. There
the King sits, having returned after the healing of the Ring, in sign of healing. And in that

city, in these latter days, men and wonen of the islands speak with dragons, in sign of change.

But Havnor is also the Geat Isle, a broad, rich land; and in the villages inland fromthe port,
the farm ands of the slopes of Mount Onn, nothing ever changes nmuch. There a song worth singing is
likely to be sung again. There old nen at the tavern talk of Mdirred as if they had known hi m when
they too were young and heroes. There girls walking out to fetch the cows hone tell stories of the
wonen of the Hand, who are forgotten everywhere else in the world, even on Roke, but renenbered
among those silent, sunlit roads and fields and in the kitchens by the hearths where housew ves
wor k and tal k.

In the time of the kings, mages gathered in the court of Enlad and later in the court of Havnor to
counsel the king and take counsel together, using their arts to pursue goals they agreed were
good. But in the dark years, w zards sold their skills to the highest bidder, pitting their powers
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one agai nst the other in duels and conbats of sorcery, careless of the evils they did, or worse
than carel ess. Plagues and fam nes, the failure of springs of water, sumers with no rain and
years with no sumrer, the birth of sickly and nmonstrous young to sheep and cattle, the birth of
sickly and nonstrous children to the people of the isles-all these things were charged to the
practices of wi zards and witches, and all too often rightly so.

So it becane dangerous to practice sorcery, except under the protection of a strong warlord; and
even then, if a wizard net up with one whose powers were greater than his own, he night be
destroyed. And if a wizard let down his guard anong the comon fol k, they too might destroy himif
they could, seeing himas the source of the worst evils they suffered, a malign being. In those
years, in the mnds of nobst people, all magic was bl ack

It was then that village sorcery, and above all wonen's witchery, cane into the ill repute that
has clung to it since. Wtches paid dearly for practicing the arts they thought of as their own.
The care of pregnant beasts and wonen, birthing, teaching the songs and rites, the fertility and
order of field and garden, the building and care of the house and its furniture, the mning of
ores and netal s-these great things had al ways been in the charge of wonen. A rich lore of spells
and charms to ensure the good outconme of such undertakings was shared anmong the wi tches. But when
things went wong at the birth, or in the field, that would be the witches' fault. And things went
wrong nore often than right, with the wi zards warring, using poisons and curses recklessly to gain
i medi at e advant age wi thout thought for what followed after. They brought drought and storm
blights and fires and sicknesses across the Iand, and the village witch was punished for them She
didn't know why her charm of healing caused the wound to gangrene, why the child she brought into
the world was inbecile, why her blessing seemed to burn the seed in the furrows and blight the
apple on the tree. But for these ills, sonmebody had to be to blanme: and the witch or sorcerer was
there, right there in the village or the town, not off in the warlord's castle or fort, not
protected by armed nen and spells of defense. Sorcerers and witches were drowned in the poi soned
well's, burned in the withered fields, buried alive to nake the dead earth rich again.

So the practice of their lore and the teaching of it had become perilous. Those who undertook it
were often those already outcast, crippled, deranged, without fanily, old-wonmen and nen who had
little to |l ose. The wi se man and wi se wonman, trusted and held in reverence, gave way to the stock
figures of the shuffling, inpotent village sorcerer with his trickeries, the hag-witch with her
potions used in aid of lust, jealousy, and nalice. And a child's gift for nagic becane a thing to
dread and hi de.

This is a tale of those times. Some of it is taken fromthe Book of the Dark, and sone cones from
Havnor, fromthe upland farns of Onn and the woodl ands of Faliern. A story may be pieced together
fromsuch scraps and fragnents, and though it will be an airy quilt, half made of hearsay and hal f
of guesswork, yet it nmay be true enough. It's a tale of the Founding of Roke, and if the Masters
of Roke say it didn't happen so, let themtell us how it happened otherw se. For a cloud hangs
over the tinme when Roke first becane the Isle of the Wse, and it nmay be that the wise nen put it
t here.

1. Oter

There was an otter in our brook

That every nortal senbl ance took

Coul d any spell of magi c nake,

And speak the tongues of nman and drake.
So runs the water away, away,

So runs the water away.

OTTER WAS THE SON of a boatwight who worked in the shipyards of Havnor Great Port. Hi s nother
gave himhis country name; she was a farm worman from Endl ane vill age, around northwest of Munt
Onn. She had cone to the city seeking work, as many cane. Decent folk in a decent trade in
troubled times, the boatwight and his fanmily were anxious not to come to notice lest they come to
grief. And so, when it became clear that the boy had a gift of magery, his father tried to beat it
out of him
"You mght as well beat a cloud for raining," said Gtter's nother
"Take care you don't beat evil into him" said his aunt.

"Take care he doesn't turn your belt on you with a spell!" said his uncle.

But the boy played no tricks against his father. He took his beatings in silence and learned to
hide his gift.

It didn't seemto himto anbunt to nuch. It was such an easy matter to himto nake a silvery |ight
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shine in a dark room or find a lost pin by thinking about it, or true up a warped joint by
runni ng his hands over the wood and talking to it, that he couldn't see why they made a fuss over
such things. But his father raged at himfor his "shortcuts,” even struck himonce on the nouth
when he was talking to the work, and insisted that he do his carpentry with tools, in silence.

H's nother tried to explain. "It's as if you'd found sone great jewel," she said, "and what's one
of us to do with a dianond but hide it? Anybody rich enough to buy it fromyou is strong enough to
kill you for it. Keep it hid. And keep away from great people and their crafty men!"

"Crafty men" is what they called w zards in those days.

One of the gifts of power is to know power. Wzard knows w zard, unless the conceal nent is very
skillful. And the boy had no skills at all except in boat-building, of which he was a prom sing
schol ar by the age of twelve. About that tine the midwi fe who had hel ped his nother at his birth
came by and said to his parents, "Let Oter cone to ne in the evenings after work. He should | earn
the songs and be prepared for his nam ng day."

That was all right, for she had done the same for OQtter's elder sister, and so his parents sent
himto her in the evenings. But she taught Qtter nore than the song of the Creation. She knew his
gift. She and sone nen and wonen |i ke her, people of no fame and sone of questionable reputation
had all in sone degree that gift; and they shared, in secret, what lore and craft they had. "A
gift untaught is a ship unguided," they said to Gter, and they taught himall they knew It
wasn't much, but there were some beginnings of the great arts in it; and though he felt uneasy at
deceiving his parents, he couldn't resist this know edge, and the ki ndness and praise of his poor
teachers. "It will do you no harmif you never use it for harm" they told him and that was easy
for himto prom se them

At the stream Serrenen, where it runs within the north wall of the city, the mdwi fe gave Oter
his true name, by which he is renmenbered in islands far from Havnor

Anong t hese people was an old man whom they cal |l ed, anong thensel ves, the Changer. He showed Qter

a few spells of illusion; and when the boy was fifteen or so, the old man took himout into the
fields by Serrenen to show himthe one spell of true change he knew. "First let's see you turn
that bush into the seeming of a tree,” he said, and pronmptly Oter did so. Illusion cane so easy

to the boy that the old man took alarm Oter had to beg and wheedl e himfor any further teaching
and finally to pronise him swearing on his own true and secret nanme, that if he | earned the
Changer's great spell he would never use it but to save a life, his own or another's.

Then the old man taught it to him But it wasn't rmuch use, Oter thought, since he had to hide it.
What he |l earned working with his father and uncle in the shipyard he could use, at |east; and he
was becom ng a good craftsman, even his father would admit that.

Losen, a sea-pirate who called hinself King of the Innbst Sea, was then the chief warlord in the
city and all the east and south of Havnor. Exacting tribute fromthat rich donmain, he spent it to
increase his soldiery and the fleets he sent out to take slaves and plunder from other |ands. As
Oters uncle said, he kept the shipwights busy. They were grateful to have work in a time when
men seeking work found only beggary, and rats ran in the courts of Mharion. They did an honest
job, OQter's father said, and what the work was used for was none of their concern

But the other |earning he had been given had made Qtter touchy in these matters, delicate of
consci ence. The big galley they were building now would be rowed to war by Losen's sl aves and
woul d bring back slaves as cargo. It galled himto think of the good ship in that vicious usage.
"Way can't we build fishing boats, the way we used to?" he asked, and his father said, "Because
the fishermen can't pay us."

"Can't pay us as well as Losen does. But we could live," Qtter argued.

"You think | can turn the King's order down? You want to see ne sent to row with the slaves in the
galley we're building? Use your head, boy!"

So Oter worked along with themwith a clear head and an angry heart. They were in a trap. Wuat's
the use of a gift of power, he thought, if not to get out of a trap?

H s conscience as a craftsman would not let himfault the carpentry of the ship in any way; but
his conscience as a wizard told himhe could put a hex on her, a curse woven right into her beans
and hull. Surely that was using the secret art to a good end? For harm yes, but only to harmthe
harnful. He did not talk to his teachers about it. If he was doing wong, it was none of their
fault and they woul d know not hi ng about it. He thought about it for a long tinme, working out how
to do it, naking the spell very carefully. It was the reversal of a finding charm a |osing charm
he called it to hinmself. The ship would float, and handle well, and steer, but she woul d never
steer quite true.

It was the best he could do in protest against the misuse of good work and a good ship. He was

pl eased with hinsel f. Wen the ship was |aunched (and all seened well with her, for her fault
woul d not show up until she was out on the open sea) he could not keep fromhis teachers what he
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had done, the little circle of old nen and m dwi ves, the young hunchback who coul d speak with the
dead, the blind girl who knew the names of things. He told themhis trick, and the blind girl
| aughed, but the old people said, "Look out. Take care. Keep hidden."

In Losen's service was a man who called hinmsel f Hound, because, as he said, he had a nose for
witchery. Hi s enploynent was to sniff Losen's food and drink and garments and wonen, anything that
m ght be used by enemy wi zards against him and also to inspect his warships. Ashipis a fragile
thing in a dangerous el enent, vulnerable to spells and hexes. As soon as Hound cane aboard the new

gall ey he scented sonething. "Well, well," he said, "who's this?" He wal ked to the hel mand put
his hand on it. "This is clever," he said. "But who is it? A newconer, | think." He sniffed
appreci atively. "Very clever," he said.

They canme to the house in Boatwight Street after dark. They kicked the door in, and Hound,
standi ng anong the arned and arnored nen, said, "Hm Let the others be." And to Oter he said,
"Don't nove," in a |low, anicable voice. He sensed great power in the young man, enough that he was
alittle afraid of him But Oter's distress was too great and his training too slight for himto
think of using magic to free hinself or stop the nmen's brutality. He flung hinself at them and
fought themlike an animal till they knocked himon the head. They broke Oter's father's jaw and
beat his aunt and nother senseless to teach themnot to bring up crafty nen. Then they carried
Oter away.

Not a door opened in the narrow street. Nobody | ooked out to see what the noise was. Not till |ong
after the nmen were gone did some neighbors creep out to confort Qtter's people as best they coul d.
"Ch, it's a curse, a curse, this w zardry!" they said.

Hound told his nmaster that they had the hexer in a safe place, and Losen said, "Wwo was he working
for?"

"He worked in your shipyard, your highness."'
"Who hired himto hex the ship, fool?"

"It seens it was his own idea, your mmjesty."

"Way? What was he going to get out of it?"

Hound shrugged. He didn't choose to tell Losen that people hated himdisinterestedly.
"He's crafty, you say. Can you use hinP"

"I can try, your highness."

"Tanme himor bury him" said Losen, and turned to nore inportant natters.

Losen liked to be called by kingly titles.

Oter's hunbl e teachers had taught himpride. They had trained into hima deep contenpt for

wi zards who worked for such nen as Losen, letting fear or greed pervert nagic to evil ends.

Not hing, to his mind, could be nore despicable than such a betrayal of their art. So it troubled
himthat he coul dn't despi se Hound.

He had been stowed in a storeroomof one of the old palaces that Losen had appropriated. It had no
wi ndow, its door was cross-grained oak barred with iron, and spells had been laid on that door

that woul d have kept a far nore experienced wi zard captive. There were nen of great skill and
power in Losen's pay. Hound did not consider hinmself to be one of them "All | have is a nose," he
said. He cane daily to see that Qtter was recovering fromhis concussi on and di sl ocated shoul der
and to talk with him He was, as far as Oter could see, well-nmeaning and honest. "If you won't
work for us they'll kill you," he said. "Losen can't have fellows |like you on the | oose. You'd
better hire on while he'll take you."

"l can't."

Oter stated it as an unfortunate fact, not as a noral assertion. Hound | ooked at himwth
appreciation. Living with the pirate king, he was sick of boasts and threats, of boasters and
t hreateners

"What are you strongest in?"

Oter was reluctant to answer. He had to |ike Hound, but didn't have to trust him "Shape-
changi ng," he munbled at |ast.

" Shape-t aki ng?"

"No. Just tricks. Turn a leaf to a gold piece. Seemingly."

In those days they had no fixed nanes for the various kinds and arts of nmagic, nor were the
connections anong those arts clear. There was-as the wi se nen of Roke would say | ater-no science
in what they knew. But Hound knew pretty surely that his prisoner was concealing his talents.
"Can't change your own form even seeningly?"

O ter shrugged.
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It was hard for himto lie. He thought he was awkward at it because he had no practice. Hound knew
better. He knew that magic itself resists untruth. Conjuring, sleight of hand, and fal se comrerce
with the dead are counterfeits of nmagic, glass to the dianond, brass to the gold. They are fraud,
and lies flourish in that soil. But the art of magic, though it may be used for false ends, deals
with what is real, and the words it works with are the true words. So true wi zards find it hard to
lie about their art. In their heart they know that their |lie, spoken, may change the worl d.

Hound was sorry for him "You know, if it was Celluk questioning you, he'd have everything you
know out of you just with a word or two, and your wits with it. |I've seen what old Witeface

| eaves behi nd when he asks questions. Listen, can you work with the wind at all?"

Oter hesitated and said, "Yes."

"D you have a bag?"

Weat herworkers used to carry a | eather sack in which they said they kept the winds, untying it to
let a fair wind |oose or to capture a contrary one. Maybe it was only for show, but every

weat herwor ker had a bag, a great long sack or a little pouch.

"At home," Oter said. It wasn't a lie. He did have a pouch at hone. He kept his fine-work tools
and his bubble level init. And he wasn't altogether |ying about the wind. Several tines he had
managed to bring a bit of magewind into the sail of a boat, though he had no idea how to conbat or
control a storm as a ship's weatherworker must do. But he thought he'd rather drown in a gale
than be nurdered in this hole.

"But you wouldn't be willing to use that skill in the King's service?"

"There is no king in Earthsea,"” the young man said, stern and righteous, "In ny master's servi ce,
then,"” Hound anended, patient.

"No," Oter said, and hesitated. He felt he owed this nan an expl anati on.

See, it's not so much

won't as can't. | thought of making plugs in the planking of that galley, near the keel-you know
what | mean by plugs? They'd work out as the tinbers work when she gets in a heavy sea." Hound
nodded. "But | couldn't do it. I'ma shipbuilder. | can't build a ship to sink. Wth the nen

aboard her. My hands wouldn't do it. So | did what | could. | nade her go her own way. Not his
way. "

Hound smiled. "They haven't undone what you did yet, either," he said. "Ad Witeface was craw i ng
all over her yesterday, growing and nuttering. Odered the hel mreplaced." He nmeant Losen's chi ef
mage, a pale man fromthe North named Gell uk, who was nuch feared in Havnor

"That won't do it."

"Coul d you undo the spell you put on her?"

A flicker of conplacency showed in Oters tired, battered young face. "No," he said. "I don't

t hi nk anybody can."

"Too bad. You might have used that to bargain with."

O ter said nothing.

"A nose, now, is a useful thing, a salable thing," Hound went on. "Not that |'m | ooking for
conmpetition. But a finder can always find work, as they say...You ever been in a m ne?"

The guesswork of a wizard is close to know edge, though he may not know what it is he knows. The
first sign of Oter's gift, when he was two or three years old, was his ability to go straight to
anything lost, a dropped nail, a mslaid tool, as soon as he understood the word for it. And as a
boy one of his dearest pleasures had been to go alone out into the countryside and wander al ong
the lanes or over the hills, feeling through the soles of his bare feet and throughout his body
the veins of water underground, the | odes and knots of ore, the lay and interfol ding of the kinds
of rock and earth. It was as if he walked in a great building, seeing its passages and roons, the
descents to airy caverns, the glimer of branched silver in the walls; and as he went on, it was
as if his body becane the body of earth, and he knew its arteries and organs and nuscles as his
own. This power had been a delight to himas a boy. He had never sought any use for it. It had
been his secret.

He did not answer Hound's questi on.

"What's bel ow us?" Hound pointed to the floor, paved with rough slate fl ags.

Oter was silent a while. Then he said in a |l ow voice, "Cay, and gravel, and under that the rock
that bears garnets. Al under this part of the city is that rock. | don't know the nanes."

"You can learn em"

"I know how to build boats, how to sail boats."

"You'll do better away fromthe ships, all the fighting and raiding. The King's working the old
m nes at Sanory, round the nountain. There you'd be out of his way. Work for himyou nust, if you
want to stay alive. I'll see that you're sent there. If you'll go."

After alittle silence Otter said, "Thanks." And he | ooked up at Hound, one brief, questioning,

j udgi ng gl ance.
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Hound had taken him had stood and seen his people beaten sensel ess, had not stopped the beating
Yet he spoke as a friend. Wiy? said Oter's | ook. Hound answered it.

"Crafty men need to stick together,"” he said. "Men who have no art at all, nothing but wealth-they
pit us one against the other, for their gain not ours. W sell emour power. Wiy do we? If we went
our own way together, we'd do better, maybe."

Hound neant well in sending the young nman to Sanory, but he did not understand the quality of
Oter's will. Nor did Oter hinself. He was too used to obeying others to see that in fact he had
al ways followed his own bent, and too young to believe that anything he did could kill him

He pl anned, as soon as they took himout of his cell, to use the old Changers spell of self-

transformati on and so escape. Surely his life was in danger, and it would be all right to use the
spell? Only he couldn't decide what to turn hinmself into-a bird, or a wisp of snoke, what woul d be
safest? But while he was thinking about it, Losen's nmen, used to wizard's tricks, drugged his food
and he ceased to think of anything at all. They dunped himinto a nmule-cart |like a sack of oats.
When he showed signs of reviving during the journey, one of them bashed himon the head, renarking
that he wanted to nmake sure he got his rest.

When he cane to hinself, sick and weak fromthe poison and with an aching skull, he was in a room
with brick walls and bricked-up wi ndows. The door had no bars and no visible | ock. But when he
tried to get to his feet he felt bonds of sorcery holding his body and mind, resilient, clinging,
tightening as he noved. He could stand, but could not take a step towards the door. He coul d not
even reach his hand out. It was a horrible sensation, as if his nuscles were not his own. He sat
down again and tried to hold still. The spellbonds around his chest kept himfrom breathing
deeply, and his nmind felt stifled too, as if his thoughts were crowded into a space too small for
t hem

After a long tinme the door opened and several men cane in. He could do nothing agai nst them as
they gagged hi mand bound his arns behind him "Now you won't weave charns nor speak spells,

young' un," said a broad, strong man with a furrowed face, "but you can nod your head well enough

right? They sent you here as a dowser. If you're a good dowser you'll feed well and sl eep easy.
Ci nnabar, that's what you're to nod for. The King's w zard says it's still here sonewhere about
these old mnes. And he wants it. So it's best for us that we find it. Now I'Ill walk you out. It's

like I"'mthe water finder and you're ny wand, see? You lead on. And if you want to go this way or
that way you di p your head, so. And when you know there's ore underfoot, you stanp on the place,
so. Now that's the bargain, right? And if you play fair | wll."

He waited for Otter to nod, but Otter stood notionless.

"Sul k away," the man said. "If you don't like this work, there's always the roaster."

The man, whomthe others called Licky, led himout into a hot, bright norning that dazzled his
eyes. Leaving his cell he had felt the spellbonds |oosen and fall away, but there were other
spel |l s woven about other buildings of the place, especially around a tall stone tower, filling the
air with sticky lines of resistance and repulsion. If he tried to push forward into themhis face
and belly stung with jabs of agony, so that he | ooked at his body in horror for the wound; but
there was no wound. Gagged and bound, wi thout his voice and hands to work magic, he could do
not hi ng agai nst these spells. Licky had tied one end of a braided | eather cord around his neck and
held the other end, following him He let Oter walk into a couple of the spells, and after that
Qter avoided them Where they were was plain enough: the dusty pathways bent to m ss them
Leashed |i ke a dog, he wal ked al ong, sullen and shivering with sickness and rage. He stared around
him seeing the stone tower, stacks of wood by its wi de doorway, rusty wheels and nachi nes by a
pit, great heaps of gravel and clay. Turning his sore head nmade hi mdizzy.

"I'f you're a dowser, better dowse," said Licky, coming up al ongside himand | ooking sidelong into
his face. "And if you're not, you'd better dowse all the same. That way you'll stay above ground
| onger."

A man canme out of the stone tower. He passed them walking hurriedly with a queer shanbling gait,
staring straight ahead. His chin shone and his chest was wet with spittle leaking fromhis |ips.
"That's the roaster tower," said Licky. "Were they cook the cinnabar to get the netal fromit.
Roasters die in a year or two. Were to, dowser?"

After a bit Oter nodded left, away fromthe grey stone tower. They wal ked on towards a | ong,
treel ess vall ey, past grass-grown dunps and tailings.

"All under here's worked out |ong since" Licky said. And Oter had begun to be aware of the
strange country under his feet: enpty shafts and roons of dark air in the dark earth, a vertica

| abyrinth, the deepest pits filled with unnoving water. "Never was much silver, and the
watermetal's | ong gone. Listen, young' un, do you even know what cinnabar is?"

O ter shook his head.
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"I''l'l show you some. That's what Gelluk's after. The ore of waternetal. Waternmetal eats all the
other metals, even gold, see.

So he calls it the King. If you find himhis King, he'll treat you well. He's often here. Cone
on, I'll show you. Dog can't track till he's had the scent."
Li cky took himdown into the mines to show himthe gangues, the kinds of earth the ore was l|ikely
to occur in. Afew mners were working at the end of a long |evel
Because they were snaller than men and coul d nove nore easily in narrow places, or because they
were at home with the earth, or nost |likely because it was the custom women had al ways worked the
m nes of Earthsea. These miners were free wonen, not slaves |like the workers in the roaster tower.
Gel l uk had nmade himforeman over the miners, Licky said, but he did no work in the mne; the
m ners forbade it, earnestly believing it was the worst of bad luck for a man to pick up a shove
or shore a tinmber. "Suits me," Licky said.
A shock-haired, bright-eyed woman with a candle bound to her forehead set down her pick to show
Oter a little cinnabar in a bucket, brownish red clots and crumnmbs. Shadows | eapt across the earth
face at which the mners worked. O d tinbers creaked, dirt sifted down. Though the air ran coo
t hrough the darkness, the drifts and | evels were so |l ow and narrow the mners had to stoop and
squeeze their way. In places the ceilings had coll apsed. Ladders were shaky. The mne was a
terrifying place; yet Oter felt a sense of shelter init. He was half sorry to go back up into
t he burni ng day.
Licky did not take himinto the roaster tower, but back to the barracks. Froma | ocked room he

brought out a small, soft, thick, |eather bag that wei ghed heavy in his hands. He opened it to
show Oter the little pool of dusty brilliance Iying in it. Wen he closed the bag the netal noved
init, bulging, pressing, like an animal trying to get free.

"There's the King," Licky said, in a tone that mnight have been reverence or hatred.

Though not a sorcerer, Licky was a much nore form dable man than Hound. Yet |ike Hound he was
brutal not cruel. He demanded obedi ence, but nothing else. Oter had seen slaves and their nasters
all his life in the shipyards of Havnor, and knew he was fortunate. At |east in daylight, when

Li cky was his naster.

He could eat only in the cell, where they took his gag off. Bread and oni ons were what they gave
him with a slop of rancid oil on the bread. Hungry as he was every ni ght, when he sat in that
roomw th the spellbonds upon himhe could hardly swallow the food. It tasted of netal, of ash.
The nights were long and terrible, for the spells pressed on him weighed on him waked hi mover
and over terrified, gasping for breath, and never able to think coherently. It was utterly dark
for he could not nmake the werelight shine in that room The day cane unspeakably wel cone, even
though it neant he woul d have his hands tied behind himand his nouth gagged and a | eash buckl ed
round his neck.

Li cky wal ked hi mout early every norning, and often they wandered about till |ate afternoon. Licky
was silent and patient.

He did not ask if Oter was picking up any sign of the ore; he did not ask whet her he was seeking
the ore or pretending to seek it. Qter hinself could not have answered the question. In these

ai m ess wanderings the know edge of the underground would enter himas it used to do, and he woul d
try to close hinself off toit. "I will not work in the service of evil!" he told hinself. Then
the summer air and light would soften him and his tough, bare soles would feel the dry grass
under them and he woul d know t hat under the roots of the grass a streamcrept through dark earth,
seeping over a wi de | edge of rock layered with sheets of mica, and under that |edge was a cavern,
and inits walls were thin, crinson, crunbling beds of cinnabar... He made no sign. He thought
that maybe the map of the earth underfoot that was formng in his mnd could be put to sone good
use, if he could find howto do it.

But after ten days or so, Licky said, "Master Celluk's coming here. If there's no ore for him
he'll likely find another dowser."

Oter wal ked on a nmile, brooding; then circled back, leading Licky to a hillock not far fromthe
far end of the old workings. There he nodded downward and stanped his foot.

Back in the cell room when Licky had unl eashed himand untied his gag, he said, "There's sonme ore
there. You can get to it by running that old tunnel straight on, nmaybe twenty feet."

"A good bit of it?"

O ter shrugged.

"Just enough to keep going on, eh?"

Qter said nothing.

"Suits ne," said Licky.

Two days | ater, when they had reopened the old shaft and begun digging towards the ore, the w zard
arrived. Licky had left OQtter outside sitting in the sun rather than in the roomin the barracks.
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Oter was grateful to him He could not be wholly confortable with his hands bound and his nouth
gagged, but wind and sunlight were mighty blessings. And he coul d breathe deep and doze wi t hout
dreanms of earth stopping his nouth and nostrils, the only dreans he ever had, nights in the cell
He was half asleep, sitting on the ground in the shade by the barracks, the snell of the | ogs
stacked by the roaster tower bringing hima nenory of the work yards at honme, the fragrance of new
wood as the plane ran down the silky oak board. Sone noi se or noverment roused him He | ooked up
and saw the wi zard standing before him | ooning above him

Gel luk wore fantastic clothes, as many of his kind did in those days. A long robe of Lorbanery
silk, scarlet, enbroidered in gold and black with runes and synbols, and a w de-brinmed, peak-
crowned hat made himseemtaller than a man could be. Oter did not need to see his clothes to
know him He knew the hand that had woven his bonds and cursed his nights, the acid taste and
choking grip of that power.

"I think I've found ny little finder," said Gelluk. H's voice was deep and soft, |ike the notes of
a viol. "Sleeping in the sunshine, |ike one whose work has been well done. So you've sent them
digging for the Red Mdther, have you? Did you know the Red Mt her before you cane here? Are you a
courtier of the King? Here, now, there's no need for ropes and knots." Wiere he stood, with a
flick of his finger, he untied Qtter's wists, and the gaggi ng kerchief fell |oose.

"I could teach you how to do that for yourself," the wi zard said, smling, watching Gtter rub and
flex his aching wists and work his |lips that had been snashed against his teeth for hours. "The
Hound told ne that you're a lad of prom se and might go far with a proper guide. If you' d like to
visit the Court of the King, | can take you there. But maybe you don't know the King |I'mtalking
of ?"

I ndeed Otter was unsure whether the wi zard neant the pirate or the quicksilver, but he risked a
guess and nade one quick gesture toward the stone tower.

The wi zard's eyes narrowed and his smile broadened.

"Do you know his name?"

"The waternetal ," Qtter said

"So the vulgar call it, or quicksilver, or the water of weight. But those who serve himcall him
the King, and the Allking, and the Body of the Mon." H's gaze, benevolent and inquisitive, passed
over Oter and to the tower, and then back. H's face was |arge and | ong, whiter than any face
Oter had seen, with bluish eyes. G ey and black hairs curled here and there on his chin and
cheeks. H's calm open snile showed snall teeth, several of them nissing. "Those who have | earned
to see truly can see himas he is, the lord of all substances. The root of power lies in him Do
you know what we call himin the secrecy of his pal ace?"

The tall nman in his tall hat suddenly sat down on the dirt beside Oter, quite close to him His
breath snelled earthy. His Iight eyes gazed directly into Oter's eyes. "Wuld you like to know?

You can know anything you like. |I need have no secrets fromyou. Nor you fromme," and he | aughed,
not threateningly, but with pleasure. He gazed at Oter again, his large, white face snooth and
t houghtful . "Powers you have, yes, all kinds of little traits and tricks. A clever |ad. But not
too clever; that's good. Not too clever to learn, like some... I'll teach you, if you like. Do you

like learning? Do you |ike know edge? Wuld you like to know the nane we call the King when he's
all alone in his brightness in his courts of stone? H's nane is Turres. Do you know t hat nanme?
It's a word in the | anguage of the Allking. H's own name in his own | anguage. In our base tongue
we woul d say Senmen." He sniled again and patted Oter's hand. "For he is the seed and fructifier.
The seed and source of nmight and right. You'll see. You'll see. Conme al ong! Cone along! Let's go
see the King flying anong his subjects, gathering hinmself fromthem" And he stood up, supple and
sudden, taking Qter's hand in his and pulling himto his feet with startling strength. He was

| aughi ng with excitenent.

Oter felt as if he were being brought back to vivid life frominterni nable, dreary, dazed half
sentience. At the w zards touch he did not feel the horror of the spellbond, but rather a gift of
energy and hope. He told hinmself not to trust this nman, but he longed to trust him to learn from
him Gelluk was powerful, masterful, strange, yet he had set himfree. For the first tine in weeks
Oter wal ked with unbound hands and no spell on him

"This way, this way," Gelluk nurnured. "No harmwi |l cone to you." They cane to the doorway of the
roaster tower, a narrow passage in the three-foot-thick walls. He took Oter's arm for the young
man hesit at ed.

Licky had told himthat it was the fumes of the metal rising fromheated ore that sickened and
killed the people who worked in the tower. OQtter had never entered it nor seen Licky enter it. He
had cone cl ose enough to know that it was surrounded by prisoning spells that would sting and
bewi | der and entangle a slave trying to escape. Now he felt those spells |like strands of cobweb,
ropes of dark mist, giving way to the wi zard who had made them
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"Breathe, breathe, breathe," Gelluk said, laughing, and OQter tried not to hold his breath as they
entered the tower.

The roasting pit took up the center of a huge doned chamber. Hurrying, sticklike figures bl ack
agai nst the bl aze shovel ed and reshovel ed ore onto logs kept in a roaring blaze by great bell ows,
whil e others brought fresh | ogs and worked the bell ows sl eeves. Fromthe apex of the donme a spira
of chanmbers rose up into the tower through snoke and funmes. In those chanbers, Licky had told him
the vapor of the quicksilver was trapped and condensed, reheated and recondensed, till in the
topnost vault the pure netal ran down into a stone trough or bow-only a drop or two a day, he
said, fromthe | owgrade ores they were roasting now

"Don't be afraid," Gelluk said, his voice strong and nusical over the panting gasp of the huge
bell ows and the steady roar of the fire. "Come, cone see how he flies in the air, naking hinself
pure, making his subjects pure!" He drew Qtter to the edge of the roasting pit. H s eyes shone in
the flare and dazzle of the flames. "Evil spirits that work for the King become clean," he said,
his lips close to Oter's ear. "As they slaver, the dross and stains flow out of them IIlness and
inpurities fester and run free fromtheir sores. And then when they're burned clean at |ast they
can fly up, fly up into the Courts of the King. Cone along, cone along, up into his tower, where
the dark night brings forth the noon!"

After himQter clinbed the winding stairs, broad at first but growing tight and narrow, passing
vapor chanbers with red-hot ovens whose vents led up to refining roonms where the soot fromthe
burnt ore was scraped down by naked sl aves and shoveled into ovens to be burnt again. They cane to
the topmost room Gelluk said to the single slave crouching at the rimof the shaft, "Show nme the
Ki ng!"

The slave, short and thin, hairless, with running sores on his hands and arns, uncapped a stone
cup by the rimof the condensing shaft. Gelluk peered in, eager as a child. "So tiny," he

mur mured. "So young. The tiny Prince, the baby Lord, Lord Turres. Seed of the world! Soul-jewel!"
From the breast of his robe he took a pouch of fine | eather decorated with silver threads. Wth a
delicate horn spoon tied to the pouch he lifted the few drops of quicksilver fromthe cup and
placed themin it, then retied the thong.

The sl ave stood by, notionless. Al the people who worked in the heat and funes of the roaster
tower were naked or wore only breechclout and noccasins. Qter glanced again at the slave,

t hi nki ng by his height he was a child, and then saw the small breasts. It was a wonman. She was
bald. Her joints were swollen knobs in her bone-thin |inbs. She | ooked up once at Gtter, noving
her eyes only. She spat into the fire, wiped her sore nouth with her hand, and stood notionl ess
agai n.

"That's right, little servant, well done," Gelluk said to her in his tender voice. "G ve your
dross to the fire and it will be transforned into the living silver, the light of the moon. Is it
not a wonderful thing," he went on, drawing Oter away and back down the spiral stair, "how from
what is nost base cones what is npbst noble? That is a great principle of the art! Fromthe vile
Red Mdther is born the Allking. Fromthe spittle of a dying slave is nade the silver Seed of
Power . "

Al'l the way down the spinning, reeking stone stairs he talked, and Qtter tried to understand,
because this was a man of power telling himwhat power was.

But when they cane out into the daylight again his head kept on spinning in the dark, and after a
few steps he doubl ed over and vonited on the ground.

Gel luk watched himwith his inquisitive, affectionate | ook, and when Oter stood up, w ncing and
gasping, the w zard asked gently, "Are you afraid of the King?"

O ter nodded.

"If you share his power he won't harmyou. To fear a power, to fight a power, is very dangerous.
To | ove power and to share it is the royal way. Look. Watch what | do." Celluk held up the pouch
into which he had put the few drops of quicksilver. His eye always on Oter's eye, he unseal ed the
pouch, lifted it to his lips, and drank its contents. He opened his sniling mouth so that Qter
could see the silver drops pooling on his tongue before he swal |l owed.

"Now the King is in ny body, the noble guest of ny house. He won't nmake ne slaver and vonmit or
cause sores on ny body; no, for | don't fear him but invite him and so he enters into ny veins
and arteries. No harmcones to nme. My blood runs silver. | see things unknown to other men. |
share the secrets of the King. And when he | eaves ne, he hides in the place of ordure, in foul ness
itself, and yet again in the vile place he waits for me to come and take himup and cl eanse him as
he cl eansed ne, so that each tine we grow purer together." The wizard took OGtter's arm and wal ked
along with him He said, smling and confidential, "I amone who shits nmoonlight. You will not
know anot her such. And nore than that, nore than that, the King enters into ny seed. He is ny
senen. | am Turres and he is ne..."
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In the confusion of Oter's nind, he was only dimly aware that they were going now towards the
entrance of the mine. They went underground. The passages of the nmine were a dark nmaze |like the

wi zard's words. Qtter stunbled on, trying to understand. He saw the slave in the tower, the wonan
who had | ooked at him He saw her eyes.

They wal ked wi thout |ight except for the faint werelight Gelluk sent before them They went

t hrough | ong-di sused | evels, yet the w zard seened to know every step, or perhaps he did not know
the way and was wandering wi thout heed. He tal ked, turning sonetimes to Otter to guide himor warn
him then going on, talking on

They came to where the miners were extending the old tunnel. There the w zard spoke with Licky in
the flare of candl es anong jagged shadows. He touched the earth of the tunnel's end, took cl ods of
earth in his hands, rolled the dirt in his palns, kneading, testing, tasting it. For that tine he
was silent, and Oter watched himw th staring intensity, still trying to understand.

Li cky cane back to the barracks with them Gelluk bade OGtter goodnight in his soft voice. Licky
shut himas usual into the brick-walled room giving hima |oaf of bread, an onion, a jug of

wat er .

Oter crouched as always in the uneasy oppression of the spellbond. He drank thirstily. The sharp
earthy taste of the onion was good, and he ate it all

As the dimlight that came into the roomfromchinks in the nortar of the bricked-up wi ndow died
away, instead of sinking into the blank msery of all his nights in that room he stayed awake,
and grew nore awake. The excited turnoil of his mnd all the time he had been with Gelluk slowy
qui eted. Fromit something rose, conming close, conmng clear, the imge he had seen down in the

m ne, shadowy yet distinct: the slave in the high vault of the tower, that wonan with enpty
breasts and festered eyes, who spat the spittle that ran from her poi soned nouth, and w ped her
mout h, and stood waiting to die. She had | ooked at him

He saw her now nore clearly than he had seen her in the tower. He saw her nore clearly than he had
ever seen anyone. He saw the thin arns, the swollen joints of el bow and wist, the childish nape
of her neck. It was as if she was with himin the room It was as if she was in him as if she was
him She | ooked at him He saw her look at him He saw hinself through her eyes.

He saw the lines of the spells that held him heavy cords of darkness, a tangled naze of |ines al
about him There was a way out of the knot, if he turned around so, and then so, and parted the
lines with his hands, so; and he was free.

He could not see the woman any nore. He was alone in the room standing free.

Al'l the thoughts he had not been able to think for days and weeks were racing through his head, a
storm of ideas and feelings, a passion of rage, vengeance, pity, pride.

At first he was overwhelned with fierce fantasi es of power and revenge: he would free the sl aves,
he woul d spellbind Gelluk and hurl himinto the refining fire, he would bind himand blind himand
| eave himto breathe the fumes of quicksilver in that highest vault till he died... But when his

t houghts settled down and began to run clearer, he knew that he could not defeat a wi zard of great
craft and power, even if that wizard was mad. If he had any hope it was to play on his nadness,
and | ead the wizard to defeat hinself.

He pondered. Al the time he was with Gelluk, he had tried to learn fromhim tried to understand
what the wizard was telling him Yet he was certain, now, that Gelluk's ideas, the teaching he so
eagerly inparted, had nothing to do with his power or with any true power. Mning and refining
were indeed great crafts with their own mysteries and masteries, but CGelluk seemed to know not hi ng
of those arts. Hs talk of the Allking and the Red Mot her was nere words. And not the right words.
But how did Oter know that?

In all his flood of talk the only word Gelluk had spoken in the A d Tongue, the | anguage of which
wi zards' spells were nmade, was the word turres. He had said it meant senen. Otter's own gift of
magery had recogni zed that neaning as the true one. Gelluk had said the word al so neant

qui cksilver, and Oter knew he was w ong.

H s hunbl e teachers had taught himall the words they knew of the Language of the Mking. Anbng
them had been neither the nane of senen nor the nane of quicksilver. But his lips parted, his
tongue noved. "Ayezur" he said.

Hi s voice was the voice of the slave in the stone tower. It was she who knew the true name of

qui cksil ver and spoke it through him

Then for a while he held still, body and m nd, beginning to understand for the first tinme where
hi s power | ay.

He stood in the | ocked roomin the dark and knew he would go free, because he was already free. A
storm of praise ran through him

After a while, deliberately, he re-entered the trap of spell-bonds, went back to his old place,
sat down on the pallet, and went on thinking. The prisoning spell was still there, yet it had no
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power over himnow. He could walk into it and out of it as if it were mere lines painted on the
floor. Gratitude for this freedombeat in himas steady as his heartbeat.

He thought what he nmust do, and how he nust do it. He wasn't sure whether he had sumroned her or
she had conme of her own will; he didn't know how she had spoken the word of the Od Tongue to him
or through him He didn't know what he was doi ng, or what she was doi ng, and he was al nost certain
that the working of any spell would rouse Gelluk. But at last, rashly, and in dread, for such
spells were a nmere runor anong those who had taught himhis sorcery, he summoned the wonman in the
stone tower.

He brought her into his nmind and saw her as he had seen her, there, in that room and called out
to her; and she cane.

Her apparition stood again just outside the spiderweb cords of the spell, gazing at him and
seeing him for a soft, bluish, sourceless light filled the room Her sore, raw |lips quivered but
she did not speak.

He spoke, giving her his true name: "I am Medra."

"l am Ani eb," she whi spered.

"How can we get free?"

"H's nane."
"Even if | knewit... Wien I'mwth himl| can't speak."
“I'f I was with you, | could use it."

"I can't call you."

"But | can cone," she said.

She | ooked round, and he | ooked up. Both knew that GCelluk had sensed sonething, had wakened. Qter
felt the bonds close and tighten, and the ol d shadow fall.

"I will conme, Medra," she said. She held out her thin hand in a fist, then opened it palmup as if
of fering hi msonething. Then she was gone.

The light went with her. He was alone in the dark. The cold grip of the spells took himby the
throat and choked him bound his hands, pressed on his lungs. He crouched, gasping. He could not
think; he could not renenber. "Stay with nme,"” he said, and did not know who he spoke to. He was
frightened, and did not know what he was frightened of. The w zard, the power, the spell... It was
all darkness. But in his body, not in his mnd, burned a know edge he could not name any nore, a
certainty that was like a tiny lanp held in his hands in a naze of caverns underground. He kept
his eyes on that seed of light.

Weary, evil dreans of suffocation cane to him but took no hold on him He breathed deep. He slept
at last. He dreaned of |ong nountainsides veiled by rain, and the light shining through the rain.
He dreaned of clouds passing over the shores of islands, and a high, round, green hill that stood
in mst and sunlight at the end of the sea.

The wi zard who called hinself CGelluk and the pirate who called hinself King Losen had worked

toget her for years, each supporting and increasing the other's power, each in the belief that the
other was his servant.

Gel l uk was sure that without himLosen's rubbi shy ki ngdom woul d soon col | apse and some eneny nage
would rub out its king with half a spell. But he let Losen act the naster. The pirate was a
conveni ence to the wizard, who had got used to having his wants provided, his time free, and an
endl ess supply of slaves for his needs and experinments. It was easy to keep up the protections he
had |l aid on Losen's person and expeditions and forays, the prisoning spells he had laid on the

pl aces sl aves worked or treasures were kept. Mking those spells had been a different matter, a
long hard work. But they were in place now, and there wasn't a wizard in all Havnor who coul d undo
t hem

Gel l uk had never net a man he feared. A few w zards had crossed his path strong enough to make him
wary of them but he had never known one with skill and power equal to his own.

O late, entering always deeper into the mysteries of a certain |ore-book brought back fromthe
Isle of Way by one of Losen's raiders, Gelluk had becone indifferent to nost of the arts he had

| earned or had di scovered for hinself. The book convinced himthat all of themwere only shadows
or hints of a greater nmastery. As one true elenent controlled all substances, one true know edge
contai ned all others. Approaching ever closer to that nastery, he understood that the crafts of

wi zards were as crude and false as Losen's title and rule. When he was one with the true el enent,
he woul d be the one true king. Al one anong nen he woul d speak the words of making and unmaking. He
woul d have dragons for his dogs.

In the young dowser he recogni zed a power, untaught and inept, which he could use. He needed nuch
nore qui cksilver than he had, therefore he needed a finder. Finding was a base skill. Gelluk had
never practiced it, but he could see that the young fellow had the gift. He would do well to |earn
the boy's true name so that he could be sure of controlling him He sighed at the thought of the
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time he nust waste teaching the boy what he was good for. And after that the ore must still be dug
out of the earth and the netal refined. As always, Gelluk's nind | eapt across obstacl es and del ays
to the wonderful mysteries at the end of them

In the |l ore-book from Wy, which he brought with himin a spell-seal ed box whenever he travel ed,
wer e passages concerning the true refiner's fire. Having long studied these, Celluk knew t hat once
he had enough of the pure netal, the next stage was to refine it yet further into the Body of the
Moon. He had understood the disguised | anguage of the book to nmean that in order to purify pure
qui cksilver, the fire nmust be built not of nere wood but of hunman corpses. Rereading and pondering
the words this night in his roomin the barracks, he discerned another possible neaning in them
There was al ways anot her neaning in the words of this |lore. Perhaps the book was saying that there
nmust be sacrifice not only of base flesh but also of inferior spirit. The great fire in the tower
shoul d burn not dead bodies but Iiving ones. Living and conscious. Purity from foul ness: bliss
frompain. It was all part of the great principle, perfectly clear once seen. He was sure he was
right, had at |ast understood the technique. But he nust not hurry, he nust be patient, nust nake
certain. He turned to another passage and conpared the two, and brooded over the book late into
the night. Once for a nonent sonething drew his mnd away, sone invasion of the outskirts of his
awar eness; the boy was trying sone trick or other. Gelluk spoke a single word inpatiently, and
returned to the narvels of the Allking's realm He never noticed that his prisoner's dreans had
escaped him

Next day he had Licky send himthe boy. He | ooked forward to seeing him to being kind to him
teaching him petting hima bit as he had done yesterday. He sat down with himin the sun. GCelluk
was fond of children and animals. He liked all beautiful things. It was pleasant to have a young
creature about. Oter's unconprehending ane was endearing, as was his unconprehended strength.

Sl aves were wearisone with their weakness and trickery and their ugly, sick bodies. O course
Oter was his slave, but the boy need not know it. They could be teacher and prentice. But
prentices were faithless, Gelluk thought, renmi nded of his prentice Early, too clever by half, whom
he must renenber to control nore strictly. Father and son, that's what he and Otter could be. He
woul d have the boy call himFather. He recalled that he had intended to find out his true nane.
There were various ways of doing it, but the sinplest, since the boy was already under his
control, was to ask him "Wat is your nane?" he said, watching Otter intently.

There was a little struggle in the nmind, but the nouth opened and the tongue noved: "Medra."

"Very good, very good, Medra," said the wizard. "You may call ne Father."

"You nust find the Red Mther," he said, the day after that. They were sitting side by side again
outsi de the barracks. The autumm sun was warm The wi zard had taken off his conical hat, and his

thick grey hair flowed | oose about his face. "I know you found that little patch for themto dig,
but there's no nore in that than a few drops. It's scarcely worth burning for so little. If you
are to help ne, and if | amto teach you, you nmust try a little harder. | think you know how. " He

smled at Gter. "Don't you?"

O ter nodded.

He was still shaken, appalled, by the ease with which Gelluk had forced himto say his nane, which
gave the w zard i medi ate and ultimate power over him Now he had no hope of resisting Gelluk in
any way. That night he had been in utter despair. But then Anieb had come into his mind: cone of
her own will, by her own neans. He could not summon her, could not even think of her, and would
not have dared to do so, since Gelluk knew his nanme. But she cane, even when he was with the

Wi zard, not in apparition but as a presence in his nind

It was hard to be aware of her through the wi zard's talk and the constant, half-conscious
controlling spells that wove a darkness round him But when Oter could do so, then it was not so
much as if she was with him as that she was him or that he was her. He saw t hrough her eyes. Her
voi ce spoke in his mnd, stronger and clearer than Gelluk's voice and spells. Through her eyes and
m nd he could see, and think. And he began to see that the wi zard, conpletely certain of
possessi ng him body and soul, was careless of the spells that bound Qtter to his will. A bond is a
connection. He-or Anieb within himcould follow the Ilinks of Gelluk's spells back into Gelluk's
own mi nd.

olivious to all this, Gelluk talked on, follow ng the endl ess spell of his own enchanting voice
"You must find the true wonb, the bellybag of the Earth, that holds the pure nmoonseed. Did you
know that the Moon is the Earth's father? Yes, yes; and he lay with her, as is the father's right.
He qui ckened her base clay with the true seed. But she will not give birth to the King. She is
strong in her fear and willful in her vileness. She holds himback and hi des himdeep, fearing to
give birth to her naster. That is why, to give himbirth, she nust be burned alive."

Gel I uk stopped and said nothing for sone tine, thinking, his face excited. Oter glinpsed the
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images in his mnd: great fires blazing, burning sticks with hands and feet, burning |unps that
screanmed as green wood screans in the fire.

"Yes," Celluk said, his deep voice soft and dreany, "she must be burned alive. And then, only
then, he will spring forth, shining!

Ch, it's tinme, and past tine. We nust deliver the King. We nust find the great lode. It is here;
there is no doubt of that: 'The wonb of the Mther |ies under Sanory.""

Agai n he paused. Al at once he |ooked straight at Oter, who froze in terror thinking the w zard
had caught himwatching his mnd. Gelluk stared at hima while with that curious half-keen, half-
unseei ng gaze, smling. "Little Medral!" he said, as if just discovering he was there. He patted
Oter's shoulder. "I know you have the gift of finding what's hidden. Quite a great gift, were it
suitably trained. Have no fear, ny son. | know why you led ny servants only to the little | ode,

pl ayi ng and del ayi ng. But now that |'ve conme, you serve nme, and have nothing to be afraid of. And
there's no use trying to conceal anything fromnme, is there? The wise child I oves his father and
obeys him and the father rewards himas he deserves." He |eaned very close, as he liked to do,
and said gently, confidentially, "lI"msure you can find the great |ode."

"I know where it is," Anieb said.

Oter could not speak; she had spoken through him using his voice, which sounded thick and faint.
Very few peopl e ever spoke to Gelluk unless he conpelled themto. The spells by which he silenced,
weakened, and controlled all who approached himwere so habitual to himthat he gave them no
thought. He was used to being listened to, not to listening. Serene in his strength and obsessed
with his ideas, he had no thought beyond them He was not aware of OQtter at all except as a part
of his plans, an extension of hinmself. "Yes, yes, you will," he said, and sniled again.

But Oter was intensely aware of Gelluk, both physically and as a presence of imense controlling
power; and it seened to himthat Anieb's speaking had taken away that rmuch of Gelluk's power over
him gaining hima place to stand, a foothold. Even with Gelluk so close to him fearfully close,
he managed to speak.

"I will take you there," he said, stiffly, |aboriously.

Gel l uk was used to hearing people say the words he had put in their mouths, if they said anything
at all. These were words he wanted but had not expected to hear. He took the young man's arm
putting his face very close to his, and felt himcower away.

"How cl ever you are," he said. "Have you found better ore than that patch you found first? Wrth
the digging and the roasting?"

"It is the lode," the young man sai d.

The slow stiff words carried great weight.

"The great |ode?" Gelluk |ooked straight at him their faces not a hand's breadth apart. The I|ight
in his bluish eyes was |like the soft, crazy shift of quicksilver. "The wonb?"

"Only the Master can go there."

"\What Master?"
"The Master of the House. The King."
To Oter this conversation was, again, like walking forward in a vast darkness with a small | anp.

Ani eb' s understandi ng was that |anp. Each step reveal ed the next step he nust take, but he could
never see the place where he was. He did not know what was coning next, and did not understand
what he saw. But he saw it, and went forward, word by word.

"How do you know of that House?"

"I sawit."

"\Where? Near here?”

O ter nodded.

"I's it in the earth?"

Tell him what he sees, Anieb whispered in Qter's mnd, and he spoke: "A streamruns through
darkness over a glittering roof. Under the roof is the House of the King. The roof stands high
above the floor, on high pillars. The floor is red. Al the pillars are red. On them are shining
runes. "

Gel l uk caught his breath. Presently he said, very softly, "Can you read the runes?"

"I cannot read them" Oter's voice was toneless. "I cannot go there. No one can enter there in
the body but only the King. Only he can read what is witten."

Gelluk's white face had gone whiter; his jaw trenbled a little. He stood up, suddenly, as he

al ways did. "Take ne there," he said, trying to control hinmself, but so violently conpelling Oter
to get up and wal k that the young man lurched to his feet and stunbl ed several steps, al nost
falling. Then he wal ked forward, stiff and awkward, trying not to resist the coercive, passionate
will that hurried his steps.

Gel luk pressed close beside him often taking his arm "This way," he said several tines. "Yes,
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yes! This is the way." Yet he was following Qter. H's touch and his spells pushed him rushed
him but in the direction Otter chose to go.

They wal ked past the roaster tower, past the old shaft and the new one, on into the |ong valley
where Otter had taken Licky the first day he was there. It was |ate autum now. The shrubs and
scrubby grass that had been green that day were dun and dry, and the wind rattled the |ast |eaves
on the bushes. To their left alittle streamran |low anong willow thickets. MId sunlight and | ong
shadows streaked the hill sides.

Oter knew that a nonment was comi ng when he might get free of Gelluk: of that he had been sure
since last night. He knew also that in that same nonent he m ght defeat Gelluk, disenpower him if
the wizard, driven by his visions, forgot to guard hinself-and if OQter could | earn his nane.

The wizard's spells still bound their minds together. Oter pressed rashly forward into Gelluk's
nm nd, seeking his true nane. But he did not know where to | ook or how to |ook. A finder who did
not know his craft, all he could see clearly in Gelluk's thoughts were pages of a |ore-book ful

of meani ngl ess words, and the vision he had described-a vast, red-walled pal ace where silver runes
danced on the crinson pillars. But Otter could not read the book or the runes. He had never

| earned to read.

Al this tinme he and Gelluk were going on farther fromthe tower, away from Ani eb, whose presence
soneti nes weakened and faded. Otter dared not try to sunmon her

Only a few steps ahead of them now was the place where underfoot, underground, two or three feet
down, dark water crept and seeped through soft earth over the | edge of mica. Under that opened the
hol | ow cavern and the | ode of cinnabar

Gel l uk was al nost whol |y absorbed in his own vision, but since Gter's mnd and his were
connected, he saw sonething of what ter saw. He stopped, gripping Oter's arm H s hand shook
wi t h eager ness.

Oter pointed at the I ow slope that rose before them "The King's House is there," he said.
Gelluk's attention turned entirely away fromhimthen, fixed on the hillside and the vision he saw
within it. Then Oter could call to Anieb. At once she cane into his mnd and being, and was there
with him

Gel l uk was standing still, but his shaki ng hands were clenched, his whole tall body tw tching and
trembling, |ike a hound that wants to chase but cannot find the scent. He was at a | oss. There was
the hillside with its grass and bushes in the last of the sunlight, but there was no entrance.
Grass growi ng out of gravelly dirt; the seanl ess earth.

Al t hough Gtter had not thought the words, Anieb spoke with his voice, the same weak, dull voice:
"Only the Master can open the door. Only the King has the key."

"The key," Gelluk said.

Oter stood notionless, effaced, as Anieb had stood in the roomin the tower.

"The key," Gelluk repeated, urgent.

"The key is the King's name."

That was a leap in the darkness. VWich of themhad said it?
Gel luk stood tense and trenbling, still at a loss. "Turres,
whi sper.

The wind blew in the dry grass.

The wizard started forward all at once, his eyes blazing, and cried, "Open to the King' s nane! |
am Tinaral!" And his hands noved in a quick, powerful gesture, as if parting heavy curtains.

The hillside in front of himtrenbled, withed, and opened. A gash in it deepened, w dened. Water
sprang up out of it and ran across the w zard' s feet.

He drew back, staring, and nade a fierce notion of his hand that brushed away the streamin a
spray like a fountain blown by the wind. The gash in the earth grew deeper, revealing the | edge of
nmca. Wth a sharp rending crack the glittering stone split apart. Under it was darkness.

The wi zard stepped forward. "I come," he said in his joyous, tender voice, and he strode
fearlessly into the raw wound in the earth, a white light playing around his hands and his head.
But seeing no slope or stair downward as he cane to the Iip of the broken roof of the cavern, he
hesitated, and in that instant Anieb shouted in Oter's voice, "Tinaral, fall!"

Staggering wildly the wizard tried to turn, lost his footing on the crunbling edge, and pl unged
down into the dark, his scarlet cloak billow ng up, the werelight round himlike a falling star
"Close!"™ Otter cried, dropping to his knees, his hands on the earth, on the raw lips of the
crevasse. "Cl ose, Mther! Be heal ed, be whole!" He pl eaded, begged, speaking in the Language of
the Maki ng words he did not know until he spoke them "Modther, be whole!" he said, and the broken
ground groaned and noved, drawi ng together, healing itself.

A reddi sh seamrenai ned, a scar through the dirt and gravel and uprooted grass.

The wind rattled the dry | eaves on the scrub-oak bushes. The sun was behind the hill, and cl ouds

he said, after atime, alnbst in a
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were coming over in a low, grey nass

Oter crouched there at the foot of the hillslope, alone.

The cl ouds darkened. Rain passed through the little valley, falling on the dirt and the grass.
Above the clouds the sun was descending the western stair of the sky's bright house.

Oter sat up at last. He was wet, cold, bew |l dered. Wiy was he here?

He had | ost sonething and had to find it. He did not know what he had lost, but it was in the
fiery tower, the place where stone stairs went up anmong snmoke and fumes. He had to go there. He
got to his feet and shuffled, |ane and unsteady, back down the valley.

He had no thought of hiding or protecting hinself. Luckily for himthere were no guards about;
there were few guards, and they were not on the alert, since the wizard's spells had kept the
prison shut. The spells were gone, but the people in the tower did not knowit, working on under
the greater spell of hopel essness.

O ter passed the domed chanber of the roaster pit and its hurrying slaves, and clinbed slowy up
the circling, darkening, reeking stairs till he cane to the topnost room

She was there, the sick woman who could heal him the poof wonan who held the treasure, the
stranger who was hinsel f.

He stood silent in the doorway. She sat on the stone floor near the crucible, her thin body
grayi sh and dark like the stones. Her chin and breasts were shiny with the spittle that ran from
her mouth. He thought of the spring of water that had run fromthe broken earth.

"Medra," she said. Her sore mouth could not speak clearly. He knelt down and took her hands,

| ooki ng into her face.

"Ani eb," he whispered, "conic with ne"

"I want to go hone," she said.

He hel ped her stand. He made no spell to protect or hide them His strength had been used up. And
though there was a great magery in her, which had brought her with himevery step of that strange
journey into the valley and tricked the wi zard into saying his nane, she knew no arts or spells,
and had no strength left at all.

Still no one paid attention to them as if a charmof protection were on them They wal ked down
the winding stairs, out of the tower, past the barracks, away fromthe mnes. They wal ked through
t hi n woodl ands towards the foothills that hid Mount Onn fromthe | owl ands of Sanory.

Ani eb kept a better pace than seemed possible in a woman so fam shed and destroyed, wal ki ng al nost
naked in the chill of the rain. All her will was ainmed on wal king forward; she had nothing else in
her mind, not him not anything. But she was there bodily with him and he felt her presence as
keenly and strangely as when she had cone to his sunmoning. The rain ran down her naked head and
body. He made her stop to put on his shirt. He was ashamed of it, for it was filthy, he having
worn it all these weeks. She let himpull it over her head and then wal ked ri ght on. She could not
go quickly, but she went steadily, her eyes fixed on the faint cart track they followed, till the
ni ght canme early under the rain clouds, and they could not see where to set their feet.

"Make the light," she said. Her voice was a whinper, plaintive. "Can't you nake the |ight?"

"I don't know," he said, but he tried to bring the werelight round them and after a while the
ground glinmrered faintly before their feet.

"We should find shelter and rest," he said.

"l can't stop," she said, and started to wal k agai n.

"You can't walk all night."

“I'f I lie down | won't get up. | want to see the Muntain."

Her thin voice was hidden by the nmany-voiced rain sweeping over the hills and through the trees.
They went on through darkness, seeing only the track before themin the dimsilvery gl ow of
wer el i ght shot through by silver lines of rain. Wen she stunbled he caught her arm After that
they went on pressed close side by side for confort and for the little warnth. They wal ked sl ower,
and yet slower, but they wal ked on. There was no sound but the sound of the rain falling fromthe
bl ack sky, and the little kissing squelch of their sodden feet in the nud and wet grass of the
track.

"Look," she said, halting. "Medra, |ook."

He had been wal ki ng al nost asl eep. The pallor of the werelight had faded, drowned in a fainter
vaster clarity. Sky and earth were all one grey, but before them and above them very high, over a
drift of cloud, the long ridge of the nmountain glimrered red.

"There," Anieb said. She pointed at the nountain and sniled. She | ooked at her conpanion, then
slowy down at the ground. She sank down kneeling. He knelt with her, tried to support her, but
she slid dowmn in his arns. He tried to keep her head at |least fromthe nud of the track. Her |inbs
and face twitched, her teeth chattered. He held her close against him trying to warm her.
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"The wonen," she whispered, "the hand. Ask them In the village. | did see the Muntain."

She tried to sit up again, looking up, but the shaking and shuddering sei zed her and w acked her.
She began to gasp for breath. In the red |ight that shone now fromthe crest of the nountain and
all the eastern sky he saw the foamand spittle run scarlet fromher nouth. Sonetinmes she clutched
at him but she did not speak again. She fought her death, fought to breathe, while the red |ight
faded and then darkened into grey as clouds swept again across the nountain and hid the rising
sun. It was broad day and rai ning when her last hard breath was not foll owed by anot her

The man whose nanme was Medra sat in the mud with the dead worman in his arnms and wept.

A carter walking at his nule's head with a | oad of oakwood came upon them and took themboth to
Wyodedge. He could not nake the young nan | et go of the dead wonan. Weak and shaky as he was, he
woul d not set his burden down on the |oad, but clanbered into the cart holding her, and held her
all the mles to Wodedge. Al he said was "She saved ne," and the carter asked no questions.
"She saved ne but | couldn't save her," he said fiercely to the nen and wonen of the nountain
village. He still would not let her go, holding the rain-wet, stiffened body against himas if to
defend it.

Very slowly they nade hi munderstand that one of the wonen was Anieb's nother, and that he shoul d
give Anieb to her to hold. He did so at last, watching to see if she was gentle with his friend
and woul d protect her. Then he foll owed another wonman neekly enough. He put on dry clothing she
gave himto put on, and ate a little food she gave himto eat, and |lay down on the pallet she |led
himto, and sobbed in weariness, and slept.

In a day or two sone of Licky's men cane asking if anyone had seen or heard tell of the great

wi zard Gelluk and a young finder-both disappeared without a trace, they said, as if the earth had
swal | owed t hem Nobody in Wodedge said a word about the stranger hidden in Mead' s apple |oft.
They kept himsafe. Maybe that is why the people there now call their village not Wodedge, as it
used to be, but Qterhide

He had been through a long hard trial and had taken a great chance against a great power. Hi s
bodily strength cane back soon, for he was young, but his mind was slowto find itself. He had

| ost sonething, lost it forever, lost it as he found it.

He sought anbng nenories, anong shadows, groping over and over through i mages: the assault on his
hone in Havnor; the stone cell, and Hound; the brick cell in the barracks and the spell-bonds
there; walking with Licky; sitting with Gelluk; the slaves, the fire, the stone stairs wi nding up
t hrough funes and snoke to the high roomin the tower. He had to regain it all, to go through it
all, searching. Over and over he stood in that tower room and | ooked at the woman, and she | ooked
at him Over and over he wal ked through the little valley, through the dry grass, through the
wizard's fiery visions, with her. Over and over he saw the wi zard fall, saw the earth cl ose. He
saw the red ridge of the nountain in the dawn. Anieb died while he held her, her ruined face
against his arm He asked her who she was, and what they had done, and how they had done it, but
she could not answer him

Her not her Ayo and her mothers sister Mead were wi se wonen. They healed Qtter as best they could
with warm oils and massage, herbs and chants. They tal ked to himand |istened when he tal ked.
Nei t her of them had any doubt but that he was a nman of great power. He denied this. "I could have
done not hing wi thout your daughter," he said.

"What did she do?" Ayo asked, softly.

He told her, as well as he could. "W were strangers. Yet she gave nme her nane," he said. "And |
gave her mne." He spoke haltingly, with |long pauses. "It was | that wal ked with the w zard,
compel l ed by him but she was with nme, and she was free. And so together we could turn his power
against him so that he destroyed hinself." He thought tor a long tinme, and said, "She gave ne her
power . "

"W knew there was a great gift in her," Ayo said, and then fell silent for a while. "W didn't
know how to teach her. There are no teachers left on the nountain. King Losen's w zards destroy
the sorcerers and witches. There's no one to turn to."

"Once | was on the high slopes,” Mead said, "and a spring snowstorm cane on ne, and | |ost nmy way.
She came there. She canme to nme, not in the body, and guided nme to the track. She was only twelve
t hen."

"She wal ked with the dead, sonetines," Ayo said very low. "In the forest, down towards Faliern
She knew the ol d powers, those nmy grandnother told me of, the powers of the earth. They were
strong there, she said.”

"But she was only a girl like the others, too," Mead said, and hid her face. "A good girl," she
whi sper ed.
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After a while Ayo said, "She went down to Firn with some of the young folk. To buy fleece fromthe
shepherds there. A year ago last spring. That w zard they spoke of came there, casting spells.
Taki ng sl aves. "

Then they were all silent.

Ayo and Mead were much alike, and Gtter saw in them what Anieb night have been: a short, slight,
qui ck worman, with a round face and cl ear eyes, and a nmass of dark hair, not straight |ike nost
people's hair but curly, frizzy. Many people in the west of Havnor had hair |ike that.

But Anieb had been bald, like all the slaves in the roaster tower.

Her use-nane had been Flag, the blue iris of the springs. Her nother and aunt called her Flag when
t hey spoke of her.

"What ever | am whatever | can do, it's not enough," he said.

"I't's never enough," Mead said. "And what can anyone do al one?"

She held up her first finger; raised the other fingers, and clenched themtogether into a fist;
then slowy turned her wist and opened her hand palmout, as if in offering. He had seen Anieb
meke that gesture. It was not a spell, he thought, watching intently, but a sign. Ayo was watching
hi m

"It is a secret," she said.

"Can | know the secret?" he asked after a while.

"You already know it. You gave it to Flag. She gave it to you. Trust."

"Trust," the young man said. "Yes. But against- Against then?- Gelluk's gone. Maybe Losen wil|

fall now. WII it nmake any difference? WIl the slaves go free? WIIl beggars eat? WII| justice be
done? | think there's an evil in us, in humankind. Trust denies it. Leaps across it. Leaps the
chasm But it's there. And everything we do finally serves evil, because that's what we are. G eed
and cruelty. | look at the world, at the forests and the nountain here, the sky, and it's al

right, as it should be. But we aren't. People aren't. W're wong. W do wong. No aninmal does
wong. How could they? But we can, and we do. And we never stop."

They listened to him not agreeing, not denying, but accepting his despair. H's words went into
their listening silence, and rested there for days, and cane back to hi m changed.

"W can't do anything w thout each other," he said. "But it's the greedy ones, the cruel ones who
hol d together and strengthen each other. And those who won't join them stand each al one." The

i mage of Anieb as he had first seen her, a dying wonman standing alone in the tower room was
always with him "Real power goes to waste. Every wi zard uses his arts against the others, serving
the men of greed. What good can any art be used that way? It's wasted. It goes wong, or it's
thrown away. Like slaves' |ives. Nobody can be free alone. Not even a nage. All of them working
their magic in prison cells, to gain nothing. There's no way to use power for good."

Ayo cl osed her hand and opened it palmup, a fleeting sketch of a gesture, of a sign.

A man came up the mountain to Wodedge, a charcoal burner fromFirn. "My wife Nesty sends a
message to the wise wonen," he said, and the villagers showed him Ayo's house. As he stood in the
doorway he made a hurried notion, a fist turned to an open palm "Nesty says tell you that the
crows are flying early and the hound' s after the otter," he said.

Oter, sitting by the fire shelling wal nuts, held still. Mead t hanked the nessenger and brought
himin for a cup of water and a handful of shelled nuts. She and Ayo chatted with hi mabout his

wi fe. When he had gone she turned to Qiter.

"The Hound serves Losen," he said. "I'll go today."

Mead | ooked at her sister. "Then it's tinme we talked a bit to you," she said, sitting down across
the hearth fromhim Ayo stood by the table, silent. A good fire burned in the hearth. It was a
wet, cold tine, and firewood was one thing they had plenty of, here on the nountain.

"There's people all over these parts, and maybe beyond, who think, as you said, that nobody can be
wi se alone. So these people try to hold to each other. And so that's why we're called the Hand, or
t he wonen of the Hand, though we're not wonmen only. But it serves to call ourselves wonen, for the
great folk don't |look for wonmen to work together. O to have thoughts about such things as rule or
msrule. O to have any powers."

"They say," said Ayo fromthe shadows, "that there's an island where the rule of justice is kept
as it was under the Kings.

Morred s Isle, they call it. But it's not Enlad of the Kings, nor Ea. It's south, not north of
Havnor, they say. There they say the wonen of the Hand have kept the old arts. And they teach
them not keeping them secret each to hinmself, as the w zards do."

"Maybe with such teaching you could teach the wi zards a | esson,"” Mead sai d.

"Maybe you can find that island," said Ayo.

Oter |looked fromone to the other. Cearly they had told himtheir own greatest secret and their
hope.
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"Mrred' s Isle,” he said.
"That woul d be only what the wonen of the Hand call it, keeping its nmeaning fromthe w zards and
the pirates. To themno doubt it would bear sone other nane.”
"It would be a terrible Iong way," said Mead
To the sisters and all these villagers, Munt Onn was the world, and the shores of Havnor were the
edge of the universe. Beyond that was only runor and dream
"You'll come to the sea, going south, they say," said Ayo.
"He knows that, sister,” Mead told her. "Didn't he tell us he was a ship carpenter? But it's a
terrible long way down to the sea, surely. Wth this w zard on your scent, how are you to go
t her e?"
"By the grace of water, that carries no scent," OQter said, standing up. Alitter of walnut shells
fell fromhis lap, and he took the hearth broom and swept theminto the ashes. "I'd better go."
"There's bread," Ayo said, and Mead hurried to pack hard bread and hard cheese and wal nuts into a
pouch made of a sheep's stonmach. They were very poor people. They gave hi mwhat they had. So Anieb
had done.
"My nother was born in Endlane, round by Faliern Forest," Oter said. "Do you know that town?
She's call ed Rose, Rowan's daughter."
"The carters go down to Endl ane, sunmers."
"If somebody could talk to her people there, they'd get word to her. Her brother, Littleash, used
to conic to the city every year or two."
They nodded.
"If she knew | was alive,"” he said.
Ani eb's not her nodded. "She'll hear it."
"CGo on now," said Mead.
"Go with the water," said Ayo
He enbraced them and they him and he left the house.
He ran down fromthe straggle of huts to the quick, noisy stream he had heard singing through his
sleep all his nights in Wodedge. He prayed to it. "Take ne and save ne," he asked it. He nmade the
spell the old Changer had taught himlong ago, and said the word of transformati on. Then no nan
knelt by the |oud-running water, but an otter slipped into it and was gone.

I11. Tern

There was a wi se nan on our Hil

Who found his way to work his will.

He changed his shape, he changed his nane,
But ever the other will be the sane.

So runs the water away, away,

So runs the water away.

ONE W NTER AFTERNOON on the shore of the Onneva River where it fingers out into the north bight
of the Great Bay of Havnor, a man stood up on the nuddy sand: a man poorly dressed and poorly
shod, a thin brown man with dark eyes and hair so fine and thick it shed the rain. It was raining
on the | ow beaches of the river mouth, the fine, cold, dismal drizzle of that grey winter. H s
cl ot hes were soaked. He hunched his shoul ders, turned about, and set off towards a w sp of chi mey
snoke he saw far down the shore. Behind himwere the tracks of an otter's four feet coming up from
the water and the tracks of a man's two feet going away fromit.

Where he went then, the songs don't tell. They say only that he wandered, "he wandered | ong from
land to land." If he went along the coast of the Great Isle, in nmany of those villages he m ght
have found a mdwife or a wise woman or a sorcerer who knew t he sign of the Hand and woul d hel p
hinm but with Hound on his track, nost likely he left Havnor as soon as he could, shipping as a
crewnan on a fishing boat of the Ebavnor Straits or a trader of the Innobst Sea.

On the island of Ark, and in Oriny on Hosk, and down anpong the Ninety Isles, there are tales
about a man who cane seeking for a | and where people renenbered the justice of the kings and the
honor of w zards, and he called that land Moirred's Isle. There's no knowing if these stories are
about Medra, since he went under nmany names, seldomif ever calling hinself OQter any nore.
Gelluk's fall had not brought Losen down. The pirate king had other wizards in his pay, anong them
a man called Early, who would have liked to find the young upstart who defeated his nmaster Cell uk
And Early had a good chance of tracing him Losen's power stretched all across Havnor and the
north of the Innbst Sea, growing with the years; and the Hound's nose was as keen as ever

Maybe it was to escape the hunt that Medra canme to Pendor, a |long way west of the |Innost Sea, or
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maybe sone runor anong the wonmen of the Hand on Hosk sent himthere. Pendor was a rich island,
then, before the dragon Yevaud despoiled it. Werever Medra had gone until then, he had found the
Il ands i ke Havnor or worse, sunk in warfare, raids, and piracy, the fields full of weeds, the
towns full of thieves. Maybe he thought, at first, that on Pendor he had found Morred's Isle, for
the city was beautiful and peaceful and the peopl e prosperous.

He net there a nmage, an old nman call ed Hi ghdrake, whose true nane has been | ost. Wen Hi ghdrake
heard the tale of Morred's Isle he sniled and | ooked sad and shook his head. "Not here," he said.
"Not this. The Lords of Pendor are good nen. They renmenber the kings. They don't seek war or

pl under. But they send their sons west dragon hunting. In sport. As if the dragons of the Wst
Reach were ducks or geese for the killing! No good will cone of that."

H ghdrake took Medra as his student, gratefully. "I was taught ny art by a nage who gave ne freely
all he knew, but | never found anybody to give that know edge to, until you cane," he told Medra
"The young nmen conme to ne and they say, "Wat good is it? Can you find gold?" they say. "Can you
teach ne how to nmake stones into dianonds? Can you give ne a sword that will kill a dragon? Wat's
the use of tal king about the bal ance of things? There's no profit init,"” they say. No profit!"”
And the old nman railed on about the folly of the young and the evils of nobdern tines.

When it canme to teaching what he knew, he was tirel ess, generous, and exacting. For the first
time, Medra was given a vision of nagic not as a set of strange gifts and reasonl ess acts, but as
an art and a craft, which could be known truly with long study and used rightly after |ong
practice, though even then it would never |lose its strangeness. Hi ghdrake's mastery of spells and
sorcery was not much greater than his pupil's, but he had clear in his mnd the idea of sonething
very much greater, the whol eness of know edge. And that nade hima mage.

Li stening to him Medra thought of how he and Anieb had wal ked in the dark and rain by the faint
glimer that showed themonly the next step they could take, and of how they had | ooked up to the
red ridge of the mountain in the dawn.

"Every spell depends on every other spell," said H ghdrake. "Every notion of a single |eaf noves
every |leaf of every tree on every isle of Earthsea! There is a pattern. That's what you nust | ook
for and | ook to. Nothing goes right but as part of the pattern. Only init is freedom"”

Medra stayed three years with Hi ghdrake, and when the old nage died, the Lord of Pendor asked
Medra to take his place. Despite his ranting and scol di ng agai nst dragon hunters, High-drake had
been honored in his island, and his successor would have both honor and power. Perhaps tenpted to
think that he had cone as near to Morred's Isle as he woul d ever cone, Medra stayed a whil e | onger
on Pendor. He went out with the young lord in his ship, past the Toringates and far into the West
Reach, to | ook for dragons. There was a great longing in his heart to see a dragon. But untinely
storns, the evil weather of those years, drove their ship back to Ingat three tinmes, and Medra
refused to run her west again into those gales. He had | earned a good deal about weat herworking
since his days in a catboat on Havnor Bay.

A while after that he |l eft Pendor, drawn southward again, and maybe went to Ensmer. In one guise
or another he came at last to Geath in the Ninety Isles.

There they fished for whales, as they still do. That was a trade he wanted no part of. Their ships
stank and their town stank. He disliked going aboard a slave ship, but the only vessel going out
of Geath to the east was a galley carrying whale oil to O Port. He had heard tal k of the C osed
Sea, south and east of O where there were rich isles, little known, that had no commerce with the
| ands of the Innpbst Sea. What he sought might be there. So he went as a weat herworker on the

gall ey, which was rowed by forty sl aves.

The weather was fair for once: a following wind, a blue sky lively with little white clouds, the
mld sunlight of late spring. They nade good way from Geath. Late in the afternoon he heard the
master say to the hel nsman, "Keep her south tonight so we don't raise Roke."

He had not heard of that island, and asked, "What's there?"

"Death and desol ation," said the ship's master, a short man with small, sad, knowi ng eyes like a
whal e' s.

"\War ?"

"Years back. Plague, black sorcery. The waters all round it are cursed."

"Worns," said the hel neman, the master's brother. "Catch fish anywhere near Roke, you'll find em
thick with worns as a dead dog on a dunghill."

"Do people still live there?" Medra asked, and the naster said, "Wtches," while his brother said,

"Worm eaters.”

There were many such isles in the Archipelago, made barren and desolate by rival w zards' blights
and curses; they were evil places to conme to or even to pass, and Medra thought no nore about this
one, until that night.

Sl eepi ng out on deck with the starlight on his face, he had a sinple, vivid dream it was
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daylight, clouds racing across a bright sky, and across the sea he saw the sunlit curve of a high
green hill. He woke with the vision still clear in his mnd, knowing he had seen it ten years
before, in the spell-locked barracks roomat the m nes of Sanory.

He sat up. The dark sea was so quiet that the stars were reflected here and there on the sleek |ee
side of the long swells. Cared galleys sel domwent out of sight of |and and sel dom rowed through
the night, laying to in any bay or harbor; but there was no noorage on this crossing, and since

t he weat her was settled so nmild, they had put up the nast and big square sail. The ship drifted
softly forward, her slave oarsmen sleeping on their benches, the free nmen of her crew all asleep
but the hel neman and the | ookout, and the | ookout was dozing. The water whispered on her sides,
her tinbers creaked a little, a slaves chain rattled, rattled again.

"They don't need a weatherworker on a night like this, and they haven't paid ne yet," Medra said
to his conscience. He had waked fromhis dreamw th the nane Roke in his mnd. Wiy had he never
heard of the isle or seen it on a chart? It night be accursed and deserted as they said, but

woul dn't it be set down on the charts?

"l could fly there as a tern and be back on the ship before daylight,” he said to hinmself, but
idly. He was bound for O Port. Ruined |ands were all too commobn. No need to fly to seek them He
made hinself confortable in his coil of cable and watched the stars. Looking west, he saw the four
bright stars of the Forge, |ow over the sea. They were a little blurred, and as he watched t hem

t hey blinked out, one by one.

The faintest little sighing trenor ran over the slow, snooth swells.

"Master," Medra said, afoot, "wake up."

"What now?"

"A witchwind com ng. Followi ng. Get the sail down."

No wind stirred. The air was soft, the big sail hung slack. Only the western stars faded and

vani shed in a silent blackness that rose slowy higher. The nmaster |ooked at that. "Wtchw nd, you
say?" he asked, reluctant.

Crafty nmen used weat her as a weapon, sending hail to blight an eneny's crops or a gale to sink his
shi ps; and such storms, freakish and wild, mght blow on far past the place they had been sent,
troubling harvesters or sailors a hundred mles away.

"Get the sail down," Medra said, perenptory. The master yawned and cursed and began to shout
commands. The crewnen got up slowy and slowy began to rake the awkward sail in, and the
oarmaster, after asking several questions of the master and Medra, began to roar at the slaves and
stride among themrousing themright and left with his knotted rope. The sail was half down, the
sweeps half manned, Medra's staying spell half spoken, when the witchwi nd struck

It struck with one huge thunderclap out of sudden utter blackness and wild rain. The ship pitched
like a horse rearing and then rolled so hard and far that the nast broke | oose fromits footing,

t hough the stays held. The sail struck the water, filled, and pulled the galley right over, the
great sweeps sliding in their oarlocks, the chained slaves struggling and shouting on their
benches, barrels of oil breaking | oose and thundering over one another-pulled her over and held
her over, the deck vertical to the sea, till a huge stormwave struck and swanped her and she
sank. Al the shouting and screanm ng of nen's voices was suddenly silent. There was no noi se but
the roar of the rain on the sea, |essening as the freak wi nd passed on eastward. Through it one
white seabird beat its wings up fromthe black water and flew, frail and desperate, to the north.

Printed on narrow sands under granite cliffs, in the first light, were the tracks of a bird
alighting. Fromthemled the tracks of a nman wal king, straying up the beach for a long way as it
narrowed between the cliffs and the sea. Then the tracks ceased.

Medra knew the danger of repeatedly taking any form but his own, but he was shaken and weakened by
the shipweck and the long night flight, and the grey beach led himonly to the feet of sheer
cliffs he could not clinb. He made the spell and said the word once nore, and as a sea tern flew
up on quick, laboring wings to the top of the cliffs. Then, possessed by flight, he flew on over a
shadowy sunrise |and. Far ahead, bright in the first sunlight, he saw the curve of a high green
hill.

To it he flew, and on it |landed, and as he touched the earth he was a man again.

He stood there for a while, bewildered. It seemed to himthat it was not by his own act or
decision that he had taken his own form but that in touching this ground, this hill, he had
beconme hinself. A magic greater than his own prevail ed here.

He | ooked about, curious and wary. Al over the hill spark-weed was in flower, its long petals

bl azing yellow in the grass. Children on Havnor knew that flower. They called it sparks fromthe
burning of Ilien, when the Firelord attacked the islands, and Erreth-Akbe fought with him and
defeated him Tales and songs of the heroes rose up in Medra's nmenory as he stood there: Erreth-
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Akbe and the heroes before him the Eagle Queen, Heru, Akanbar who drove the Kargs into the east,
and Serriadh the peacemaker, and Elfarran of Solea, and Mrrred, the Wite Enchanter, the bel oved
king. The brave and the w se, they cane before himas if summoned, as if he had called themto
him though he had not called. He saw them They stood anong the tall grasses, anong the flame-
shaped fl owers nodding in the wi nd of norning.

Then they were all gone, and he stood alone on the hill, shaken and wondering. "I have seen the
gueens and ki ngs of Earthsea," he thought, "and they are only the grass that grows on this hill."
He went slowy round to the eastern side of the hilltop, bright and warmalready with the |ight of
the sun a couple of fingers' w dth above the horizon. Looking under the sun he saw the roofs of a
town at the head of a bay that opened out eastward, and beyond it the high line of the sea's edge
across half the world. Turning west he saw fields and pastures and roads. To the north were |ong
green hills. In a fold of land southward a grove of tall trees drew his gaze and held it. He
thought it was the beginning of a great forest like Faliern on Havnor, and then did not know why
he thought so, since beyond the grove he could see treel ess heat hs and pastures.

He stood there a long tine before he went down through the high grasses and the sparkweed. At the
foot of the hill he canme into a lane. It led himthrough farm ands that | ooked well kept, though
very |l onesone. He | ooked for a |ane or path leading to the town, but there never was one that went
eastward. Not a soul was in the fields, sone of which were newWy ploughed. No dog barked as he
went by. Only at a crossroads an ol d donkey grazing a stony pasture cane over to the wooden fence
and | eaned its head out, craving conpany. Medra stopped to stroke the grey-brown, bony face. A
city man and a saltwater nman, he knew little of farns and their aninmals, but he thought the donkey
| ooked at hi m ki ndly.

"Where am |, donkey?" he said to it. "Howdo | get to the town | saw?"

The donkey | eaned its head hard agai nst his hand so that he would go on scratching the place just
above its eyes and below its ears. Wien he did so, it flicked its long right ear. So when he
parted fromthe donkey he took the right hand of the crossroad, though it |ooked as if it would

| ead back to the hill; and soon enough he canme anong houses, and then onto a street that brought
himdown at last into the town at the head of the bay.

It was as strangely quiet as the farmlands. Not a voice, not a face. It was difficult to fee
uneasy in an ordinary-looking town on a sweet spring norning, but in such silence he nust wonder
if he was indeed in a plague-stricken place or an island under a curse. He went on. Between a
house and an old plumtree was a wash line, the clothes pinned on it flapping in the sunny breeze.
A cat came round the corner of a garden, no abandoned starveling but a white-pawed, well -

whi skered, prosperous cat. And at |ast, coming down the steep little street, which here was

cobbl ed, he heard voices.

He stopped to listen, and heard not hi ng.

He went on to the foot of the street. It opened into a small narket square. People were gathered
there, not many of them They were not buying or selling. There were no booths or stalls set up
They were waiting for him

Ever since he had wal ked on the green hill above the town and had seen the bright shadows in the
grass, his heart had been easy. He was expectant, full of a sense of great strangeness, but not
frightened. He stood still and | ooked at the people who cane to neet him

Three of them canme forward: an old man, big and broad-chested, with bright white hair, and two
wonen. W zard knows wi zard, and Medra knew they were women of power

He rai sed his hand closed in a fist and then turning and opening it, offered it to them pal mup
"Ah," said one of the wonen, the taller of the two, and she | aughed. But she did not answer the
gesture.

"Tell us who you are," the white-haired nan said, courteously enough, but w thout greeting or

wel comre. "Tell us how you cane here."

"I was born in Havnor and trained as a shipwight and a sorcerer. | was on a ship bound from Ceath
to OPort. | was spared al one fromdrowning, last night, when a witchwi nd struck." He was silent
then. The thought of the ship and the chained nen in her swallowed his mnd as the bl ack sea had
swal | owed them He gasped, as if com ng up from drowni ng.

"How di d you cone here?"

"As... as a bird, a tern. Is this Roke |sland?"
"You changed yoursel f?"
He nodded.

"Whom do you serve?" asked the shorter and younger of the wonen, speaking for the first tinme. She
had a keen, hard face, with | ong black brows.

"I have no nmaster."

"What was your errand in O Port?"
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"I'n Havnor, years ago, | was in servitude. Those who freed ne told ne about a place where there
are no nasters, and the rule of Serriadh is renmenbered, and the arts are honored. | have been

| ooking for that place, that island, seven years."

"Who told you about it?"

"Wonen of the Hand."

"Anyone can nake a fist and show a palm" said the tall worman, pleasantly. "But not everyone can

fly to Roke. O swim or sail, or cone in any way at all. So we nust ask what brought you here."
Medra did not answer at once. "Chance," he said at last, "favoring |long desire. Not art. Not

knowl edge. | think I've cone to the place | sought, but | don't know. | think you may be the
people they told ne of, but | don't know. | think the trees | saw fromthe hill hold sone great
mystery, but |I don't know. | only know that since | set foot on that hill |1've been as | was when
| was a child and first heard The Deed of Enlad sung. | am|ost anobng wonders."

The white-haired nan | ooked at the two wonmen. Ot her people had come forward, and there was some
qui et tal k anong them

"If you stayed here, what would you do?" the bl ack-browed woman asked him

"I can build boats, or nend them and sail them | can find, above and under ground. | can work
weat her, if you have any need of that. And I'lIl learn the art fromany who will teach ne."

"What do you want to | earn?" asked the taller woman in her mld voice.

Now Medra felt that he had been asked the question on which the rest of his Ilife hung, for good or

evil. Again he stood silent a while. He started to speak, and didn't speak, and finally spoke. "I
coul d not save one, not one, not the one who saved ne," he said. "Nothing | know could have set
her free. | know nothing. If you know howto be free, | beg you, teach ne!"

"Free!" said the tall woman, and her voice cracked |ike a whip. Then she | ooked at her conpani ons,
and after a while she smled a little. Turning back to Medra, she said, "W're prisoners, and so
freedomis a thing we study. You came here through the walls of our prison. Seeking freedom you
say. But you should know that |eaving Roke nay be even harder than coming to it. Prison within
prison, and some of it we have built ourselves." She | ooked at the others. "What do you say?" she
asked t hem

They said little, seemng to consult and assent anong thensel ves alnbst in silence. At |ast the

shorter wonman | ooked with her fierce eyes at Medra. "Stay if you will," she said.
Towill."

"What will you have us call you?"

"Tern," he said; and so he was call ed.

What he found on Roke was both | ess and nore than the hope and rumor he had sought so | ong. Roke
Island was, they told him the heart of Earthsea. The first |and Segoy raised fromthe waters in
the beginning of time was bright Ea of the northern sea, and the second was Roke. That green hill
Roke Knoll, was founded deeper than all the islands. The trees he had seen, which seened sonetines
to be in one place on the isle and sonetinmes in another, were the oldest trees in the world, and

t he source and center of magic.

"If the Gtove were cut, all wizardry would fail. The roots of those trees are the roots of

know edge. The patterns the shadows of their |eaves nake in the sunlight wite the words Segoy
spoke in the Making."

So said Enber, his fierce, black-browed teacher.

Al'l the teachers of the art nagic on Roke were wonen. There were no nen of power, few nen at all
on the island.

Thirty years before, the pirate lords of Wathort had sent a fleet to conquer Roke, not for its
weal th, which was little, but to break the power of its nmagery, which was reputed to be great. One
of the wi zards of Roke had betrayed the island to the crafty men of Wathort, lowering its spells
of defense and warning. Once those were breached, the pirates took the island not by w zardries
but by force and fire. Their great ships filled Thwil Bay, their hordes burned and | ooted, their

sl ave takers carried off nen, boys, young wonen. Little children and the old they slaughtered.
They fired every house and field they came to. Wen they sailed away after a few days they left no
village standing, the farnmsteads in ruins or desolate.

The town at the bay's head, Thwil, shared sonething of the uncanni ness of the Knoll and the G ove,
for though the raiders had run through it seeking slaves and plunder and setting fires, the fires
had gone out and the narrow streets had sent the marauders astray. Mst of the islanders who
survived were wi se wonen and their children, who had hidden thenselves in the town or in the

| nmmanent Grove. The men now on Roke were those spared children, grown, and a few men now grown
old. There was no governnent but that of the women of the Hand, for it was their spells that had
protected Roke so long and protected it far nmore closely now.
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They had little trust in nmen. A nan had betrayed them Men had attacked them It was men's
anbitions, they said, that had perverted all the arts to ends of gain. "W do not deal with their
governments,” said tall Veil in her mld voice.

And yet Enber said to Medra, "W were our own undoing."

Men and worren of the Hand had joi ned together on Roke a hundred or nore years ago, formng a

| eague of nmges. Proud and secure in their powers, they had sought to teach others to band
together in secret against the war makers and slave takers until they could rise openly agai nst
them Wbrmen had al ways been | eaders in the | eague, said Enber, and wonen, in the guise of salve
sellers and net makers and such, had gone from Roke to other |ands around the | nnobst Sea, weaving
a wide, fine net of resistance. Even now there were strands and knots of that net left. Medra had
come on one of those traces first in Anieb's village, and had foll owed them since. But they had
not led himhere. Since the raid, Roke Island had isolated itself wholly, sealed itself inside
power ful spells of protection woven and rewoven by the wi se wonen of the island, and had no
commerce with any other people. "W can't save them" Enber said. "W couldn't save ourselves."
Veil, with her gentle voice and smile, was inplacable. She told Medra that though she had
consented to his renmmining on Roke, it was to keep watch on him "You broke through our defenses
once," she said. "All that you say of yourself nmay be true, and may not. Wat can you tell ne that
woul d nake nme trust you?"

She agreed with the others to give hima little house down by the harbor and a job hel ping the
boat - bui l der of Thwil, who had taught herself her trade and wel coned his skill. Veil put no
difficulties in his path and al ways greeted himkindly. But she had said, "What can you tell ne
that woul d make ne trust you?" and he had no answer for her

Enber usually scowl ed when he greeted her. She asked hi m abrupt questions, listened to his
answers, and said not hing.

He asked her, rather timdly, to tell himwhat the | mmanent G ove was, for when he had asked
others they said, "Enber can tell you." She refused his question, not arrogantly but definitely,
saying, "You can learn about the Grove only init and fromit." A few days |ater she canme down to
the sands of Thwi| Bay, where he was repairing a fishing boat. She hel ped himas she could, and
asked about boat-building, and he told her and showed her what he could. It was a peacefu
afternoon, but after it she went off in her abrupt way. He felt sone awe of her; she was

i ncal cul abl e. He was amazed when, not long after, she said to him "I'lIl be going to the G ove
after the Long Dance. Cone if you like."

It seenmed that from Roke Knoll the whole extent of the Gove could be seen, yet if you wal ked in
it you did not always conme out into the fields again. You wal ked on under the trees. In the inner
G ove they were all of one kind, which grew nowhere else, yet had no nane in Hardic but "tree" In
the A d Speech, Enber said, each of those trees had its own nane. You wal ked on, and after a tine
you were wal ki ng again anong fam liar trees, oak and beech and ash, chestnut and wal nut and
willow, green in spring and bare in winter; there were dark firs, and cedar, and a tall evergreen
Medra did not know, with soft reddi sh bark and | ayered foliage. You wal ked on, and the way through
the trees was never twice the sane. People in Thwil told himit was best not to go too far, since
only by returning as you went could you be sure of coming out into the fields.

"How far does the forest go?" Medra asked, and Enber said, "As far as the nmind goes."

The | eaves of the trees spoke, she said, and the shadows could be read. "I amlearning to read
them" she said.

When he was on Oriny, Medra had |l earned to read the common witing of the Archipel ago. Later

Hi ghdrake of Pendor had taught himsonme of the runes of power. That was known | ore. Wat Enber had
| earned alone in the Immanent Grove was not known to any but those with whom she shared her

know edge. She lived all sunmer under the eaves of the Grove, having no nore than a box to keep
the mice and wood rats fromher small store of food, a shelter of branches, and a cook fire near a
streamthat came out of the woods to join the little river running down to the bay, Medra canped
nearby. He did not know what Enber wanted of him he hoped she neant to teach him to begin to
answer his questions about the Grove. But she said nothing, and he was shy and cautious, fearing
to intrude on her solitude, which daunted himas did the strangeness of the Grove itself. The
second day he was there, she told himto cone with her and | ed himvery far into the wood. They
wal ked for hours in silence. In the summer nidday the woods were silent. No bird sang. The | eaves
did not stir. The aisles of the trees were endlessly different and all the same. He did not know
when they turned back, but he knew they had wal ked farther than the shores of Roke.

They came out agai n anong the pl oughl ands and pastures in the warm eveni ng. As they wal ked back to
their camping place he saw the four stars of the Forge cone out above the western hills.

Enber parted fromhimwth only a "Good night."

The next day she said, "I'mgoing to sit under the trees.

Not sure what was expected of him he
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followed her at a distance till they came to the innost part of the G ove where all the trees were
of the sane kind, naneless yet each with its own nane. Wen she sat down on the soft |eaf nold
between the roots of a big old tree, he found hinself a place not far away to sit; and as she

wat ched and |istened and was still, he watched and |istened and was still. So they did for severa
days. Then one norning, in rebellious nood, he stayed by the stream while Enber wal ked into the

G ove. She did not | ook back.

Veil came from Thwil Town that norning, bringing thema basket of bread, cheese, nilk curds,
sumrer fruits. "Wat have you | earned?" she asked Medra in her cool, gentle way, and he answered,
"That I'ma fool ."

"Way so, Tern?"

"A fool could sit under the trees forever and grow no w ser."

The tall woman smiled a little. "My sister has never taught a man before" she said. She glanced at
him and gazed away, over the sumery fields. "She's never |ooked at a man before," she said.
Medra stood silent. His face felt hot. He | ooked down. "I thought," he said, and stopped.

In Veil's words he saw, all at once, the other side of Enber's inpatience, her fierceness, her

si | ences.

He had tried to | ook at Enber as untouchable while he longed to touch her soft brown skin, her

bl ack shining hair. Wen she stared at himin sudden i nconprehensi bl e chall enge he had thought her
angry with him He feared to insult, to offend her. Wat did she fear? Hi s desire? Her own?- But
she was not an inexperienced girl, she was a wi se worman, a nage, she who wal ked in the | muanent

G ove and understood the patterns of the shadows!

Al this went rushing through his mnd like a flood breaking through a dam while he stood at the
edge of the woods with Veil. "I thought nages kept thenselves apart,” he said at |ast. "Hi gh-drake
said that to nmake love is to unmake power."

"So sone wise nmen say," said Veil nmildly, and sniled again, and bade hi m goodbye.

He spent the whole afternoon in confusion, angry. Wen Enber cane out of the G ove to her leafy
bower upstream he went there, carrying Veil's basket as an excuse. "May | talk to you?" he said.
She nodded shortly, frowning her black brows.

He said nothing. She squatted down to find out what was in the basket. "Peaches!" she said, and
smil ed.

"My naster Highdrake said that wi zards who nake | ove unmake their power," he blurted out.

She said nothing, |aying out what was in the basket, dividing it for the two of them

"Do you think that's true?" he asked.

She shrugged. "No," she said.

He stood tongue-tied. After a while she | ooked up at him "No," she said in a soft, quiet voice,

"I don't think it's true. | think all the true powers, all the old powers, at root are one."
He still stood there, and she said, "Look at the peaches! They're all ripe. W'll have to eat them
ri ght away."

“If I told you ny name," he said, "ny true name-"

"I"d tell you mne," she said. "If that... if that's how we should begin."

They began, however, with the peaches.

They were both shy. When Medra took her hand his hand shook, and Ember, whose nanme was El ehal
turned away scowl ing. Then she touched his hand very lightly. Wen he stroked the sleek black flow
of her hair she seemed only to endure his touch, and he stopped. Wen he tried to enbrace her she
was stiff, rejecting him Then she turned and, fierce, hasty, awkward, seized himin her arns. It
wasn't the first night, nor the first nights, they passed together that gave either of them nuch
pl easure or ease. But they learned fromeach other, and came through shanme and fear into passion
Then their long days in the silence of the woods and their long, starlit nights were joy to them
When Veil came up fromtown to bring themthe last of the | ate peaches, they |aughed; peaches were
the very enblem of their happiness. They tried to make her stay and eat supper with them but she
woul dn't. "Stay here while you can," she said.

The summer ended too soon that year. Rain cane early; snow fell in autum even as far south as
Roke. Stormfollowed storm as if the winds had risen in rage agai nst the tanpering and neddling
of the crafty nmen. Wonen sat together by the fire in the |onely farnhouses; people gathered round
the hearths in Thwil Town. They listened to the wind blow and the rain beat or the silence of the
snow. Qutside Thwil Bay the sea thundered on the reefs and on the cliffs all round the shores of
the island, a sea no boat could venture out in.

VWhat they had they shared. In that it was indeed Morred' s Isle. Nobody on Roke starved or went
unhoused, though nobody had nuch nore than they needed. Hi dden fromthe rest of the world not only
by sea and storm but by their defenses that disguised the island and sent ships astray, they

wor ked and tal ked and sang the songs, The Wnter Carol and The Deed of the Young King. And they
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had books, the Chronicles of Enlad and the History of the Wse Heroes. Fromthese precious books
the old men and women would read aloud in a hall down by the wharf where the fisherwonmen nade and
mended their nets. There was a hearth there, and they would light the fire. People cane even from
farns across the island to hear the histories read, listening in silence, intent. "Qur souls are
hungry, " Enber said.

She lived with Medra in his small house not far fromthe Net House, though she spent nany days
with her sister Veil. Enber and Veil had been little children on a farmnear Thwi|l when the
raiders canme fromWathort. Their nother hid themin a root cellar of the farm and then used her
spells to try to defend her husband and brot hers, who would not hide but fought the raiders. They
were butchered with their cattle. The house and barns were burnt. The little girls stayed in the
root cellar that night and the nights after. Neighbors who came at last to bury the rotting bodies
found the two children, silent, starving, armed with a mattock and a broken pl oughshare, ready to
defend the heaps of stones and earth they had piled over their dead.

Medra knew only a hint of this story from Enber. One night Veil, who was three years ol der than
Enber and to whomthe nenory was rmuch clearer, told it to himfully. Enber sat with them
listening in silence.

In return he told Veil and Enber about the mines of Sanory, and the wi zard Gelluk, and Anieb the
sl ave.

When he was done Veil was silent a long tine and then said, "That was what you nmeant, when you
came here first-1 could not save the one who saved ne."

"And you asked ne, Wat can you tell ne that could nake me trust you?"

"You have told ne," Veil said.

Medra took her hand and put his forehead against it. Telling his story he had kept back tears. He
could not do so now.

"She gave nme freedom" he said. "And | still feel that all | do is done through her and for her
No, not for her. We can do nothing for the dead. But for..."
"For us," said Enber. "For us who live, in hiding, neither killed nor killing. The dead are dead

The great and m ghty go their way unchecked. Al the hope left in the world is in the people of no
account."

"Must we hide forever?"

"Spoken like a man," said Veil with her gentle, wounded smle.

"Yes," said Enber. "We nust hide, and forever if need be. Because there's nothing |l eft but being

killed and killing, beyond these shores. You say it, and | believe it."

"But you can't hide true power," Medra said. "Not for long. It dies in hiding, unshared."”

"Magic won't die on Roke," said Veil. "On Roke all spells are strong. So said Ath hinself. And you
have wal ked under the trees... Qur job nust be to keep that strength. Hide it, yes. Hoard it, as a

young dragon hoards up its fire. And share it. But only here. Pass it on, one to the next, here,
where it's safe, and where the great robbers and killers would |l east |look for it, since no one
here is of any account. And one day the dragon will cone into its strength. If it takes a thousand
years..."

"But outside Roke," said Medra, "there are common people who slave and starve and die in msery.
Must they do so for a thousand years with no hope?"

He | ooked fromone sister to the other: the one so nild and so i movabl e, the other, under her
sternness, quick and tender as the first flame of a catching fire.

"On Havnor," he said," far from Roke, in a village on Mount Onn, anong peopl e who know not hi ng of

the world, there are still wonmen of the Hand. That net hasn't broken after so nany years. How was
it woven?"

"Craftily," said Enber.

"And cast wide!" He | ooked fromone to the other again. "I wasn't well taught, in the Gty of
Havnor," he said. "My teachers told ne not to use nagic to bad ends, but they lived in fear and

had no strength against the strong. They gave ne all they had to give, but it was little. It was
by nmere luck I didn't go wong. And by Anieb's gift of strength to ne. But for her I'd be Gelluk's
servant now. Yet she herself was untaught, and so enslaved. If wi zardry is ill taught by the best,
and used for evil ends by the mighty, howw Il our strength here ever grow? What will the young
dragon feed on?"

"This is the center,” said Veil. "W nust keep to the center. And wait."

"W nust give what we have to give," said Medra. "If all but us are slaves, what's our freedom
wor t h?"

"The true art prevails over the false. The pattern will hold," Enber said, frowning. She reached
out the poker to gather together her nanesakes in the hearth, and with a whack knocked the heap
into a blaze. "That | know. But our lives are short, and the patterns very long. |If only Roke was
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now what it once was- if we had nore people of the true art gathered here, teaching and | earning
as well as preserving-"

"I f Roke was now what it once was, known to be strong, those who fear us would cone again to
destroy us," said Veil

"The solution lies in secrecy," said Medra. "But so does the problem™”

"Qur problemis with nen," Veil said, "if you'll forgive ne, dear brother. Men are of nore account
to other men than women and children are. We might have fifty witches here and they' Il pay little
heed. But if they knew we had five nen of power, they'd seek to destroy us again."

"So though there were nmen anong us we were the wonen of the Hand," said Enber

"You still are," Medra said. "Anieb was one of you. She and you and all of us live in the sane
prison."

"What can we do?" said Veil.

"Learn our strength!" said Medra.

"A school ," Enber said. "Wiere the wise mght cone to learn fromone another, to study the
pattern...The Grove would shelter us."

"The | ords of war despise scholars and school nasters," said Medra.

"I think they fear themtoo," said Veil.

So they tal ked, that long winter, and others talked with them Slowy their talk turned from
vision to intention, fromlonging to planning. Veil was al ways cautious, warning of dangers. Wite-
hai red Dune was so eager that Enber said he wanted to start teaching sorcery to every child in
Thwil. Once Enber had cone to believe that Roke's freedomlay in offering others freedom she set
her whole mnd on how the wonen of the Hand m ght grow strong again. But her m nd, formed by her

| ong solitudes anong the trees, always sought formand clarity, and she said, "How can we teach
our art when we don't know what it is?"

And they tal ked about that, all the wise wonen of the island: what was the true art of magic, and
where did it turn false; how the balance of things was kept or lost; what crafts were needful

whi ch useful, which dangerous; why some people had one gift but not another, and whether you could
learn an art you had no native gift for. In such discussions they worked out the nanes that ever
since have been given to the nasteries: finding, weather-working, changing, healing, summoning,
patterning, namng, and the crafts of illusion, and the know edge of the songs. Those are the arts
of the Masters of Roke even now, though the Chanter took the Finder's place when finding came to
be considered a nerely useful craft unworthy of a mage.

And it was in these discussions that the school on Roke began

There are sone who say that the school had its beginnings far differently. They say that Roke used
to be ruled by a worran call ed the Dark Whrman, who was in |league with the O d Powers of the earth.
They say she lived in a cave under Roke Knoll, never coming into the daylight, but weaving vast
spells over |and and sea that conpelled nen to her evil will, until the first Archnmage cane to
Roke, unsealed and entered the cave, defeated the Dark Wnman, and took her place.

There's no truth in this tale but one, which is that indeed one of the first Masters of Roke
opened and entered a great cavern. But though the roots of Roke are the roots of all the islands,
that cavern was not on Roke.

And it's true that in the tine of Medra and El ehal the people of Roke, nen and wonen, had no fear
of the A d Powers of the earth, but revered them seeking strength and vision fromthem That
changed with the years.

Spring came | ate again that year, cold and stormnmy. Medra set to boat-building. By the tine the
peaches flowered, he had nmade a sl ender, sturdy deep-sea boat, built according to the style of
Havnor. He called her Hopeful. Not long after that he sailed her out of Thwil Bay, taking no
conmpanion with him "Look for ne at the end of summer," he said to Enber.

“I''ll be in the Grove," she said. "And ny heart with you, ny dark otter, ny white tern, ny |ove,
Medra. "

"And mine with you, ny enber of fire, my flowering tree, nmy |love, Elehal."

On the first of his voyages of finding, Medra, or Tern as he was called, sailed northward up the
Inmost Sea to Oriny, where he had been sone years before. There were people of the Hand there
whom he trusted. One of themwas a man called Crow, a wealthy recluse, who had no gift of magic
but a great passion for what was witten, for books of lore and history. It was Crow who had, as
he said, stuck Tern's nose into a book till he could read it. "Illiterate wi zards are the curse of
Eart hsea!" he cried. "lgnorant power is a bane!" Crow was a strange man, wllful, arrogant,
obstinate, and, in defense of his passion, brave. He had defied Losen's power, years before, going
to the Port of Havnor in disguise and com ng away with four books froman ancient royal library.
He had just obtained, and was vastly proud of, an arcane treatise from Wy concerni ng qui cksil ver.
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"CGot that fromunder Losen's nose too,
f amobus wi zard. "

he said to Tern. "Conme have a look at it! It belonged to a

"Tinaral,"” said Tern. "I knew him"
"Book's trash, is it?" said Crow, who was quick to pick up signals if they had to do with books.
"I don't know. I'm after bigger prey."

Crow cocked hi s head.

"The Book of Nanes."

"Lost with Ath when he went into the west," Crow said

"A nmage called Hi ghdrake told me that when Ath stayed in Pendor, he told a wizard there that he'd
| eft the Book of Names with a wonman in the Ninety Isles for safekeeping."”

"A woman! For safekeeping! In the Ninety Isles! Was he nad?"

Crow ranted, but at the nere thought that the Book of Nanmes mght still exist he was ready to set
off for the Ninety Isles as soon as Tern |iked.
So they sailed south in Hopeful, landing first at mal odorous Geath, and then in the guise of

peddl ers working their way fromone islet to the next anbng the mazy channels. Crow had stocked
the boat with better wares than npbst househol ders of the Isles were used to seeing, and Tern
offered themat fair prices, nostly in barter, since there was little nbney anong the islanders.
Their popularity ran ahead of them It was known that they would trade for books, if the books
were old and uncanny. But in the Isles all books were old and all uncanny, what there was of them
Crow was delighted to get a water-stained bestiary fromthe time of Akanbar in return for five
silver buttons, a pearl-hiked knife, and a square of Lorbanery silk. He sat in Hopeful and crooned
over the antique descriptions of harikki and otak and icebear. But Tern went ashore on every isle,
showi ng his wares in the kitchens of the housew ves and the sl eepy taverns where the old nen sat.
Sormetimes he idly made a fist and then turned his hand over opening the palm but nobody here
returned the sign.

"Books?" said a rush plaiter on North Sudidi. "Like that there?" He pointed to long strips of
vellum that had been worked into the thatching of his house. "They good for sonething el se?" Crow,
staring up at the words visible here and there between the rushes in the eaves, began to trenble
with rage. Tern hurried himback to the boat before he expl oded.

"I't was only a beast healer's nmanual," Crow adnmitted, when they were sailing on and he had cal nmed
down. "'Spavined," | saw, and sonething about ewes' udders. But the ignorance! the brute

i gnorance! To roof his house with it!"

"And it was useful know edge," Tern said. "How can people be anything but ignorant when know edge
isn't saved, isn't taught? If books could be brought together in one place..."

"Like the Library of the Kings," said Crow, dream ng of |ost glories.

"Or your library," said Tern, who had becone a subtler man than he used to be.

"Fragnments," Crow said, dismissing his life's work. "Remmants!"

"Begi nnings," said Tern.

Crow only sighed.

"1 think we mght go south again,” Tern said, steering for the open channel. "Towards Pody."
"You have a gift for the business," Crow said. "You know where to | ook. Went straight to that
bestiary in the barn loft... But there's nothing much to | ook for here. Nothing of inportance. Ath

woul dn't have left the greatest of all the |ore-books anmong boors who' d make thatch of it! Take us
to Pody if you like. And then back to Oriny. |I've had about enough."”

"And we're out of buttons," Tern said. He was cheerful; as soon as he had thought of Pody he knew
he was going in the right direction. "Perhaps | can find sone along the way," he said. "It's ny
gift, you know "

Nei t her of them had been on Pody. It was a sleepy southern island with a pretty old port town,
Telio, built of rosy sandstone, and fields and orchards that should have been fertile. But the

| ords of Wathort had ruled it for a century, taxing and slave taking and wearing the | and and
peopl e down. The sunny streets of Telio were sad and dirty. People lived in themas in the

Wi | derness, in tents and | ean-tos nmade of scraps, or shelterless. "Ch, this won't do," Crow said
di sgusted, avoiding a pile of hunan excrenent. "These creatures don't have books, Tern!"

"WAit, wait," his conpanion said. "Gve ne a day."

"I't's dangerous," Crow said, "it's pointless," but he nade no further objection. The nodest, naive
young man whom he had taught to read had becone his unfathonmabl e guide.

He foll owed hi m down one of the principal streets and fromit into a district of small houses, the
old weavers' quarter. They grew flax on Pody, and there were stone retting houses, now nostly
unused, and | oons to be seen by the wi ndows of sone of the houses. In a little square where there
was shade fromthe hot sun four or five wonen sat spinning by a well. Children played near by,
listless with the heat, scrawny, staring w thout nuch interest at the strangers. Tern had wal ked
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there unhesitating, as if he knew where he was goi ng. Now he stopped and greeted the wonen.

"Ch, pretty man," said one of themwith a snile, "don't even show us what you have in your pack
there, for | haven't a penny of copper or ivory, nor seen one for a nonth."

"You m ght have a bit of linen, though, mstress? woven, or thread? Linen of Pody is the best-so
I've heard as far as Havnor. And | can tell the quality of what you're spinning. A beautiful
thread it is." Crow watched his conpanion with anusenent and sone disdain; he hinmself could
bargain for a book very shrewdly, but nattering with conmon wonen about buttons and thread was
beneath him "Let nme just open this up," Tern was saying as he spread his pack out on the cobbl es,
and the wormen and the dirty, timd children drew closer to see the wonders he woul d show t hem
"Woven cloth we're | ooking for, and the undyed thread, and other things too-buttons we're short
of . If you had any of horn or bone, nmaybe? |I'd trade one of these little velvet caps here for
three or four buttons. O one of these rolls of ribbon; look at the color of it. Beautiful with
your hair, mistress! O paper, or books. Qur nmasters in Oriny are seeking such things, if you had
any put away, maybe."

"Ch, you are a pretty man," said the wonan who had spoken first, laughing, as he held the red

ri bbon up to her black braid. "And | wish | had sonething for you!"

"I won't be so bold as to ask for a kiss," said Medra, "but an open hand, naybe?"

He nade the sign; she |ooked at himfor a nmonent. "That's easy," she said softly, and nmade the
sign in return, "but not always safe, anong strangers."

He went on showi ng his wares and joking with the wonmen and chil dren. Nobody bought anything. They
gazed at the trinkets as if they were treasures. He let them gaze and finger all they woul d;

i ndeed he let one of the children filch a little mrror of polished brass, seeing it vani sh under
the ragged shirt and saying nothing. At |ast he said he nust go on, and the children drifted away
as he fol ded up his pack.

"I have a nei ghbor," said the bl ack-brai ded woman, "who m ght have sone paper, if you're after
that."

"Witten on?" said Crow, who had been sitting on the well coping, bored. "Marks on it?"

She | ooked hi mup and down. "Marks on it, sir,"” she said. And then, to Tern, in a different tone,
"If you'd like to conme with me, she lives this way. And though she's only a girl, and poor, I'l|
tell you, peddler, she has an open hand. Though perhaps not all of us do."

"Three out of three," said Crow, sketching the sign, "so spare your vinegar, wonan."

"Ch, it's you who have it to spare, sir. W' re poor folk here. And ignorant," she said, with a
flash of her eyes, and led on

She brought themto a house at the end of a lane. It had been a handsome pl ace once, two stories
built of stone, but was half enpty, defaced, w ndow franes and facing stones pulled out of it.
They crossed a courtyard with a well in it. She knocked at a side door, and a girl opened it.
"Ach, it's a witch's den," Crow said, at the whiff of herbs and aromati c snoke, and he stepped
back.

"Heal ers,” their guide said. "lIs she ill again, Dory?"

The girl nodded, |ooking at Tern, then at Crow. She was thirteen or fourteen, heavyset though
thin, with a sullen, steady gaze

"They're nen of the Hand, Dory, one short and pretty and one tall and proud, and they say they're
seeki ng papers. | know you had sonme once, though you may not now. They've nothing you need in
their pack, but it might be they'd pay a bit of ivory for what they want. Is it so?" She turned
her bright eyes on Tern, and he nodded.

"She's very sick, Rush,” the girl said. She |ooked again at Tern. "You're not a healer?" It was an
accusati on.

"No. "
"She is," said Rush. "Like her nother and her nother's nother. Let us in, Dory, or nme at least, to
speak to her." The girl went back in for a nonent, and Rush said to Medra, "It's consunption her

nmot her's dying of. No heal er could cure her. But she could heal the scrofula, and touch for pain.
A wonder she was, and Dory bade fair to foll ow her."

The girl notioned themto cone in. Crow chose to wait outside. The roomwas high and long, with
traces of forner el egance, but very old and very poor. Heal ers' paraphernalia and drying herbs
were everywhere, though ranged in sone order. Near the fine stone fireplace, where a tiny wisp of
sweet herbs burned, was a bedstead. The woman in it was so wasted that in the dimlight she seened
not hi ng but bone and shadow. As Tern came close she tried to sit up and to speak. Her daughter
rai sed her head on the pillow, and when Tern was very near he could hear her: "Wzard," she said.
"Not by chance."

A woman of power, she knew what he was. Had she called himthere?

"I'"'ma finder," he said. "And a seeker."
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"Can you teach her?"
"l can take her to those who can."

"Do it."

"Towill."

She | aid her head back and cl osed her eyes.

Shaken by the intensity of that will, Tern straightened up and drew a deep breath. He | ooked round

at the girl, Dory. She did not return his gaze, watching her nother with stolid, sullen grief.
Only after the woman sank into sleep did Dory nmove, going to help Rush, who as a friend and

nei ghbor had nmade herself useful and was gathering up bl ood-soaked cloths scattered by the bed.
"She bled again just now, and | couldn't stop it," Dory said. Tears ran out of her eyes and down
her cheeks. Her face hardly changed.

"Ch child, oh lanb," said Rush, taking her into her enbrace; but though she hugged Rush, Dory did
not bend.

"She's going there, to the wall, and | can't go with her," she said. "She's going al one and

can't go with her- Can't you go there?" She broke away from Rush, |ooking again at Tern. "You can
go there!"

"No," he said. "I don't know the way."

Yet as Dory spoke he saw what the girl saw. a long hill going down into darkness, and across it,
on the edge of twilight, a low wall of stones. And as he | ooked he thought he saw a wonman wal ki ng
al ong beside the wall, very thin, insubstantial, bone, shadow. But she was not the dying woman in

the bed. She was Anieb
Then that was gone and he stood facing the witch-girl. Her |1ook of accusation slowy changed. She
put her face in her hands.

"W have to |l et them go," he said.

She said, "I know "

Rush gl anced fromone to the other with her keen, bright eyes. "Not only a handy man," she said,
"but a crafty man. Well, you're not the first."

He | ooked his question

"This is called Ath's House," she said.

"He lived here," Dory said, a glinmrer of pride breaking a monent through her helpless pain. "The
Mage Ath. Long ago. Before he went into the west. Al nmy forenothers were wi se wonmen. He stayed
here. Wth them"

"Gve me a basin," Rush said. "I'Il get water to soak these."

"1"I'l get the water," Tern said. He took the basin and went out to the courtyard, to the well.
Just as before, Crow was sitting on the coping, bored and restless.

"Wy are we wasting tinme here?" he denmanded, as Tern |l et the bucket down into the well. "Are you
fetching and carrying for wtches now?"
"Yes," Tern said, "and I will till she dies. And then I'll take her daughter to Roke. And if you

want to read the Book of Nanes, you can cone with us."

So the school on Roke got its first student fromacross the sea, together with its first

l'ibrarian. The Book of Nanes, which is kept nowin the Isolate Tower, was the foundation of the
know edge and met hod of Nami ng, which is the foundation of the magic of Roke. The girl Dory, who
as they said taught her teachers, becane the mistress of all healing arts and the science of
herbal s, and established that mastery in high honor at Roke.

As for Crow, unable to part with the Book of Nanes even for a nonth, he sent for his own books
fromOriny and settled down with themin Thwil. He all owed people of the school to study them so
I ong as they showed them and him due respect.

So the pattern of the years was set for Tern. In the late spring he would go out in Hopeful
seeking and finding people for the school on Roke-children and young people, nostly, who had a
gift of magic, and sonetines grown nmen or wonen. Most of the children were poor, and though he
took none against their will, their parents or nmasters sel domknew the truth: Tern was a fisherman
wanting a boy to work on his boat, or a girl to train in the weaving sheds, or he was buying
slaves for his lord on another island. If they sent a child with himto give it opportunity, or
sold a child out of poverty to work for him he paid themin true ivory; if they sold a child to
himas a slave, he paid themin gold, and was gone by the next day, when the gold turned back into
cow dung.

He traveled far in the Archipel ago, even out into the East Reach. He never went to the sanme town
or island twi ce wthout years between, letting his trail grow cold. Even so he began to be spoken
of . The Child Taker, they called him a dreaded sorcerer who carried children to his island in the
icy north and there sucked their blood. In villages on Wy and Fei kway they still tell children
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about the Child Taker, as an encouragenent to distrust strangers.

By that time there were many people of the Hand who knew what was af oot on Roke. Young peopl e cane
there sent by them Men and wonen cane to be taught and to teach. Many of these had a hard tinme
getting there, for the spells that hid the island were stronger than ever, making it seemonly a
cloud, or a reef anbng the breakers; and the Roke wi nd blew, which kept any ship from Thwi | Bay
unl ess there was a sorcerer aboard who knew how to turn that wind. Still they cane, and as the
years went on a |larger house was needed for the school than any in Thwil Town.

In the Archipelago, men built ships and wonmen built houses, that was the custom but in building a
great structure wormen let nmen work with them not having the mners' superstitions that kept nen
out of the mines, or the shipwights' that forbade wonen to watch a keel laid. So both nen and
wonen of great power raised the Great House on Roke. Its cornerstone was set on a hilltop above

Thwi | Town, near the Grove and |ooking to the Knoll. Its walls were built not only of stone and
wood, but founded deep on magi ¢ and nade strong with spells.
Standing on that hill, Medra had said, "There is a vein of water, just under where | stand, that

will not go dry." They dug down carefully and cane to the water; they let it leap up into the
sunlight; and the first part of the Great House they made was its i nnbst heart, the courtyard of

t he fountain.

There Medra wal ked with El ehal, on the white pavenent, before there were any walls built round it.
She had planted a young rowan fromthe G ove beside the fountain. They cane to be sure it was

thriving. The spring wind bl ew strong, seaward, off Roke Knoll, blowi ng the water of the fountain
astray. Up on the slope of the Knoll they could see a little group of people: a circle of young
students learning how to do tricks of illusion fromthe sorcerer Hega of O Master Hand, they

called him The sparkweed, past flowering, cast its ashes on the wind. There were streaks of grey
in Ember's hair.

"OFf you go, then," she said, "and |l eave us to settle this matter of the Rule." Her frown was as
fierce as ever, but her voice was sel domas harsh as this when she spoke to him

"Il stay if you want, Elehal."

"l do want you to stay. But don't stay! You're a finder, you have to go find. It's only that

agreeing on the Way-or the Rule, Waris wants us to call it-is twice the work of building the
House. And causes ten tinmes the quarrels. | wish | could get anay fromit! | wish | could just
wal k with you, like this... And | w sh you woul dn't go north."

"Why do we quarrel ?" he said rather despondently.

"Because there are nmore of us! Gather twenty or thirty people of power in a room they' |l each
seek to have their way. And you put nmen who've al ways had their way together with wonen who' ve had
theirs, and they'll resent one another. And then, too, there are sone true and real divisions

anong us, Medra. They nust be settled, and they can't be settled easily. Though a little goodw ||
woul d go a | ong way."

"Is it Waris?"

"Waris and several other nmen. And they are nen, and they make that inportant beyond anything el se.
To them the A d Powers are abom nable. And wonen's powers are suspect, because they suppose them
all connected with the Od Powers. As if those Powers were to be controlled or used by any norta
soul! But they put nmen where we put the world. And so they hold that a true w zard nmust be a man.
And celibate."

"Ah, that," Medra said, rueful

"That indeed. My sister told ne last night, she and Ennio and the carpenters have offered to build
them a part of the House that will be all their own, or even a separate house, so they can keep

t hensel ves pure.”

" Pure?"
"I't's not nmy word, it's Waris's. But they've refused. They want the Rule of Roke to separate nen
fromwonen, and they want men to make the decisions for all. Now what conpronise can we nake with

then? Way did they come here, if they won't work with us?"
"We should send away the nmen who won't."
"Away? In anger? To tell the Lords of Wathort or Havnor that witches on Roke are brewi ng a storn®?"

"I forget-1 always forget," he said, downcast again. "I forget the walls of the prison. |'m not
such a fool when |I'moutside them.. Wen |I'mhere | can't believe it is a prison. But outside,
without you, | remenber... | don't want to go, but | have to go. | don't want to adnit that
anyt hi ng here can be wong or go wong, but | have to... I'll go this time, and | will go north,
El ehal . But when | come back I'Il stay. What | need to find I'll find here. Haven't | found it
al ready?"

"No," she said, "only ne... But there's a great deal of seeking and finding to be done in the

Grove. Enough to keep even you from being restless. Wiy north?"
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"To reach out the Hand to Enlad and Ea. |'ve never gone there. W know nothing about their

wi zardries. Enlad of the Kings, and bright Ea, eldest of isles! Surely we'll find allies there"
"But Havnor |ies between us," she said.

"I won't sail ny boat across Havnor, dear love. | plan to go around it. By water." He could al ways

make her |augh; he was the only one who could. Wien he was away, she was quiet-voiced and even-
tenpered, having | earned the usel essness of inpatience in the work that nust be done. Sonetines
she still scow ed, sometinmes she smiled, but she did not |augh. Wen she could, she went to the

G ove al one, as she had always done. But in these years of the building of the House and the
foundi ng of the school, she could go there sel dom and even then she mi ght take a coupl e of
students to learn with her the ways through the forest and the patterns of the |eaves; for she was
the Patterner.

Tern left late that year on his journey. He had with hima boy of fifteen, Mte, a pronising
weat her wor ker who needed training at sea, and Sava, a worman of sixty who had cone to Roke with him
seven or eight years before. Sava had been one of the wonen of the Hand on the isle of Ark. Though
she had no wizardly gifts at all, she knew so well how to get a group of people to trust one

anot her and work together that she was honored as a wi se wonan on Ark, and now on Roke. She had
asked Tern to take her to see her famly, nmother and sister and two sons; he would | eave Mote with
her and bring them back to Roke when he returned. So they set off northeast across the |Innpst Sea

in the sutmer weather, and Tern told Mdte to put a bit of magewind into their sail, so that they
woul d be sure to reach Ark before the Long Dance.
As they coasted that island, he hinself put an illusion about Hopeful, so that she woul d seem not

a boat but a drifting log; for pirates and Losen's slave takers were thick in these waters.

From Sesesry on the east coast of Ark where he left his passengers, having danced the Long Dance
there, he sailed up the Ebavnor Straits, intending to head west along the south shores of Oner. He
kept the illusion spell about his boat. In the brilliant clarity of m dsumer, with a north w nd
bl owi ng, he saw, high and far above the blue strait and the vaguer blue-brown of the |and, the

I ong ridges and the wei ghtl ess dome of Mount Onn.

Look, Medra. Look

It was Havnor, his |and, where his people were, whether alive or dead he did not know, where Anieb
lay in her grave, up there on the nountain. He had never been back, never cone this close. It had
been how | ong? Sixteen years, seventeen years. Nobody woul d know him nobody woul d renenber the
boy Oter, except Oter's nmother and father and sister, if they were still alive. And surely there
were people of the Hand in the Great Port. Though he had not known of them as a boy, he should
know t hem now.

He sailed up the broad straits till Munt Onn was hi dden by the headl ands at the nmouth of the Bay
of Havnor. He would not see it again unless he went through that narrow passage. Then he woul d see
the mountain, all the sweep and cresting of it, over the calmwaters where he used to try to raise
up the nagewi nd when he was twelve; and sailing on he would see the towers rise up fromthe water,
dimat first, nmere dots and lines, then lifting up their bright banners, the white city at the
center of the world.

It was nmere cowardi ce to keep from Havnor, nowfear for his skin, fear lest he find his people had
died, fear lest he recall Anieb too vividly.

For there had been tinmes when he felt that, as he had summoned her |iving, so dead she mi ght
sunmon him The bond between themthat had |inked themand | et her save himwas not broken. Many
times she had conme into his dreams, standing silent as she stood when he first saw her in the
reeking tower at Sanory. And he had seen her, years ago, in the vision of the dying healer in
Telio, in the twilight, beside the wall of stones.

He knew now, from El ehal and others on Roke, what that wall was. It lay between the living and the
dead. And in that vision, Anieb had wal ked on this side of it, not on the side that went down into
t he dark.

Did he fear her, who had freed hin®

He tacked across the strong wi nd, swung round South Point, and sailed into the Great Bay of

Havnor .

Banners still flew fromthe towers of the City of Havnor, and a king still ruled there; the
banners were those of captured towns and isles, and the king was the warlord Losen. Losen never

|l eft the marbl e pal ace where he sat all day, served by slaves, seeing the shadow of the sword of
Erreth- Akbe slip Iike the shadow of a great sundial across the roofs bel ow. He gave orders, and
the slaves said, "It is done, your nmjesty." He held audiences, and old nen cane and said, "W
obey, your mmjesty." He sunmoned his w zards, and the nage Early cane, bowing | ow "Mke ne wal k!"
Losen shouted, beating his paralyzed |l egs with his weak hands.
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The mage said, "Mjesty, as you know, mny poor skill has not availed, but | have sent for the
greatest healer of all Earthsea, who lives in far Narveduen, and when he cones, your highness wll
surely wal k again, yes, and dance the Long Dance."

Then Losen cursed and cried, and his slaves brought himw ne, and the nage went out, bow ng, and
checking as he went to be sure that the spell of paralysis was hol di ng.

It was far nore convenient to himthat Losen should be king than that he hinmself should rule
Havnor openly. Men of arnms didn't trust nmen of craft and didn't like to serve them No natter what
a mage's powers, unless he was as mghty as the Eneny of Mrred, he couldn't hold arm es and
fleets together if the soldiers and sailors chose not to obey. People were in the habit of fearing
and obeying Losen, an old habit now, and well |earned. They credited himw th the powers he had
had of bold strategy, firmleadership, and utter cruelty; and they credited himw th powers he had
never had, such as nastery over the w zards who served him

There were no wi zards serving Losen now except Early and a couple of hunmble sorcerers. Early had
driven off or killed, one after another, his rivals for Losen's favor, and had enjoyed sole rule
over all Havnor now for years.

When he was Gel luk's prentice and assistant, he had encouraged his naster in the study of the lore
of Way, finding hinself free while Gelluk was off doting on his quicksilver. But Gelluk's abrupt
fate had shaken him There was something nysterious in it, sone el enent or some person n ssing.
Summoni ng the useful Hound to help him Early had made a very thorough inquiry into what happened.
Where Cel |l uk was, of course, was no nystery. Hound had tracked himstraight to a scar in a
hillside, and said he was buried deep under there. Early had no wi sh to exhune him But the boy
who had been with him Hound could not track: could not say whether he was under that hill wth
Gel l uk, or had got clean away. He had | eft no spell traces as the nage did, said Hound, and it had
rained very hard all the night after, and when Hound thought he had found the boy's tracks, they
were a wonman's; and she was dead.

Early did not punish Hound for his failure, but he renenbered it. He was not used to failures and
did not like them He did not |ike what Hound told himabout this boy, Oter, and he renenbered
it.

The desire for power feeds off itself, growing as it devours. Early suffered from hunger. He
starved. There was little satisfaction in ruling Havnor, a |and of beggars and poor farners. Wat
was the good of possessing the Throne of Mharion if nobody sat in it but a drunken cripple? Wat
glory was there in the palaces of the city when nobody lived in thembut crawling slaves? He could
have any woman he wanted, but wonen would drain his power, suck away his strength. He wanted no
woman near him He craved an eneny: an opponent worth destroying.

Hi s spies had been coming to himfor a year or nore nuttering about a secret insurgency all across
his realm rebellious groups of sorcerers that called themsel ves the Hand. Eager to find his
enemny, he had one such group investigated. They turned out to be a |lot of old wonmen, nidw ves,
carpenters, a ditchdigger, a tinsmth's prentice, a couple of little boys. Hunm liated and enraged,
Early had them put to death along with the man who reported themto him It was a public
execution, in Losen's nanme, for the crine of conspiracy against the King. There had perhaps not
been enough of that kind of intimdation lately. But it went against his grain. He didn't like to
make a public spectacle of fools who had tricked himinto fearing them He would rather have dealt
with themin his own way, in his own time. To be nourishing, fear nust be inmediate; he needed to
see people afraid of him hear their terror, snmell it, taste it. But since he ruled in Losen's
nane, it was Losen who nust be feared by the arm es and the peoples, and he hinself nmust keep in
the background, nmaking do with slaves and prenti ces.

Not |ong since, he had sent for Hound on sone busi ness, and when it was done the old man had said
to him "D d you ever hear of Roke Island?"

"South and west of Kamery. The Lord of Wathort's owned it for forty or fifty years."

Though he seldomleft the city, Early prided hinself on his know edge of all the Archipel ago,

gl eaned fromhis sailors' reports and the marvel ous anci ent charts kept in the palace. He studied
them ni ghts, broodi ng on where and how he ni ght extend his enpire.

Hound nodded, as if its location was all that had interested himin Roke.

"Wl | ?"

"One of the old wonen you had tortured before they burned the lot, you know? Well, the fell ow who
did it told me. She tal ked about her son on Roke. Calling out to himto come, you know. But |ike
as if he had the power to."

"Wl | ?"

"Seened odd. O d wonan froma village inland, never seen the sea, calling the name of an island
away off |ike that."

"The son was a fisherman who tal ked about his travels."
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Early waved his hand. Hound sniffed, nodded, and |left.

Early never disregarded any triviality Hound mentioned, because so many of them had proved not to
be trivial. He disliked the old man for that, and because he was unshakabl e. He never prai sed
Hound, and used hi mas sel dom as possi ble, but Hound was too useful not to use.

The wi zard kept the nane Roke in his nmenory, and when he heard it again, and in the sane
connection, he knew Hound had been on a true track again.

Three children, two boys of fifteen or sixteen and a girl of twelve, were taken by one of Losen's
patrols south of Orer, running a stolen fishing boat with the magewi nd. The patrol caught them
only because it had a weat herworker of its own aboard, who raised a wave to swanp the stol en boat.
Taken back to Orer, one of the boys broke down and bl ubbered about joining the Hand. Hearing that
word, the nmen told themthey woul d be tortured and burned, at which the boy cried that if they
spared himhe would tell themall about the Hand, and Roke, and the great nmages of Roke.

"Bring themhere," Early said to the nessenger

"The girl flew away, lord,"” the man said unwillingly.

"Fl ew away?"

"She took bird form GCsprey, they said. Didn't expect that froma girl so young. Gone before they
knew it."

"Bring the boys, then," Early said with deadly patience.

They brought himone boy. The other had junped fromthe ship, crossing Havnor Bay, and been killed
by a crossbow quarrel. The boy they brought was in such a paroxysmof terror that even Early was
di sgusted by him How could he frighten a creature already blind and beshatten with fear? He set a
bi ndi ng spell on the boy that held himupright and i mobile as a stone statue, and left himso for
a night and a day. Now and then he talked to the statue, telling it that it was a clever |ad and

m ght nmake a good prentice, here in the palace. Maybe he could go to Roke after all, for Early was
t hi nki ng of going to Roke, to nmeet with the nages there.
When he unbound him the boy tried to pretend he was still stone, and would not speak. Early had

to go into his mnd, in the way he had | earned from CGelluk | ong ago, when Gelluk was a true naster
of his art. He found out what he could. Then the boy was no good for anything and had to be

di sposed of. It was humiliating, again, to be outwitted by the very stupidity of these people; and
all he had | earned about Roke was that the Hand was there, and a school where they taught

wi zardry. And he had | earned a nan's nane.

The idea of a school for w zards made hi mlaugh. A school for wild boars, he thought, a college
for dragons! But that there was sone kind of schening and gathering together of men of power on
Roke seened probable, and the idea of any |eague or alliance of w zards appalled himnore the nore
he thought of it. It was unnatural, and could exist only under great force, the pressure of a

dom nant will-the will of a mage strong enough to hold even strong wizards in his service. There
was t he eneny he want ed!

Hound was down at the door, they said. Early sent for himto conme up. "Wo's Tern?" he asked as
soon as he saw the old nan

Wth age Hound had come to | ook his nane, winkled, with a |l ong nose and sad eyes. He sniffed and
seenmed about to say he did not know, but he knew better than to try to lie to Early. He sighed.
"Oter," he said. "Hmthat killed old Witeface."

"Where's he hiding?"

"Not hiding at all. Went about the city, talking to people. Went to see his nother in Endl ane,
round the nountain. He's there now "

"You should have told nme at once,"” Early said.

"Didn't know you were after him |'ve been after hima long tine. He fooled ne." Hound spoke
wi t hout rancor.
"He tricked and killed a great mage, ny naster. He's dangerous. | want vengeance. Who did he talk

to here? | want them Then I'Il see to him"

"Some ol d wonen down by the docks. An old sorcerer. H's sister.”

"Get them here. Take ny nen."

Hound sniffed, sighed, nodded.

There was not nuch to be got fromthe people his nmen brought to him The sane thing again: they
bel onged to the Hand, and the Hand was a | eague of powerful sorcerers on Mrred's Isle, or on
Roke; and the man Qtter or Tern cane fromthere, though originally fromHavnor; and they held him
in great respect, although he was only a finder. The sister had vani shed, perhaps gone with Qter
to Endl ane, where the nother lived. Early runmaged in their cloudy, witless ninds, had the
youngest of themtortured, and then burned them where Losen could sit at his wi ndow and watch. The
Ki ng needed sone diversions.

Al'l this took only two days, and all the tinme Early was | ooking and probing toward Endl ane
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village, sending Hound there before him sending his own presentnment there to watch. Wen he knew
where the man was he betook hinmself there very quickly, on eagle's wings; for Early was a great
shape-changer, so fearless that he woul d take even dragon form

He knew it was well to use caution with this man. Oter had defeated Tinaral, and there was this
matter of Roke, There was sone strength in himor with him Yet it was hard for Early to fear a
mere finder who went about with m dwi ves and the Iike. He could not bring hinself to sneak and
skul k. He struck down in broad daylight in the straggling square of Endlane village, infolding his
talons to a man's legs and his great wings to arns.

A child ran bawling to its mammy. No one el se was about. But Early turned his head, still with
sonet hing of the eagles quick, stiff turn, staring. Wzard knows wi zard, and he knew whi ch house
his prey was in. He walked to it and flung the door open

A slight, brown man sitting at the table | ooked up at him

Early raised his hand to lay the binding spell on him H's hand was stayed, held i mobile half
lifted at his side.

This was a contest, then, a foe worth fighting! Early took a step backward and then, smling,

rai sed both his arnms outward and up, very slowy but steadily, unstayed by anything the other man
coul d do.

The house vani shed. No walls, no roof, nobody. Early stood on the dust of the village square in
the sunshine of nmorning with his arms in the air.

It was only illusion, of course, but it checked hima nonment in his spell, and then he had to undo
the illusion, bringing back the door franme around him the walls and roof beans, the gl eam of
l'ight on crockery, the hearth stones, the table. But nobody sat at the table. Hi s eneny was gone
He was angry then, very angry, a hungry nman whose food is snatched fromhis hand. He summoned t he
man Tern to reappear, but he did not know his true name and had no hold of heart or mind on him
The sunmons went unanswer ed.

He strode fromthe house, turned, and set a fire spell on it so that it burst into flanes, thatch
and wal I s and every wi ndow spouting fire. Wmen ran out of it scream ng. They had been hiding no
doubt in the back room he paid themno attention. "Hound," he thought. He spoke the summoni ng,
usi ng Hound's true nane, and the old man cane to himas he was bound to do. He was sullen, though
and said, "I was in the tavern, down the way there, you could have said ny use-nane and |I'd have
come. "

Early | ooked at hi monce. Hound's mouth snapped shut and stayed shut.

"Speak when | let you," the wi zard said. "Were is the man?"

Hound nodded nort heast wards.

"What's there?"

Early opened Hound's nmouth and gave hi mvoice enough to say, in a flat dead tone, "Sanory."

"What formis he in?"

"Oter," said the flat voice

Early laughed. "I'Il be waiting for him" he said; his man's legs turned to yellow talons, his
arms to wide feathered wings, and the eagle flew up and off across the w nd.

Hound sniffed, sighed, and followed, trudging along unwillingly, while behind himin the village
the flames died down, and children cried, and wonmen shouted curses after the eagle.

The danger in trying to do good is that the m nd conmes to confuse the intent of goodness with the
act of doing things well.

That is not what the otter was thinking as it swam fast down the Yennava. |t was not thinking
anyt hi ng nuch but speed and direction and the sweet taste of river water and the sweet power of
swi mm ng. But something like that is what Medra had been thinking as he sat at the table in his
grandnmot her' s house in End-lane, talking with his nother and sister, just before the door was
flung open and the terrible shining figure stood there.

Medra had conme to Havnor thinking that because he nmeant no harm he woul d do no harm He had done
irreparable harm Men and wonen and chil dren had di ed because he was there. They had died in
torment, burned alive. He had put his sister and nother in fearful danger, and hinsel f, and
through him Roke. If Early (of whom he knew only his use-nane and reputation) caught himand used
himas he was said to use people, enptying their ninds like little sacks, then everyone on Roke
woul d be exposed to the w zards power and to the might of the fleets and arm es under his conmand.
Medra woul d have betrayed Roke to Havnor, as the wi zard they never nanmed had betrayed it to

Wat hort. Maybe that nan, too, had thought he could do no harm

Medra had been thinking, once again, and still unavailingly, how he could | eave Havnor at once and
unnoti ced, when the wi zard cane.

Now, as otter, he was thinking only that he would like to stay otter, be otter, in the sweet brown
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water, the living river, forever. There is no death for an otter, only life to the end. But in the
sl eek creature was the nortal mind; and where the stream passes the hill west of Sanmory, the otter
came up on the nuddy bank, and then the man crouched there, shivering.

Where to now? Wiy had he cone here?

He had not thought. He had taken the shape that cane soonest to him run to the river as an otter
woul d, swum as the otter would swm But only in his owmn formcould he think as a man, hide,
decide, act as a man or as a w zard agai nst the wi zard who hunted him

He knew he was no match for Early. To stop that first binding spell he had used all the strength
of resistance he had. The illusion and the shape-change were all the tricks he had to play. If he
faced the wi zard again he woul d be destroyed. And Roke with him Roke and its children, and El eha
his love, and Veil, Crow, Dory, all of them the fountain in the white courtyard, the tree by the
fountain. Only the Gove would stand. Only the green hill, silent, imovable. He heard El ehal say
to him Havnor |lies between us. He heard her say, Al! the true powers, all the old powers, at root
are one.

He | ooked up. The hillside above the streamwas that same hill where he had cone that day with
Tinaral, Anieb's presence within him It was only a few steps round it to the scar, the seam
still clear enough under the green grasses of sumer.

"Mt her," he said, on his knees there, "Mther, open to ne."

He laid his hands on the seam of earth, but there was no power in them

"Let me in, nother," he whispered in the tongue that was as old as the hill. The ground shivered a
little and opened.

He heard an eagle scream He got to his feet. He leapt into the dark

The eagle cane, circling and screaning over the valley, the hillside, the willows by the stream

It circled, searching and searching, and flew back as it had cone.

After a long tinme, late in the afternoon, old Hound canme trudging up the valley. He stopped now
and then and sniffed. He sat down on the hillside beside the scar in the ground, resting his tired
| egs. He studied the ground where some crunbs of fresh dirt lay and the grass was bent. He stroked
the bent grass to straighten it. He got to his feet at last, went for a drink of the clear brown
wat er under the willows, and set off down the valley towards the m ne

Medra woke in pain, in darkness. For a long time that was all there was. The pain came and went,
the darkness renmained. Once it lightened a little into a twilight in which he could dinly see. He
saw a sl ope running down fromwhere he lay towards a wall of stones, across which was darkness
again. But he could not get up to walk to the wall, and presently the pain cane back very sharp in
his arm and hip and head. Then the darkness cane around him and then nothing.

Thirst: and with it pain. Thirst, and the sound of water running.

He tried to renenber how to nmake light. Anieb said to him plaintively, "Can't you nake the
light?" But he could not. He crawed in the dark till the sound of water was | oud and the rocks
under himwere wet, and groped till his hand found water. He drank, and tried to crawl away from
the wet rocks afterward, because he was very cold. One armhurt and had no strength in it.

H s head hurt again, and he whi npered and shivered, trying to draw hinself together for warnth
There was no warnth and no |ight.

He was sitting a little way fromwhere he lay, |ooking at hinmself, although it was still utterly
dark. He lay huddl ed and crunpl ed near where the little seep-streamdripped fromthe | edge of

m ca. Not far away | ay another huddl ed heap, rotted red silk, long hair, bones. Beyond it the
cavern stretched away. He could see that its roons and passages went nuch farther than he had
known. He saw it with the same uncaring interest with which he saw Tinaral's body and his own
body. He felt a nild regret. It was only fair that he should die here with the nman he had kill ed.
It was right. Nothing was wong. But sonething in himached, not the sharp body pain, a |ong ache,
l'ifelong.

"Ani eb," he said.

Then he was back in hinself, with the fierce hurt in his armand hip and head, sick and dizzy in
the blind bl ackness. Wen he noved, he whi npered; but he sat up. | have to live, he thought.

have to renenber how to live. How to make light. | have to remenber. | have to renmenber the
shadows of the | eaves.

How far does the forest go?

As far as the m nd goes.

He | ooked up into the darkness. After a while he noved his good hand a little, and the faint |ight
flowed out of it.

The roof of the cavern was far above him The trickle of water dripping fromthe mca | edge
glittered in short dashes in the werelight.

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%?20Earthsea.txt (37 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31 AM]



file:///ID}/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/Ursul a%20K .%20%20L eGuin%20-%20T al es%20From%20Earthsea.txt

He could no | onger see the chanbers and passages of the cave as he had seen themwth the
uncaring, disenbodi ed eye. He could see only what the flicker of werelight showed just around him
and before him As when he had gone through the night with Anieb to her death, each step into the
dar k.

He got to his knees, and thought then to whisper, "Thank you, nother." He got to his feet, and
fell, because his left hip gave way with a pain that nade himcry out aloud. After a while he
tried again, and stood up. Then he started forward.

It took hima long time to cross the cavern. He put his bad arminside his shirt and kept his good
hand pressed to his hip joint, which nade it a little easier to walk. The walls narrowed gradually
to a passage. Here the roof was much | ower, just above his head. Water seeped down one wall and
gathered in little pools anbng the rocks underfoot. It was not the narvel ous red pal ace of
Tinaral's vision, nystic silvery runes on high branching colums. It was only the earth, only
dirt, rock, water. The air was cool and still. Away fromthe dripping of the streamit was silent.
Qut side the gl eam of werelight it was dark

Medra bowed his head, standing there. "Anieb," he said, "can you come back this far? | don't know
the way." He waited a while. He saw darkness, heard silence. Slow and halting, he entered the
passage.

How t he man had escaped him Early did not know, but two things were certain: that he was a far
nmore powerful mage than any Early had nmet, and that he would return to Roke as fast as he coul d,
since that was the source and center of his power. There was no use trying to get there before
him he had the lead. But Early could followthe lead, and if his own powers were not enough he
woul d have with hima force no nage could wi thstand. Had not even Mdrrred been nearly brought down,
not by witchcraft, but nmerely by the strength of the armies the Eneny had turned agai nst hinf?
"Your majesty is sending forth his fleets,” Early said to the staring old man in the arnchair in
the pal ace of the kings. "A great eneny has gathered agai nst you, south in the Innost Sea, and we
are going to destroy them A hundred ships will sail fromthe Geat Port, from Orer and South Port
and your fiefdom on Hosk, the greatest navy the world has seen! | shall lead them And the glory
will be yours," he said, with an open |laugh, so that Losen stared at himin a kind of horror,
finally beginning to understand who was the master, who the sl ave.

So well in hand did Early have Losen's nmen that within two days the great fleet set forth from
Havnor, gathering its tributaries on the way. Eighty ships sailed past Ark and Ilien on a true and
steady nagew nd that bore themstraight for Roke. Sonetines Early in his white silk robe, holding
atall white staff, the horn of a sea beast fromthe farthest North, stood in the decked prow of

the | ead gall ey, whose hundred oars flashed beating like the wings of a gull. Sonetines he was
himself the gull, or an eagle, or a dragon, who flew above and before the fleet, and when the nen
saw himflying thus they shouted, "The dragonlord! the dragonlord!"

They came ashore in Ilien for water and food. Setting a host of many hundreds of men on its way so
quickly had left little tine for provisioning the ships. They overran the towns along the west
shore of Ilien, taking what they wanted, and did the sane on Vissti and Kanery, |ooting what they

could and burning what they left. Then the great fleet turned west, heading for the one harbor of
Roke Island, the Bay of Thwil. Early knew of the harbor fromthe maps in Havnor, and knew t here
was a high hill above it. As they cane nearer, he took dragon form and soared up high above his
ships, leading them gazing into the west for the sight of that hill

When he saw it, faint and green above the mi sty sea, he cried out-the nen in the ships heard the
dragon screamand flew on faster, leaving themto follow himto the conquest.

Al'l the runors of Roke had said that it was spell-defended and charm hidden, invisible to ordinary

eyes. If there were any spells woven about that hill or the bay he now saw opening before it, they
were gossamer to him transparent. Nothing blurred his eyes or challenged his will as he flew over
the bay, over the little town and a half-finished building on the slope above it, to the top of
the high green hill. There, striking down dragons claws and beating rust-red wi ngs, he |ighted.

He stood in his own form He had not nade the change hinself. He stood alert, uncertain.

The wind blew, the long grass nodded in the wind. Sumer was getting on and the grass was dry now,
yellowing, no flowers in it but the little white heads of the | acefoam A wonman canme wal ki ng up
the hill towards himthrough the long grass. She followed no path, and wal ked easily, without

hast e.

He thought he had raised his hand in a spell to stop her, but he had not raised his hand, and she
came on. She stopped only when she was a couple of armis lengths fromhimand a little bel ow him
still.

"Tell me your name," she said, and he said, "Teriel,"

"Why did you cone here, Teriel?"
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"To destroy you."

He stared at her, seeing a round-faced wonan, m ddle-aged, short and strong, with grey in her hair
and dark eyes under dark brows, eyes that held his, held him brought the truth out of his nouth.
"Destroy us? Destroy this hill? The trees there?" She | ooked down to a grove of trees not far from
the hill. "Maybe Segoy who nmade them coul d unnake them Maybe the earth will destroy herself.
Maybe she'll destroy herself through our hands, in the end. But not through yours. Fal se king,

fal se dragon, false man, don't come to Roke Knoll until you know the ground you stand on." She
made one gesture of her hand, downward to the earth.

Then she turned and went down the hill through the long grass, the way she had cone.

There were ot her people on the hill, he saw now, many others, nmen and wonen, children, living and
spirits of the dead; many, nmany of them He was terrified of themand cowered, trying to nake a
spell that would hide himfromthemall.

But he made no spell. He had no magic left in him It was gone, run out of himinto this terrible
hill, into the terrible ground under him gone. He was no w zard, only a man |ike the others,
power | ess.

He knew that, knew it absolutely, though still he tried to say spells, and raised his arns in the

i ncantation, and beat the air in fury. Then he | ooked eastward, straining his eyes for the
flashing beat of the galley oars, for the sails of his ships conming to punish these people and
save him

Al'l he saw was a nmist on the water, all across the sea beyond the nmouth of the bay. As he watched
it thickened and dar kened, creeping out over the slow waves.

Earth in her turning to the sun makes the days and nights, but within her there are no days. Medra
wal ked through the night. He was very lanme, and could not always keep up the werelight. Wen it
failed he had to stop and sit down and sl eep. The sleep was never death, as he thought it was. He
woke, always cold, always in pain, always thirsty, and when he could make a glimer of the |ight
he got to his feet and went on. He never saw Ani eb but he knew she was there. He followed her
Sonetinmes there were great roons. Sonetines there were pools of notionless water. It was hard to
break the stillness of their surface, but he drank fromthem He thought he had gone down deeper
and deeper for a long tine, till he reached the |ongest of those pools, and after that the way
went up again. Sonetimes now Anieb followed him He could say her name, though she did not answer.
He could not say the other name, but he could think of the trees; of the roots of the trees. This
was the kingdom of the roots of the trees. How far does the forest go? As far as forests go. As
long as the lives, as deep as the roots of the trees. As long as | eaves cast shadows. There were
no shadows here, only the dark, but he went forward, and went forward, until he saw Anieb before
him He saw the flash of her eyes, the cloud of her curling hair. She | ooked back at himfor a
monent, and then turned aside and ran lightly down a |long, steep slope into darkness.

Where he stood it was not wholly dark. The air noved against his face. Far ahead, dim snall

there was a light that was not werelight. He went forward. He had been crawing for a long tine
now, dragging the right |leg, which would not bear his weight. He went forward. He snelled the w nd
of evening and saw the sky of evening through the branches and | eaves of trees. An arched oak root
formed the mouth of the cave, no bigger than a man or a badger needed to crawl through. He craw ed
through. He lay there under the root of the tree, seeing the light fade and a star or two cone out
anong the | eaves.

That was where Hound found him mles away fromthe valley, west of Sanory, on the edge of the
great forest of Faliern.

"Got you," the old man said, |ooking down at the muddy, |ax body. He added, "Too late,"
regretfully. He stooped to see if he could pick himup or drag him and felt the faint warnth of
life. "You' re tough," he said. "Here, wake up. Cone on. Oter, wake up."

He recogni zed Hound, though he could not sit up and could barely speak. The old nan put his own
jacket around his shoul ders and gave himwater fromhis flask. Then he squatted beside him his
back agai nst the i mense trunk of the oak, and stared into the forest for a while. It was late
nmorni ng, hot, the sumer sunlight filtering through the leaves in a thousand shades of green. A
squirrel scolded, far up in the oak, and a jay replied. Hound scratched his neck and si ghed.

"The wi zards off on the wong track, as usual," he said at last. "Said you'd gone to Roke Island
and he'd catch you there. | said nothing."

He | ooked at the man he knew only as Qter

"You went in there, that hole, with the old wizard, didn't you? Did you find hin®"

Medra nodded.

"Hm," Hound went, a short, grunting |laugh. "You find what you | ook for, don't you? Like nme." He
saw that his conpanion was in distress, and said, "I'll get you out of here. Fetch a carter from
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the village down there, when |'ve got ny breath. Listen. Don't fret. | haven't hunted you al

these years to give you to Early. The way | gave you to Gelluk. |I was sorry for that. | thought
about it. What | said to you about nmen of a craft sticking together. And who we work for. Couldn't
see that | had nuch choice about that. But having done you a disfavor, | thought if | canme across

you again |I'd do you a favor, if | could. As one finder to the other, see?"

Oter's breath was coning hard. Hound put his hand on Qtter's hand for a nonent, said, "Don't
worry," and got to his feet. "Rest easy," he said.

He found a carter who would carry them down to Endlane, Oter's nother and sister were living with
cousins while they rebuilt their burned house as best they could. They wel comed himwith

di sbelieving joy. Not knowi ng Hound's connection with the warlord and his w zard, they treated him
as one of thenselves, the good man who had found poor Qtter half dead in the forest and brought
him home. A wise man, said Oter's nother Rose, surely a wi se nman. Nothing was too good for such a
nman.

Oter was slow to recover, to heal. The bonesetter did what he coul d about his broken armand his
damaged hip, the wise woman salved the cuts fromthe rocks on his hands and head and knees, his
not her brought himall the delicacies she could find in the gardens and berry thickets; but he |ay
as weak and wasted as when Hound first brought him There was no heart in him the wi se wonan of
Endl ane said. It was somewhere el se, being eaten up with worry or fear or shane.

"So where is it?" Hound said.

Oter, after a long silence, said, "Roke Island.”

"Where old Early went with the great fleet. | see. Friends there. Well, | know one of the ships is
back, because | saw one of her nen, down the way, in the tavern. I'll go ask about. Find out if
they got to Roke and what happened there. Wat | can tell you is that it seens old Early is late
com ng hone. Hm, hmm," he went, pleased with his joke. "Late com ng home," he repeated, and got
up. He |l ooked at Oter, who was not much to | ook at. "Rest easy," he said, and went off.

He was gone several days. Wen he returned, riding in a horse-drawn cart, he had such a | ook about
himthat Oter's sister hurried in to tell him "Hound's won a battle or a fortune! He's riding
behind a city horse, in a city cart, like a prince!"

Hound cane in on her heels. "Well," he said, "in the first place, when | got to the city, | go up
to the palace, just to hear the news, and what do | see? | see old King Pirate standing on his

| egs, shouting out orders like he used to do. Standing up! Hasn't stood for years. Shouting
orders! And sonme of emdid what he said, and some of emdidn't. So | got on out of there, that
kind of a situation being dangerous, in a palace. Then | went about to friends of mne and asked

where was old Early and had the fleet been to Roke and come back and all. Early, they said, nobody
knew about Early. Not a sign of himnor fromhim Maybe | could find him they said, joking ne,
hm. They know | love him As for the ships, some had come back, with the nen aboard sayi ng they

never cane to Roke Island, never sawit, sailed right through where the sea charts said was an

i sland, and there was no island. Then there were some nen fromone of the great galleys. They said
when they got close to where the island should be, they cane into a fog as thick as wet cloth, and
the sea turned thick too, so that the oarsnen could barely push the oars through it, and they were
caught in that for a day and a night. Wen they got out, there wasn't another ship of all the
fleet on the sea, and the slaves were near rebelling, so the naster brought her honme as quick as
he could. Another, the old Storncloud, used to be Losen's own ship, canme in while | was there.
talked to sone nen off her. They said there was nothing but fog and reefs all round where Roke was
supposed to be, so they sailed on with seven other ships, south a ways, and net up with a fleet
sailing up fromWathort. Maybe the lords there had heard there was a great fleet comi ng raiding,
because they didn't stop to ask questions, but sent wizard's fire at our ships, and cane al ongsi de
to board themif they could, and the men | talked to said it was a hard fight just to get away
fromthem and not all did. Al this time they had no word fromEarly, and no weat her was worked
for themunl ess they had a bagman of their own aboard. So they came back up the Iength of the

I nnost Sea, said the man from Storncloud, one straggling after the other like the dogs that | ost
the dogfight. Now, do you like the news | bring you?"

Oter had been struggling with tears; he hid his face. "Yes," he said, "thanks."

"Thought you might. As for King Losen," Hound said, "who knows." He sniffed and sighed. "If | was
himl'd retire" he said. "I think I'lIl do that nyself."

Oter had got control of his face and voice. He wi ped his eyes and nose, cleared his throat, and
said, "M ght be a good idea. Cone to Roke. Safer."

"Seenms to be a hard place to find," Hound said.

"I can find it," said Oter

V. Medra
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There was an old man by our door

Who opened it to rich or poor

Many cane there both small and great,
But few could pass through Medra's Gate.
So runs the water away, away,

So runs the water away.

HOUND STAYED | N ENDLANE. He could make a living as a finder there, and he |liked the tavern, and
Oter's mother's hospitality.

By the begi nning of autum, Losen was hanging by a rope round his feet froma w ndow of the New
Pal ace, rotting, while six warlords quarreled over his kingdom and the ships of the great fl eet
chased and fought one another across the Straits and the w zard-troubl ed sea.

But Hopeful, sailed and steered by two young sorcerers fromthe Hand of Havnor, brought Medra safe
down the I nnost Sea to Roke.

Enmber was on the dock to neet him Lanme and very thin, he came to her and took her hands, but he

could not Iift his face to hers. He said, "I have too nany deaths on ny heart, Elehal."
"Come with me to the G ove," she said
They went there together and stayed till the winter cane. In the year that followed, they built a

little house near the edge of the Thwi | burn that runs out of the Grove, and lived there in the
sumrer s.

They worked and taught in the Great House. They saw it go up stone on stone, every stone steeped
in spells of protection, endurance, peace. They saw the Rul e of Roke established, though never so
firmy as they m ght w sh, and al ways agai nst opposition; for nages cane from other islands and
rose up fromanong the students of the school, wonen and nen of power, know edge, and pride, sworn
by the Rule to work together and for the good of all, but each seeing a different way to do it.

G owi ng old, Elehal wearied of the passions and questions of the school and was drawn nore and
more to the trees, where she went alone, as far as the nmind can go. Medra wal ked there too, but
not so far as she, for he was | ane.

After she died, he lived a while alone in the small house near the G ove.

One day in autumm he cane back to the school. He went in by the garden door, which gives on the
path through the fields to Roke Knoll. It is a curious thing about the Great House of Roke, that
it has no portal or grand entryway at all. You can enter by what they call the back door, which
though it is made of horn and framed in dragons tooth and carved with the Thousand-Leaved Tree,

| ooks like nothing at all fromoutside, as you cone to it in a dingy street; or you can go in the
garden door, plain oak with an iron bolt. But there is no front door

He cane through the halls and stone corridors to the innost place, the marbl e-paved courtyard of
the fountain, where the tree Elehal had planted now stood tall, its berries reddening.

Heari ng he was there, the teachers of Roke came, the nen and wonen who were nasters of their
craft. Medra had been the Master Finder, until he went to the Grove. A young worman now taught that
art, as he had taught it to her.

"1"ve been thinking," he said. "There are eight of you. Nine's a better nunber. Count ne as a
master again, if you will."

"What will you do, Master Tern?" asked the Sumoner, a grey-haired mage fromllien

“I'I'l keep the door," Medra said. "Being lame, | won't go far fromit. Being old, I'll know what
to say to those who cone. Being a finder, I'lIl find out if they belong here."

"That woul d spare us nuch trouble and sone danger," said the young Fi nder.

"How wi || you do it?" the Sumoner asked.

"1"I'l ask themtheir nanme," Medra said. He smiled. "If they'Il tell me, they can conme in. And when
they think they've | earned everything, they can go out again. If they can tell me nmy nane."”

So it was. For the rest of his life, Medra kept the doors of the Great House on Roke. The garden
door that opened out upon the Knoll was long called Medra's Gate, even after nuch el se had changed
in that house as the centuries passed through it. And still the ninth Master of Roke is the

Door keeper .

In Endl ane and the villages round the foot of Onn on Havnor, wonen spinning and weavi ng sing a
riddl e song of which the last Iine has to do, naybe, with the nman who was Medra, and OQtter, and
Tern.

Three things were that will not be: Solea's bright isle above the wave, A dragon swinmming in the
sea, A seabird flying in the grave
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DARKROSE AND DI AMOND
A BOAT- SONG FROM VWEST HAVNOR

Where ny | ove is going

There will 1 go.

Where his boat is row ng
I will row.

W will |augh together,
Together we will cry.

If he lives | will live,

If he dies | die.

Where ny love is going

There will | go.
Where his boat is row ng
I will row

In the west of Havnor, anong hills forested with oak and chestnut, is the town of dade. A while
ago, the rich man of that town was a nerchant called Col den.

Gol den owned the mill that cut the oak boards for the ships they built in Havnor South Port and
Havnor Great Port; he owned the biggest chestnut groves; he owned the carts and hired the carters
that carried the tinmber and the chestnuts over the hills to be sold. He did very well fromtrees,
and when his son was born, the nmother said, "W could call him Chestnut, or Gak, maybe?" But the
father said, "Dianond," dianond being in his estinmation the one thing nore precious than gol d.

So little Dianond grew up in the finest house in dade, a fat, bright-eyed baby, a ruddy, cheerfu
boy. He had a sweet singing voice, a true ear, and a love of nusic, so that his nother, Tuly,
cal l ed hi m Songsparrow and Skyl ark, anobng ot her |oving names, for she never really did Iike
"Dianond." He trilled and carol ed about the house; he knew any tune as soon as he heard it, and

i nvented tunes when he heard none. H s nother had the wi sewonan Tangl e teach him The Creation of
Ea and The Deed of the Young King, and at Sunreturn when he was el even years old he sang the
Wnter Carol for the Lord of the Western Land, who was visiting his domain in the hills above

d ade. The Lord and his Lady praised the boy's singing and gave hima tiny gold box with a di anond
set in the lid, which seened a kind and pretty gift to Dianond and his nother. But Col den was a
bit inmpatient with the singing and the trinkets. "There are nore inportant things for you to do,
son," he said. "And greater prizes to be earned.”

Di anond t hought his father neant the business -- the loggers, the sawyers, the sawrill, the
chestnut groves, the pickers, the carters, the carts -- all that work and tal k and pl anni ng,
conplicated, adult nmatters. He never felt that it had much to do with him so how was he to have
as much to do with it as his father expected? Maybe he'd find out when he grew up.

But in fact Golden wasn't thinking only about the business. He had observed sonething about his
son that had made himnot exactly set his eyes higher than the business, but glance above it from
time to time, and then shut his eyes.

At first he had thought Dianond had a knack such as many children had and then |l ost, a stray spark
of magery. Wen he was a little boy, Golden hinmself had been able to nmake his own shadow shi ne and
sparkle. His family had praised himfor the trick and nade himshow it off to visitors; and then
when he was seven or eight he had |ost the hang of it and never could do it again.

When he saw Di anond cone down the stairs without touching the stairs, he thought his eyes had
deceived him but a few days later, he saw the child float up the stairs, just a finger gliding

al ong the oaken banister-rail. "Can you do that coming down?" Gol den asked, and Di anond sai d,

"Ch, yes, like this," and sailed back down snmooth as a cloud on the south w nd.

"How did you learn to do that?"

"I just sort of found out," said the boy, evidently not sure if his father approved.

CGol den did not praise the boy, not wanting to naking himself-conscious or vain about what m ght
be a passing, childish gift, like his sweet treble voice. There was too nmuch fuss al ready made
over that.

But a year or so later he saw Dianmond out in the back garden with his playnmate Rose. The children
were squatting on their haunches, heads cl ose together, |aughing. Sonething intense or uncanny
about them nade hi m pause at the wi ndow on the stairs landing and watch them A thing between them
was | eaping up and down, a frog? a toad? a big cricket? He went out into the garden and came up
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near them noving so quietly, though he was a big man, that they in their absorption did not hear
him The thing that was hoppi ng up and down on the grass between their bare toes was a rock. \Wen
Di anmond rai sed his hand the rock junped up in the air, and when he shook his hand a little the
rock hovered in the air, and when he flipped his fingers dowward it fell to earth.

"Now you, " Dianond said to Rose, and she started to do what he had done, but the rock only
twitched a little. "Ch," she whispered, "there's your dad."

"That's very clever," ol den said.

"Di thought it up," Rose said.

ol den did not like the child. She was both outspoken and defensive, both rash and tinid. She was
a girl, and a year younger than D anond, and a witch's daughter. He w shed his son would play with
boys his own age, his own sort, fromthe respectable famlies of dade. Tuly insisted on calling
the witch "the wi seworman,"” but a witch was a witch and her daughter was no fit conpanion for
Dianond. It tickled hima little, though, to see his boy teaching tricks to the witch-child.

"What el se can you do, Di anbnd?" he asked.

"Play the flute," Dianond said pronptly, and took out of his pocket the little fife his nother had
given himfor his twelfth birthday. He put it to his lips, his fingers danced, and he played a
sweet, familiar tune fromthe western coast, "Wwere My Love |Is Going."

"Very nice," said the father. "But anybody can play the fife, you know. "

Di anond gl anced at Rose. The girl turned her head away, | ooking down.

"I learned it really quickly," Dianond said.

CGol den grunted, uni npressed.

"It can do it by itself,"” Dianond said, and held out the fife away fromhis lips. H s fingers
danced on the stops, and the fife played a short jig. It hit several false notes and squeal ed on
the last high note. "I haven't got it right yet," Dianond said, vexed and enbarrassed.

"Pretty good, pretty good," his father said. "Keep practicing.”" And he went on. He was not sure
what he ought to have said. He did not want to encourage the boy to spend any nore tinme on mnusic,
or with this girl; he spent too nmuch already, and neither of themwould help himget anywhere in
life. But this gift, this undeniable gift t the rock hovering, the unblown fife -- Well, it would
be wong to make too nuch of it, but probably it should not be di scouraged.

In Gol den's understandi ng, noney was power, but not the only power. There were two others, one
equal, one greater. There was birth. Wen the Lord of the Western Land cane to his domain near

d ade, Golden was glad to show himfealty. The Lord was born to govern and to keep the peace, as
CGol den was born to deal with commerce and weal th, each in his place; and each, noble or comon, if
he served well and honestly, deserved honor and respect. But there were also | esser |ords whom

Gol den coul d buy and sell, lend to or let beg, nmen born noble who deserved neither fealty nor
honor. Power of birth and power of npbney were contingent, and nust be earned | est they be |ost.

But beyond the rich and the lordly were those called the Men of Power: the w zards. Their power,
though little exercised, was absolute. In their hands lay the fate of the |ong-kingless kingdom of
t he Archi pel ago.

I f Di anond had been born to that kind of power, if that was his gift, then all Golden' s dreans and
pl ans of training himin the business, and having himhelp in expanding the carting route to a
regul ar trade with South Port, and buying up the chestnut forests above Reche -- all such plans
dwindled into trifles. Mght Dianond go (as his nother's uncle had gone) to the School of W zards
on Roke Island? M ght he (as that uncle had done) gain glory for his famly and domi nion over lord
and comoner, beconing a Mage in the Court of the Lords Regent in the Geat Port of Havnor? CGol den
all but floated up the stairs hinmself, borne on such visions.

But he said nothing to the boy and nothing to the boy's nother. He was a consciously cl ose-nout hed
man, distrustful of visions until they could be made acts; and she, though a dutiful, loving wfe
and not her and housekeeper, already nmade too nuch of Dianond's talents and acconplishnments. Al so,
like all women, she was inclined to babble and gossip, and indiscrimnate in her friendships. The
girl Rose hung about wi th D anbnd because Tuly encouraged Rose's nother the witch to visit,
consulting her every tine Dianond had a hangnail, and telling her nore than she or anyone ought to
know about Col den's househol d. Hi s business was none of the witch's business. On the other hand,
Tangl e might be able to tell himif his son in fact showed prom se, had a talent for magery... but
he flinched away fromthe thought of asking her, asking a witch's opinion on anything, |east of

all a judgnent on his son

He resolved to wait and watch. Being a patient nman with a strong will, he did so for four years,
till Dianbnd was sixteen. A big, well-grown youth, good at ganmes and | essons, he was 'still ruddy-
faced and bright-eyed and cheerful. He had taken it hard when his voice changed, the sweet treble
going all untuned and hoarse. Col den had hoped that that was the end of his singing, but the boy
went on wandering about with itinerant mnusicians, ballad-singers and such, learning all their
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trash. That was no life for a merchant's son who was to inherit and manage his father's properties
and mlls and business, and Golden told himso. "Singing tine is over, son," he said. "You mnust
thi nk about being a man."

D anond had been given his truenane at the springs of the Ama in the hills above d ade. The

wi zard Hem ock, who had known his great-uncle the Mage, cane up from South Port to nanme him And
Hem ock was invited to his naneday party the year after, a big party, beer and food for all, and
new cl othes, a shirt or skirt or shift for every child, which was an old customin the West of
Havnor, and dancing on the village green in the warm autum eveni ng. D anond had many friends, al
the boys his age in town and all the girls too. The young peopl e danced, and sonme of them had a
bit too much beer, but nobody m sbehaved very badly, and it was a nmerry and nenorabl e night. The
next norning Golden told his son again that he nust think about being a nan.

"I have thought sone about it," said the boy, in his husky voice.

" And?"

"Well, 1," said D anmpond, and stuck

"1'"d always counted on your going into the fanm |y business," Golden said. H s tone was neutral
and Di anond said nothing. "Have you had any ideas of what you want to do?"

" Soneti nes. "

"Did you talk at all to Master Heml ock?"

D anond hesitated and said, "No." He | ooked a question at his father

"I talked to himlast night," CGolden said. "He said to nme that there are certain natural gifts
which it's not only difficult but actually wong, harnful, to suppress.”

The |ight had cone back into Dianond's dark eyes.

"The Master said that such gifts or capacities, untrained, are not only wasted, but may be
dangerous. The art nust be | earned, and practiced, he said."

Di anond' s face shone.

"But, he said, it nust be |l earned and practiced for its own sake."

D anond nodded eagerly.

"If it's areal gift, an unusual capacity, that's even nore true. Awitch with her |ove potions
can't do nuch harm but even a village sorcerer, he said, nmust take care, for if the art is used
for base ends, it becones weak and noxious.... O course, even a sorcerer gets paid. And w zards,
as you know, live with lords, and have what they wi sh."

D anond was listening intently, frowming a little.

"So, to be blunt about it, if you have this gift, Dianond, it's of no use, directly, to our
business. It has to be cultivated on its own ternms, and kept under control -- |earned and
mastered. Only then, he said, can your teachers begin to tell you what to do with it, what good it
will do you. O others," he added conscientiously.

There was a | ong pause.

"I told him" Colden said, "that | had seen you, with a turn of your hand and a single word,
change a wooden carving of a bird into a bird that flew up and sang. Pre seen you make a |ight
glowin thin air. You didn't know | was watching. |'ve watched and said nothing for a long tine.
didn't want to nake too nmuch of nere childish play. But | believe you have a gift, perhaps a great
gift. Wien | told Master Heml ock what |1'd seen you do, he agreed with ne. He said that you may go
study with himin South Port for a year, or perhaps |onger."

"Study with Master Hem ock?" said Dianond, his voice up half an octave.

"I'f you w sh."

"1, I, | never thought about it. Can | think about it? For a while-- a day?"

"OfF course," Golden said, pleased with his son's caution. He had thought D anond m ght |eap at the
of fer, which would have been natural, perhaps, but painful to the father, the owl who had --
perhaps -- hatched out an eagl e.

For Col den | ooked on the Art Magic with genuine hunility as something quite beyond him-- not a
mere toy, such as nusic or tale-telling, but a practical business, which his business could never
quite equal. And he was, though he wouldn't have put it that way, afraid of wi zards. A bit
contenptuous of sorcerers, with their sleights and illusions and gi bbl e-gabble, but afraid of

wi zar ds.

"Does Mt her know?" Di anond asked

"She will when the time conmes. But she has no part to play in your decision, Dianond. Wnmen know
not hi ng of these matters and have nothing to do with them

You rust nake your choice alone, as a man. Do you understand that?" Gol den was earnest, seeing his
chance to begin to wean the lad fromhis nother. She as a woman would cling, but he as a man nust
learn to let go. And Di anond nodded sturdily enough to satisfy his father, though he had a

t hought ful | ook.
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"Master Heml ock said |, said he thought |I had, | nmight have a, a gift, a talent for--?"

CGol den reassured himthat the w zard had actually said so, though of course what kind or a gift
remai ned to be seen. The boy's nobdesty was a great relief to him

He had hal f-consciously dreaded that Dianond would triunph over him asserting his power right
away -- that mysterious, dangerous, incalcul able power against which Golden's wealth and nastery
and dignity shrank to inpotence.

"Thank you, Father," the boy said. Golden enbraced himand left, well pleased with him

THEI R MEETI NG PLACE was in the sallows, the willow thickets down by the Ara as it ran below the
smthy. As soon as Rose got there, Dianpond said, "He wants ne to go study with Master Hem ock
What am | going to do?"

"Study with the w zard?"

"He thinks | have this huge great talent. For magic."

"Who does?"

"Fat her does. He saw sone of the stuff we were practicing. But he says Henl ock says | should cone
study with himbecause it m ght be dangerous not to. Ch," and Di anbond beat his head with his
hands.

"But you do have a talent."

He groaned and scoured his scalp with his knuckles. He was sitting on the dirt in their old play-
pl ace, a kind of bower deep in the willows, where they could hear the streamrunning over the
stones nearby and the clang-clang of the smthy further off. The girl sat down facing him

"Look at all the stuff you can do," she said. "You couldn't do any of it if you didn't have a
gift."

"Alittle gift," Dianmond said indistinctly. "Enough for tricks."

"How do you know t hat ?"

Rose was very dark-skinned, with a cloud of crinkled hair, a thin nouth, an intent, serious face
Her feet and | egs and hands were bare and dirty, her skirt and jacket disreputable. Her dirty toes
and fingers were delicate and el egant, and a neckl ace of anethysts gl eaned under the torn

buttonl ess jacket. Her nother, Tangle, nade a good living by curing and healing, bone-knitting and
birth-easing, and selling spells of finding, |ove-potions, and sl eeping-drafts. She could afford
to dress hersel f and her daughter in new cl othes, buy shoes, and keep clean, but it didn't occur
to her to do so. Nor was housekeepi ng one of her interests. She and Rose lived nostly on boiled
chicken and fried eggs, as she was often paid in poultry. The yard of their two-room house was a
wi | derness of cats and hens. She liked cats, toads, and jewels. The anethyst necklace had been
paynment for the safe delivery of a son to Golden's head forester. Tangle herself wore arnfuls of
bracel ets and bangl es that flashed and crashed when she flicked out an inpatient spell. At tines
she wore a kitten on her shoulder. She was not an attentive nmother. Rose had demanded, at seven
years old, "Wy did you have ne if you didn't want ne?"

"How can you deliver babies properly if you haven't had one?" said her nother

"So | was practice," Rose snarl ed.

"Everything is practice," Tangle said. She was never ill-natured. She seldomthought to do
anyt hi ng nuch for her daughter, but never hurt her, never scolded her, and gave her whatever she
asked for, dinner, a toad of her own, the anethyst necklace, lessons in witchcraft. She would have
provi ded new clothes if Rose had asked for them but she never did. Rose had | ooked after herself
froman early age; and this was one of the reasons D anond | oved her. Wth her, he knew what
freedomwas. Wthout her, he could attain it only when he was hearing and singing and pl ayi ng
nusi c.

"I do have a gift," he said now, rubbing his temples and pulling his hair.

"Stop destroying your head,"” Rose told him

"1 know Tarry thinks | do."

"OF course you do! What does it natter what Tarry thinks? You already play the harp about nine
times better than he ever did."

Thi s was another of the reasons Dianond | oved her

"Are there any w zard nusici ans?" he asked, | ooking up

She pondered. "I don't know. "

"l don't either. Mdirred and Elfarran sang to each other, and he was a mage. | think there's a
Mast er Chanter on Roke, that teaches the lays and the histories. But | never heard of a w zard
bei ng a mnusician."

"I don't see why one couldn't be.
Anot her reason he | oved her

"It always seened to ne they're sort of alike,

She never saw why sonething coul d not be.

he said, "magic and rusic. Spells and tunes. For
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one thing, you have to get themjust exactly right."

"Practice," Rose said, rather sourly. "I know. " She flicked a pebble at Dianond. It turned into a
butterfly in mdair. He flicked a butterfly back at her, and the two flitted and flickered a
nmonent before they fell back to earth as pebbles. D anond and Rose had worked out several such
variations on the old stone-hopping trick

"You ought to go, Di," she said. "Just to find out."

"I know. "

"What if you got to be a wizard! Oh! Think of the stuff you could teach nme! Shapechanging -- W
could be anything. Horses! Bears!"

"Ml es," Dianond said. "Honestly, | feel like hiding underground. | always thought Father was
going to nake me learn all his kind of stuff, after | got nmy nane. But all this year he's kept
sort of holding off. | guess he had this in mind all along. But what if | go down there and I'm
not any better at being a wi zard than | am at bookkeepi ng? Way can't | do what | know | can do?"
"Well, why can't you do it all? The magic and the nusic, anyhow? You can always hire a
bookkeeper."

When she | aughed, her thin face got bright, her thin nouth got wi de, and her eyes di sappear ed.
"Ch, Darkrose," Dianond said, "I |ove you."

"Of course you do. You'd better. I'lIl witch you if you don't."

They came forward on their knees, face to face, their arnms straight down and their hands joi ned.
They ki ssed each other all over their faces. To Rose's lips Dianond' s face was snooth and full as
a plum wth just a hint of prickliness above the lip and jaw ine, where he had taken to shaving
recently. To Dianond's |ips Rose's face was soft as silk, with just a hint of grittiness on one
cheek, which she had rubbed with a dirty hand. They noved a little closer so that their breasts
and bel lies touched, though their hands stayed down by their sides. They went on ki ssing.

"Dar krose," he breathed in her ear, his secret nanme for her

She said nothing, but breathed very warmin his ear, and he npbaned. H s hands cl enched hers. He
drew back a little. She drew back. They sat back on their ankles.

"Ch Di," she said, "it will be awful when you go."

"I won't go," he said. "Anywhere. Ever."

BUT OF COURSE he went down to Havnor South Port, in one of his father's carts driven by one of his
father's carters, along with Master Heml ock. As a rule, people do what w zards advise themto do
And it is no small honor to be invited by a wizard to be his student or apprentice. Henl ock, who
had won his staff on Roke, was used to having boys cone to himbegging to be tested and, if they
had the gift for it, taught. He was a little curious about this boy whose cheerful good manners
hid some reluctance or self-doubt. It was the father's idea, not the boy's, that he was gifted.
That was unusual, though perhaps not so unusual anong the wealthy as anbng common fol k. At any
rate he came with a very good prenticing fee paid beforehand in gold and ivory. If he had the

maki ngs of a wi zard Heml ock would train him and if he had, as Henml ock suspected, a nmere childish
flair, then he'd be sent honme with what renai ned of his fee. Heml ock was an honest, upright,
huror | ess, scholarly wizard with little interest in feelings or ideas. His gift was for nanes.
"The art begins and ends in nanming," he said, which indeed is true, although there may be a good
deal between the begi nning and the end.

So Dianond, instead of |learning spells and illusions and transformations and all such gaudy
tricks, as Hem ock called them sat in a narrow roomat the back of the w zard's narrow house on a
narrow back street of the old city, nenorizing long, long lists of words, words of power in the
Language of the Making. Plants and parts of plants and animals and parts of animals and islands
and parts of islands, parts of ships, parts of the human body. The words never nade sense, never
made sentences, only lists. Long, long lists.

Hi s mi nd wandered. "Eyelash" in the True Speech is siasa, he read, and he felt eyel ashes brush his
cheek in a butterfly kiss, dark | ashes. He | ooked up startled and did not know what had touched
him Later when he tried to repeat the word, he stood dunb.

"Mermory, nenory," Hem ock said. "Talent's no good without nmenory!" He was not harsh, but he was
unyi el di ng. Di anond had no idea what opinion Hem ock had of him and guessed it to be pretty | ow
The wi zard sonetines had himcone with himto his work, nostly laying spells of safety on ships
and houses, purifying wells, and sitting on the councils of the city, seldom speaking but always
i stening. Another wi zard, not Roke-trained but with the healer's gift, |ooked after the sick and
dyi ng of South Port. Hem ock was glad to let himdo so. Hi s own pleasure was in studying and, as
far as Dianond could see, doing no magic at all. "Keep the Equilibrium it's all in that," Henm ock
sai d, and, "Know edge, order, and control." Those words he said so often that they made a tune in
D anond' s head and sang thensel ves over and over: know edge, or-der, and contro----- Ce
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When Di anond put the lists of nanes to tunes he nade up, he |earned them nuch faster; but then the
tune woul d conme as part of the name, and he would sing out so clearly-- for his voice had re-
established itself as a strong, dark tenor -- that Henml ock winced. Henml ock's was a very silent
house.

Mostly the pupil was supposed to be with the Master, or studying the lists of nanes in the room
where the | orebooks and wordbooks were, or asleep. Henml ock was a stickler for early abed and early
af oot. But now and then Di anond had an hour or two free. He always went down to the docks and sat
on a pierside or a waterstair and thought about Darkrose. As soon as he was out of the house and
away from Master Henl ock, he began to think about Darkrose, and went on thinking about her and
very little else. It surprised hima little. He thought he ought to be honesick, to think about
his mother. He did think about his nother quite often, and often was honesick, lying on his cot in
his bare and narrow little roomafter a scanty supper of cold pea-porridge -- for this w zard, at
|l east, did not live in such luxury as Gol den had i nmagi ned. Di anond never thought about Darkrose,
ni ghts. He thought of his nmother, or of sunny roons and hot food, or a tune would come into his
head and he would practice it nmentally on the harp in his mnd, and so drift off to sleep

Dar krose woul d cone to his mind only when he was down at the docks, staring out at the water of
the harbor, the piers, the fishing boats, only when he was outdoors and away from Hem ock and his
house.

So he cherished his free hours as if they were actual neetings with her. He had al ways | oved her
but had not understood that he | oved her beyond anyone and anythi ng. When he was with her, even
when he was down on the docks thinking of her, he was alive. He never felt entirely alive in
Mast er Heml ock's house and presence. He felt a little dead. Not dead, but a little dead.
Afewtinmes, sitting on the waterstairs, the dirty harbor water sloshing at the next step down,
the yells of gulls and dockworkers weathing the air with a thin, ungainly nusic, he shut his eyes
and saw his love so clear, so close, that he reached out his hand to touch her. If he reached out
his hand in his nind only, as when he played the nental harp, then indeed he touched her. He felt
her hand in his, and her cheek, warmcool, silken-gritty, lay against his mouth. In his mnd he
spoke to her, and in his mnd she answered, her voice, her husky voice saying his nane, "D anond
But as he went back up the streets of South Port he lost her. He swore to keep her with him to
think of her, to think of her that night, but she faded away. By the tinme he opened the door of
Mast er Hem ock's house he was reciting lists of nanes, or wondering what would be for dinner, for
he was hungry nmost of the time. Not till he could take an hour and run back down to the docks
could he think of her.

So he canme to feel that those hours were true neetings with her, and he lived for them w thout
knowi ng what he lived for until his feet were on the cobbles, and his eyes on the harbor and the
far line of the sea. Then he renenbered what was worth renmenbering.

The wi nter passed by, and the cold early spring, and with the warmlate spring came a letter from
his nmother, brought by a carter. Dianmond read it and took it to Master Hem ock, saying, "M/ nother
wonders if | might spend a nonth at hone this sumrer.™

"Probably not," the wi zard said, and then, appearing to notice D anond, put down his pen and said,
"Young nan, | nust ask you if you wish to continue studying with ne."

D anond had no idea what to say. The idea of its being up to himhad not occurred to him "Do you
think I ought to?" he asked at |ast.

"Probably not," the w zard said.

Di anmond expected to feel relieved, released, but found he felt rejected, ashaned.

"I"'msorry," he said, with enough dignity that Hem ock gl anced up at him

"You could go to Roke," the wi zard said.

"To Roke?"

The boy's drop-jawed stare irritated Heml ock, though he knew it shouldn't. Wzards are used to
overweeni ng confidence in the young of their kind. They expect nodesty to cone later, if at all

"l said Roke," Hemlock said in a tone that said he was unused to having to repeat hinmself. And

t hen, because this boy, this soft-headed, spoiled, noony boy had endeared hinself to Hem ock by
hi s unconpl ai ni ng patience, he took pity on himand said, "You should either go to Roke or find a
wi zard to teach you what you need. O course you need what | can teach you. You need the nanes.
The art begins and ends in namng. But that's not your gift. You have a poor nenory for words. You
must train it diligently. However, it's clear that you do have capacities, and that they need
cultivation and discipline, which another man can give you better than | can." So does nobdesty
breed nodesty, sonetines, even in unlikely places. "If you were to go to Roke, 1'd send a letter
with you drawing you to the particular attention of the Master Sunmmoner."

"Ah," said Dianmond, floored. The Summoner's art is perhaps the nost arcane and dangerous of al
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the arts of nagic.
"Perhaps | amwong," said Hemlock in his dry, flat voice. "Your gift may be for Pattern. O

perhaps it's an ordinary gift for shaping and transformation. |I'mnot certain."
"But you are -- | do actually --"
"Ch yes. You are unconmonly slow, young nan, to recognize your own capacities." It was spoken

harshly, and Dianond stiffened up a bit.

"I thought ny gift was for nmusic," he said.

Hem ock dismissed that with a flick of his hand. "I amtalking of the True Art," he said. "Now
will be frank with you. | advise you to wite your parents -- | shall wite themtoo -- informng
them of your decision to go to the School on Roke, if that is what you decide; or to the G eat
Port, if the Mage Restive will take you on, as | think he will, with ny recomendati on. But |

advi se agai nst visiting hone. The entangl enment of family, friends, and so on is precisely what you
need to be free of. Now, and henceforth."

"Do wi zards have no famly?"

Hem ock was glad to see a bit of fire in the boy. "They are one another's fanly,
"And no friends?"

"They may be friends. Did | say it was an easy life?" A pause. Henl ock | ooked directly at Di anond.
"There was a girl," he said.

Di anond nmet his gaze for a nonment, |ooked down, and sai d not hing.

"Your father told ne. A witch's daughter, a childhood playmate. He believed that you had taught
her spells.™

"She taught ne."

Hem ock nodded. "That is quite understandable, anong children. And quite inpossible now. Do you
understand that?" "No," Dianond sai d.

"Sit down," said Henml ock. After a moment Di anond took the stiff, high-backed chair facing him

he sai d.

"I can protect you here, and have done so. On Roke, of course, you'll be perfectly safe. The very
walls, there...But if you go hone, you nust be willing to protect yourself. It's a difficult thing
for a young man, very difficult -- a test of a will that has not yet been steeled, a mnd that has
not yet seen its true goal. | very strongly advise that you not take that risk. Wite your

parents, and go to the Great Port, or to Roke. Half your year's fee, which I'll return to you

will see to your first expenses."

D anond sat upright and still. He had been getting sone of his father's height and girth lately,

and | ooked very much a man, though a very young one.

"What did you nean, Master Hem ock, in saying that you had protected nme here?"

"Sinmply as | protect nyself," the wi zard said; and after a nonent, testily, "The bargain, boy. The
power we give for our power. The | esser state of being we forego. Surely you know that every true
man of power is celibate.”

There was a pause, and Di anond said, "So you saw to it...that I...
"Of course. It was my responsibility as your teacher."

Di anmond nodded. He said, "Thank you." Presently he stood up.
"Excuse me, Master," he said. "I have to think."

"Where are you goi ng?"

"Down to the waterfront."

"Better stay here."

"I can't think, here."

Hem ock mi ght have known then what he was up against; but having told the boy he woul d not be his

master any | onger, he could not in conscience cormand him "You have a true gift, Essiri," he
sai d, using the nane he had given the boy in the springs of the Ania, a word that in the Ad
Speech neans Wllow. "I don't entirely understand it. | think you don't understand it at all. Take

care! To misuse a gift, or to refuse to use it, may cause great |oss, great harm"

D anond nodded, suffering, contrite, unrebellious, unnovabl e.

"Go on," the wizard said, and he went.

Later he knew he shoul d never have let the boy | eave the house. He had underesti mated Di anond's
will power, or the strength of the spell the girl had laid on him Their conversation was in the
nmor ni ng; Hem ock went back to the ancient cantrip he was annotating; it was not till supper tine
that he thought about his pupil, and not until he had eaten supper alone that he admitted that

D anond had run away.

Hem ock was 10th to practice any of the lesser arts of magic. He did not put out a finding spell,
as any sorcerer mght have done. Nor did he call to Dianond in any way. He was angry; perhaps he
was hurt. He had thought well of the boy, and offered to wite the Sumoner about him and then at
the first test of character Dianond had broken. "d ass,"” the wizard nmuttered. At least this
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weakness proved he was not dangerous. Sone talents were best not left to run wild, but there was
no harmin this fellow, no nalice. No anmbition. "No spine," said Hem ock to the silence of the
house. "Let himcrawl hone to his nother."

Still it rankled himthat Dianond had | et himdown flat, without a word of thanks or apol ogy. So
much for good manners, he thought.

As she blew out the lanp and got into bed, the witch's daughter heard an owl calling, the little,
i quid hu-hu-hu-hu that nade people call them | aughing ows. She heard it with a mournful heart.
That had been their signal, sumer nights, when they sneaked out to neet in the willow grove down
on the banks of the Anmia, when everybody el se was sl eeping. She would not think of himat night.
Back in the winter she had sent to himnight after night. She had | earned her nmother's spell of
sendi ng, and knew that it was a true spell. She had sent him her touch, her voice saying his nane,
again and again. She had nmet a wall of air and silence. She touched nothing. He would not hear.
Several times, all of a sudden, in the daytime, there had been a nonent when she had known hi m
close in mnd and could touch himif she reached out. But at night she knew only his bl ank
absence, his refusal of her. She had stopped trying to reach him nonths ago, but her heart was
still very sore

"Hu- hu-hu," said the oW, under her wi ndow, and then it said, "Darkrose!" Startled from her

m sery, she |eaped out of bed and opened the shutters.

"Cone on out," whispered Dianond, a shadow in the starlight.

"Mot her's not hone. Cone in!" She met himat the door

They hel d each other tight, hard, silent for a long time. To Dianond it was as if he held his
future, his owmn life, his whole life, in his arns.

At | ast she noved, and kissed his cheek, and whispered, "I missed you, | mssed you, | mnissed you
How | ong can you stay?"
"As long as | like."

She kept his hand and led himin. He was always a little reluctant to enter the witch's house, a
pungent, disorderly place thick with the nysteries of wonmen and witchcraft, very different from
his own clean confortable honme, even nore different fromthe cold austerity of the w zard' s house.
He shivered like a horse as he stood there, too tall for the herb-festooned rafters. He was very
hi ghly strung, and worn out, having wal ked forty mles in sixteen hours w thout food.

"Where's your nother?" he asked in a whisper

"Sitting with old Ferny. She died this afternoon, Mdther will be there all night. But how did you
get here?"

"Wl ked. "

"The wizard let you visit hone?"

"l ran away."

"Ran away! Wy?"

"To keep you."

He | ooked at her, that vivid, fierce, dark face in its rough cloud of hair. She wore only her
shift, and he saw the infinitely delicate, tender rise of her breasts. He drew her to himagain
but though she hugged hi m she drew away again, frowning.

"Keep me?" she repeated. "You didn't seemto worry about losing ne all winter. What nade you cone
back now?"

"He wanted ne to go to Roke."

"To Roke?" She stared. "To Roke, Di? Then you really do have the gift --you could be a sorcerer?"
To find her on Hem ock's side was a bl ow.

"Sorcerers are nothing to him He means | could be a wizard. Do nmagery. Not just witchcraft."

"Ch | see," Rose said after a monent. "But | don't see why you ran away."

They had | et go of each other's hands.

"Don't you understand?" he said, exasperated with her for not understandi ng, because he had not
understood. "A wizard can't have anything to do with wonren. Wth witches. Wth all that."

"Ch, | know. It's beneath them"

"I't's not just beneath them--"

"Ch, but it is. I'll bet you had to unlearn every spell | taught you. Didn't you?"

"It isn't the same kind of thing."

"No. It isn't the High Art. It isn't the True Speech. A wizard nmustn't soil his lips with commn
words. "Wak as wonen's nmgic, w cked as wonen's nmgic," you think I don't know what they say? So,
why did you cone back here?"

"To see you!"

"\What for?"
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"What do you think?"

"You never sent to me, you never let ne send to you, all the time you were gone. | was just
supposed to wait until you got tired of playing wizard. Well, | got tired of waiting." Her voice
was nearly inaudi ble, a rough whisper

"Sonmebody' s been coning around,” he said, incredul ous that she could turn against him "wWo's been
after you?"

"None of your business if there is! You go off, you turn your back on ne. Wzards can't have
anything to do with what | do, what ny nother does. Well, | don't want anything to do with what
you do, either, ever. So go!"

Starving hungry, frustrated, msunderstood, D anond reached out to hold her again, to nmake her
body understand his body, repeating that first, deep enbrace that had held all the years of their
lives init. He found hinself standing two feet back, his hands stinging and his ears ringing and
his eyes dazzled. Thc lightning was in Rose's eyes, and her hands sparked as she clenched them
"Never do that again," she whispered.

"Never fear," Dianond said, turned on his heel, and strode out. A string of dried sage caught on
his head and trailed after him

HE SPENT THE NIGHT in their old place in the sallows. Muybe he hoped she would come, but she did
not come, and he soon slept in sheer weariness. He woke in the first, cold light. He sat up and
thought. He looked at life in that cold light. It was a different matter fromwhat he had believed
it. Ho went down to the streamin which he had been nanmed. He drank, washed his hands and face,
made hinsel f | ook as decent as he could, and went up through the town to the fine house at the
hi gh end, his father's house.

After the first outcries and enbraces, the servants and his nother sat himright down to
breakfast. So it was with warmfood in his belly and a certain chill courage in his heart that he
faced his father, who had been out before breakfast seeing off a string of tinber-carts to the

G eat Port.

"Wel |, son!" They touched cheeks. "So Master Hem ock gave you a vacation?"
"No, sir. | left."

Gol den stared, then filled his plate and sat down. "Left," he said.

"Yes, sir. | decided that | don't want to be a w zard."

"Hnf," said Golden, chewing. "Left of your own accord? Entirely? Wth the Master's perm ssi on?”
"OfF ny own accord entirely, without his pernission."

Gol den chewed very slowy, his eyes on the table. D anond had seen his father | ook |ike this when
a forester reported an infestation in the chestnut groves, and when he found a nul e-deal er had
cheated him

"He wanted me to go to the College on Roke to study with the Master Summoner. He was going to send
me there. | decided not to go."

After a while Golden asked, still looking at the table, "Wy?"

"It isn't the life |l want."

Anot her pause. Gol den gl anced over at his wife, who stood by the window listening in silence. Then
he | ooked at his son. Slowy the m xture of anger, disappointment, confusion, and respect on his
face gave way to something sinpler, a look of conplicity, very nearly a wink. "I see," he said.
"And what did you deci de you want ?"

A pause. "This," Dianond said. H's voice was | evel. He | ooked neither at his father nor his

not her .

"Hah!" said Golden. "Well! | will say I'"'mglad of it, son." He ate a small porkpie in one

mout hful . "Being a wizard, going to Roke, all that, it never seened real, not exactly. And with
you off there, | didn't know what all this was for, to tell you the truth. Al my business. If
you're here, it adds up, you see. It adds up. Well! But listen here, did you just run off fromthe
wi zard? Did he know you were goi ng?"

"No. I'I'l wite him" Dianond said, in his new, |evel voice.

"He won't be angry? They say wi zards have short tenpers. Full of pride."

"He's angry," Dianmond said, "but he won't do anything."

So it proved. Indeed, to Golden's anmazenent, Master Hem ock sent back a scrupul ous two-fifths of

the prenticing-fee. Wth the packet, which was delivered by one of Golden's carters who had taken
a load of spars down to South Port, was a note for Dianond. It said, "True art requires a single

heart." The direction on the outside was the Hardic rune for willow. The note was signed wth

Hem ock's rune, which had two neanings: the hem ock tree, and suffering.

D anond sat in his own sunny roomupstairs, on his confortable bed, hearing his nother singing as
she went about the house. He held the wizard's letter and reread the message and the two runes
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many tinmes. The cold and sluggish mind that had been born in himthat norning down in the sall ows
accepted the I esson. No magi c. Never again. He had never given his heart to it. It had been a game
to him a gane to play with Darkrose. Even the nanmes of the True Speech that he had |l earned in the
wi zard's house, though he knew the beauty and the power that lay in them he could let go, let
slip, forget. That was not his |anguage.

He coul d speak his |anguage only with her. And he had | ost her, let her go. The doubl e heart has
no true speech. From now on he could talk only the | anguage of duty: the getting and the spending,
the outlay and the incone, the profit and the |oss.

And beyond that, nothing. There had been illusions, little spells, pebbles that turned to
butterflies, wooden birds that flewon living wings for a mnute or two. There had never been a
choice, really. There was only one way for himto go.

GOLDEN WAS i mensel y happy and quite unconscious of it. "Ad man's got his jewel back," said the
carter to the forester. "Sweet as new butter, he is." Golden, unaware of being sweet, thought only
how sweet |ife was. He had bought the Reche grove, at a very stiff price to be sure, but at |east

ol d Lowbough of Easthill hadn't got it, and now he and Di anond could develop it as it ought to be
devel oped. In anong the chestnuts there were a | ot of pines, which could be felled and sold for
masts and spars and snall lunber, and replanted with chestnut seedlings. It would in tine be a

pure stand like the Big G ove, the heart of his chestnut kingdom In tine, of course. CGak and
chestnut don't shoot up overnight like alder and willow. But there was tine. There was tine, now.
The boy was barely seventeen, and he hinself just forty-five. In his prine. He had been feeling
ol d, but that was nonsense. He was in his prine. The ol dest trees, past bearing, ought to cone out
with the pines. Some good wood for furniture could be sal vaged fromthem

"Well, well, well,"” he said to his wife, frequently, "all rosy again, eh? Got the apple of your
eye back home, eh? No nore noping, eh?"

And Tuly sm | ed and stroked his hand.

Once instead of smiling and agreeing, she said, "lIt's lovely to have hi mback, but" and Gol den
stopped hearing. Mdthers were born to worry about their children, and wonen were born never to be
content. There was no reason why he should listen to the litany of anxieties by which Tuly haul ed
herself through Iife. OF course she thought a nerchant's life wasn't good enough for the boy.
She' d have thought being King in Havnor wasn't good enough for him

"When he gets hinmself a girl," Golden said, in answer to whatever it was she had been sayi ng,
"he'll be all squared away. Living with the wi zards, you know, the way they are, it set himback a
bit. Don't worry about Dianond. He'll know what he wants when he sees it!"

"I hope so," said Tuly.

"At least he's not seeing the witch's girl," said Golden. "That's done with." Later on it occurred

to himthat neither was his wife seeing the witch anynore. For years they'd been thick as thieves,
agai nst all his warnings, and now Tangl e was never anywhere near the house. Winen's friendships
never |lasted. He teased her about it. Finding her strewi ng pennyroyal and mller's-bane in the
chests and cl ot hes-presses agai nst an infestation of nmoths, he said, "Seens |ike you' d have your
friend the wise woman up to hex "emaway. Or aren't you friends anynore?"

"No," his wife said in her soft, level voice, "we aren't."

"And a good thing too!" Golden said roundly. "Wat's becone of that daughter of hers, then? Went
off with a juggler, | heard?"

"A nmusician," Tuly said. "Last summer.”

"A NAMEDAY PARTY," said Golden. "Tinme for a bit of play, a bit of nmusic and danci ng, boy. Ni neteen
years old. Celebrate it!"

"1"I'l be going to Easthill with Sul's nules."”

"No, no, no. Sul can handle it. Stay honme and have your party. You've been working hard. W'l

hire a band. Wo's the best in the country? Tarry and his | ot?"

"Father, | don't want a party," Dianond said and stood up, shivering his nuscles |like a horse. He
was bi gger than Col den now, and when he nmoved abruptly it was startling. "I'lIl go to Easthill," he
said, and left the room

"What's that all about?" Golden said to his wife, a rhetorical question. She | ooked at himand
sai d nothing, a non-rhetorical answer.

After Gol den had gone out, she found her son in the counting-room going through | edgers. She

| ooked at the pages. Long, long lists of nanmes and nunbers, debts and credits, profits and | osses.
"Di," she said, and he | ooked up. His face was still round and a bit peachy, though the bones were
heavi er and the eyes were nel ancholy.

"l didn't mean to hurt Father's feelings," he said.
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"I'f he wants a party, he'll have it," she said. Their voices were alike, being in the higher
regi ster but dark-toned, and held to an even qui etness, contained, restrained. She perched on a
st ool beside his at the high desk.

"I can't," he said, and stopped, and went on, "I really don't want to have any dancing."

"He's matchnmeking," Tuly said, dry, fond.

"I don't care about that."

"I know you don't."

"The problemis..."

"The problemis the nmusic,”" his nother said at |ast.

He nodded.

"My son, there is no reason," she said, suddenly passionate, "there is no reason why you shoul d
gi ve up everything you | ove!"

He took her hand and kissed it as they sat side by side.

"Things don't mix," he said. "They ought to, but they don't. | found that out. Wen |I left the
wi zard, | thought I could be everything. You know -- do magic, play nusic, be Father's son, |ove
Rose.... It doesn't work that way. Things don't mx."

"They do, they do," Tuly said. "Everything is hooked together, tangled up!"

"Maybe things are, for wonen. But |...l can't be double-hearted."

"Doubl e- hearted? You? You gave up wi zardry because you knew that if you didn't, you'd betray it."
He took the word with a visible shock, but did not deny it.

"But why did you give up nusic?"

"l have to have a single heart. | can't play the harp while |I'm bargaining with a nul e-breeder. I
can't sing ballads while I'mfiguring what we have to pay the pickers to keep "emfromhiring out
to Lowbough!" Hi s voice shook a little now, a vibrato, and his eyes were not sad, but angry.

"So you put a spell on yourself," she said, "just as that w zard put one on you. A spell to keep
you safe. To keep you with the nul e-breeders, and the nut-pickers, and these." She struck the

| edger full of lists of names and figures, a flicking, dismssive tap. "A spell of silence,"” she
sai d.

After a long time the young nman said, "Wat else can | do?"

"I don't know, ny dear. | do want you to be safe. | do love to see your father happy and proud of
you. But | can't bear to see you unhappy, wi thout pride! | don't know. Maybe you're right. Maybe
for a man it's only one thing ever. But | nmiss hearing you sing."

She was in tears. They hugged, and she stroked his thick, shining hair and apol ogi zed for being
cruel, and he hugged her again and said she was the kindest nother in the world, and so she went
off. But as she left she turned back a nmonent and said, "Let himhave the party, Di. Let yourself
have it."
"I will," he said, to confort her

GOLDEN ordered the beer and food and fireworks, but D anond saw to hiring the mnusicians.

"OfF course |I'Il bring nmy band," Tarry said, "fat chance I'd mss it! You'll have every tootler in
the west of the world here for one of your dad's parties.”

"You can tell 'emyou're the band that's getting paid."

"Ch, they'll cone for the glory," said the harper, a |lean, |ong-jawed, wall-eyed fellow of forty.
"Maybe you'll have a go with us yourself, then? You had a hand for it, before you took to making

nmoney. And the voice not bad, if you'd worked on it."

"l doubt it," Dianond said.

"That girl you liked, witch's Rose, she's tuning about with Labby, | hear. No doubt they'll cone
by."

"I''"ll see you then," said D anond, |ooking big and handsone and indifferent, and wal ked of f.
"Too high and m ghty these days to stop and talk," said Tarry, "though I taught himall he knows
of harping. But what's that to a rich man?"

TARRY' S MALI CE had left his nerves raw, and the thought of the party weighed on himtill he | ost
his appetite. He thought hopefully for a while that he was sick and could niss the party. But the
day canme, and he was there. Not so evidently, so emnently, so flanboyantly there as his father
but present, smling, dancing. Al his childhood friends were there too, half of themmarried by
now to the other half, it seened, but there was still plenty of flirting going on, and severa
pretty girls were always near him He drank a good deal of Gadge Brewer's excellent beer, and
found he could endure the nmusic if he was dancing to it and tal king and | aughi ng whil e he danced.
So he danced with all the pretty girls in turn, and then again wi th whi chever one turned up again,
which all of them did.
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It was CGol den's grandest party yet, with a dancing floor built on the town green down the way from
CGol den's house, and a tent for the old folks to eat and drink and gossip in, and new cl othes for
the children, and jugglers and puppeteers, some of themhired and sone of them com ng by to pick
up whatever they could in the way of coppers and free beer. Any festivity drew itinerant
entertainers and nmusicians it was their living, and though uninvited they were wel coned. A tale-
singer with a droning voice and a droni ng bagpi pe was singing The Deed of the Dragonlord to a
group of people under the big oak on the hilltop. When Tarry's band of harp, fife, viol, and drum
took time off for a breather and a swig, a new group hopped up onto the dance floor. "Hey, there's
Labby's band!" cried the pretty girl nearest Dianond. "Come on, they're the best!"”

Labby, a |ight-skinned, flashy-Iooking fellow, played the double-reed woodhorn

Wth himwere a violist, a tabor-player, and Rose, who played fife. Their first tune was a stanpy,

fast and brilliant, too fast for sone of the dancers. Dianond and his partner stayed in, and
peopl e cheered and cl apped t hem when they finished the dance, sweating and panting. "Beer!"
D anond cried, and was carried off in a swirl of young nen and wonen, all | aughing and chattering.

He heard behind himthe next tune start up, the viol alone, strong and sad as a tenor voice:
"Where My Love Is Going."

He drank a nug of beer down in one draft, and the girls with hi mwatched the nuscles in his strong
throat as he swal |l owed, and they |aughed and chattered, and he shivered all over like a cart horse
stung by flies. He said, "Oh! | can't --!" He bolted off into the dusk beyond the |anterns hangi ng
around the brewer's booth. "Where's he goi ng?" said one, and another, "He'll be back," and they

| aughed and chattered.

The tune ended. "Darkrose," he said, behind her in the dark. She turned her head and | ooked at

him Their heads were on a level, she sitting crosslegged up on the dance platform he kneeling on
t he grass.

"Cone to the sallows," he said.

She sai d nothing. Labby, glancing at her, set his woodhorn to his lips. The drunmer struck a
triple beat on his tabor, and they were off into a sailor's jig.

When she | ooked around agai n Di anbnd was gone.

Tarry canme back with his band in an hour or so, ungrateful for the respite and nmuch the worse for
beer. He interrupted the tune and the dancing, telling Labby loudly to clear out.

"Ah, pick your nose, harp-picker," Labby said, and Tarry took of fense, and people took sides, and
while the dispute was at its brief height, Rose put her fife in her pocket and slipped away.

Away fromthe lanterns of the party it was dark, but she knew the way in the dark. He was there.
The will ows had grown, these two years. There was only a little space to sit anbng the green
shoots and the long, falling | eaves.

The music started up, distant, blurred by wind and the murnur of the river running.

"What did you want, Di anond?"

"To talk."

They were only voices and shadows to each ot her.

"So," she said.

"I wanted to ask you to go away with ne," he said.

"When?"

"Then. When we quarreled. | said it all wong. | thought...." A long pause. "I thought | could go
on running away. Wth you. And play nmusic. Make a living. Together. | nmeant to say that."

"You didn't say it."

"l know. | said everything wong. | did everything wong. | betrayed everything. The nmagic. And
the nmusic. And you."

"I"'mall right," she said.

"Are you?"

"I'mnot really good on the fife, but |I'm good enough. Wat you didn't teach ne, | can fill in
with a spell, if |I have to. And the band, they're all right. Labby isn't as bad as he | ooks.

Nobody fools with ne. We nmake a pretty good living. Wnters, | go stay with Mdther and hel p her
out. So I'mall right. Wat about you, D ?"

"Al'l wong."

She started to say sonething, and did not say it.

"I guess we were children," he said. "Now. ..."

"What' s changed?"

"l nade the wong choice."

"Once?" she said. "Or twice?"

"Twi ce. "

"Third time's the charm™"
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Nei t her spoke for a while. She could just make out the bulk of himin the |eafy shadows. "You're
bi gger than you were," she said. "Can you still make a light, Di? | want to see you."

He shook his head.

"That was the one thing you could do that |I never could. And you never could teach ne."

"I didn't know what | was doing," he said. "Sonmetinmes it worked, sonetines it didn't."

"And the wizard in South Port didn't teach you how to nake it work?"

"He only taught nme nanes."

"Why can't you do it now?"

"l gave it up, Darkrose. | had to either do it and nothing else, or not do it. You have to have a
single heart."”

"I don't see why," she said. "My nother can cure a fever and ease a childbirth and find a | ost
ring, maybe that's nothing conpared to what the w zards and the dragonl ords can do, but it's not
not hing, all the same. And she didn't give up anything for it. Having me didn't stop her. She had
me so that she could learn howto do it! Just because |I |learned how to play nusic fromyou, did |
have to give up saying spells? | can bring a fever down now too. Wy should you have to stop doing
one thing so you can do the other?"

"My father," he began, and stopped, and gave a kind of laugh. "They don't go together,"
"The nmoney and the nusic."”

"The father and the witch-girl," said Darkrose.

Again there was silence between them The |eaves of the willows stirred.

"Woul d you cone back to nme?" he said. "Whuld you go with nme, live with me, marry me, Darkrose?"
"Not in your father's house, D ."

"Anywhere. Run away."

"But you can't have nme without the nusic."

"Or the music wthout you."

"I would," she said.

"Does Labby want a harper?"

he said.

She hesitated; she |laughed. "If he wants a fife-player,"” she said.
"I haven't practiced ever since | |left, Darkrose," he said. "But the music was always in ny head,
and you...." She reached out her hands to him They knelt facing, the willow | eaves noving across

their hair. They kissed each other, timdly at first.

IN THE YEARS after Dianond | eft home, Gol den nade nore noney than he had ever done before. Al his
deals were profitable. It was as if good fortune stuck to himand he could not shake it off. He
grew i mensely weal t hy.

He did not forgive his son. It would have nmade a happy ending, but he would not have it. To |eave
so, without a word, on his naneday night, to go off with the witch-girl, leaving all the honest
wor k undone, to be a vagrant rmusician, a harper twangi ng and singing and grinning for pennies --
there was not hing but shane and pain and anger in it for Golden. So he had his tragedy.

Tuly shared it with himfor a long time, since she could see her son only by lying to her husband,
whi ch she found hard to do. She wept to think of Diarmond hungry, sleeping hard. Cold nights of
autum were a misery to her. But as time went on and she heard hi m spoken of as Di anond the sweet
singer of the West of Havnor, Dianond who had harped and sung to the great lords in the Tower of
the Sword, her heart grew lighter. And once, when Gol den was down 'at South Port, she and Tangl e
took a donkey cart and drove over to Easthill, where they heard Di anond sing the Lay of the Lost
Queen, while Rose sat with them and Little Tuly sat on Tuly's knee. And if not a happy ending,
that was a true joy, which may be enough to ask for, after all

The Bones
of the Earth

I'T WAS RAINING AGAIN, and the wi zard of Re Albi was sorely tenpted to make a weat her spell, just a
little, small spell, to send the rain on round the nountain. H's bones ached. They ached for the
sun to cone out and shine through his flesh and dry themout. O course he could say a pain spell
but all that would do was hide the ache for a while. There was no cure for what ailed him dd
bones need the sun. The wi zard stood still in the doorway of his house, between the dark room and
the rain-streaked open air, preventing hinself frommaking a spell, and angry at hinself for
preventing hinself and for having to be prevented.

He never swore-nmen of power do not swear, it is not safe-but he cleared his throat with a coughing
grow, like a bear. A nonent later a thunderclap rolled off the hidden upper slopes of Gont
Mount ai n, echoing round fromnorth to south, dying away in the cloud-filled forests.
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A good sign, thunder, Dulse thought. It would stop raining soon. He pulled up his hood and went
out into the rain to feed the chickens.

He checked the henhouse, finding three eggs. Red Bucca was setting. Her eggs were about due to
hatch. The mtes were bothering her, and she | ooked scruffy and jaded. He said a few words agai nst
mtes, told hinmself to renenber to clean out the nest box as soon as the chicks hatched, and went
on to the poultry yard, where Brown Bucca and Grey and Leggi ngs and Candor and the King huddl ed
under the eaves naking soft, shrew sh remarks about rain.

"I't'll stop by midday," the wizard told the chickens. He fed them and squel ched back to the house
with three warm eggs. Wen he was a child he had liked to walk in nud. He renenbered enjoying the

cool of it rising between his toes. He still like to go barefoot, but no | onger enjoyed nud; it
was sticky stuff, and he disliked stooping to clean his feet before going into the house. Wen
he'd had a dirt floor it hadn't mattered, but now he had a wooden floor, like a lord or a nerchant

or an archmage. To keep the cold and danp out of his bones. Not his own notion. Silence had cone
up from Gont Port, last spring, to lay a floor in the old house. They had had one of their
argunments about it. He should have known better, after all this time, than to argue with Sil ence
"I'"ve wal ked on dirt for seventy-five years,"” Dulse had said. "A few nore won't kill me!"

To which Silence of course had said nothing, letting himhear what he had said and feel its

f ool i shness thoroughly.

"Dirt's easier to keep clean," he said, knowing the struggle already lost. It was true that al
you had to do with a good hard-packed clay floor was sweep it and now and then sprinkle it to keep
the dust down. But it sounded silly all the sane.

"Who's to lay this floor?" he said, now nerely querul ous.

Si | ence nodded, neani ng hi nsel f.

The boy was in fact a worknman of the first order, carpenter, cabinetnmaker, stonelayer, roofer; he
had proved that when he lived up here as Dul se's student, and his Iife with the rich folk of Gont
Port had not softened his hands. He brought the boards fromSixth's mll in Re Albi, driving
Ganmer's ox-team he laid the floor and polished it the next day, while the old wizard was up at
Bog Lake gathering sinples. Wien Dul se cane hone there it was, shining like a dark |ake itself.
"Have to wash ny feet every tinme | cone in," he grunbled. He wal ked in gingerly. The wood was so
snooth it seenmed soft to the bare sole. "Satin," he said. "You didn't do all that in one day

without a spell or two. Avillage hut with a palace floor. Well, it'll be a sight, come winter, to
see the fire shine in that! O do | have to get ne a carpet now? A fleecefell, on a gol den warp?"
Silence snmiled. He was pleased with hinself.

He had turned up on Dul se's doorstep a few years ago. Well, no, twenty years ago it nust be, or

twenty-five. A while ago now. He had been truly a boy then, |ong-Iegged, rough-haired, soft-faced,
with a set nouth and clear eyes. "Wat do you want?" the w zard had asked, know ng what he wanted,
what they all wanted, and keeping his eyes fromthose clear eyes. He was a good teacher, the best
on Gont, he knew that. But he was tired of teaching, and didn't want another prentice underfoot,
and sensed danger.

"To learn,"” the boy whispered

"Go to Roke," the wi zard said. The boy wore shoes and a good | eather vest. He could afford or earn
shi p's passage to the School

"I've been there."

At that Dul se | ooked hi mover again. No cloak, no staff.

"Fail ed? Sent away? Ran away?"

The boy shook his head at each question. He shut his eyes; his nouth was al ready shut. He stood
there, intensely gathered, suffering: drew breath: |ooked straight into the w zard's eyes.

"My nastery is here, on Gont," he said, still speaking hardly above a whisper. "My nmaster is
Hel et h".
At that the w zard whose true nane was Heleth stood as still as he did, |ooking back at him til

the boy's gaze dropped.

In silence Dul se sought his nane, and saw two things: a fir-cone, and the rune of the C osed
Mout h. Then seeking further he heard in his m nd a name spoken; but he did not speak it.
"I"'mtired of teaching and talking," he said. "I need silence. |Is that enough for you?"

The boy nodded once.

"Then to nme you are Silence," the w zard said. "You can sleep in the nook under the west w ndow.
There's an old pallet in the woodhouse. Air it. Don't bring mice in with it." And he stal ked off
towards the Overfell, angry with the boy for coming and with hinself for giving in; but it was not
anger that nmade his heart pound. Striding along-he could stride, then-with the seawi nd pushing at
himalways fromthe left and the early sunlight on the sea out past the vast shadow of the
mount ai n, he thought of the Mages of Roke, the masters of the art nagic, the professors of nystery
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and power. "He was too nuch for 'em was he? And he'll be too nuch for ne," he thought, and
smled. He was a peaceful man, but he did not nind a bit of danger

He stopped and felt the dirt under his feet. He was barefoot, as usual. Wen he was a student on
Roke, he had worn shoes. But he had conme back hone to Gont, to Re Albi, with his wizard' s staff,

and ki cked his shoes off. He stood still and felt the dust and rock of the cliff-top path under
his feet, and the cliffs under that, and the roots of the island in the dark under that. In the
dark under the waters all islands touched and were one. So his teacher Ard had said, and so his

teachers on Roke had said. But this was his island, his rock, dust, dirt. His w zardry grew out of
it. "My mastery is here,"” the boy had said, but it went deeper than mastery. That, perhaps, was
sonet hi ng Dul se could teach him what went deeper than nmastery. What he had | earned here, on Gont,
bef ore he ever went to Roke.

And the boy nust have a staff. Wiy had Nenmerle let himleave Roke without one, enpty-handed as a
prentice or a witch? Power |ike that shouldn't go wandering about unchannelled and unsignall ed.

My teacher had no staff, Dul se thought, and at the same monent thought, He wants his staff from
me. Gontish oak, fromthe hands of a Gontish wizard. Well, if he earns it 1'll nmake himone. If he
can keep his nmouth closed. And I'Il leave himny | ore-books. If he can clean out a henhouse, and
understand the d osses of Danener, and keep his nmouth cl osed

The new student cleaned out the henhouse and hoed the bean-patch, |earned the meaning of the

A osses of Danenmer and the Arcana of the Enlades, and kept his nouth closed. He |istened. He heard
what Dul se said; sometines he heard what Dul se thought. He did what Dul se wanted and what Dul se
did not know he wanted. His gift was far beyond Dul se's gui dance, yet he had been right to come to
Re Al bi, and they both knewit.

Dul se thought sonetimes in those years about sons and fathers. He had quarreled with his own
father, a sorcerer-prospector, over his choice of a teacher; his father had shouted that a student
of Ard's was no son of his, had nursed his rage and di ed unforgiving.

Dul se had seen young men weep for joy at the birth of a first son. He had seen poor men pay
witches a year's earnings for the pronise of a healthy boy, and a rich man touch his gol d-

bedi zened baby's face and whi sper, adoring, "My immortality!™ He had seen nmen beat their sons,
bully and humiliate them spite and thwart them hating the death they saw in them He had seen
the answering hatred in the son's eyes, the threat, the pitiless contenpt. And seeing it, Dulse
knew why he had never sought reconciliation with his father

He had seen a father and son work together from daybreak to sundown, the old man guiding a blind
ox, the mddl e-aged man driving the iron-bladed pl ough, never a word spoken; as they started hone
the old man laid his hand a nonment on the son's shoul der

He had al ways renenbered that. He renenbered it now, when he | ooked across the hearth, w nter
eveni ngs, at the dark face bent above a |ore-book or a shirt that needed nendi ng. The eyes cast
down, the mouth closed, the spirit |istening.

"Once in his lifetine, if he's lucky, a wizard finds sonebody he can talk to." Nenmmerle had said
that to Dul se a night or two before he | eft Roke, a year or two before Nenmerle was chosen
Archmage. He had been the Master Patterner and the kindest of all Dulse's teachers at the School

"I think, if you stayed, Heleth, we could talk."

Dul se had been unable to answer at all for a while. Then, stammering, guilty at his ingratitude

and incredul ous at his obstinacy-"Master, | would stay, but my work is on Gont-1 wish it was here,
with you-"

"It's arare gift, to know where you need to be, before you ve been to all the places you don't
need to be. Wll, send ne a student now and then. Roke needs Gontish wizardry. | think we're

| eavi ng things out, here, things worth knowi ng...."
Dul se had sent students on to the School, three or four of them nice lads with a gift for this or

that; but the one Nemmerle waited for had conme and gone of his own will, and what they had thought
of himon Roke Dul se did not know. Silence did not say. He had | earned there in two or three years
what some boys learned in six or seven and many never learned at all, but to himit had been nere

gr oundwor K.

"Way didn't you cone to nme first?" Dul se had demanded. "And then Roke, to put a polish on it?"

"I didn't want to waste your tine."

"Did Nenmerle know you were conming to work with ne?"

Si | ence shook his head.

"I'f you'd deigned to tell himyour intentions, he might have sent a nessage to ne."

Silence | ooked stricken. "Was he your friend?"

Dul se paused. "He was ny naster. Wuld have been ny friend, perhaps, if 1'd stayed on Roke. Have
wi zards friends? No nore than they have w ves, or sons, sone would say.... Once he said to ne that
inour trade it's a lucky man who finds soneone to talk to. Keep that in mnd. If you' re |ucky,
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one day you'll have to open your nouth."
Si |l ence bowed his rough, thoughtful head.
"If it hasn't rusted shut," Dul se added.

"If you ask ne to, I'Il talk," the young nman said, so earnest, so willing to deny his whole nature
at Dul se's request that the wizard had to | augh

"I asked you not to," he said, "and it's not ny need | spoke of. | talk enough for two. Never

nmind. You'll know what to say when the time cones. That's the art, eh? Wat to say, and when to

say it. And the rest is silence."

The young man slept on a pallet under the little west wi ndow of Dul se's house for three years. He
| earned wi zardry, fed the chickens, mlked the cow He suggested, once, that Dul se keep goats. He
had not said anything for a week or so, a cold, wet week of autum. He said, "You m ght keep sone
goats."

Dul se had the big | ore-book open on the table. He had been trying to reweave one of the Acastan
Spel | s, much broken and nade powerless by the Emanati ons of Fundaur centuries ago. He had just
begun to get a sense of the missing word that mght fill one of the gaps, he alnbst had it, and-
"You m ght keep sone goats,"” Silence said.

Dul se considered hinself a wordy, inmpatient nman with a short tenper. The necessity of not swearing
had been a burden to himin his youth, and for thirty years the inbecility of apprentices,
clients, cows, and chickens had tried himsorely. Apprentices and clients were afraid of his
tongue, though cows and chickens paid no attention to his outbursts. He had never been angry at
Sil ence before. There was a very | ong pause.

"What for?"

Sil ence apparently did not notice the pause or the extrene softness of Dulse's voice. "MIK,
cheese, roast kid, conpany," he said.

"Have you ever kept goats?" Dul se asked, in the sanme soft, polite voice.

Si | ence shook his head.

He was in fact a town boy, born in Gont Port. He had said nothing about hinself, but Dul se had
asked around a bit. The father, a |ongshorenman, had died in the big earthquake, when Silence would
have been seven or eight; the nother was a cook at a waterfront inn. At twelve the boy had got
into sone kind of trouble, probably nessing about with magic, and his nother had managed to
prentice himto Elassen, a respectable sorcerer in Valnouth. There the boy had picked up his true
nane, and sonme skill in carpentry and farmmork, if not nuch el se; and El assen had had the
generosity, after three years, to pay his passage to Roke. That was all Dul se knew about him

"1 dislike goat cheese," Dul se said.

Si | ence nodded, acceptant as al ways.

Fromtime to time in the years since then, Dul se renenbered how he hadn't lost his tenper when

Si |l ence asked about keeping goats; and each tine the nmenory gave hima quiet satisfaction, |ike
that of finishing the last bite of a perfectly ripe pear

After spending the next several days trying to recapture the m ssing word, he had set Silence to
studyi ng the Acastan Spells. Together they had finally worked it out, a long toil. "Like ploughing
with a blind ox," Dul se said.

Not long after that he had given Silence the staff he had nade for him Gontish oak

And the Lord of Gont Port had tried once again to get Dulse to conme down to do what needed doi ng
in Gont Port, and Dul se had sent Silence down instead, and there he had stayed.

And Dul se was standing on his own doorstep, three eggs in his hand and the rain running cold down
hi s back.

How | ong had he been standi ng here? Wiy was he standi ng here? He had been thinki ng about nud,
about the floor, about Silence. Had he been out wal king on the path above the Overfell? No, that
was years ago, years ago, in the sunlight. It was raining. He had fed the chickens, and cone back

to the house with three eggs, they were still warmin his hand, silky brown | ukewarm eggs, and the
sound of thunder was still in his mnd, the vibration of thunder was in his bones, in his feet.
Thunder ?

No. There had been a thunderclap, a while ago. This was not thunder. He had had this queer feeling
and had not recognized it, back then, before the earthquake that had sunk a half mle of the coast
at Essary and swanped the wharfs at Gont Port.

He stepped down fromthe doorstep onto the dirt so that he could feel the ground with the nerves
of his soles, but the nmud slined and foul ed any nessages the dirt had for him He set the eggs
down on the doorstep, sat down beside them cleaned his feet with rainwater fromthe pot by the
step, wiped themdry with the rag that hung on the handl e of the pot, picked up the eggs, stood up
slowy, and went into his house.

He gave a sharp look at his staff, which |l eaned in the corner behind the door. He put the eggs in
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the larder, ate an apple quickly because he was hungry, and took his staff. It was yew, bound at
the foot with copper, worn to silk at the grip. Nemmerle had given it to him

"Stand!" he said to it in its language, and let go of it. It stood as if he had driven it into a
socket .

"To the root," he said inpatiently, in the | anguage of the Making. "To the root!"

He wat ched the staff that stood on the shining floor. In alittle while he saw it quiver very
slightly, a shiver, a trenble.
"Ah, ah, ah," said the old w zard.
"What should | do?" he said aloud after a while.

The staff swayed, was still, shivered again.

"Enough of that, nmy dear," Dulse said, laying his hand on it. "Cone now. No wonder | kept thinking
about Silence. | should send for him... send to him... No. Wiat did Ard say? Find the center
find the center. That's the question to ask. That's what to do..." As he nuttered on to hinself,

routi ng out his heavy cloak, setting water to boil on the small fire he had lighted earlier, he
wondered if he had always talked to hinself, if he had talked all the tinme when Silence lived with
him No, it had becone a habit after Silence left, he thought, with the bit of his mnd that went
on thinking the ordinary thoughts of life, while the rest of it nade preparations for terror and
destructi on.

He hard-boiled the three new eggs and one already in the larder and put theminto a pouch al ong
with four apples and a bl adder of resinated wine, in case he had to stay out all night. He
shrugged arthritically into his heavy cloak, took up his staff, told the fire to go out, and left.
He no | onger kept a cow. He stood |ooking into the poultry yard, considering. The fox had been
visiting the orchard lately. But the birds woul d have to forage if he stayed away. They nust take
their chances, |ike everyone else. He opened their gate a little. Though the rain was no nore than
a msty drizzle now, they stayed hunched up under the henhouse eaves, disconsolate. The Ki ng had
not crowed once this norning.

"Have you anything to tell me?" Dul se asked them

Brown Bucca, his favorite, shook herself and said her nane a few tinmes. The others said nothing.
"Well, take care. | saw the fox on the full-nmoon night," Dul se said, and went on his way.

As he wal ked he thought; he thought hard; he recalled. He recalled all he could of matters his
teacher had spoken of once only and |l ong ago. Strange matters, so strange he had never known if
they were true wizardry or nmere witchery, as they said on Roke. Matters he certainly had never
heard about on Roke, nor did he ever speak about themthere, maybe fearing the Masters woul d
despi se himfor taking such things seriously, maybe know ng they woul d not understand them
because they were Gontish matters, truths of Gont. They were not witten even in Ard's | ore-books,
that had cone down fromthe G eat Mage Ennas of Perregal. They were all word of mouth. They were
home truths

"If you need to read the Muwuntain," his teacher had told him "go to the Dark Pond at the top of
Senere's cow pasture. You can see the ways fromthere. You need to find the center. See where to
go in."

"Go in?" the boy Dul se had whi sper ed.

"What could you do from outsi de?"

Dul se was silent for a long tine, and then said, "How?"

"Thus." And Ard's long arnms had stretched out and upward in the invocation of what Dul se woul d
know | ater was a great spell of Transform ng. Ard spoke the words of the spell awy, as teachers
of wizardry nust do lest the spell operate. Dul se knew the trick of hearing them aright and
renenbering them At the end he repeated themin his nmind in silence, sketching the strange,
awkwar d gestures that were part of them Al at once his hand stopped.

"But you can't undo this!" he said al oud.

Ard nodded. "It is irrevocable".

Dul se knew no transformation that was irrevocable, no spell that could not be unsaid, except the
Word of Unbi ndi ng, which is spoken only once.

"But why-?"

"At need," Ard said.

Dul se knew better than to ask for explanation. The need to speak such a spell could not cone
often; the chance of his ever having to use it was very slight. He let the terrible spell sink
down in his mnd and be hidden and | ayered over with a thousand useful or beautiful or

enl i ghteni ng mageries and charms, all the lore and rules of Roke, all the wi sdom of the books Ard
had bequeathed him Crude, nonstrous, useless, it lay in the dark of his mnd for sixty years,
Iike the cornerstone of an earlier, forgotten house down in the cellar of a mansion full of lights
and treasures and children.
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The rain had ceased, though nmist still hid the peak and shreds of cloud drifted through the high
forests. Dul se was not a tireless wal ker like Silence, who woul d have spent his |life wandering in
the forests of Gont Mountain if he could; but he had been born in Re Albi and knew t he roads and
ways around it as part of hinself. He took the shortcut at Rissi's well and cane out before m dday
on Senere's high pasture, a level step on the nountainside. Anmle belowit, all sunlit now the

farm buil dings stood in the lee of a hill, across which a flock of sheep noved |ike a cl oud-
shadow. Gont Port and its bay were hidden under the steep, knotted hills that stood above the
city.

Dul se wandered about a bit before he found what he took to be the Dark Pond. It was small, half

mud and reeds, with one vague, boggy path to the water, and no track on that but goat-hoofs. The
wat er was dark, though it lay out under the bright sky and far above the peat soils. Dulse
foll owed the goat-tracks, growing when his foot slipped in the nmud and he wenched his ankle to

keep fromfalling. At the brink of the water he stood still. He stooped to rub his ankle. He
|istened.

It was absolutely silent.

No wind. No birdcall. No distant |lowing or bleating or call of voice. As if all the island had
gone still. Not a fly buzzed.

He | ooked at the dark water. It reflected nothing.

Rel uctant, he stepped forward, barefoot and bare-1egged; he had rolled up his cloak into his pack
an hour ago when the sun came out. Reeds brushed his |l egs. The mud was soft and sucking under his
feet, full of tangling reed-roots. He nmade no noise as he nmoved slowy out into the pool, and the
circles of ripples fromhis novenment were slight and small. It was shallow for a | ong way. Then
his cautious foot felt no bottom and he paused.

The water shivered. He felt it first on his thighs, a lapping like the tickling touch of fur; then
he saw it, the trenmbling of the surface all over the pond. Not the round ripples he nmade, which
had al ready died away, but a ruffling, a roughening, a shudder, again, and again.

"Where?" he whispered, and then said the word aloud in the | anguage all things understand that
have no ot her |anguage.

There was the silence. Then a fish leapt fromthe bl ack, shaking water, a white-grey fish the

I ength of his hand, and as it leapt it cried out in a snall, clear voice, in that same |anguage,
"Yaved!"

The old wizard stood there. He recollected all he knew of the nanes of Gont, and after a while he
saw where Yaved was. It was the place where the ridges parted, just inland from Gont Port; the

hi nge of the headl ands above the city; the place of the fault. An earthquake centered there could
shake the city down, bring aval anche and tidal wave, close the cliffs of the bay together I|ike
hands cl appi ng. Dul se shivered, shuddered all over like the water of the pool

He turned and nmade for the shore, hasty, carel ess where he set his feet and not caring if he broke
the silence by splashing and breathing hard. He slogged back up the path through the reeds till he
reached dry ground and coarse grass, and heard the buzz of mi dges and crickets. He sat down then
on the ground, rather hard, for his | egs were shaking.

"It won't do," he said, talking to hinself in Hardic, and then he said, "I can't do it." Then he
said, "I can't do it by nyself."

He was so distraught that when he made up his mind to call Silence he could not think of the
openi ng of the spell, which he had known for sixty years; then when he thought he had it, he began
to speak a Summoning instead, and the spell had begun to work before he realised what he was doi ng
and stopped and undid it word by word.

He pulled up sone grass and rubbed at the slimy nmud on his feet and legs. It was not dry yet, and
only sneared about on his skin. "I hate nud," he whispered. Then he snapped his jaws and stopped
trying to clean his legs. "Dirt, dirt," he said, gently patting the ground he sat on. Then, very
sl ow, very careful, he began to speak the spell of calling.

In a busy street |eading down to the busy wharfs of Gont Port, the wi zard Ogi on stopped short. The
ship's captain beside himwal ked on several steps and turned to see Qgion talking to the air.

"But | will come, naster!" he said. And then after a pause, "How soon?" And after a |onger pause,
he told the air sonething in a |anguage the ship's captain did not understand, and made a gesture
that darkened the air about himfor an instant.

"Captain,” he said, "I'msorry, | nmust wait to spell your sails. An earthquake is near. | nust
warn the city. Do you tell them down there, every ship that can sail make for the open sea. O ear
out, past the Armed diffs! Good luck to you." And he turned and ran back up the street, a tall
strong nman with rough greying hair, running now like a stag.
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Gont Port lies at the inner end of a |long narrow bay between steep shores. Its entrance fromthe
sea is between two great headl ands, the Gates of the Port, the Armed Ciffs, not a hundred feet
apart. They are safe fromsea-pirates in Gont Port. But their safety is their danger; the |ong bay
follows a fault in the earth, and jaws that have opened nay shut.

When he had done what he could to warn the city, and seen all the gate-guards and port-guards
doi ng what they could to keep the few roads out from becom ng choked and nurderous with panicky
peopl e, Ogion shut hinself into a roomin the signal tower of the Port, |ocked the door, for
everybody wanted himat once, and sent a sending to the Dark Pond in Semere's cow pasture up on

t he Mount ai n.

H's old master was sitting in the grass near the pond, eating an apple. Bits of eggshell flecked
the ground near his |egs, which were caked with drying mud. Wen he | ooked up and saw QOgion's
sending he sniled a wide, sweet smle. But he | ooked old. He had never |ooked so old. Ogion had
not seen himfor over a year, having been busy; he was always busy in Gont Port, doing the

busi ness of the lords and people, never a chance to walk in the forests on the nountainside or to

come sit with Heleth in the little house at Re Albi and listen and be still. Heleth was an old
man, near eighty now, and he was frightened. He sniled with joy to see Qgion, but he was
frightened.

"I think what we have to do," he said without preanble, "is try to hold the fault from slipping
much, you at the Gates and nme at the inner end, in the Muntain. Wrking together, you know W

m ght be able to. | can feel it building up, can you?"
Qgi on shook his head. He let his sending sit down in the grass near Heleth, though it did not bend
the stenms of the grass where it stepped or sat. "I've done nothing but set the city in a panic,”

he said. "And send the ships out of the bay. Wiat is it you feel ? How do you feel it?"

They were technical questions, nage to nage. Hel eth hesitated before answering.

"I learned about this fromArd," he said, and paused agai n.

He had never told Qgi on anything about his first teacher, a sorcerer of no fane, even in Gont, and
perhaps of ill fame. There was some mystery or shame connected with Ard. Though he was tal kative,
for a wizard, Heleth was silent as a stone about sone things. Qgion, who respected silence, had
never asked hi m about his teacher

"I't's not Roke nmagic," the old man said. His voice was dry, a little forced. "Not to do with the
ad Powers, either. Nothing of that sort. Nothing sticky."

That had al ways been his word for evil doings, spells for gain, curses, black magic: "sticky
stuff.”

After a while, searching for words, he went on: "Dirt. Rocks. It's a dirty magic. A d. Very old.
As old as Gont Island."

"The A d Powers?" Qgion nurnmnured.

Hel eth said. "I'mnot sure.”

"WIIl it control the earth itsel f?"

"More a mater of getting inwith it, |I think.” The old man was burying the core of his apple and
the larger bits of eggshell under |oose dirt, patting it over themneatly. "Of course | know the
words, but I'Il have to learn what to do as | go. That's the trouble with the big spells, isn't

it? You learn what you're doing while you do it. No chance to practice. "Ah-there! You feel that?"
Qgi on shook his head.

"Straining," Heleth said, his hand still absently, gently patting the dirt as one might pat a
scared cow. "Quite soon now, | think. Can you hold the Gates open, ny dear?"

"Tell me what you'll be doing-"

But Hel eth was shaking his head: "No," he said, "no tinme. Not your kind of thing." He was nore and
nore distracted by whatever it was he sensed in the earth or air, and through himGQgion felt that
gathering, intolerable tension

They sat unspeaking. The crisis passed. Heleth relaxed a little and even sniled. "Very old stuff,”

he said, "what I'Il be doing. I wish now l'd thought about it nore. Passed it on to you. But it
seened a bit crude. Heavy-handed ... She didn't say where she'd learned it. Here, of course ..
There are different kinds of know edge, after all."

" She?"

"Ard. My teacher." Heleth | ooked up, his face unreadable, its expression possibly sly. "You didn't
know t hat? No, | suppose | never mentioned it. But it doesn't nake much difference, after all

Since we none of us have any sex, us w zards, do we? Wiat matters i s whose house we live in. It
seens we nmay have left out a good deal worth knowi ng. This kind of thing-There! There again-"
Hi s sudden tension and imobility, the strained face and inward | ook, were |ike those of a woman
in |abor when her wonb contracts. That was Ogion's thought, even as he said, "Wiat did you nean,
"in the Mountain'?"
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The spasm passed; Heleth answered, "Inside it. There at Yaved." He pointed to the knotted hills
below them "I'Il go in, try to keep things fromsliding around, eh? 1'll find out when |I'm doi ng
it, no doubt. I think you should be getting back to yourself. Things are tightening up." He

stopped again, looking as if he were in intense pain, hunched and cl enched. He struggled to stand
up. Unthinking, Ogion held out his hand to help him

"No use," said the old wizard, grinning, "you' re only wind and sunlight. Now |'mgoing to be dirt

and stone. You'd best go on. Farewell, Aihal. Keep the-keep the nouth open, for once, eh?"

Qgi on, obedient, bringing hinmself back to hinmself in the stuffy, tapestried roomin Gont Port, did
not understand the old man's joke until he turned to the wi ndow and saw the Armed diffs down at

the end of the Iong bay, the jaws ready to snap shut. "I will," he said, and set to it.
"What | have to do, you see," the old wizard said, still talking to Silence because it was a
confort to talk to himeven if he was no | onger there, "is get into the nountain, right inside;

but not the way a sorcerer-prospector does; not just slipping about between things and | ooki ng and
tasting. Deeper. Al the way in. Not the veins, but the bones. So," and standing there alone in
the high pasture, in the noon light, Heleth opened his arms wide in the gesture of invocation that
opens all the greater spells; and he spoke.

Not hi ng happened as he said the words Ard had taught him his old witch-teacher with her bitter
mout h and her long, |ean arns, the words spoken awy then, spoken truly now

Not hi ng happened, and he had tinme to regret the sunlight and the seawind, and to doubt the spell
and to doubt hinself, before the earth rose up around him dry, warm and dark.

In there he knew he should hurry, that the bones of the earth ached to nove, and that he nust
become themto guide them but he could not hurry. There was on himthe bew | derment of any
transformation. He had in his day been fox, and bull, and dragonfly, and knew what it was to
change being. But this was different, this slow enlargenment. | am vastening, he thought.

He reached out towards Yaved, towards the ache, the suffering. As he canme closer to it he felt a
great strength flowinto himfromthe west, as if Silence had taken himby the hand after all.
Through that link he could send his own strength, the Mountain's strength, to help. | didn't tell
him 1 wasn't coming back, he thought, his last words in Hardic, his last grief, for he was in the
bones of the nmountain now He knew the arteries of fire, and the beat of the great heart. He knew
what to do. It was in no tongue of man that he said, "Be quiet, be easy. There now, there. Hold
fast. So, there. W can be easy."”

And he was easy, he was still, he held fast, rock in rock and earth in earth in the fiery dark of
t he mount ai n.

It was their mage Qgi on whom t he peopl e saw stand al one on the roof of the signal tower on the
wharf, when the streets ran up and down in waves, the cobbles bursting out of them and walls of
clay brick puffed into dust, and the Armed Ciffs |eaned together, groaning. It was QOgion they
saw, his hands held out before him straining, parting: and the cliffs parted with them and stood

straight, unnoved. The city shuddered and stood still. It was Ogi on who stopped the earthquake.
They saw it, they said it.

My teacher was with ne, and his teacher with him" Ogion said when they praised him "I could hold
the Gate open because he held the Mountain still." They praised his nodesty and did not listen to

him Listening is arare gift, and nen will have their heroes.

When the city was in order again, and the ships had all conme back, and the walls were being
rebuilt, Ogion escaped frompraise and went up into the hills above Gont Port. He found the queer
little valley called Trinmer's Dell, the true name of which in the | anguage of the Maki ng was
Yaved, as QOgion's true nane was Ai hal. He wal ked about there all one day, as if seeking sonething.
In the evening he lay down on the ground and talked to it. "You should have told nme, | could have
sai d goodbye, " he said. He wept once, and his tears fell on the dry dirt anong the grass-stens and
made little spots of nud, little sticky spots.

He slept there, on the ground. At sunrise he got up and wal ked by the high road over to Re Al bi.
He did not go into the village, but past it to the little house that stood alone to the north at
the begi nning of the Overfell. The door of the house stood open

The | ast beans had got big and coarse on the vines; the cabbages were thriving. Three hens cane

cl ucki ng and pecki ng around the dusty dooryard, a red, a brown, a white; a grey hen was setting
her clutch in the henhouse. There were no chicks, and no sign of the cock, the King, Heleth had
called him The king is dead, Ogion thought. Maybe a chick is hatching even now to take his place.
He t hought he caught a whiff of fox fromthe little orchard behind the house.

He swept out the dust and | eaves that had blown in the open door across the polished wood. He set
Hel eth's mattress and blanket in the sun to air. "I'Il stay here a while,"” he thought. "It's a
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good house." After a while he thought, "I night keep some goats."

On the Hi gh Marsh

THE | SLAND OF SEMEL lies north and west across the Pelnish Sea from Havnor, south and west of the
Enl ades. Though it is one of the great isles of the Earthsea Archipelago, there aren't many
stories from Senel. Enlad has its glorious history, and Havnhor its wealth, and Paln its il

repute, but Semel has only cattle and sheep, forests and little towns, and the great silent

vol cano cal | ed Andanden standi ng over all.

South of Andanden lies a | and where the ashes fell a hundred feet deep when |ast the vol cano
spoke. Rivers and streams cut their way seaward through that high plain, wnding and pooli ng,
spreadi ng and wandering, nmaking a marsh of it, a big, desolate, waterland with a far horizon, few
trees, not many people. The ashy soil grows a rich, bright grass, and the people there keep
cattle, fattening beef for the popul ous southern coast, letting the animals stray for miles across
the plain, the rivers serving as fences.

As nountains wll, Andanden nakes the weather. It gathers clouds around it. The summer is short,
the winter |ong, out on the high marsh.

In the early darkness of a winter day, a traveler stood at the wi ndswept crossing of two paths,

nei ther very pronising, nmere cattle tracks anmong the reeds, and | ooked for sone sign of the way he
shoul d t ake.

As he cane down the | ast slope of the nountain, he had seen houses here and there out in the

mar shl ands, a village not far away. He had thought he was on the way to the village, but had taken
a wrong turning sonewhere. Tall reeds rose up close beside the paths, so that if a |light shone
anywhere he could not see it. Water chuckled softly sonewhere near his feet. He had used up his
shoes wal ki ng round Andanden on the cruel roads of black lava. The soles were worn right through
and his feet ached with the icy danp of the marsh paths.

It grew darker quickly. A haze was coming up fromthe south, blotting out the sky. Only above the
huge, dimbulk of the mountain did stars burn clearly. Wnd whistled in the reeds, soft, dismal.
The travel er stood at the crossway and whistled back at the reeds.

Somet hi ng noved on one of the tracks, something big, dark, in the darkness.

"Are you there, mnmy dear?" said the traveler. He spoke in the Ad Speech, the Language of the

Maki ng. "Cone along, then, Ula," he said, and the heifer cane a step or two towards him towards
her name, while he wal ked to neet her. He made out the big head nore by touch than sight, stroking
the silken dip between her eyes, scratching her forehead at the roots of the nubbin horns.
"Beautiful, you are beautiful,"” he told her, breathing her grassy breath, |eaning agai nst her
large warnth. "WIIl you lead ne, dear Ula? WIIl you lead nme where | need to go?"

He was fortunate in having net a farmheifer, not one of the roaming cattle who would only have

| ed himdeeper into the marshes. His Ula was given to junping fences, but after she had wandered
a while she would begin to have fond thoughts of the cow barn and the nother from whom she stil
stole a nmouthful of milk sometinmes; and now she willingly took the travel er honme. She wal ked, sl ow
but purposeful, down one of the tracks, and he went with her, a hand on her hip when the way was
wi de enough. Wien she waded a knee-deep stream he held on to her tail. She scranbled up the | ow,
nmuddy bank and flicked her tail |oose, but she waited for himto scranble even nore awkwardly
after her. Then she plodded gently on. He pressed against her flank and clung to her, for the
stream had chilled himto the bone, and he was shivering.

"Moo, " said his guide, softly, and he saw the dim small square of yellow light just alittle to
his left.

"Thank you," he said, opening the gate for the heifer, who went to greet her nother, while he
stunbl ed across the dark houseyard to the door

It would be Berry at the door, though why he knocked she didn't know. "Cone in, you fool!" she
sai d, and he knocked again, and she put down her nmending and went to the door. "Can you be drunk
al ready?" she said, and then saw hi m

The first thing she thought was a king, a lord, Mharion of the songs, tall, straight, beautiful
The next thing she thought was a beggar, a lost man, in dirty clothes, hugging hinself wth

shi vering arnmns.

He said, "I lost ny way. Have | cone to the villager?" H's voice was hoarse and harsh, a beggar's
voi ce, but not a beggar's accent.

"It's a half nmle on," said Gft.

"I's there an inn?"
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"Not till you'd cone to Oraby, a ten-twelve nmiles on south.” She considered only briefly. "If you
need a roomfor the night, | have one. O San might, if you're going to the village."

"1"I'l stay here if | may," he said in that princely way, with his teeth chattering, holding on to
the doorjanb to keep on his feet.

"Take your shoes off," she said, "they're soaking. Cone in then." She stood aside and said, "Cone
to the fire," and had himsit down in Bren's settle close to the hearth. "Stir the fire up a bit,"
she said. "WII| you have a bit of soup? It's still hot."

"Thank you, mistress," he nuttered, crouching at the fire. She brought hima bowl of broth. He
drank fromit eagerly yet warily, as if |long unaccustonmed to hot soup

"You cane over the nountain?"

He nodded.

"What ever for?"

"To come here," he said. He was beginning to trenble less. H's bare feet were a sad sight,

brui sed, swollen, sodden. She wanted to tell himto put themright to the fire's warnth, but
didn't like to presunme. Whatever he was, he wasn't a beggar by choice.

"Not many cone here to the H gh Marsh," she said. "Peddl ers and such. But not in winter."

He finished his soup, and she took the bowl. She sat down in her place, the stool by the oil |anp
to the right of the hearth, and took up her nmending. "Get warmthrough, and then I'll show you
your bed," she said. "There's no fire in that room Did you neet weather, up on the nountain? They
say there's been snow. "

"Some flurries,"” he said. She got a good |ook at himnowin the light of lanp and fire. He was not
a young man, thin, not as tall as she had thought. It was a fine face, but there was sonething
wrong, sonething am ss. He | ooks ruined, she thought, a ruined nman

"Way woul d you conme to the Marsh?" she asked. She had a right to ask, having taken himin, yet she
felt a disconfort in pressing the question

"I was told there's a murrain anong the cattle here.” Now that he wasn't all |ocked up with cold
his voice was beautiful. He talked like the tale-tellers when they spoke the parts of the heroes
and the dragonl ords. Maybe he was a teller or a singer? But no; the nmurrain, he had said.

"There is."

"I may be able to help the beasts."

"You're a curer?"

He nodded.

"Then you'll be nmore than wel come. The plague is terrible anong the cattle. And getting worse."

He said nothing. She could see the warnth comng into him untying him

"Put your feet up to the fire," she said abruptly. "I have sone old shoes of ny husbands." It cost

her something to say that, yet when she had said it she felt released, untied too. Wat was she
keepi ng Bren's shoes for, anyhow? They were too snall for Berry and too big for her. She'd given
away his clothes, but kept the shoes, she didn't know what for. For this fellow, it would seem
Thi ngs cane round if you could wait for them she thought. "I'Il set emout for you," she said
"Yours are perished."”

He gl anced at her. Hi s dark eyes were |arge, deep, opaque |ike a horse's eyes, unreadable.

"He's dead," she said, "two years. The marsh fever. You have to watch out for that, here. The

water. | live with ny brother. He's in the village, at the tavern. W keep a dairy. | make cheese.
Qur herd's been all right," and she made the sign to avert evil. "I keep emclose in. Qut on the
ranges, the nmurrain's very bad. Maybe the cold weather'Il put an end to it."

"More likely to kill the beasts that sicken with it,
"I'mcalled Gft," she said. "My brother's Berry."
"Qully," he naned hinself after a pause, and she thought it was a nane he had made up to cal
himself. It did not fit him Nothing about himfit together, made a whole. Yet she felt no

di strust of him She was easy with him He nmeant no harmto her. She thought there was kindness in
him the way he spoke of the animals. He would have a way with them she thought. He was like an
animal hinself, a silent, damaged creature that needed protection but couldn't ask for it.

"Conme" she said, "before you fall asleep there," and he foll owed her obediently to Berry's room
whi ch wasn't nmuch nore than a cupboard built onto the corner of the house. Her roomwas behind the
chi mey. Berry would cone in, drunk, in a while, and she'd put down the pallet in the chi mey
corner for him Let the traveler have a good bed for a night. Maybe he'd | eave a copper or two
with her when he went on. There was a terrible shortage of coppers in her househol d these days.

the man said. He sounded a bit sleepy.

He woke, as he always did, in his roomin the Great House. He did not understand why the ceiling
was | ow and the air snmelt fresh but sour and cattle were bawing outside. He had to lie still and
conme back to this other place and this other man, whose use-nane he couldn't renenber, though he
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had said it last night to a heifer or a wonan. He knew his true name but it was no good here,

wher ever here was, or anywhere. There had been bl ack roads and droppi ng sl opes and a vast green
land |ying down before himcut with rivers, shining with waters. A cold wind bl owi ng. The reeds
had whi stled, and the young cow had | ed himthrough the stream and Ener had opened the door. He
had known her nane as soon as he saw her. But he nust use sone other nane. He nust not call her by
her name. He nust renmenber what nane he had told her to call him He nust not be Irioth, though he
was lrioth. Maybe in tine he would be another man. No; that was wong; he nust be this man. This
man's | egs ached and his feet hurt. But it was a good bed, a feather bed, warm and he need not
get out of it yet. He drowsed a while, drifting away fromlrioth.

When he got up at | ast, he wondered how old he was, and | ooked at his hands and arns to see if he
was seventy. He still |ooked forty, though he felt seventy and noved like it, wincing. He got his
clothes on, foul as they were from days and days of travel. There was a pair of shoes under the
chair, worn but good, strong shoes, and a pair of knit wool stockings to go with them He put the
stockings on his battered feet and linped into the kitchen. Emer stood at the big sink, straining
somet hing heavy in a cloth.

"Thank you for these and the shoes,
nane but said only, "mstress."
"You're wel conme," she said, and hoi sted whatever it was into a nassive pottery bow, and w ped her
hands down her apron. He knew nothing at all about women. He had not |ived where wonen were since
he was ten years old. He had been afraid of them the wonmen that shouted at himto get out of the
way in that great other kitchen |ong ago. But since he had been traveling about in Earthsea he had
met women and found themeasy to be with, like the animals; they went about their business not
payi ng much attention to himunless he frightened them He tried not to do that. He had no w sh or
reason to frighten them They were not nen

"Woul d you like some fresh curds? It nakes a good breakfast." She was eyeing him but not for

I ong, and not neeting his eyes. Like an animal, like a cat, she was, sizing himup but not
chal | engi ng. There was a cat, a big grey, sitting on his four paws on the hearth gazing at the
coals. Irioth accepted the bow and spoon she handed himand sat down on the settle. The cat
junped up beside himand purred.

"Look at that," said the woman. "He's not friendly with nost folk."

"It's the curds."

"He knows a curer, maybe."

It was peaceful here with the womman and the cat. He had cone to a good house.

he said, and thanking her for the gift, remenbered her use-

"lIt's cold out,"” she said. "lce on the trough this norning. WIIl you be going on, this day?"
There was a pause. He forgot that he had to answer in words. "I'd stay if | might," he said. "I'd
stay here."

He saw her snmile, but she was also hesitant, and after a while she said, "Wll, you're wel coneg,

sir, but | have to ask, can you pay a little?"

"Ch, yes," he said, confused, and got up and |inped back to the bedroomfor his pouch. He brought
her a piece of noney, a little Enladian crownpi ece of gold.

"Just for the food and the fire, you know, the peat costs so nmuch now," she was saying, and then
| ooked at what he offered her

"Ch, sir," she said, and he knew he had done w ong.

"There's nobody in the village could change that," she said. She | ooked up into his face for a
monent. "The whole village together couldn't change that!" she said, and |aughed. It was al

right, then, though the word "change"” rang and rang in his head.

"I't hasn't been changed,"” he said, but he knew that was not what she neant. "lI'msorry," he said.
"If | stayed a nonth, if | stayed the winter, would that use it up? | should have a place to stay,
while | work with the beasts."

"Put it away," she said, with another laugh, and a flurried nmotion of her hands. "If you can cure
the cattle, the cattlemen will pay you, and you can pay ne then. Call that surety, if you like.
But put it away, sir! It nmakes nme dizzy to look at it. -Berry," she said, as a nobbly, dried-up
man cane in the door with a gust of cold wind, "the gentleman will stay with us while he's curing

the cattle-speed the work! He's given us surety of paynment. So you'll sleep in the chimey corner
and himin the room This is ny brother Berry, sir."
Berry ducked his head and nuttered. His eyes were dull. It seemed to Irioth that the man had been

poi soned. When Berry went out again, the woman cane cl oser and said, resolute, in a | ow voice,
"There's no harmin himbut the drink, but there's not nmuch left of himbut the drink. It's eaten
up nost of his mind, and nost of what we have. So, do you see, put up your noney where he won't
see it, if you don't nmnd, sir. Ho won't cone looking for it. But if he sawit, he'd take it. He
of ten doesn't know what he's doing, do you see."
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"Yes," Irioth said. "I understand. You are a kind woman." She was tal ki ng about him about his not
knowi ng what he was doing. She was forgiving him "A kind sister," he said. The words were so new
to him words he had never said or thought before, that he thought he had spoken themin the True
Speech, which he nust not speak. But she only shrugged, with a frowning smle

"Times | could shake his fool head off," she said, and went back to her work.

He had not known how tired he was until he came to haven. He spent all that day drowsing before
the fire with the grey cat, while Gft went in and out at her work, offering himfood severa

ti mes-poor, coarse food, but he ate it all, slowy, valuing it. Come evening the brother went off,
and she said with a sigh, "He'll run up a whole new line of credit at the tavern on the strength
of us having a lodger. Not that it's your fault."

"Ch, yes," Irioth said. "It was ny fault." But she forgave; and the grey cat was pressed up

agai nst his thigh, dreaming. The cat's dreans cane into his mnd, in the |ow fields where he spoke
with the animals, the dusky places. The cat |eapt there, and then there was nilk, and the deep
soft thrilling. There was no fault, only the great innocence. No need for words. They woul d not
find himhere. He was not here to find. There was no need to speak any name. There was nobody but
her, and the cat dream ng, and the fire flickering. He had cone over the dead nountain on bl ack
roads, but here the streanms ran sl ow anbng the pastures.

He was mad, and she didn't know what possessed her to let himstay, yet she could not fear himor
distrust him What did it matter if he was nad? He was gentle, and nmight have been w se once,

bef ore what happened to hi m happened. And he wasn't so mad as all that. Mad in patches, nmad at
nmoments. Not hing in himwas whol e, not even his madness. He couldn't remenber the name he had told
her, and told people in the village to call him OQak. He probably couldn't renenber her nane
either; he always called her m stress. But naybe that was his courtesy. She called himsir, in
courtesy, and because neither Gully or ak seenmed names well suited to him An otak, she had
heard, was a little animal with sharp teeth and no voice, but there were no such creatures on the
H gh Marsh.

She had t hought naybe his talk of comng here to cure the cattle sickness was one of the nmad bits.
He did not act like the curers who cane by with renedi es and spells and sal ves for the animals.
But after he had rested a couple of days, he asked her who the cattlenen of the village were, and
went off, still walking sore-footed, in Bren's old shoes. It nmade her heart turn in her, seeing

t hat .

He cane back in the evening, |lamer than ever, for of course San had wal ked himclear out into the
Long Fi el ds where nost of his beeves were. Nobody had horses but Al der, and they were for his
cowboys. She gave her guest a basin of hot water and a clean towel for his poor feet, and then
thought to ask himif he night want a bath, which he did. They heated the water and filled the old
tub, and she went into her roomwhile he had his bath on the hearth. \Wen she cane out it was all
cleared away and wi ped up, the towels hung before the fire. She'd never known a man to | ook after
things like that, and who woul d have expected it of a rich nan? Wuldn't he have servants, where
he came fron? But he was no nore trouble than the cat. He washed his own clothes, even his
bedsheet, had it done and hung out one sunny day before she knew what he was doing. "You needn't
do that, sir, I'Il do your things with mne," she said

"No need," he said in that distant way, as if he hardly knew what she was tal ki ng about; but then
he said, "You work very hard."

"Who doesn't? | like the cheese naking. There's an interest toit. And I'mstrong. Al | fear is
getting old, when | can't |ift the buckets and the nolds." She showed himher round, nuscular arm
making a fist and smiling. "Pretty good for fifty years old!" she said. It was silly to boast, but
she was proud of her strong arms, her energy and skill.

"Speed the work," he said gravely.

He had a way with her cows that was wonderful. When he was there and she needed a hand, he took
Berry's place, and as she told her friend Tawny, |aughing, he was cannier with the cows than
Bren's old dog had been. "He talks to em and |I'Il swear they consider what he says. And that

hei fer follows himabout |ike a puppy." Watever he was doing out on the ranges with the beeves,
the cattlenen were coning to think well of him O course they would grab at any promi se of help
Hal f San's herd was dead. Al der would not say how many head he had | ost. The bodies of cattle were
everywhere. |f it had not been cold weather the Marsh woul d have reeked of rotting flesh. None of
the water could be drunk unless you boiled it an hour, except what canme fromthe wells, hers here
and the one in the village, which gave the place its nane.

One norning one of Alder's cowboys turned up in the front yard riding a horse and | eading a
saddl ed rmule. "Master Al der says Master Otak can ride her, it being a ten-twelve mles out to the
East Fields," the young man said.
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Her guest canme out of the house. It was a bright, msty norning, the marshes hidden by gl eam ng
vapors. Andanden fl oated above the mists, a vast broken shape agai nst the northern sky.

The curer said nothing to the cowboy but went straight to the nule, or hinny, rather, being out of
San's big jenny by Alder's white horse. She was a whitey roan, young, with a pretty face. He went
and tal ked to her for a mnute, saying sonething in her big, delicate ear and rubbi ng her topknot.
"He does that," the cowboy said to Gft. "Talks at em" He was anused, disdainful. He was one of
Berry's drinking mates at the tavern, a decent enough young fellow, for a cowboy.

"I's he curing the cattle?" she asked.

"Well, he can't lift the nurrain all at once. But seens |like he can cure a beast if he gets to it
before the staggers begin. And those not struck yet, he says he can keep it off em So the
master's sending himall about the range to do what can be done. It's too late for many."

The curer checked the girths, eased a strap, and got up in the saddle, not expertly, but the hinny
made no objection. She turned her |ong, creamy-white nose and beautiful eyes to | ook at her rider
He snmiled. Gft had never seen himsnle

"Shall we go?" he said to the cowboy, who set off at once with a wave to Gft and a snort fromhis
little mare. The curer followed. The hinny had a snooth, |ong-Ilegged wal k, and her whiteness shone
inthe norning light. Gft thought it was |like seeing a prince ride oft, |like sonething out of a
tale, the nounted figures that wal ked through bright nist across the vague dun of the w nter
fields, and faded into the light, and were gone

It was hard work out in the pastures. "W doesn't do hard work?" Emer had asked, show ng her
round, strong arns, her hard, red hands. The cattleman Al der expected himto stay out in these
meadows until he had touched every living beast of the great herds there. Alder had sent two
cowboys al ong. They made a canp of sorts, with a groundcloth and a half tent. There was nothing to
burn out on the marsh but small brushwood and dead reeds, and the fire was hardly enough to boi
wat er and never enough to warm a man. The cowboys rode out and tried to round up the aninals so
that he could conme anbng themin a herd, instead of going to them one by one as they scattered out
foraging in the pastures of dry, frosty grass. They could not keep the cattle bunched for |ong,
and got angry with themand with himfor not noving faster. It was strange to himthat they had no
patience with the aninmals, which they treated as things, handling themas a |og rafter handl es
logs in ariver, by nmere force.

They had no patience with himeither, always at himto hurry up and get done with the job; nor
with thenmselves, their Iife. Wien they tal ked to each other it was al ways about what they were
going to do in town, in Oaby, when they got paid off. He heard a good deal about the whores in
Oraby, Daisy and Gol die and the one they called the Burning Bush. He had to sit with the young nen
because they all needed what warnth there was to be got fromthe fire, but they did not want him
there and he did not want to be there with them In them he knew was a vague fear of himas a
sorcerer, and a jealousy of him but above all contenpt. He was old, other, not one of them Fear
and j eal ousy he knew and shrank from and contenpt he renenbered. He was gl ad he was not one of
them that they did not want to talk to him He was afraid of doing wong to them

He got up in the icy norning while they still slept rolled in their blankets. He knew where the
cattle were nearby, and went to them The sickness was very familiar to himnow He felt it in his
hands as a burning, and a queasiness if it was much advanced. Approaching one steer that was |ying
down, he found hinself dizzy and retching. He came no closer, but said words that m ght ease the
dyi ng, and went on

They let himwal k among them wild as they were and having had nothing from nen's hands but
castration and butchery. He had a pleasure in their trust in him a pride in it. He should not,

but he did. If he wanted to touch one of the great beasts he had only to stand and speak to it a
little while in the |anguage of those who do not speak. "Ula," he said, naming them "ElIlu.
Ellua."” They stood, big, indifferent; sonetines one |ooked at himfor a long tinme. Sonetinmes one
came to himwith its easy, | oose, majestic tread, and breathed into his open palm Al those that
cane to himhe could cure. He laid his hands on them on the stiff-haired, hot flanks and neck

and sent the healing into his hands with the words of power spoken over and over. After a while
the beast would give a shake, or toss its head a bit, or step on. And he would drop his hands and
stand there, drained and blank, for a while. Then there woul d be anot her one, big, curious, shyly
bol d, nmuddy-coated, with the sickness in it like a prickling, a tingling, a hotness in his hands,
a dizziness. "Ellu," he would say, and walk to the beast and lay his hands upon it until they felt
cool, as if a nmountain streamran through them

The cowboys were di scussing whether or not it was safe to eat the neat of a steer dead of the
murrai n. The supply of food they had brought, neager to start with, was about to run out. Instead
of riding twenty or thirty mles to restock, they wanted to cut the tongue out of a steer that had
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di ed nearby that norning.

He had forced themto boil any water they used. Now he said, "If you eat that neat, in a year
you'll begin to get dizzy. You'll end with the blind staggers and die as they do."

They cursed and sneered, but believed him He had no idea if what he said was true. It had seened
true as he said it. Perhaps he wanted to spite them Perhaps he wanted to get rid of them

"Ri de back," he said. "Leave ne here. There's enough food for one man for three or four days nore.
The hinny will bring me back."

They needed no persuasion. They rode off |eaving everything behind, their blankets, the tent, the
iron pot. "How do we get all that back to the village?" he asked the hinny. She | ooked after the
two poni es and said what hinnies say. "Aaaww! " she said. She would m ss the ponies.

"W have to finish the work here," he told her, and she | ooked at himmldly. Al animls were
patient, but the patience of the horse kind was wonderful, being freely given. Dogs were | oyal

but there was nore of obedience in it. Dogs were hierarchs, dividing the world into |ords and
comoners. Horses were all lords. They agreed to collude. He renmenbered wal ki ng anong the great,
pluned feet of cart horses, fearless. The confort of their breath on his head. A long tinme ago. He
went to the pretty hinny and tal ked to her, calling her his dear, conforting her so that she would
not be | onely.

It took himsix nore days to get through the big herds in the eastern marshes. The | ast two days
he spent riding out to scattered groups of cattle that had wandered up towards the feet of the
mount ai n. Many of themwere not infected yet, and he could protect them The hinny carried him
bar eback and nade the going easy. But there was nothing left for himto eat. Wen he rode back to
the village he was |ight-headed and weak-kneed. He took a long tinme getting hone fromAlder's
stable, where he left the hinny. Ener greeted himand scolded himand tried to nmake himeat, but
he explained that he could not eat yet. "As | stayed there in the sickness, in the sick fields, |
felt sick. After a while I'll be able to eat again," he expl ai ned.

"You're crazy," she said, very angry. It was a sweet anger. Wiy could not nore anger be sweet?
"At | east have a bath!" she said.

He knew what he snelled like, and thanked her

"What's Al der paying you for all this?" she demanded while the water was heating. She was stil

i ndi gnant, speaking nore bluntly even than usual

"I don't know," he said.

She stopped and stared at him

"You didn't set a price?"

"Set a price?" he flashed out. Then he renenbered who he was not, and spoke hunbly. "No.

didn't."

"Of all the innocence," Gft said, hissing the word. "He'll skin you." She dunped a kettleful of
steaming water into the bath. "He has ivory," she said. "Tell himivory it has to be. Qut there
ten days starving in the cold to cure his beasts! San's got nothing but copper, but Al der can pay
you in ivory. I"'msorry if I'mneddling in your business. Sir." She flung out the door with two
buckets, going to the punp. She woul d not use the streamwater for anything at all, these days.
She was wi se, and kind. Wiy had he |lived so | ong anong those who were not kind?

"We'll have to see," said Alder, the next day, "if ny beasts are cured. |If they nake it through
the winter, see, we'll know your cures all took, that they're sound, like. Not that | doubt it,
but fair's fair, right? You wouldn't ask ne to pay you what | have in mind to pay you, would you
now, if the cure didn't take and the beasts died after all. Avert the chance! But | wouldn't ask
you to wait all that time unpaid, neither. So here's an advance, like, on what's to cone, and
all's square between us for now, right?"

The coppers weren't decently in a bag, even. Irioth had to hold out his hand, and the cattl enan
laid out six copper pennies in it, one by one. "Now then! That's fair and square!" he said,

expansi ve. "And maybe you'll be looking at ny yearlings over in the Long Pond pastures, in the
next day or so."
"No," Irioth said. "Sans herd was going down fast when | left. |I'm needed there."

"Ch, no, you're not, Master Otak. Wiile you were out in the east range a sorcerer curer cane by, a
fellow that's been here before, fromthe south coast, and so San hired him You work for me and
you'll be paid well. Better than copper, maybe, if the beasts fare well!"

Irioth did not say yes, or no, or thanks, but went off unspeaking. The cattleman | ooked after him
and spat. "Avert," he said.

The trouble rose up in lrioth's mnd as it had not done since he canme to the H gh Marsh. He
struggl ed against it. A man of power had cone to heal the cattle, another nman of power. But a
sorcerer, Alder had said. Not a wizard, not a mage. Only a curer, a cattle healer. | do not need
to fear him | do not need to fear his power. | do not need his power. | mnmust see him to be sure,
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to be certain. If he does what | do here there is no harm W can work together. If | do what he
does here. |If he uses only sorcery and means no harm As | do.

He wal ked down the straggling street of Purewells to Sans house, which was about m dway, opposite
the tavern. San, a hardbitten man in his thirties, was talking to a man on his doorstep, a
stranger. Wen they saw Irioth they | ooked uneasy. San went into his house and the stranger
fol | oned.

Irioth came up onto the doorstep. He did not go in, but spoke in the open door. "Master San, it's
about the cattle you have there between the rivers. | can go to themtoday." He did not know why
he said this. It was not what he had neant to say.

"Ah," San said, conming to the door, and hemmed a bit. "No need, Master Otak. This here is Master
Sunbright, cone up to deal with the nmurrain. He's cured beasts for nme before, the hoof rot and
all. Being as how you have all one nman can do with Al der's beeves, you see..."

The sorcerer canme out from behind San. H s nane was Ayeth. The power in himwas snall, tainted,
corrupted by ignorance and misuse and lying. But the jealousy in himwas |like a stinging fire.
"1've been coni ng doing business here sone ten years," he said, looking Irioth up and down. "A man
wal ks in from sonmewhere north, takes ny business, sone people would quarrel with that. A quarre

of sorcerers is a bad thing. If you're a sorcerer, a man of power, that is. | am As the good
peopl e here well know. "

Irioth tried to say he did not want a quarrel. He tried to say that there was work for two. He
tried to say he would not take the man's work fromhim But all these words burned away in the
acid of the man's jeal ousy that would not hear them and burned them before they were spoken
Ayeth's stare grew nore insolent as he watched Irioth stamer. He began to say something to San
but Irioth spoke.

"You have-" he said-"you have to go. Back." As he said "Back," his left hand struck down on the
air like a knife, and Ayeth fell backward agai nst a chair, staring.

He was only a little sorcerer, a cheating healer with a few sorry spells. O so he seenmed. \Wat if
he was cheating, hiding his power, a rival hiding his power? A jealous rival. He rmust be stopped,
he nust be bound, named, called. Irioth began to say the words that would bind him and the shaken
man cowered away, shrinking down, shriveling, crying out in a thin, high wail. It is wong, wong,
I amdoing the wong, | amthe ill, Irioth thought. He stopped the spell words in his nouth,
fighting against them and at |last crying out one other word. Then the man Ayeth crouched there,
vom ting and shuddering, and San was staring and trying to say, "Avert! Avert!" And no harm was
done. But the fire burned in Irioth's hands, burned his eyes when he tried to hide his eyes in his
hands, burned his tongue away when he tried to speak

For a long tine nobody would touch him He had fallen down in a fit in San's doorway. He lay there
now |l i ke a dead man. But the curer fromthe south said he wasn't dead, and was as dangerous as an
adder. San told how tak had put a curse on Sunbright and said sone awful words that nade hi m get

small er and smaller and wail like a stick in the fire, and then all in a nonent he was back in
hi msel f again, but sick as a dog, as who could blame him and all the while there was this Iight
around the other one, Oak, like a wavering fire, and shadows junping, and his voice not |ike any

human voice. A terrible thing.

Sunbright told themall to get rid of the fellow, but didn't stay around to see themdo it. He
went back down the south road as soon as he'd gul ped a pint of beer at the tavern, telling them
there was no roomfor two sorcerers in one village and he'd be back, maybe, when that nan, or

what ever he was, had gone.

Nobody woul d touch him They stared froma distance at the heap lying in the doorway of San's
house. San's wife wept aloud up and down the street. "Bad cess! Bad cess!" she cried. "Ch, ny babe
will be born dead, | knowit!"

Berry went and fetched his sister, after he had heard Sunbright's tale at the tavern, and San's
version of it, and several other versions already current. In the best of them Oak had towered
up ten feet tall and struck Sunbright into a lunp of coal with Iightning, before foam ng at the
nmout h, turning blue, and collapsing in a heap

Gft hurried to the village. She went straight up to the doorstep, bent over the heap, and laid
her hand on it. Everybody gasped and nuttered, "Avert! Avert!" except Tawny's youngest daughter
who m stook the signs and pi ped up, "Speed the work!"

The heap noved, and roused up slowy. They saw it was the curer, just as he had been, no fires or
shadows, though | ooking very ill. "Cone on," Gft said, and got himon his feet, and wal ked sl owy
up the street with him

The villagers shook their heads. Gft was a brave worman, but there was such a thing as being too
brave. Or brave, they said around the tavern table, in the wong way, or the wong place, d' you
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see. Nobody shoul d ought to meddle with sorcery that ain't born to it. Nor with sorcerers. You
forget that. They seemthe same as other folk. But they ain't Iike other folk. Seenms there's no
harmin a curer. Heal the foot rot, clear a caked udder. That's all fine. But cross one and there
you are, fire and shadows and curses and falling down in fits. Uncanny. Al ways was uncanny, that
one. Where'd he cone from anyhow? Answer ne that.

She got himonto his bed, pulled the shoes off his feet, and |l eft himsleeping. Berry cane in late
and drunker than usual, so that he fell and gashed his forehead on the andiron. Bl eeding and

ragi ng, he ordered Gft to kick the shorsher out the housh, right away, kick 'imout. Then he
vonited into the ashes and fell asleep on the hearth. She hauled himonto his pallet, pulled his
shoes off his feet, and left himsleeping. She went to | ook at the other one. He | ooked feverish,
and she put her hand on his forehead. He opened his eyes, |ooking straight into hers wi thout
expression. "Emer," he said, and closed his eyes again.

She backed away fromhim terrified.

In her bed, in the dark, she lay and thought: He knew the wi zard who named ne. O | said ny nane.
Maybe | said it out loud in ny sleep. O sonebody told him But nobody knows it. Nobody ever knew
ny name but the wizard, and nmy nmother. And they're dead, they're dead... | said it in ny sleep..
But she knew better

She stood with the little oil lanp in her hand, and the light of it shone red between her fingers
and gol den on her face. He said her name. She gave him sl eep

He slept till late in the norning and woke as if fromillness, weak and placid. She was unable to
be afraid of him She found that he had no nenory at all of what had happened in the village, of
the other sorcerer, even of the six coppers she had found scattered on the bedcover, which he nust
have hel d clenched in his hand all al ong.

"No doubt that's what Al der gave you," she said. "The flint!"

"l said |'d see to his beasts at... at the pasture between the rivers, was it?" he said, getting
anxi ous, the hunted | ook com ng back into him and he got up fromthe settle.

"Sit down," she said. He sat down, but he sat fretting.

"How can you cure when you're sick?" she said.

"How el se?" he said.

But he qui eted down again presently, stroking the grey cat.

Her brother cane in. "Cone on out," he said to her as soon as he saw the curer dozing on the
settle. She stepped outside with him

"Now | won't have himhere no nore," Berry said, com ng master of the house over her, with the
great black gash in his forehead, and his eyes |ike oysters, and his hands judderi ng.

"Where' Il you go?" she said.

"It's himhas to go."

"It's nmy house. Bren's house. He stays. Go or stay, it's up to you."

"It's up to ne too if he stays or goes, and he goes. You haven't got all the sayso. Al the people
say he ought to go. He's not canny."

"Ch, yes, since he's cured half the herds and got paid six coppers for it, time for himto go,
right enough! 1'Il have himhere as long as | choose, and that's the end of it."

"They won't buy our milk and cheese,"” Berry whi ned.

"Who says that?"

"Sans wife. Al the wonen."

"Then I'Il carry the cheeses to Oraby," she said, "and sell emthere. In the nane of honor
brother, go wash out that cut, and change your shirt. You stink of the pothouse.” And she went
back into the house. "Ch, dear," she said, and burst into tears.

"What's the matter, Ener?" said the curer, turning his thin face and strange eyes to her.

"Ch, it's no good, | knowit's no good. Nothing's any good with a drunkard," she said. She w ped
her eyes with her apron. "Was that what broke you,"” she said, "the drink?"

"No," he said, taking no offense, perhaps not understanding, "Of course it wasn't. | beg your
pardon," she said.

"Maybe he drinks to try to be another man," he said. "To alter, to change..."

"He drinks because he drinks," she said. "Wth sonme, that's all it is. I'Il be in the dairy, now
I"lI'l lock the house door. There's... there's been strangers about. You rest yourself. It's bitter
out." She wanted to be sure that he stayed indoors out of harnms way, and that nobody cane

harassing him Later on she would go into the village, have a word with sone of the sensible
peopl e, and put a stop to this rubbishy talk, if she could.
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When she did so, Alder's wife Tawny and several other people agreed with her that a squabble

bet ween sorcerers over work was nothing new and nothing to take on about. But San and his wife and
the tavern crew wouldn't let it rest, it being the only thing of interest to talk about for the
rest of the winter, except the cattle dying. "Besides," Tawny said, "ny man's never averse to
payi ng copper where he thought he mght have to pay ivory." "Are the cattle he touched keepi ng

af oot, then?" "So far as we can see, they are. And no new sickenings." "He's a true sorcerer

Tawny," G ft said, very earnest. "I knowit." "That's the trouble, love," said Tawny. "And you
know it! This is no place for a man like that. Woever he is, is none of our business, but why did
he cone here, is what you have to ask.” "To cure the beasts,"” Gft said.

Sunbri ght had not been gone three days when a new stranger appeared in town: a nman riding up the
south road on a good horse and asking at the tavern for |odging. They sent himto Sans house, but
San's wi fe screeched when she heard there was a stranger at the door, crying that if San |et

anot her witch-man in the door her baby woul d be born dead twi ce over. Her scream ng could be heard
for several houses up and down the street, and a crowd, that is, ten or eleven people, gathered
bet ween Sans house and the tavern

"Well, that won't do," said the stranger pleasantly. "I can't be bringing on a birth untinely. Is
there naybe a room above the tavern?”

"Send himon out to the dairy,"” said one of Alder's cowboys. "G ft's taking whatever cones." There
was sone sni ggering and shushi ng.

"Back that way," said the taverner

"Thanks," said the traveler, and led his horse along the way they pointed.

"Al'l the foreigners in one basket," said the taverner, and this was repeated that night at the
tavern several dozen tines, an inexhaustible source of admiration, the best thing anybody'd said
since the nurrain.

Gft was in the dairy, having finished the evening milking. She was straining the mlk and setting
out the pans. "M stress," said a voice at the door, and she thought it was the curer and said,
"Just a minute while | finish this,"” and then turning saw a stranger and nearly dropped the pan
"Ch, you startled nme!" she said. "What can | do for you, then?"

"I"'mlooking for a bed for the night."

"No, I'msorry, there's ny |odger, and ny brother, and ne. Maybe San, in the village-"

"They sent nme here. They said, "All the foreigners in one basket."" The stranger was in his
thirties, with a blunt face and a pl easant | ook, dressed plain, though the cob that stood behind

hi mwas a good horse. "Put ne up in the cow barn, mistress, it'll do fine. It's ny horse needs a
good bed; he's tired. I'lIl sleep in the barn and be off in the norning. Cows are a pleasure to
sleep with on a cold night. I'll be glad to pay you, mistress, if tw coppers would suit, and ny
name' s Hawk. "

"I'mGft," she said, a bit flustered, but Iiking the fellow "AI right, then, Master Hawk. Put
your horse up and see to him There's the punp, there's plenty of hay. Cone on in the house after

I can give you a bit of milk soup, and a penny will be nore than enough, thank you." She didn't
feel like calling himsir, as she always did the curer. This one had nothing of that lordly way
about him She hadn't seen a king when she first saw him as with the other one.

When she finished in the dairy and went to the house, the new fell ow, Hawk, was squatting on the
hearth, skillfully making up the fire. The curer was in his room asl eep. She | ooked in, and cl osed
t he door.

"He's not too well," she said, speaking low. "He was curing the cattle away out east over the
marsh, in the cold, for days on end, and wore hinself out."

As she went about her work in the kitchen, Hawk | ent her a hand now and then in the nost natura
way, so that she began to wonder if nen fromforeign parts were all so nuch handi er about the
house than the nmen of the Marsh. He was easy to talk with, and she told hi mabout the curer, since
there was not hing much to say about herself.

"They'll use a sorcerer and then ill-nouth himfor his useful ness,"” she said. "It's not just."
"But he scared em sonehow, did he?"

"1 guess he did. Another curer cane up this way, a fellow that's been by here before. Doesn't
anount to nuch that | can see. He did no good to nmy cow with the caked bag, two years ago. And his

balms just pig fat, I'd swear. Wll, so, he says to Otak, you're taking ny business. And naybe
O ak says the same back. And they lose their tenpers, and they did sonme bl ack spells, maybe. |
guess Otak did. But he did no harmto the man at all, but fell down in a swoon hinself. And now he

doesn't renmenber any nore about it, while the other man wal ked away unhurt. And they say every
beast he touched is standing yet, and hale. Ten days he spent out there in the wind and the rain
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touchi ng the beasts and healing them And you know what the cattleman gave hin? Six pennies! Can
you wonder he was a little rageous? But | don't say..." She checked herself and then went on, "I
don't say he's not a bit strange, sonetinmes. The way witches and sorcerers are, | guess. Maybe
they have to be, dealing with such powers and evils as they do. But he is a true nan, and kind."
"Mstress," said Hawk, "may | tell you a story?"

"Ch, are you a teller? Ch, why didn't you say so to begin with! |Is that what you are then?
wondered, it being winter and all, and you being on the roads. But with that horse, | thought you
must be a nerchant. Can you tell me a story? It would be the joy of ny life, and the | onger the
better! But drink your soup first, and let ne sit down to hear..."

"I"'mnot truly a teller, mstress," he said with his pleasant smle, "but | do have a story for
you." And when he had drunk his soup, and she was settled with her nending, he told it.

"I'n the I nnbst Sea, on the Isle of the Wse, on Roke Island, where all magery is taught, there are
nine Masters," he began

She cl osed her eyes in bliss and |istened.

He named the Masters, Hand and Herbal, Sumoner and Patterner, Wndkey and Chanter, and the Naner
and the Changer. "The Changers and the Sunmoner's are very perilous arts," he said. "Changing, or
transformati on, you naybe know of, mistress. Even a conmon sorcerer nmay know how to work ill usion
changes, turning one thing into another thing for a little while, or taking on a senblance not his
own. Have you seen that?"

"Heard of it," she whispered.

"And sonetinmes witches and sorcerers will say that they've sumoned the dead to speak through
them Maybe a child the parents are grieving for. In the witch's hut, in the darkness, they hear
it cry, or laugh..."

She nodded.

"Those are spells of illusion only, of seeming. But there are true changes, and true sunmoni ngs.
And these may be true tenptations to the wizard! It's a wonderful thing to fly on the wings of a
falcon, mstress, and to see the earth below you with a falcon's eye. And summoni ng, which is
naming truly, is a great power. To know the true nane is to have power, as you know, m stress. And
the summmoner's art goes straight to that. It's a wonderful thing to sunmon up the senbl ance and
the spirit of one |ong dead. To see the beauty of Elfarran in the orchards of Solea, as Mdrrred saw
it when the world was young..."

H s voi ce had becone very soft, very dark

"Well, to ny story. Forty years and nore ago, there was a child born on the Isle of Ark, a rich
isle of the I nnbost Sea, away south and east from Senel. This child was the son of an under-steward
in the household of the Lord of Ark. Not a poor man's son, but not a child of much account. And
the parents died young. So not nuch heed was paid to him until they had to take notice of him
because of what he did and could do. He was an uncanny brat, as they say. He had powers. He could
light a fire or douse it with a word. He could make pots and pans fly through the air. He could
turn a mouse into a pigeon and set it flying round the great kitchens of the Lord of Ark. And if
he was crossed, or frightened, then he did harm He turned a kettle of boiling water over a cook
who had mistreated him™"

"Mercy," whispered Gft. She had not sewn a stitch since he began

"He was only a child, and the w zards of that household can't have been wi se nen, for they used
little wi sdomor gentleness with him Mybe they were afraid of him They bound his hands and
gagged his nmouth to keep him from maki ng spells. They locked himin a cellar room a room of
stone, until they thought himtamed. Then they sent himaway to live at the stables of the great
farm for he had a hand with aninmals, and was qui eter when he was with the horses. But he
quarreled with a stable boy, and turned the poor lad into a | unp of dung. Wen the w zards had got
the stable boy back into his own shape, they tied up the child again, and gagged his nouth, and
put himon a ship for Roke. They thought naybe the Masters there could tame him™

"Poor child," she nurnured.

"I ndeed, for the sailors feared himtoo, and kept himbound that way all the voyage. Wen the

Door keeper of the Great House of Roke saw him he | oosed his hands and freed his tongue. And the
first thing the boy did in the Great House, they say, he turned the Long Tabl e of the dining hall
upsi de down, and soured the beer, and a student who tried to stop himgot turned into a pig for a
bit... But the boy had nmet his match in the Masters.

"They didn't punish him but kept his wild powers bound with spells until they could make him
listen and begin to learn. It took thema long tine. There was a rivalrous spirit in himthat made
him | ook on any power he did not have, any thing he did not know, as a threat, a challenge, a
thing to fight against until he could defeat it. There are nany boys like that. | was one. But |
was lucky. | learned ny | esson young.
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"Well, this boy did learn at last to tame his anger and control his power. And a very great power
it was. Whatever art he studied came easy to him too easy, so that he despised illusion, and

weat her wor ki ng, and even heal i ng, because they held no fear, no challenge to him He saw no virtue
in hinself for his mastery of them So, after the Archnage Nemmerl e had given himhis name, the
boy set his will on the great and dangerous art of sumopning. And he studied with the Master of
that art for a long tine.

"He lived al ways on Roke, for it's there that all know edge of nagic comes and is kept. And he had
no desire to travel and neet other kinds of people, or to see the world, saying he could sumon
all the world to cone to himwhich was true. Maybe that's where the danger of that art |ies.

"Now, what is forbidden to the sumoner, or any wi zard, is to call aliving spirit. W can call to
them yes. W can send to thema voice or a presentnent, a seenming, of ourself. But we do not
sumon them in spirit or in flesh, to come to us. Only the dead nay we sunmon. Only the shadows.
You can see why this must be. To summon a living man is to have entire power over him body and

m nd. No one, no matter how strong or wise or great, can rightly own and use anot her.

"But the spirit of rivalry worked in the boy as he grewto be a man. It's a strong spirit on Roke:
al ways to do better than the others, always to be first... The art beconmes a contest, a ganme. The
end becones a neans to an end less than itself... There was no nman there nore greatly gifted than
this man, yet if any did better than he in any thing, he found it hard to bear. It frightened him
it galled him

"There was no place for himanong the Masters, since a new Master Summoner had been chosen, a
strong man in his prinme, not likely to retire or die. Anmong the scholars and other teachers he had
a place of honor, but he wasn't one of the Nine. He'd been passed over. Maybe it wasn't a good
thing for himto stay there, always anong w zards and nmges, anong boys |earning w zardry, all of
them cravi ng power and nore power, striving to be strongest. At any rate, as the years went on he
becane nore and nore al oof, pursuing his studies in his tower cell apart fromothers, teaching few
students, speaking little. The Summoner would send gifted students to him but many of the boys
there scarcely knew of him In this isolation he began to practice certain arts that are not well
to practice and |l ead to no good thing.

"A sunmoner grows used to bidding spirits and shadows to cone at his will and go at his word.
Maybe this man began to think, Wwo's to forbid ne to do the same with the living? Wy have | the
power if | cannot use it? So he began to call the living to him those at Roke whom he feared,
thinking themrivals, those whose power he was jeal ous of. Wen they came to him he took their
power fromthem for hinself, |leaving themsilent. They couldn't say what had happened to them

what had becone of their power. They didn't know.

"So at | ast he sumoned his own naster, the Summoner of Roke, taking hi munawares.

"But the Summoner fought himboth in body and spirit, and called to ne, and | cane. Together we
fought against the will that woul d destroy us."

Ni ght had come. G ft's lanp had flickered out. Only the red glow of the fire shone on Hawk's face
It was not the face she had thought it. It was worn, and hard, and scarred all down one side. The
hawk's face, she thought. She held still, listening.

"This is not ateller's tale, mstress. This is not a story you will ever hear anyone else tell.

"I was new at the business of being Archnage then. And younger than the man we fought, and nmaybe
not afraid enough of him It was all the two of us could do to hold our own against him there in

the silence, in the cell in the tower. Nobody el se knew what was going on. W fought. A long tine
we fought. And then it was over. He broke. Like a stick breaking. He was broken. But he fled away.
The Summoner had spent a part of his strength for good, overcomng that blind will. And | didn't

have the strength in ne to stop the man when he fled, nor the wits to send anyone after him And
not a shred of power left in ne to follow himwi th. So he got away from Roke. C ean gone.

"W couldn't hide the westle we'd had with him though we said as little about it as we coul d.
And many there said good riddance, for he'd always been half nad, and now was nmad entirely.

"But after the Sumoner and | got over the bruises on our souls, as you mght say, and the great
stupidity of mind that follows such a struggle, we began to think that it wasn't a good thing to
have a man of very great power, a mage, wandering about Earthsea not in his right mnd, and maybe
full of shane and rage and vengeful ness.

"We could find no trace of him No doubt he changed hinself to a bird or a fish when he | eft Roke,
until he came to sonme other island. And a wi zard can hide hinself fromall finding spells. W sent
out inquiries, in the ways we have of doing so, but nothing and nobody replied. So we set off

| ooking for him the Summoner to the eastern isles and | to the west. For when | thought about
this man, | had begun to see in nmy mnd s eye a great nountain, a broken cone, with a |ong, green
| and beneath it reaching to the south. | renenbered ny geography | essons when | was a boy at Roke,
and the lay of the land on Senel, and the nountain whose nane is Andanden. So | came to the High
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Marsh. | think I came the right way."

There was a silence. The fire whispered.

"Should | speak to hinP" Gft asked in a steady voice.

"No need," said the man like a falcon. "I will." And he said, "lIrioth."

She | ooked at the door of the bedroom It opened and he stood there, thin and tired, his dark eyes
full of sleep and bew | dernment and pai n.

"Ced," he said. He bowed his head. After a while he | ooked up and asked, "WII you take ny nane
fromme?"

"Why should | do that?"

"I't neans only hurt. Hate, pride, greed."

"I''"l'l take those nanes fromyou, lrioth, but not your own."

"I didn't understand," Irioth said, "about the others. That they are other. W are all other. W
nmust be. | was wong."

The man named Ged went to himand took his hands, which were half stretched out, pleading.

"You went wong. You' ve conme back. But you're tired, Irioth, and the way's hard when you go al one.
Conme horme with ne."

Irioth's head drooped as if in utter weariness. Al tension and passion had gone out of his body.
But he | ooked up, not at Ged but at Gft, silent in the hearth corner

"l have work here," he said.

Ged too | ooked at her.

"He does," she said. "He heals the cattle.”

"They show ne what | should do,"” Irioth said, "and who | am They know nmy nane. But they never say
it."

After a while Ged gently drew the older man to himand held himin his arns. He sai d sonething
quietly to himand let himgo. Irioth drew a deep breath.

"I"'mno good there, you see, Ged," he said. "I am here. If they'Il et me do the work." He | ooked
again at Gft, and Ged did al so. She | ooked at them bot h.

"What say you, Enmer?" asked the one like a fal con

"I'd say," she said, her voice thin and reedy, speaking to the curer, "that if Alder's beeves stay
af oot through the winter, the cattlenen will be begging you to stay. Though they may not | ove

you. "

"Nobody | oves a sorcerer," said the Archnage. "Well, Irioth! Did | come all this way for you in
the dead of winter, and nmust go back al one?"

"Tell themtell them| was wong," Irioth said. "Tell theml did wong. Tell Thorion-" He halted,
conf used.

“I''"ll tell himthat the changes in a man's |ife nmay be beyond all the arts we know, and all our
wi sdom " said the Archmage. He | ooked at Ener again. "May he stay here, mistress? |Is that your

wi sh as well as his?"

"He's ten tines the use and conmpany to nme ny brother is,” she said. "And a kind true man, as |
told you. Sir."

"Very well, then. Irioth, ny dear conpanion, teacher, rival, friend, farewell. Emer, brave wonan,
ny honor and thanks to you. May your heart and hearth know peace," and he made a gesture that |eft
a glimering track behind it a nonent in the air above the hearth stone. "Now |'moff to the cow
barn," he said, and he was.

The door closed. It was silent except for the whisper of the fire.

"Cone to the fire," she said. Irioth canme and sat down on the settle.

"Was that the Archnage? Truly?"

He nodded.

"The Archmage of the world," she said. "In ny cow barn. He should have ny bed-"

"He won't," said Irioth.

She knew he was right.

"Your name is beautiful, Irioth," she said after a while. "I never knew ny husband's true nane.
Nor he mine. | won't speak yours again. But | like to know it, since you know m ne."

"Your nane is beautiful, Ener," he said. "I will speak it when you tell ne to."

DRAGONFLY

I. Iria

Her father's ancestors had owned a wide, rich donmain on the wide, rich island of Way. Cl ai mng no
title or court privilege in the days of the kings, through all the dark years after Maharion fel
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they held their land and people with firm hands, putting their gains back into the |and, upholding
some sort of justice, and fighting off petty tyrants. As order and peace returned to the

Ar chi pel ago under the sway of the wi se nmen of Roke, for a while yet the famly and their farnms and
vill ages prospered. That prosperity and the beauty of the neadows and upl and pastures and oak-
crowned hills made the dormain a byword, so that people said, "as fat as a cow of Iria', or, "as
lucky as an Irian'. The masters and many tenants of the domain added its name to their own,
calling thenselves Irian. But though the farmers and shepherds went on from season to season and
year to year and generation to generation as solid and steady as the oaks, the famly that owned
the land altered with tinme and chance.

A quarrel between brothers over their inheritance divided them One heir m snmanaged his estate

t hrough greed, the other through foolishness. One had a daughter who married a nerchant and tried
to run her estate fromthe city, the other had a son whose sons quarrelled again, redividing the
divided land. By the time the girl called Dragonfly was born, the domain of Iria, though still one
of the loveliest regions of hill and field and nmeadow in all Earthsea, was a battl eground of feuds
and litigations. Farm ands went to weeds, farnsteads went unroofed, mlking sheds stood unused,
and shepherds followed their flocks over the nountain to better pastures. The old house that had
been the centre of the domain was half in ruins onits hill anpong the oaks.

Its owner was one of four nen who called thensel ves Master of Iria. The other three called him
Master of Od Iria. He spent his youth and what renmained of his inheritance in law courts and the
ant eroons of the Lords of Way in Shelieth, trying to prove his right to the whole donmain as it had
been a hundred years ago. He canme back unsuccessful and enbittered and spent his age drinking the
hard red wine fromhis |ast vineyard and wal king his boundaries with a troop of ill-treated,
underfed dogs to keep interlopers off his |and.

He had married while he was in Shelieth, a woman no one at Iria knew anything about, for she cane
fromsome other island, it was said, somewhere in the west, and she never cane to Iria, for she
died in childbirth there in the city.

When he came honme he had a three-year-old daughter with him He turned her over to the housekeeper
and forgot about her. When he was drunk sonetinmes he renenbered her. If he could find her, he made
her stand by his chair or sit on his knees and listen to all the wongs that had been done to him
and to the house of Iria. He cursed and cried and drank and nmade her drink, too, pledging to
honour her inheritance and be true to Iria. She drank the wi ne, but she hated the curses and

pl edges and tears and the slobbered caresses that followed them She escaped, if she could, and
went down to the dogs and the horses and the cattle, and swore to themthat she would be |loyal to
her nother, whom nobody knew or honoured or was true to, except herself.

When she was thirteen the old vineyarder and the housekeeper, who were all that was left of the
househol d, told the Master that it was tinme his daughter had her nam ng day. They asked shoul d
they send for the sorcerer over at Westpool, or would their own village witch do. The Master of
Iria fell into a screaming rage. "A village witch? A hex-hag to give Irian's daughter her true
nane? Or a creeping traitorous sorcerous servant of those upstart |andgrabbers who stol e Wst pool
frommy grandfather? If that polecat sets foot on ny land I'll have the dogs tear out his |liver,
go tell himthat, if you like!" And so on. A d Daisy went back to her kitchen and old Coney went
back to his vines, and thirteen-year-old Dragonfly ran out of the house and down the hill to the
village, hurling her father's curses at the dogs, who, crazy with excitenent at his shouting,

bar ked and bayed and rushed after her

"CGet back, you bl ack-hearted bitch!" she yelled. "Home, you crawing traitor!" And the dogs fel
silent and went sidling back to the house with their tails down.

Dragonfly found the village witch taking naggots out of an infected cut on a sheep's runp. The

witch's use-nane was Rose, like a great many wonen of Way and other islands of the Hardic
Archi pel ago. Peopl e who have a secret nane that holds their power the way a di anond hol ds |ight
may well like their public nane to be ordinary, comon, |ike other people's nanes.

Rose was muttering a rote spell, but it was her hands and her little short sharp knife that did
nmost of the work. The ewe bore the digging knife patiently, her opaque, anber, slotted eyes gazing
into silence; only she stanped her small left front foot now and then, and si ghed.

Dragonfly peered close at Rose's work. Rose brought out a naggot, dropped it, spat on it, and
probed again. The girl |eaned up against the ewe, and the ewe | eaned against the girl, giving and
receiving confort. Rose extracted, dropped, and spat on the | ast naggot, and said, "Just hand ne
that bucket now. " She bathed the sore with salt water. The ewe sighed deeply and suddenly wal ked
out of the yard, heading for hone. She had had enough of nedicine. "Bucky!" Rose shouted. A grubby
child appeared fromunder a bush where he had been asleep and trailed after the ewe, of whom he
was nom nally in charge although she was ol der, larger, better fed, and probably w ser than he
was.

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%?20Earthsea.txt (74 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31 AM]



file:///ID}/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/Ursul a%20K .%20%20L eGuin%20-%20T al es%20From%20Earthsea.txt

"They said you should give me ny nanme," said Dragonfly. "Father fell to raging. So that's that."
The witch said nothing. She knew the girl was right. Once the Master of Iria said he would or
woul d not allow a thing he never changed his mind, priding hinself on his intransigence, since
only weak nen said a thing and then unsaid it.

"Way can't | give nyself ny own true nane?" Dragonfly asked, while Rose washed the knife and her
hands in the salt water.

"Can't be done,"

"Why not? Why does it have to be a witch or a sorcerer? \What do you do?"

"Well," Rose said, and dunped out the salt water on the bare dirt of the small front yard of her
house, which, like nost witches' houses, stood sonewhat apart fromthe village. "Well," she said,
strai ghtening up and | ooki ng about vaguely as if for an answer, or a ewe, or a towel. "You have to

know sonet hi ng about the power, see," she said at last, and | ooked at Dragonfly with one eye. Her
other eye looked a little off to the side. Sometinmes Dragonfly thought the cast was in Rose's |eft
eye, sonetinmes it seened to be in her right, but always one eye | ooked straight and the other

wat ched sonet hing just out of sight, around the corner, el sewhere.

"Wi ch power ?"

"The one," Rose said. As suddenly as the ewe had wal ked off, she went into her house. Dragonfly
foll owed her, but only to the door. Nobody entered a witch's house uninvited.

"You said | had it," the girl said into the reeking gl oomof the one-roonmed hut.

"I said you have a strength in you, a great one," the witch said fromthe darkness. "And you know
it too. What you are to do | don't know, nor do you. That's to find. But there's no such power as
to name yoursel f."

"Way not? What's nore yoursel f than your own true nane?"

A long silence.

The witch energed with a soapstone drop-spindle and a ball of greasy wool. She sat down on the
bench besi de her door and set the spindle turning. She had spun a yard of grey-brown yarn before
she answer ed.

"My nanme's nyself. True. But what's a nane, then? It's what another calls ne. If there was no
other, only ne, what would I want a name for?"

"But," said Dragonfly and stopped, caught by the argument. After a while she said, "So a nanme has
to be a gift?"

Rose nodded.

"G ve me ny nanme, Rose,
"Your dad says not."

"l say to."

"He's the Master here."
"He can keep nme poor and stupid and worthl ess, but he can't keep ne nanel ess!”

the girl said.

The witch sighed, |like the ewe, uneasy and constrai ned.

"Tonight," Dragonfly said. "At our spring, under Iria HIIl. Wat he doesn't know won't hurt him"
Her voice was hal f-coaxi ng, half-savage.

"You ought to have your proper nane day, your feast and dancing, |ike any young 'un," the wtch
said. "It's at daybreak a nanme shoul d be given. And then there ought to be nusic and feasting and
all. Not sneaking about at night and no one know ng..."

"Il know. How do you know what nane to say, Rose? Does the water tell you?"

The witch shook her iron-grey head once. "I can't tell you." Her 'can't' did not nean 'won't'.
Dragonfly waited. "It's the power, like | said. It comes just so." Rose stopped her spinning and

| ooked up with one eye at a cloud in the west; the other looked a little northward of the sky.
"You're there in the water, together, you and the child. You take away the chil d-nanme. People my
go on using that nanme for a use-nane, but it's not her name, nor ever was. So now she's not a
child, and she has no nanme. So then you wait. You open your nmind up, like. Like opening the doors
of a house to the wind. So it cones. Your tongue speaks it, the nanme. Your breath makes it. You
give it to that child, the breath, the nane. You can't think of it. You let it cone to you. It
nmust cone through you to her it belongs to. That's the power, the way it works. It's all like
that. It's not a thing you do. You have to know howto let it do. That's all the nastery."

"Mages can do nore than that," the girl said.

"Nobody can do nore than that," said Rose.

Dragonfly rolled her head round on her neck, stretching till the vertebrae cracked, stretching out
her long arns and legs restlessly. "WII| you?" she said.

After some tinme, Rose nodded once.

They met in the lane under Iria H Il in the dark of night, long after sunset, |ong before dawn.
Rose nade a dim gl ow of werelight so that they could find their way through the marshy ground
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around the spring without falling in a sinkhole anong the reeds. In the cold darkness under a few
stars and the black curve of the hill, they stripped and waded into the shallow water, their feet
sinking deep in velvet nud. The witch touched the girl's hand, saying, "I take your nane, child.
You are no child. You have no nane."

It was utterly still.

In a whisper the witch said, "Wrman, be naned. You are Irian."

For a moment |onger they held still; then the night wi nd bl ew across their naked shoul ders, and
shivering, they waded out, dried thenselves as well as they could, struggled barefoot and wretched
through the sharp-edged reeds and tangling roots, and found their way back to the | ane. And there
Dragonfly spoke in a ragged, raging whisper: 'How could you nane ne that!"

The witch said nothing.

"It isn"t right. It isn't nmy true nanme! | thought ny nane woul d make me be me. But this makes it
worse. You got it wong. You're only a witch. You did it wong. It's his nane. He can have it.
He's so proud of it, his stupid domain, his stupid grandfather. | don't want it. | won't have it.
It isn't me. | still don't knowwho | am I'mnot Irian!" She fell silent abruptly, having spoken
t he nane.

The witch still said nothing. They wal ked al ong in the darkness side by side. At last, in a

pl acati ng, frightened voice, Rose said, "It cane so ..."

"I'f you ever tell it to anyone I'Il kill you," Dragonfly said

At that, the witch stopped wal king. She hissed like a cat. "Tell anyone?"

Dragonfly stopped too. She said after a nonment, "I'msorry. But | feel like - | feel like you

betrayed ne."

"I spoke your true nane. It's not what | thought it would be. And | don't feel easy about it. As
if 1'd left sonmething unfinished. But it is your name. If it betrays you, then that's the truth of
it." Rose hesitated and then spoke |less angrily, nore coldly: '"If you want the power to betray ne,
Irian, 1'll give you that. My name is Etaudis."

The wi nd had conme up again. They were both shivering, their teeth chattering. They stood face to
face in the black |ane, hardly able to see where the other was. Dragonfly put out her groping hand
and net the witch's hand. They put their arns round each other in a fierce, |ong enbrace. Then
they hurried on, the witch to her hut near the village, the heiress of Iria up the hill to her

rui nous house, where all the dogs, who had |l et her go without rmuch fuss, received her back with a
cl amour and racket of barking that woke everybody for a half-mile round except the Master, sodden
drunk by his cold hearth.

I'l. lvory

The Master of Iria of Westpool, Birch, didn't own the old house, but he did own the central and
richest lands of the old domain. His father, nore interested in vines and orchards than in
quarrels with his relatives, had left Birch a thriving property. Birch hired nmen to nanage the
farns and w neries and cooperage and cartage and all, while he enjoyed his wealth. He nmarried the
timd daughter of the younger brother of the Lord of Wayfirth, and took infinite pleasure in
thinking that his daughters were of nobl e bl ood.

The fashion of the tinme anong the nobility was to have a wizard in their service, a genuine w zard
with a staff and a grey cloak, trained on the Isle of the Wse, and so the Master of Iria of

West pool got hinself a wi zard from Roke. He was surprised how easy it was to get one, if you paid
the price.

The young man, called Ivory, did not actually have his staff and cl oak yet; he explained that he
was to be nmade w zard when he went back to Roke. The Masters had sent himout in the world to gain
experience, for all the classes in the School cannot give a man the experience he needs to be a

wi zard. Birch looked a little dubious at this, and Ivory reassured himthat his training on Roke
had equi pped himwi th every kind of magic that could be needed in Iria of Westpool on Way. To
prove it, he made it seemthat a herd of deer ran through the dining hall, followed by a flight of
swans, who marvel l ously soared through the south wall and out through the north wall; and lastly a
fountain in a silver basin sprang up in the centre of the table, and when the Master and his
famly cautiously imtated their wizard and filled their cups fromit and tasted it, it was a
sweet gol den wine. "Wne of the Andrades,"” said the young man with a nodest, conplacent snile. By
then the wife and daughters were entirely won over. And Birch thought the young nman was worth his
fee, although his own silent preference was for the dry red Fanian of his own vineyards, which got
you drunk if you drank enough, while this yellow stuff was just honeywater.

If the young sorcerer was seeking experience, he did not get nuch at Westpool. Wenever Birch had
guests from Kenbernmouth or from nei ghboring domains, the herd of deer, the swans, and the fountain
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of golden wine nade their appearance. He al so worked up sonme very pretty fireworks for warm spring
evenings. But if the managers of the orchards and vineyards cane to the Master to ask if his

wi zard mght put a spell of increase on the pears this year or maybe charmthe bl ack rot off the
Fani an vines on the south hill, Birch said, "A wizard of Roke doesn't lower hinself to such stuff.
Go tell the village sorcerer to earn his keep!" And when the youngest daughter came down with a
wasting cough, Birch's wife dared not trouble the wi se young nan about it, but sent hunbly to Rose
of Ad Iria, asking her to cone in by the back door and maybe nake a poultice or sing a chant to
bring the girl back to health.

Ivory never noticed that the girl was ailing, nor the pear trees, nor the vines. He kept hinself
to hinmself, as a man of craft and | earning should. He spent his days riding about the countryside
on the pretty black mare that his enployer had given himfor his use when he nade it clear that he
had not cone from Roke to trudge about on foot in the nud and dust of country byways.

On his rides, he sonetines passed an old house on a hill anong great oaks. \When he turned off the
village lane up the hill, a pack of scrawny, evil-nouthed dogs came pelting and bell owi ng down at
him The mare was afraid of dogs and liable to buck and bolt, so he kept his distance. But he had
an eye for beauty, and liked to ook at the old house dreanm ng away in the dappled light of the
early summer afternoons.

He asked Birch about the place. "That's Iria," Birch said - "Ad Iria, | mean to say. | own the
house by rights. But after a century of feuds and fights over it, my granddad let the place go to
settle the quarrel. Though the Master there would still be quarrelling with ne if he didn't keep
too drunk to talk. Haven't seen the old man for years. He had a daughter, | think."

"She's called Dragonfly, and she does all the work, and | saw her once |ast year. She's tall, and
as beautiful as a flowering tree," said the youngest daughter, Rose, who was busy crowding a
lifetime of keen observation into the fourteen years that were all she was going to have for it.
She broke of f, coughing. Her nother shot an angui shed, yearning glance at the w zard. Surely he
woul d hear that cough, this time? He sniled at young Rose, and the nother's heart lifted. Surely
he wouldn't smile so if Rose's cough was anything serious?

"Nothing to do with us, that ot at the old place,” Birch said, displeased. The tactful Ivory
asked no nore. But he wanted to see the girl as beautiful as a flowering tree. He rode past A d
Iria regularly. He tried stopping in the village at the foot of the hill to ask questions, but
there was nowhere to stop and nobody woul d answer questions. A wall-eyed witch took one | ook at
himand scuttled into her hut. If he went up to the house he would have to face the pack of

hel | hounds and probably a drunk old man. But it was worth the chance, he thought; he was bored out
of his wits with the dull life at Westpool, and was never slowto take a risk. He rode up the hil
till the dogs were yelling around himin a frenzy, snapping at the nare's | egs. She plunged and

| ashed out her hooves at them and he kept her frombolting only by a staying-spell and all the
strength in his arns. The dogs were | eaping and snapping at his own | egs now, and he was about to
I et the mare have her head when sonebody cane anmong t he dogs shouting curses and beating them back
with a strap. When he got the | athered, gasping mare to stand still, he saw the girl as beautifu
as a flowering tree. She was very tall, very sweaty, with big hands and feet and nouth and nose
and eyes, and a head of wild dusty hair. She was yelling, "Down! Back to the house, you carrion
you vile sons of bitches!" to the whining, cowering dogs.

Ivory clapped his hand to his right leg. A dog's tooth had ripped his breeches at the calf, and a
trickle of blood canme through

"I's she hurt?" the woman said. "Ch, the traitorous vernin!" She was stroking down the mare's right
forel eg. Her hands came away covered with bl ood-streaked horse sweat. "There, there," she said.
The brave girl, the brave heart." The nmare put her head down and shivered all over with relief.
"What did you keep her standing there in the mddle of the dogs for?" the wonan denanded
furiously. She was kneeling at the horse's leg, |ooking up at Ivory who was | ooki ng down at her
from horseback; yet he felt short, he felt snall.

She did not wait for an answer. "1'll wal k her up," she said, standing up, and put out her hand
for the reins. lvory saw that he was supposed to disnount. He did so, asking, "lIs it very bad?"
and peering at the horse's leg, seeing only bright, bloody foam

"Come on then, ny love," the young wonman said, not to him The nmare foll owed her trustfully. They
set off up the rough path round the hillside to an old stone and brick stabl eyard, enpty of
horses, inhabited only by nesting swallows that swooped about over the roofs calling their quick
gossi p.

"Keep her quiet," said the young wonan, and left himholding the nare's reins in this deserted

pl ace. She returned after sone time |ugging a heavy bucket, and set to sponging off the mare's
leg. "CGet the saddle off her," she said, and her tone held the unspoken, inpatient, "you fool!"
Ivory obeyed, hal f-annoyed by this crude giantess and half-intrigued. She did not put himin mnd
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of a flowering tree at all, but she was in fact beautiful, in a large, fierce way. The nare
submitted to her absolutely. Wen she said, "Mve your foot!" the mare nmoved her foot. The woman
wi ped her down all over, put the saddl e bl anket back on her, and nade sure she was standing in the
sun. "She'll be all right," she said. "There's a gash, but if you'll wash it with warmsalt water

four or five times a day, it'll heal clean, I'msorry." She said the |ast honestly, though
grudgingly, as if she still wondered how he coul d have let his nare stand there to be assaulted,
and she | ooked straight at himfor the first time. Her eyes were clear orange-brown, |ike dark
topaz or amber. They were strange eyes, right on a level with his own.

"I" msorry too," he said, trying to speak carelessly, lightly.

"She's Irian of Westpool's nmare. You're the w zard, then?"

He bowed. "lIvory, of Havnor Great Port, at your service. May | -"

She interrupted. "I thought you were from Roke."

"I am" he said, his conposure regained

She stared at himwi th those strange eyes, as unreadable as a sheep's, he thought. Then she burst
out: 'You lived there? You studied there? Do you know t he Archmage?"

"Yes," he said with a smle. Then he winced and stopped to press his hand against his shin for a
noment .

"Are you hurt too?"

"I't's nothing," he said. In fact, rather to his annoyance, the cut had stopped bl eeding. The
worman' s gaze returned to his face

"What is it - what is it like - on Roke?"

Ivory went, linping only very slightly, to an ol d nounting-bl ock nearby and sat down on it. He
stretched his leg, nursing the torn place, and | ooked up at the woman. "It would take a long tine
to tell you what Roke is like," he said. "But it would be ny pleasure."

"The man's a wizard, or nearly,"” said Rose the witch, "a Roke w zard! You nust not ask him
questions!" She was nore than scandalized, she was frightened.

"He doesn't nmind," Dragonfly reassured her. "Only he hardly ever really answers."

"Of course not!"

"Why of course not?"

"Because he's a w zard! Because you're a wonan, with no art, no know edge, no |earning!"

"You could have taught ne! You never woul d!"

Rose dism ssed all she had taught or could teach with a flick of the fingers

"Well, so | have to learn fromhim" said Dragonfly.

"Wzards don't teach wonmen. You're besotted."

"You and Broom trade spells."

"Broomis a village sorcerer. This man is a wise man. He learned the H gh Arts at the G eat House
on Roke!"

"He told ne what it's like," Dragonfly said. "You wal k up through the town, Thwil Town. There's a
door opening on the street, but it's shut. It |ooks |ike an ordinary door."

The witch listened, unable to resist the lure of secrets revealed and the contagi on of passionate
desire.

"And a man conmes when you knock, an ordi nary-1ooking man. And he gives you a test. You have to say
a certain word, a password, before he'll let you in. If you don't knowit, you can never go in.
But if he lets you in, then frominside you see that the door is entirely different - it's nade
out of horn, with a tree carved on it, and the frame is nade out of a tooth, one tooth of a dragon
that lived long, long before Erreth-Akbe, before Mrred, before there were people in Earthsea.
There were only dragons, to begin with. They found the tooth on Mount Onn, in Havnor, at the
centre of the world. And the | eaves of the tree are carved so thin that the Iight shines through
them but the door's so strong that if the Doorkeeper shuts it no spell could ever open it. And
then the Door keeper takes you down a hall and another hall, till you're |lost and bew | dered, and
then suddenly you cone out under the sky. In the Court of the Fountain, in the very deepest inside
of the Great House. And that's where the Archnage would be, if he was there..."

"CGo on," the w tch murnured.

That's all he really told nme, yet," said Dragonfly, comi ng back to the mild, overcast spring day
and the infinite famliarity of the village |lane, Rose's front yard, her own seven nilch ewes
grazing on Iria Hill, the bronze crowns of the oaks. "He's very careful how he tal ks about the
Masters. "

Rose nodded.

"But he told nme about sone of the students."”

"No harmin that, | suppose.”

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%?20Earthsea.txt (78 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31 AM]



file:///ID}/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/Ursul a%20K .%20%20L eGuin%20-%20T al es%20From%20Earthsea.txt

"I don't know," Dragonfly said. "To hear about the G eat House is wonderful, but | thought the
peopl e there would be - | don't know. O course they're nostly just boys when they go there. But |
thought they'd be..." She gazed off at the sheep on the hill, her face troubled. "Sone of them are
really bad and stupid,"” she said in a low voice. "They get into the School because they're rich
And they study there just to get richer. Or to get power."

"Well, of course they do," said Rose, "that's what they're there for!"

"But power - like you told nme about - that .isn't the same as naking people do what you want, or
pay you -"

"Isn't it?"

"Nol

"I'f a word can heal, a word can wound," the witch said. "If a hand can kill, a hand can cure. It's
a poor cart that goes only in one direction,"”

"But on Roke, they learn to use power well, not for harm not for gain."

"Everything's for gain sonme way, |'d say. People have to live. But what do |I know? | make ny

living doing what I know how to do. But | don't meddle with the great arts, the perilous crafts,
i ke summoni ng the dead," and Rose nade the hand-sign to avert the danger spoken of.

"Everything's perilous," Dragonfly said, gazing now through the sheep, the hill, the trees, into
still depths, a colorless, vast enptiness |like the clear sky before sunrise.

Rose wat ched her. She knew she did not know who Man was or what she might be. A big, strong,
awkwar d, ignorant, innocent, angry wonan, yes. But ever since she was a child Rose had seen

sormet hing nmore in her, sonething beyond what she was. And when Irian | ooked away fromthe world
like that, she seenmed to enter that place or tine or being beyond herself, utterly beyond Rose's
know edge. Then Rose feared her, and feared for her

"You take care," the witch said, grim "Everything's perilous, right enough, and neddling with

wi zards nost of all."

Through | ove, respect, and trust, Dragonfly would never disregard a warning from Rose; but she was
unable to see lvory as perilous. She didn't understand him but the idea of fearing him him
personal |y, was not one she could keep in mnd. She tried to be respectful, but it was inpossible.
She t hought he was cl ever and quite handsone, but she didn't think nmuch about him except for what
he could tell her. He knew what she wanted to know and little by little he told it to her, and
then it was not really what she had wanted to know, but she wanted to know nore. He was patient
with her, and she was grateful to himfor his patience, knowi ng he was rmuch qui cker than she.
Sonetimes he smiled at her ignorance, but he never sneered at it or reproved it. Like the witch,
he liked to answer a question with a question; but the answers to Rose's questions were al ways
sonet hi ng she'd al ways known, while the answers to his questions were things she had never

i mgi ned and found startling, unwelcone, even painful, altering all her beliefs.

Day by day, as they talked in the old stableyard of Iria, where they had fallen into the habit of
nmeeti ng, she asked himand he told her nore, though reluctantly, always partially; he shielded his
Mast ers, she thought, trying to defend the bright inmage of Roke, until one day he gave in to her

i nsi stence and spoke freely at | ast.

"There are good nmen there," he said. "Great and wi se the Archmage certainly was. But he's gone
And the Masters . . . Sone hold al oof, follow ng arcane know edge, seeking ever nore patterns,
ever nore nanes, but using their know edge for nothing. OQthers hide their anbition under the grey
cl oak of wisdom Roke is no longer where power is in Earthsea. That's the Court in Havnor, now.
Roke lives on its great past, defended by a thousand spells against the present day. And inside
those spell-walls, what is there? Quarrelling anbitions, fear of anything new, fear of young nen
who chal l enge the power of the old. And at the centre, nothing. An enpty courtyard. The Archnage
will never return.”

"How do you know?" she whi spered.

He | ooked stern. The dragon bore himaway."

"You saw it? You saw t hat?" She cl enched her hands, imagining that flight.

After a long tinme, she canme back to the sunlight and the stableyard and her thoughts and puzzles.
"But even if he's gone," she said, "surely sone of the Masters are truly w se?"

When he | ooked up and spoke it was with a hint of a nelancholy snile. "All the nystery and wi sdom
of the Masters, when it's out in the daylight, doesn't anpbunt to so much, you know. Tricks of the

trade - wonderful illusions. But people don't want to believe that. They want the nysteries, the
illusions. Who can blame then? There's so little in nobst lives that's beautiful or worthy."
As if to illustrate what he was saying, he had picked up a bit of brick fromthe broken pavenent,

and tossed it up in the air, and as he spoke it fluttered about their heads on delicate bl ue
wi ngs, a butterfly. He put out his finger and the butterfly lighted on it. He shook his finger and
the butterfly fell to the ground, a fragment of brick
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"There's not nmuch worth nuch in ny life," she said, gazing down at the paverment. "Al | know how
to do is run the farm and try to stand up and speak truth. But if | thought it was all tricks and
lies even on Roke, I'd hate those nmen for fooling nme, fooling us all. It can't be lies. Not all of

it. The Archrmage did go into the | abyrinth anong the Hoary Men and cone back with the R ng of
Peace. He did go into death with the young king, and defeat the spider nmage, and conme back. W
know t hat on the word of the king hinmself. Even here, the harpers cane to sing that song, and a
teller cane to tell it."

Ivory nodded gravely. "But the Archmage lost all his power in the |and of death. Maybe all magery
was weakened then."
"Rose's spells work as well as ever," she said stoutly.

Ivory smled. He said nothing, but she knew how petty the doings of a village witch appeared to
him who had seen great deeds and powers. She sighed and spoke from her heart - "Ch, if only I
wasn't a woman!"

He snmiled again. "You' re a beautiful woman," he said, but plainly, not in the flattering way he
had used with her at first, before she showed himshe hated it. "Wiy would you be a man?"
"So | could go to Roke! And see, and |earn! Wiy, why is it only nmen can go there?"
"So it was ordained by the first Archnage, centuries ago," said Ivory. "But ... | too have
wonder ed. "
"You have?"
"Often. Seeing only boys and nen, day after day, in the Great House and all the precincts of the
School . Knowi ng that the townswonen are spell-bound fromso nuch as setting foot on the fields

about Roke Knoll. Once in years, perhaps, sonme great lady is allowed to cone briefly into the
outer courts. .. Wiy is it so? Are all wonen incapabl e of understanding? Or is it that the Masters
fear them fear to be corrupted - no, but fear that to adnit wonen ni ght change the rule they
cling to - the ... purity of that rule."”

"Worren can live chaste as well as nen can," Dragonfly said bluntly. She knew she was bl unt and
coarse where he was delicate and subtle, but she did not know any other way to be.

"Of course,"” he said, his smle growing brilliant. "But witches aren't always chaste, are they?
Maybe that's what the Masters are afraid of. Maybe celibacy isn't as necessary as the Rul e of Roke
teaches. Maybe it's not a way of keeping the power pure, but of keeping the power to thensel ves.
Leavi ng out wonen, |eaving out everybody who won't agree to turn hinself into a eunuch to get that
one kind of power ... Wio knows? A she-mage! Now that woul d change everything, all the rules!"

She coul d see his m nd dance ahead of hers, taking up and playing with ideas, transform ng them as
he had transforned brick into butterfly. She could not dance with him she could not play with
him but she watched himin wonder

"You could go to Roke," he said, his eyes bright with excitenment, mischief, daring. Meeting her

al nost pl eadi ng, incredulous silence, he insisted: 'You could. A woman you are, but there are ways
to change your seemning. You have the heart, the courage, the will of a man. You could enter the

G eat House. | know it."

"And what would | do there?"

"What all the students do. Live alone in a stone cell and learn to be wise! It mght not be what
you dreamit to be, but that, too, you'd learn."

"I couldn't. They'd know. | couldn't even get in. There's the Doorkeeper, you said. | don't know
the word to say to him™"

The password, yes. But | can teach it to you."

"You can? Is it allowed?"

"I don't care what's "allowed"," he said, with a frowm she had never seen on his face. The
Archmage hinself said, Rules are made to he broken. Injustice nmakes the rules, and courage breaks
them | have the courage, if you do!"

She | ooked at him She could not speak. She stood up and after a nmoment wal ked out of the

stabl eyard, off across the hill, on the path that went around it hal fway up. One of the dogs, her
favorite, a big, ugly, heavy-headed hound, followed her. She stopped on the sl ope above the marshy
spring where Rose had nanmed her ten years ago. She stood there; the dog sat down beside her and

| ooked up at her face. No thought was clear in her mnd, but words repeated thenselves: | could go
to Roke and find out who | am

She | ooked westward over the reed beds and willows and the farther hills. The whol e western sky

was enpty, clear. She stood still and her soul seened to go into that sky and be gone, gone out of
her .

There was a little noise, the soft clip-clop of the black mare's hooves, com ng al ong the | ane.
Then Dragonfly cane back to herself and called to Ivory and ran down the hill to neet him "I wll
go," she said.
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He had not planned or intended any such adventure, but crazy as it was, it suited himbetter the
nore he thought about it. The prospect of spending the |long grey winter at Wstpool sank his
spirits like a stone. There was nothing here for himexcept the girl Dragonfly, who had cone to
fill his thoughts. Her nassive, innocent strength had defeated him absolutely so far, but he did
what she pleased in order to have her do at |ast what he pleased, and the gane, he thought, was
worth playing. If she ran anay with him the game was as good as won. As for the joke of it, the
noti on of actually getting her into the School on Roke disguised as a man, there was little chance
of pulling it off, but it pleased himas a gesture of disrespect to all the piety and ponposity of
the Masters and their toadies. And if sonehow it succeeded, if he could actually get a wonan

t hrough that door, even for a nonent, what a sweet revenge it would be!l

Money was a problem The girl thought, of course, that he as a great w zard would snap his fingers
and waft them over the sea in a magic boat flying before the magewi nd. But when he told her they'd
have to hire passage on a ship, she said sinply, "I have the cheese nobney."

He treasured her rustic sayings of that kind. Sonetines she frightened him and he resented it.
Hi s dreans of her were never of her yielding to him but of hinmself yielding to a fierce,
destroyi ng sweetness, sinking into an annihilating enbrace, dreams in which she was sonet hi ng
beyond conprehensi on and he was nothing at all. He woke fromthose dreans shaken and shaned. In
dayl i ght, when he saw her big, dirty hands, when she talked |ike a yokel, a sinpleton, he regai ned
his superiority. He only wi shed there were soneone to repeat her sayings to, one of his old

friends in the Geat Port who would find themanusing. ""lI have the cheese noney,"" he repeated to
hi msel f, riding back to Wstpool, and |aughed. "I do indeed," he said aloud. The bl ack nare ni cked
her ear.

He told Birch that he had received a sending fromhis teacher on Roke, the Master Hand, and mnust
go at once, on what business he could not say, of course, but it should not take | ong once he was
there; a half-nonth to go, another to return; he would be back well before the Fallows at the

| atest. He must ask Master Birch to provide himan advance on his salary to pay for ship-passage
and | odging, for a wizard of Roke should not take advantage of people's willingness to give him
what ever he needed, but pay his way like an ordinary man. As Birch agreed with this, he had to
give lvory a purse for his journey. It was the first real nmoney he had had in his pocket for
years: ten ivory counters carved with the Gtter of Shelieth on one side and the Rune of Peace on
the other in honour of King Lebannen. "Hello, little nanmesakes,” he told them when he was al one
with them "You and the cheese nbney will get along nicely."

He told Dragonfly very little of his plans, largely because he nade few, trusting to chance and
his own wits, which seldomlet himdown if he was given a fair chance to use them The girl asked

al rost no questions. "WIIl | go as a nan all the way?" was one

"Yes," he said, "but only disguised. | won't put a senblance-spell on you till we're on Roke
Island.”

"I thought it would be a spell of Change," she said.

That woul d be unwi se," he said, with a good imtation of the Master Changer's terse solemity. "If
need be, I'Il do it, of course. But you'll find wi zards very sparing of the great spells. For good

reason. "

The Equilibrium" she said, accepting all he said in its sinplest sense, as al ways.

"And per haps because such arts have not the power they once had," he said. He did not know hinsel f
why he tried to weaken her faith in wi zardry; perhaps because any weakeni ng of her strength, her
whol eness, was a gain for him He had begun nerely by trying to get her into his bed, a gane he
loved to play. The gane had turned to a kind of contest he had not expected but could not put an
end to. He was determined now not to win her, but to defeat her. He could not let her defeat him
He nust prove to her and hinself that his dreams were neaningl ess.

Quite early on, inpatient with wooing her massive physical indifference, he had worked up a charm
a sorcerer's seduction-spell of which he was contenptuous even as he made it, though he knew it
was effective. He cast it on her while she was, characteristically, nmending a cow s halter. The
result had not been the nelting eagerness it had produced in girls he had used it on in Havnor and
Thwi | . Dragonfly had gradually becone silent and sullen. She ceased asking her endl ess questions
about Roke and did not answer when he spoke. \When he very tentatively approached her, taking her
hand, she struck himaway with a blowto the head that left himdizzy. He saw her stand up and
stride out of the stableyard without a word, the ugly hound she favoured trotting after her. It

| ooked back at himwith a grin.

She took the path to the ol d house. Wen his ears stopped ringing he stole after her, hoping the
charm was working and that this was only her particularly uncouth way of |leading himat last to
her bed. Nearing the house, he heard crockery breaking. The father, the drunkard, came wobbling

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/...0%20LeGuin%20-%20Tales%20From%?20Earthsea.txt (81 of 111) [2/5/2004 12:33:31 AM]



file:///ID}/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/Ursul a%20K .%20%20L eGuin%20-%20T al es%20From%20Earthsea.txt

out | ooking scared and confused, followed by Dragonfly's loud, harsh voice - "Qut of the house,
you drunken, crawing traitor! You foul, shaneless |echer!"

"She took nmy cup away," the Master of Iria said to the stranger, whining Iike a puppy, while his
dogs yammered around him "She broke it."

Ivory departed. He did not return for two days. On the third day he rode experinmentally past Ad
Iria, and she cane striding down to neet him "I'msorry, Ivory," she said, |looking up at himwth
her snmoky orange eyes. "I don't know what came over nme the other day. | was angry. But not at you
| beg your pardon."

He forgave her gracefully. He did not try a | ove-charm on her again.

Soon, he thought now, he would not need one. He would have real power over her. He had finally
seen how to get it. She had given it into his hands. Her strength and her w || power were
trenendous, but fortunately she was stupid, and he was not.

Birch was sending a carter down to Kenmbernmouth with six barrels of ten-year-old Fanian ordered by
the wi ne nerchant there. He was glad to send his w zard al ong as bodyguard, for the w ne was

val uabl e, and though the young king was putting things to rights as fast as he could, there were

still gangs of robbers on the roads. So Ivory |eft Wstpool on the big wagon pulled by four big
carthorses, jolting slowy along, his |l egs angling. Down by Jackass Hi |l an uncouth figure rose up
fromthe waysi de and asked the carter for a lift. "I don't know you," the carter said, lifting his

whip to warn the stranger off, but Ivory came round the wagon and said, "Let the lad ride, ny good
man. He'll do no harmwhile I'mw th you."

"Keep an eye on himthen, naster," said the carter

"I will,"” said Ivory, with a wink at Dragonfly. She, well disguised in dirt and a farmhand's ol d
snock and | eggings and a | oathsone felt hat, did not wi nk back. She played her part even while
they sat side by side dangling their legs over the tailgate, with six great hal ftuns of wine
jolting between them and the drowsy carter, and the drowsy summer hills and fields slipping
slowy, slowy past. Ivory tried to tease her, but she only shook her head. Maybe she was scared
by this wild scheme, now she was enbarked on it. There was no telling. She was solemly, heavily
silent. | could be very bored by this woman, Ivory thought, if once |I'd had her underneath ne.

That thought stirred himal nost unbearably, but when he | ooked back at her, his thoughts died away
bef ore her massive, actual presence.

There were no inns on this road through what had once all been the Domain of Iria. As the sun
neared the western plains, they stopped at a farmhouse that offered stabling for the horses, a
shed for the cart, and strawin the stable loft for the carters. The |loft was dark and stuffy and

the straw nusty. lvory felt no lust at all, though Dragonfly lay not three feet fromhim She had
pl ayed the man so thoroughly all day that she had hal f-convinced even him Maybe she'll fool the
old nen after all! he thought, and grinned at the thought, and slept.

They jolted on all the next day through a sumer thundershower or two and carne at dusk to

Kenmber mout h, a wall ed, prosperous port city. They left the carter to his naster's business and
wal ked down to find an inn near the docks. Dragonfly | ooked about at the sights of the city in a
silence that nmight have been awe or disapproval or nere stolidity. "This is a nice little town,"
Ivory said, "but the only city in the world is Havnor."

It was no use trying to inpress her; all she said was, "Ships don't trade nuch to Roke, do they?
WIl it take a long tine to find one to take us, do you think?"

"Not if | carry a staff," he said.

She stopped | ooki ng about and strode along in thought for a while. She was beautiful in noverent,
bol d and graceful, her head carried high

"You nean they'll oblige a wizard? But you aren't a w zard."

"That's a formality. We senior sorcerers nmay carry a staff when we're on Roke's busi ness. Wich
am"

Taki ng me there?"

"Bringing thema student - yes. A student of great gifts!"

She asked no nore questions. She never argued; it was one of her virtues.

That night, over supper at the waterfront inn, she asked with unusual timdity in her voice, "Do
have great gifts?"

“I'n ny judgnent, you do," he said.

She pondered - conversation with her was often a slow business - and said, "Rose always said | had
power, but she didn't know what kind. And I ... | know | do, but I don't know what it is."
"You're going to Roke to find out," he said, raising his glass to her. After a nonment she raised
hers and smled at him a snile so tender and radiant that he said spontaneously, "And may what
you find be all you seek!"

“I'f I do, it will be thanks to you," she said. In that noment he |oved her for her true heart, and
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woul d have forsworn any thought of her but as his conpanion in a bold adventure, a gallant joke.
They had to share a roomat the crowmded inn with two other travellers, but Ivory's thoughts were
perfectly chaste, though he | aughed at hinself a little for it.

Next norning he picked a sprig of herb fromthe kitchen-garden of the inn and spelled it into the
senbl ance of a fine staff, coppershod and his own hei ght exactly. "Wat is the wood?" Dragonfly
asked, fascinated, when she sawit, and when he answered with a | augh, "Rosenary," she |aughed

t oo.

They set off along the wharves, asking for a ship bound south that m ght take a wi zard and his
prentice to the Isle of the Wse, and soon enough they found a heavy trader bound for Wthort,
whose naster would carry the wizard for goodwill and the prentice for half-price. Even half-price
was hal f the cheese nobney, but they would have the luxury of a cabin, for Sea Gtter was a decked,
t wo- mast ed ship.

As they were talking with her master a wagon drew up on the dock and began to unload six famliar
hal ftun barrels. That's ours,"” lvory said, and the ship's master said, "Bound for Hort Town," and
Dragonfly said softly, "Fromlria."

She gl anced back at the land then. It was the only tinme he ever saw her | ook back

The ship's weat herworker cane aboard just before they sailed, no Roke wi zard but a weat herbeaten
fellowin a worn sea-cloak. Ivory flourished his staff a little in greeting him The sorcerer

| ooked hi mup and down and said, "One nman works weather on this ship. If it's not ne, I"'moff."
"I"'ma nere passenger, Mster Bagman. | gladly |eave the winds in your hands."

The sorcerer |ooked at Dragonfly, who stood straight as a tree and sai d not hing.

"Good," he said, and that was the |l ast word he spoke to Ivory.

During the voyage, however, he tal ked several tinmes with Dragonfly, which nade Ivory a bit uneasy.
Her ignorance and trustful ness coul d endanger her and therefore him Wat did she and t he bagman
tal k about? he asked, and she answered, "Wat is to becone of us."

He stared.

"OfF all of us. O Way, and Fel kway, and Havnor, and Wathort, and Roke. All the people of the

i slands. He says that when King Lebannen was to be crowned, |ast autumm, he sent to Gont for the
old Archnmage to cone crown him and he wouldn't cone. And there was no new Archmage. So he took
the crown hinself. And sone say that's wong, and he doesn't rightly hold the throne. But others
say the king hinself is the new Archmage. But he isn't a wizard, only a king. So others say the

dark years will cone again, when there was no rule of justice, and wi zardry was used for evi
ends. "

After a pause Ivory said, "That old weatherworker says all this?"

"I't's common talk, | think," said Dragonfly, with her grave sinplicity.

The weat herworker knew his trade, at least. Sea Oter sped south; they nmet sumer squalls and
choppy seas, but never a stormor a troublesone wind. They put off and took on cargo at ports on
the north shore of O at Ilien, Leng, Kanery, and O Port, and then headed west to carry the
passengers to Roke. And facing the west Ivory felt a little hollow at the pit of his stomach, for
he knew all too well how Roke was guarded. He knew neither he nor the weatherworker could do
anything at all to turn the Roke-wind if it blew against them And if it did. Dragonfly would ask
why? Way did it bl ow agai nst then?

He was glad to see the sorcerer uneasy too, standing by the hel nsman, keeping a watch up on the
mast head, taking in sail at the hint of a west wind. But the wind held steady fromthe north. A

t hunder-squall cane pelting on that wi nd, and Ivory went down to the cabin, but Dragonfly stayed
up on deck. She was afraid of the water, she had told him She could not swm she said, "Drowning
must be a horrible thing - not to breathe the air." She had shuddered at the thought. It was the
only fear she had ever shown of anything. But she disliked the | ow, cranped cabin, and had stayed
on deck every day and slept there on the warmnights. Ivory had not tried to coax her into the
cabin. He knew now that coaxi ng was no good. To have her he must naster her; and that he woul d do,
if only they could cone to Roke.

He came up on deck again. It was clearing, and as the sun set the clouds broke all across the
west, showi ng a gol den sky behind the high dark curve of a hill.

Ivory | ooked at that hill with a kind of |onging hatred.

"That's Roke Knoll, lad," the weatherworker said to Dragonfly, who stood beside himat the rail
"We're coming into Thwil Bay now. Were there's no wind but the wind they want."

By the time they were well into the bay and had | et down the anchor it was dark, and Ivory said to
the ship's master, "I'll go ashore in the norning."

Down in their tiny cabin Dragonfly sat waiting for him solem as ever but her eyes blazing with
excitement. "We'll go ashore in the norning," he repeated to her, and she nodded, acceptant.

She said, "Do | look all right?"
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He sat down on his narrow bunk and | ooked at her sitting on her narrow bunk; they could not face
each other directly, as there was no roomfor their knees. At O Port she had bought herself a
decent shirt and breeches, at his suggestion, so as to | ook a nore probabl e candi date for the
School . Her face was wi ndburned and scrubbed clean. Her hair was braided and the braid clubbed,
like Ivory's. She had got her hands clean, too, and they lay flat on her thighs, |ong strong
hands, like a man's.

"You don't look like a man," he said. Her face fell. "Not to nme. You'll never look like a nan to
me. But don't worry. You will to them"

She nodded, with an anxious face.

The first test is the great test, Dragonfly," he said. Every night he lay alone in this cabin he
had planned this conversation. "To enter the Great House: to go through that door."

"lI've been thinking about it," she said, hurried and earnest. "Couldn't | just tell themwho I an®
Wth you there to vouch for ne - to say even if | ama woman, | have sone gift - and |'d promn se
to take the vow and nake the spell of celibacy, and live apart if they wanted ne to -"

He was shaking his head all through her speech. "No, no, no, no. Hopel ess. Useless. Fatal!"

"Even if you -"

"Even if | argued for you. They won't listen. The Rule of Roke forhbids wonen to be taught any high
art, any word of the Language of the Making. It's always been so. They will not listen. So they

nmust be shown! And we'll show them you and |I. We'll teach them You nust have courage, Dragonfly.
You nust not weaken, and not think, "Ch, if | just beg themto let me in, they can't refuse ne."
They can, and will. And if you reveal yourself, they will punish you. And ne." He put a ponderous

enphasis on the last word, and inwardly rmurnured, "Avert."

She gazed at himfrom her unreadable eyes, and finally said, "Wat must | do?"

"Do you trust me, Dragonfly?"

"Yes."

"WIIl you trust nme entirely, wholly - knowing that the risk | take for you is greater even than
your risk in this venture?"

"Yes."

"Then you nust tell nme the word you will speak to the Doorkeeper."

She stared. "But | thought you'd tell it to nme - the password.”

"The password he will ask you for is your true nane."

He et that sink in for a while, and then continued softly, "And to work the spell of senblance on
you, to make it so complete and deep that the Masters of Roke will see you as a man and not hi ng

else, to do that, | too nust know your nane." He paused again. As he talked it seemed to himthat
everything he said was true, and his voice was noved and gentle as he said, "I could have known it
| ong ago. But | chose not to use those arts. | wanted you to trust me enough to tell ne your nane
yoursel f."

She was | ooki ng down at her hands, clasped now on her knees. In the faint reddi sh gl ow of the
cabin lantern her | ashes cast very delicate, |ong shadows on her cheeks. She | ooked up, straight
at him "My nane is Irian,"” she said.

He smiled. She did not smle

He said nothing. In fact he was at a loss. If he had known it would be this easy, he could have
had her nane and with it the power to nake her do whatever he wanted, days ago, weeks ago, with a
mere pretence at this crazy schene - without giving up his salary and his precarious
respectability, without this sea voyage, w thout having to go all the way to Roke for it! For he
saw t he whol e plan now was folly. There was no way he coul d disguise her that would fool the
Door keeper for a nonent. All his notions of humiliating the Masters as they had humiliated him
wer e nmoonshi ne. Cbsessed with tricking the girl, he had fallen into the trap he laid for her
Bitterly he recognized that he was always believing his own |lies, caught in nets he had

el aborately woven. Having nade a fool of hinself on Roke, he had cone back to do it all over
again. A great, desolate anger swelled up in him There was no good, no good in anything.
"What's wong?" she asked. The gentl eness of her deep, husky voice unnmanned him and he hid his
face in his hands, fighting against the shame of tears.

She put her hand on his knee. It was the first tine she had ever touched him He endured it, the
warnt h and wei ght of her touch that he had wasted so nuch tinme wanting.

He wanted to hurt her, to shock her out of her terrible, ignorant kindness, but what he said when
he finally spoke was, "I only wanted to make |l ove to you,"

"You did?"

"Did you think I was one of their eunuchs? That |'d castrate nyself with spells so | could be
holy? Wiy do you think | don't have a staff? Wiy do you think I'mnot at the School? Did you
bel i eve everything | said?"
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"Yes," she said. "I'msorry." Her hand was still on his knee. She said, "W can nake love if you
want . "

He sat up, sat still.

"What are you?" he said to her at |ast.

"I don't know. It's why | wanted to come to Roke. To find out."

He broke free, stood up, stooping; neither of themcould stand straight in the | ow cabin.

Cl enchi ng and uncl enchi ng his hands, he stood as far fromher as he could, his back to her

"You won't find out. It's all lies, shams. AOd nmen playing games with words. | wouldn't play their
ganes, so | left. Do you know what | did?" He turned, showing his teeth in a rictus of triunph. "I
got agirl, atow girl, to cone to ny room M cell. My little stone celibate cell. It had a

wi ndow | ooki ng out on a back-street. No spells - you can't nmake spells with all their nagic going
on. But she wanted to come, and cane, and | let a rope |adder out the wi ndow, and she clinbed it.
And we were at it when the old nen came in! |I showed 'em And if | could have got you in, |I'd have
showed 'em again, |'d have taught themtheir |esson!"

"Well, 1'l'l try," she said

He stared.

"Not for the sane reasons as you," she said, "but | still want to. And we cane all this way. And

you know ny nane."
It was true. He knew her nanme: Irian. It was |like a coal of fire, a burning ember in his nind. H's
t hought could not hold it. Hi s know edge could not use it. His tongue could not say it.

She | ooked up at him her sharp, strong face softened by the shadowy lantern-light. "If it was
only to make | ove you brought nme here, Ivory," she said, "we can do that. If you still want to."
Wrdless at first, he sinply shook his head. After a while he was able to laugh. "I think we've
gone on past .. . that possibility . "

She | ooked at himw thout regret, or reproach, or shane.
“Irian," he said, and now her nane cane easily, sweet and cool as spring water in his dry nouth.
"Irian, here's what you nust do to enter the G eat House..."

I, Azver

He I eft her at the comer of the street, a narrow, dull, sonehow sly-looking street that slanted up
bet ween featureless walls to a wooden door in a higher wall. He had put his spell on her, and she
| ooked |ike a man, though she did not feel |ike one. She and Ivory took each other in their arns,

because after all they had been friends, conpanions, and he had done all this for her. "Courage!"
he said, and |l et her go. She wal ked up the street and stood before the door. She |ooked back then
but he was gone.

She knocked.

After a while she heard the latch rattle. The door opened. An ordinary-Iooking m ddl e-aged man
stood there. "What can | do for you?" he said. He did not smile, but his voice was pl easant.

"You can let nme into the Geat House, sir."

"Do you know the way in?" H s al nond-shaped eyes were attentive, yet seened to | ook at her from
mles or years away.

"This is the way in, sir."

"Do you know whose nanme you nust tell ne before | let you in?"

"My own, sir. It is Irian."

"I's it?" he said.

That gave her pause. She stood silent. "It's the name the witch Rose of ny village on Way gave ne,
in the spring under Iria Hll," she said at last, standing up and speaking truth.

The Door keeper | ooked at her for what seenmed a long tine. Then it is your nane,"” he said. "But
maybe not all your nane. | think you have another."

"I don't knowit, sir."

After another long tinme she said, "Maybe | can learn it here, sir."

The Door keeper bowed his head a little. A very faint smle nade crescent curves in his cheeks. He
stood aside. "Come in, daughter," he said.

She stepped across the threshold of the Great House

Ivory's spell of senblance dropped away |ike a cobweb. She was and | ooked hersel f.

She foll owed the Doorkeeper down a stone passageway. Only at the end of it did she think to turn
back to see the light shine through the thousand | eaves of the tree carved in the high door inits
bone-white frane.

A young man in a grey cloak hurrying down the passageway stopped short as he approached them He
stared at Irian; then with a brief nod he went on. She | ooked back at him He was | ooking back at
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her .

A gl obe of misty, greenish fire drifted swiftly down the corridor at eye level, apparently
pursui ng the young man. The Door keeper waved his hand at it, and it avoided him Irian swerved and
ducked down frantically, but felt the cool fire tingle in her hair as it passed over her. The
Door keeper | ooked round, and now his snmile was wi der. Though he said nothing, she felt he was
aware of her, concerned for her. She stood up and followed him

He stopped before an oak door. Instead of knocking he sketched a little sign or rune on it with
the top of his staff, a light staff of some greyi sh wood. The door opened as a resonant voice
behind it said, "Cone in!"

"Wait here a little, if you please, Irian," the Doorkeeper said, and went into the room | eaving
the door wi de open behind him She could see bookshel ves and books, a table piled with nore books
and inkpots and witings, two or three boys seated at the table, and the grey-haired, stocky man
t he Door keeper spoke to. She saw the man's face change, saw his eyes shift to her in a brief,
startl ed gaze, saw hi mquestion the Doorkeeper, |owvoiced, intense.

They both cane to her. "The Master Changer of Roke: Irian of Way," said the Doorkeeper

The Changer stared openly at her. He was not as tall as she was. He stared at the Doorkeeper, and
then at her again.

"Forgive me for tal king about you before your face, young woman," he said, "but | must. Master
Door keeper, you know |'d never question your judgnent, but the Rule is clear. | have to ask what
moved you to break it and let her come in."

"She asked to," said the Doorkeeper

"But. . ." The Changer paused.

"When did a woman | ast ask to enter the School ?"

"They know the Rule doesn't allow them"

"Did you know that, Irian?" the Doorkeeper asked her

"Yes, sir."
"So what brought you here?" the Changer asked, stern, but not hiding his curiosity.
"Master lvory said | could pass for a man. Though | thought | should say who I was. | will be as

celibate as anyone, sir."

Two | ong curves appeared on the Doorkeeper's cheeks, enclosing the slow upturn of his snmle. The
Changer's face renmmi ned stern, but he blinked, and after a little thought said, "I'msure - yes -
it was definitely the better plan to be honest. What Master did you speak of ?"

"Ivory," said the Doorkeeper. "A lad from Havnor Great Port, whom!| let in three years ago, and
|l et out again |l ast year, as you may recall."”

"Ivory! That fellow that studied with the Hand? Is he here?" the Changer denmanded of Irian
wathily. She stood straight and said not hing.

"Not in the School," the Doorkeeper said, sniling.

"He fool ed you, young worman. Made a fool of you by trying to make fools of us."

"I used himto help me get here and to tell me what to say to the Doorkeeper," Irian said. "I'm
not here to fool anybody, but to learn what | need to know. "
"I'"ve often wondered why | let the boy in," said the Doorkeeper. "Now | begin to understand,"”

At that the Changer | ooked at him and after pondering said soberly, "Doorkeeper, what have you in
m nd?"

"I think Irian of Way may have cone to us seeking not only what she needs to know, but al so what
we need to know. " The Doorkeeper's tone was equally sober, and his snmile was gone. "I think this
may be a matter for talk anong the nine of us.”

The Changer absorbed that with a | ook of real amazenent; but he did not question the Doorkeeper

He said only, "But not anong the students."

The Door keeper shook his head, agreeing.

"She can lodge in the town," the Changer said, with sone relief.

"While we tal k behind her back?"

"You won't bring her into the Council Roon®?" the Changer said in disbelief.

"The Archmage brought the boy Arren there.”

"But - but Arren was King Lebannen -"

"And who is Irian?"

The Changer stood silent, and then he said quietly, with respect, "My friend, what is it you think
to do, to learn? Wat is she, that you ask this for her?"

"Who are we," said the Doorkeeper, "that we refuse her without knowi ng what she is?"

"A wonman, " said the Master Sunmmoner.
Irian had waited sone hours in the Doorkeeper's chanber, a low, light, bare roomwith a small -
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paned wi ndow | ooki ng out on the kitchen-gardens of the G eat House - handsone, well-kept gardens,
I ong rows and beds of vegetables, greens, and herbs, with berry canes and fruit trees beyond. She
saw a burly, dark-skinned man and two boys cone out and weed one of the vegetable plots. It eased
her mind to watch their careful work. She w shed she could help themat it. The waiting and the
strangeness were very difficult. Once the Doorkeeper cane in, bringing her a plate with cold neat
and bread and scallions, and she ate because he told her to eat, but chew ng and swal |l owi ng were
hard work. The gardeners went away and there was nothing to watch out the w ndow but the cabbages
growi ng and the sparrows hopping, and now and then a hawk far up in the sky, and the w nd novi ng
softly in the tops of tall trees, on beyond the gardens.

The Door keeper cane back and said, "Cone, Irian, and neet the Masters of Roke." Her heart began to
go at a carthorse gallop. She followed himthrough the naze of corridors to a dark-walled room
with a row of high pointed wi ndows. A group of men stood there, and every one of themturned to

| ook at her as she cane into the room

"Irian of Way, ny lords," said the Doorkeeper. They were all silent. He notioned her to cone
farther into the room "The Master Changer you have net," he said. He naned all the others, but
she could not take in the names of the masteries, except that the Master Herbal was the one she
had taken to be a gardener, and the youngest-looking of them a tall man with a stern, beautifu
face that seemed carved out of dark stone, was the Master Summoner. It was he who spoke, when the
Door keeper was done. "A woran," he said.

The Door keeper nodded once, nmld as ever.

"This is what you brought the Nine together for? This and no nore?"

"This and no nore," said the Doorkeeper

"Dragons have been seen flying above the I nnbst Sea. Roke has no Archnmage, and the islands no true-
crowned king. There is real work to do," the Summoner said, and his voice too was |ike stone, cold
and heavy. "Wen will we do it?"

There was an unconfortable silence, as the Doorkeeper did not speak. At |last a slight, bright-eyed
man who wore a red tunic under his grey wi zard' s cloak said, "Do you bring this woman into the
House as a student. Master Doorkeeper?"

"If I did, it would be up to you all to approve or disapprove," said he.

"Do you?" asked the man in the red tunic, smling a little.

"Master Hand," said the Doorkeeper, "she asked to enter as a student, and | saw no reason to deny
her."

"Every reason," said the Summoner

A man with a deep, clear voice spoke: 'It's not our judgnent that prevails, but the Rule of Roke,
which we are sworn to follow "

"l doubt the Doorkeeper would defy it lightly," said one of themlIrian had not noticed till he
spoke, though he was a big man, white-haired, aw boned, and crag-faced. Unlike the others, he

| ooked at her as he spoke. "I am Kurrenkarmerruk," he said to her. "As the Master Namer here,
make free with names, my own included. Wio named you, Irian?"

"The witch Rose of our village, lord," she answered, standing straight, though her voice cane out
hi gh- pi tched and rough

"I's she mi snanmed?" the Doorkeeper asked the Naner

Kurrenkar merruk shook his head. "No. But...."

The Sunmoner, who had been standing with his back to them facing the fireless hearth, turned
round. "The names witches give each other are not our concern here," he said. "If you have sone
interest in this wonman, Doorkeeper, it should be pursued outside these walls - outside the door
you vowed to keep. She has no place here nor ever will. She can bring only confusion, dissension,
and further weakness anong us. | will speak no | onger and say nothing else in her presence. The
only answer to conscious error is silence."

"Silence is not enough, nmy lord," said one who had not spoken before. To Irian's eyes he was very
strange-1 ooki ng, having pal e reddi sh skin, long pale hair, and narrow eyes the colour of ice. Hs
speech was al so strange, stiff and sonehow defornmed. "Silence is the answer to everything, and to
not hi ng, " he said.

The Sunmoner lifted his noble, dark face and | ooked across the roomat the pale nman, but did not
speak. Wthout a word or gesture he turned away again and left the room As he wal ked sl owly past
Irian, she shrank back fromhim It was as if a grave had opened, a winter grave, cold, wet, dark
Her breath stuck in her throat. She gasped a little for air. Wen she recovered herself she saw
the Changer and the pale man both watching her intently.

The one with a voice |like a deep-toned bell |ooked at her too, and spoke to her with a plain, kind
severity. "As | see it, the man who brought you here neant to do harm but you do not. Yet being
here, Irian, you do us and yourself harm Everything not in its own place does harm A note sung,
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however well sung, wecks the tune it isn't part of. Wonen teach wonmen. Wtches learn their craft
fromother witches and fromsorcerers, not fromw zards. Wat we teach here is in a | anguage not
for wonen's tongues. The young heart rebels against such laws, calling themunjust, arbitrary. But
they are true | aws, founded not on what we want, but on what is. The just and the unjust, the
foolish and the wise, all nust obey them or waste |life and come to grief."

The Changer and a thin, keen-faced old nman standi ng besi de hi mnodded i n agreenent. The Master

Hand said, "lIrian, | amsorry. Ivory was ny pupil. If | taught himbadly, |I did worse in sending
hi m away. | thought himinsignificant, and so harnmless. But he lied to you and beguil ed you. You
nmust not feel shane. The fault was his, and mine.”

"l am not ashaned," Irian said. She |ooked at themall. She felt that she should thank them for

their courtesy but the words woul d not conme. She nodded stiffly to them turned round, and strode
out of the room

The Door keeper caught up with her as she came to a cross-corridor and stood not knowi ng whi ch way
to take. "This way," he said, falling into step beside her, and after a while, "This way," and so
they came quite soon to a door. It was not made of horn and ivory. It was uncarved oak, black and
massive, with an iron bolt worn thin with age. "This is the back door," the nmage said, unbolting
it. "Media's Gate, they used to call it. | keep both doors." He opened it. The brightness of the
day dazzled Irian's eyes. Wen she could see clearly she saw a path | eading fromthe door through
the gardens and the fields beyond them beyond the fields were the high trees, and the swell of
Roke Knoll off to the right. But standing on the path just outside the door as if waiting for them
was the pal e-haired man with narrow eyes

"Patterner," said the Doorkeeper, not at all surprised.

"Where do you send this |ady?" said the Patterner in his strange speech

"Nowhere," said the Doorkeeper. "I let her out as | let her in, at her desire."

"WIIl you come with ne?" the Patterner said to Irian

She | ooked at himand at the Doorkeeper and sai d not hing.

"I don't live in this House. In any house," the Patterner said. "I live there. The G ove - ah," he
said, turning suddenly. The big, white-haired man, Kurrenkarnmerruk the Nanmer, was standing just
down the path. He had not been standing there until the other nage said 'Ah." Irian stared from
one to the other in blank bew | derment.

This is only a seenming of nme, a presentnment, a sending," the old man said to her. "I don't live
here either. Mles off." He gestured northward. "You might conme there when you're done with the
Patterner here. I'd like to I earn nmore about your nane." He nodded to the other two nmages and was

not there. A bunbl ebee buzzed heavily through the air where he had been

Irian | ooked down at the ground. After a long tinme she said, clearing her throat, not |ooking up,
"I's it true | do harm bei ng here?"

"I don't know," said the Doorkeeper.

"In the Gove is no harm" said the Patterner. "Cone on. There is an old house, a hut. Ad, dirty.
You don't care, eh? Stay a while. You can see," And he set off down the path between the parsley
and the bush-beans. She | ooked at the Doorkeeper; he smiled a little. She foll owed the pal e-haired
man.

They wal ked a half-nmile or so. The Knoll rose up full in the western sun on their right. Behind
them t he School spraw ed grey and many-roofed on its lower hill. The grove of trees towered before
them now. She saw oak and will ow, chestnut and ash, and tall evergreens. Fromthe dense, sun-shot
darkness of the trees a streamran out, green-banked, with nmany brown trodden pl aces where cattle
and sheep went down to drink or to cross over. They had cone through the stile froma pasture
where fifty or sixty sheep grazed the short, bright turf, and now stood near the stream That
house," said the nage, pointing to a |low, noss-ridden roof half-hidden by the afternoon shadows of
the trees. "Stay tonight. You will?"

He asked her to stay, he did not tell her to. Al she could do was nod.

“I''ll bring food," he said, and strode on, quickening his pace so that he vani shed soon, though
not so abruptly as the Naner, in the |light and shadow under the trees. Irian watched till he was
certainly gone and then nmade her way through high grass and weeds to the little house.

It |ooked very old. It had been rebuilt and rebuilt again, but not for a long tine. Nor had anyone
lived init for along time, fromthe feel of it. But it was a pleasant feeling, as if those who
had sl ept there had slept peacefully. As for decrepit walls, mnmice, cobwebs, and scant furniture,
none of that was new to Irian. She found a bald broom and swept out a bit. She unrolled her

bl anket on the plank bed. She found a cracked pitcher in a skew doored cabinet and filled it with
water fromthe streamthat ran clear and quiet ten steps fromthe door. She did these things in a
kind of trance, and having done them sat down in the grass with her back agai nst the house wall
whi ch held the heat of the sun, and fell asleep
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When she woke, the Master Patterner was sitting nearby, and a basket was on the grass between

t hem

"Hungry? Eat," he said.

"I'"ll eat later, sir. Thank you," said Irian

"I am hungry now," said the mage. He took a hardboiled egg fromthe basket, cracked, shelled, and
ate it.

They call this the Gtter's House," he said. "Very old. As old as the Great House. Everything is
old, here. W are old - the Masters."

"You're not," Irian said. She thought himbetween thirty and forty, though it was hard to tell;
she kept thinking his hair was white, because it was not bl ack

"But | cane far. Mles can be years. | am Kargi sh, from Karego. You know?"

"The Hoary Men!" said Irian, staring openly at him Al Daisy's ballads of the Hoary Men who
sailed out of the east to lay the | and waste and spit innocent babes on their |ances, and the
story of how Erreth-Akbe lost the Ring of Peace, and the new songs and the King's Tal e about how
Archmage Sparrowhawk had gone anong the Hoary Men and cone back with that ring -

"Hoary?" said the Patterner

"Frosty. Wite," she said, |ooking away, enbarrassed.

"Ah." Presently he said, "The Master Sumoner is not old." And she got a sidelong | ook fromthose
narrow, ice-coloured eyes

She sai d not hi ng.

"l think you feared him"

She nodded.

When she said nothing, and sone tine had passed, he said, "In the shadow of these trees is no
harm Only truth."”

"When he passed ne," she said in a |low voice, "I saw a grave."

"Ah," said the Patterner.

He had made a little heap of bits of eggshell on the ground by his knee. He arranged the white
fragnents into a curve, then closed it into a circle. "Yes," he said, studying his eggshells,
then, scratching up the earth a bit, he neatly and delicately buried them He dusted off his
hands. Again his glance flicked to Irian and away.

"You have been a witch, Irian?"

n ’\b. n
"But you have some know edge."
"No. | don't. Rose wouldn't teach nme. She said she didn't dare. Because | had power but she didn't

know what it was."

"Your Rose is a wise flower," said the mage, unsmling.

"But | know | have -1 have sonething to do, to be. That's why | wanted to cone here. To find out.
On the Isle of the Wse."

She was getting used to his strange face now and was able to read it. She thought that he | ooked
sad. H s way of speaking was harsh, quick, dry, peaceable. The nen of the Isle are not al ways

wi se, eh?" he said. "Maybe the Doorkeeper." He | ooked at her now, not glancing but squarely, his
eyes catching and hol ding hers. "But there. In the wood. Under the trees. There is the old w sdom
Never old. | can't teach you. |I can take you into the Grove." After a minute he stood up. "Yes?"
"Yes," she said uncertainly.

"The house is all right?"

"Yes -"

"Tonorrow," he said, and strode off.

So for a half-nmonth or nore of the hot days of summer, Irian slept in the Gtter's House, which was
a peaceful one, and ate what the Master Patterner brought her in his basket - eggs, cheese,
greens, fruit, snoked nutton - and went with himevery afternoon into the grove of high trees,
where the paths seemed never to be quite where she renenbered them and often |ed on far beyond
what seened the confines of the wood. They wal ked there in silence, and spoke sel dom when they
rested. The nmage was a qui et man. Though there was a hint of fierceness in him he never showed it
to her, and his presence was as easy as that of the trees and the rare birds and four-I|egged
creatures of the Grove. As he had said, he did not try to teach her. Wen she asked about the

G ove, he told her that, with Roke Knoll, it had stood since Segoy made the islands of the world,
and that all magic was in the roots of the trees, and that they were mingled with the roots of al
the forests that were or might yet be. "And sonetines the Gove is in this place,"” he said, "and
sonetimes in another. But it is always."

She had never seen where he lived. He sl ept wherever he chose to, she inmmagined, in these warm
summer ni ghts, She asked himwhere the food they ate cane from what the School did not supply for
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itself, he said, the farners round about provided, considering thenselves well reconpensed by the
protections the Masters set on their flocks and fields and orchards. That nmade sense to her. On
Way, "a wizard wi thout his porridge" nmeant somethi ng unprecedented, unheard-of. But she was no

wi zard, and so, thinking to earn her porridge, she did her best to repair the Qtter's House,
borrowing tools froma farmer and buying nails and plaster in Thwil Town, for she still had half
t he cheese noney.

The Patterner never canme to her much before noon, so she had the nornings free. She was used to

solitude, but still she missed Rose and Dai sy and Coney, and the chickens and the cows and ewes,
and the rowdy, foolish dogs, and all the work she did at honme trying to keep AQd Iria together and
put food on the table. So she worked away unhurriedly every norning till she saw the nage cone out

fromthe trees with his sunlight-coloured hair shining in the sunlight.

Once there in the Grove she had no thought of earning, or deserving, or even of |earning. To be

t here was enough, was all.

When she asked himif students cane there fromthe G eat House, he said, "Sonetines." Another tinme
he said, "My words are nothing. Hear the | eaves."” That was all he said that could be called
teaching. As she wal ked, she listened to the | eaves when the wind rustled themor storned in the
crowns of the trees; she watched the shadows play, and thought about the roots of the trees down
in the darkness of the earth. She was utterly content to be there. Yet always, wi thout discontent
or urgency, she felt that she was waiting. And that silent expectancy was deepest and cl earest
when she came out of the shelter of the woods and saw t he open sky.

Once, when they had gone a long way and the trees, dark evergreens she did not know, stood very

hi gh about them she heard a call - a horn blowing, a cry? - renote, on the very edge of hearing
She stood still, listening towards the west. The nage wal ked on, turning only when he realized she
had st opped.

"I heard -" she said, and could not say what she had heard.

He |istened. They wal ked on at |ast through a silence enlarged and deepened by that far call

She never went into the G ove without him and it was many days before he left her alone within
it. But one hot afternoon when they cane to a gl ade anobng a stand of oaks, he said, "I will cone
back here, eh?" and wal ked off with his quick, silent step, lost alnmpbst at once in the dappl ed,
shifting depths of the forest.

She had no wish to explore for herself. The peaceful ness of the place called for stillness,

wat ching, listening; and she knew how tricky the paths were, and that the Grove was, as the
Patterner put it, "bigger inside than outside'. She sat down in a patch of sun-dappled shade and
wat ched the shadows of the | eaves play across the ground. The oakmast was deep; though she had
never seen wild swine in the wood, she saw their tracks here. For a nonent she caught the scent of
a fox. Her thoughts noved as quietly and easily as the breeze noved in the warmlight.

Often her nmind here seened enpty of thought, full of the forest itself, but this day nmenories cane
to her, vivid. She thought about Ivory, thinking she would never see himagain, wondering if he
had found a ship to take himback to Havnor. He had told her he'd never go back to Westpool; the
only place for himwas the Great Port, the King's City, and for all he cared the island of Wy
could sink in the sea as deep as Solea. But she thought with love of the roads and fields of \Vay.
She thought of Od Iria village, the marshy spring under Iria Hill, the old house on it. She

t hought about Dai sy singing ballads in the kitchen, winter evenings, beating out the time with her
wooden cl ogs; and old Coney in the vineyards with his razor-edge knife, showi ng her how to prune
the vine "right down to the life init"; and Rose, her Etaudis, whispering charnms to ease the pain
inachild s broken arm | have known w se people, she thought. Her mind flinched away from
renenbering her father, but the notion of the | eaves and shadows drew it on. She saw hi m drunk,
shouting. She felt his prying, tremul ous hands on her. She saw hi m weepi ng, sick, shaned, and
grief rose up through her body and dissolved, |ike an ache that nelts away in a long stretch. He
was |l ess to her than the nother she had not known.

She stretched, feeling the ease of her body in the warnth, and her nmind drifted back to Ivory. She
had had no one in her life to desire. Wien the young wi zard first came riding by so slimand
arrogant, she wi shed she could want him but she didn't and couldn't, and so she had thought him
spel | -protected. Rose had explained to her how wi zards' spells worked 'so that it never enters
your head nor theirs, see, because it would take fromtheir power, they say'. But |vory, poor
Ivory, had been all too unprotected. |If anybody was under a spell of chastity it nust have been
hersel f, for charmi ng and handsone as he was she had never been able to feel a thing for him but
liking, and her only lust was to |l earn what he could teach her

She considered herself, sitting in the deep silence of the Gove. No bird sang; the breeze was
down; the | eaves hung still. Am | ensorcelled? Am| a sterile thing, not whole, not a woman? she
asked hersel f, |ooking at her strong bare arnms, the slight, soft swell of her breasts in the
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shadow under the throat of her shirt.

She | ooked up and saw the Hoary Man cone out of a dark aisle of great oaks and come towards her
across the gl ade.

He stopped in front of her. She felt herself blush, her face and throat burning, dizzy, her ears
ringi ng. She sought words, anything to say, to turn his attention away from her, and could find
nothing at all. He sat down near her. She | ooked down, as if studying the skeleton of a |ast-
year's | eaf by her hand.

What do | want? she asked herself, and the answer came not in words but throughout her whol e body
and soul: the fire, a greater fire than that, the flight, the flight burning -

She cane back into herself, into the still air under the trees. The Hoary Man sat near her, his
face bowed down, and she thought how slight and Iight he | ooked, how quiet and sorrowful. There
was nothing to fear. There was no harm

He | ooked over at her

“Irian," he said, "do you hear the | eaves?"

The breeze was noving again slightly; she could hear a bare whi spering anong the oaks. "Alittle,"
she sai d.

"Do you hear the words?"

"No.

She asked nothing and he said no nore. Presently he got up, and she followed himto the path that
al ways | ed them sooner or later, out of the wood to the clearing by the Thwilburn and the Oter's
House. When they came there, it was |ate afternoon. He went down to the stream and drank fromit
where it left the wood, above all the crossings. She did the same. Then sitting in the cool, |ong
grass of the bank, he began to speak.

"My people, the Kargs, they worship gods. Twin gods, brothers. And the king there is also a god.
But before that and after are the streans. Caves, stones, hills. Trees. The earth. The darkness of
the earth.”

The A d Powers," Irian said

He nodded. There, wonen know the O d Powers. Here too, witches. And the know edge is bad - eh?"
When he added that little questioning "eh?" or "neh?" to the end of what had seened a statenent it
al ways took her by surprise. She said nothing.

"Dark is bad," said the Patterner. "Eh?"

Irian drew a deep breath and | ooked at himeye to eye as they sat there. ""Only in dark the
light,"" she said.

"Ah," he said. He | ooked away so that she could not see his expression

"I should go," she said. "I can walk in the Grove, but not live there. It isn't my - nmy place. And
the Master Chanter said | did harm by being here."

"W all do harm by being," said the Patterner

He did as he often did, nmade a little design out of whatever lay to hand: on the bit of sand on
the riverbank in front of himhe set a | eaf-stem a grassblade, and several pebbles. He studied
them and rearranged them "Now I must speak of harm" he said.

After a long pause he went on. "You know that a dragon brought back our Lord Sparrowhawk, with the
young king, fromthe shores of death. Then the dragon carried Sparrowhawk away to his hone, for
his power was gone, he was not a mage. So presently the Masters of Roke net to choose a new
Archmage, here, in the Gove, as always. But not as al ways.

"Before the dragon cane, the Sumoner too had returned from death, where he can go, where his art
can take him He had seen our lord and the young king there, in that country across the wall of
stones. He said they would not cone back. He said Lord Sparrowhawk had told himto conme back to
us, tolife, to bear that word. So we grieved for our |ord.

"But then came the dragon, Kal essin, bearing himliving.

"The Sunmoner was anpng us when we stood on Roke Knoll and saw the Archmage kneel to King
Lebannen. Then, as the dragon bore our friend away, the Sunmoner fell down.

"He lay as if dead, cold, his heart not beating, yet he breathed. The Herbal used all his art, but
could not rouse him "He is dead," he said. "The breath will not |eave him but he is dead." So we
mour ned him Then, because here was di smay anong us, and all mny patterns spoke of change and
danger, we nmet to choose a new Warden of Roke, an Archnage to guide us. And in our council we set
the young king in the Summoner's place. To us it seenmed right that he should sit anmong us. Only

t he Changer spoke against it at first, and then agreed.

"But we nmet, we sat, and we could not choose. W said this and said that, but no name was spoken

And then I..." He paused a while. There cane on ne what ny people call the eduevanu, the other
breath. Words cane to me and | spoke them | said, Hama Gondun! And Kurrenkarnerruk told themthis
in Hardic: "A wonan on Gont." But when | cane back to ny own wits, | could not tell them what that
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meant. And so we parted with no Archmage chosen

The king left soon after, and the Master Wndkey went with him Before the king was to be crowned,
they went to Gont and sought our lord, to find what that meant, "a worman on Gont". Eh? But they
did not see him only ny countrywonman Tenar of the Ring. She said she was not the wonan they
sought. And they found no one, nothing. So Lebannen judged it to be a prophecy yet to be
fulfilled. And in Havnor he set his crown on his own head.

The Herbal, and | too, judged the Sumoner dead. We thought the breath he breathed was left from
sonme spell of his own art that we did not understand, |ike the spell snakes know that keeps their
heart beating long after they are dead. Though it seened terrible to bury a breathing body, yet he
was cold, and his blood did not run, and no soul was in him That was nore terrible. So we nade
ready to bury him And then, by his grave, his eyes opened. He noved, and spoke. He said, "I have
sunmoned nyself again into life, to do what nust be done.™"'

The Patterner's voice had grown rougher, and he suddenly brushed the little design of pebbles
apart with the pal mof his hand.

"So when the Wndkey returned, we were nine again. But divided. For the Summoner said we nust neet
again and choose an Archmage. The king had had no place anobng us, he said. And "a wonan on Gont",
whoever she nay be, has no place anobng the nmen on Roke. Eh? The W ndkey, the Chanter, the Changer

the Hand, say he is right. And as King Lebannen is one returned fromdeath, fulfilling that

prophecy, they say so will the Archnage be one returned fromdeath."

"But -" Irian said, and stopped.

After a while the Patterner said, "That art, summoning, you know, is very . . . terrible. It is
al ways danger. Here," and he | ooked up into the green-gold darkness of the trees, "here is no

sunmoni ng. No bringi ng back across the wall. No wall."

H's face was a warrior's face, but when he looked into the trees it was softened, yearning.

"So," he said, "now he nakes you his reason for our neeting. But | will not go to the Great House.
I will not be sunmpned."”

"He won't cone here?"

"I think he will not walk in the Grove. Nor on Roke Knoll. On the Knoll, what is, is so,"

She did not know what he neant, but did not ask, preoccupied: "You say he nakes nme his reason for
you to neet together."

"Yes. To send away one woran, it takes nine nmages." He very seldomsniled, and when he did it was
quick and fierce. "We are to neet to uphold the Rule of Roke. And so to choose an Archmage."

"I'f I went away -" She saw hi m shake his head. "I could go to the Namer -"

"You are safer here.”

The idea of doing harmtroubled her, but the idea of danger had not entered her mnd. She found it
i nconceivable. "I'"lIl be all right," she said. "So the Namer, and you - and the Doorkeeper ?"

"- do not wish Thorion to be Archnage. Al so the Master Herbal, though he digs and says little."

He saw Irian staring at himin amazenent. Thorion the Summoner speaks his true nanme," he said. "He
di ed, eh?"

She knew that King Lebannen used his true name openly. He too had returned fromdeath. Yet that

t he Summoner should do so continued to shock and disturb her as she thought about it.

"And the ... the students?"

"Divided al so."

She t hought about the School, where she had been so briefly. From here, under the eaves of the

G ove, she saw it as stone walls enclosing all one kind of being and keeping out all others, I|ike
a pen, a cage. How could any of them keep their balance in a place |ike that?

The Patterner pushed four pebbles into a little curve on the sand and said, "I w sh the

Spar rowhawk had not gone. | wish | could read what the shadows wite. But all | can hear the

| eaves say is change, change... Everything will change but them" He | ooked up into the trees
again with that yearning | ook. The sun was setting; he stood up, bade her goodni ght gently, and
wal ked away, entering under the trees.

She sat on a while by the Thw | burn. She was troubl ed by what he had told her and by her thoughts
and feelings in the Gove, and troubled that any thought or feeling could have troubled her there
She went to the house, set out her supper of snpbked neat and bread and sumer lettuce, and ate it
wi thout tasting it. She roaned restlessly back down he streanbank to the water. It was very still
and warmin the |late dusk, only the largest stars burning through a mlky overcast. She slipped
of f her sandals and put her feet in the water. It was cool, but veins of sunwarnth ran through it.
She slid out of her clothes, the man's breeches and shirt that were all she had, and slipped naked
into the water, feeling the push and stir of the current all along her body. She had never swumin
the streans at Iria, and she had hated the sea, heaving grey and cold, but this quick water

pl eased her, tonight. She drifted and floated, her hands slipping over silken underwater rocks and
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her own silken flanks, her legs sliding through waterweeds. Al trouble and restl essness washed
away fromher in the running of the water, and she floated in delight in the caress of the stream
gazing up at the white, soft fire of the stars.

A chill ran through her. The water ran cold. Gathering herself together, her linbs still soft and
| oose, she | ooked up and saw on the bank above her the black figure of a man.

She stood straight up in the water.

"CGet out!" she shouted. "Get away, you traitor, you foul lecher, or I'lIl cut the liver out of
you!" She sprang up the bank, pulling herself up by the tough bunchgrass, and scranbled to her
feet. No one was there. She stood afire, shaking with rage. She | eapt back down the bank, found

her clothes, and pulled themon, still swearing - "You coward wi zard! You traitorous son of a
bitch!"

"“Irian?"

"He was here!" she cried. "That foul heart, that Thorion!" She strode to neet the Patterner as he
came into the starlight by the house. "I was bathing in the stream and he stood there watching
me! "

"A sending - only a seeming of him It could not hurt you, Irian."

"A sending with eyes, a seening with seeing! May he be -" She stopped, at a | oss suddenly for the

word. She felt sick. She shuddered, and swallowed the cold spittle that welled in her nouth.

The Patterner came forward and took her hands in his. H's hands were warm and she felt so
mortally cold that she came close up against himfor the warnth of his body. They stood so for a
whil e, her face turned fromhimbut their hands joined and their bodies pressed close. At |last she

broke free, straightening herself, pushing back her |ank wet hair. Thank you," she said. "I was
cold."

"I know. "

"I'''mnever cold," she said. "It was him"

"I tell you, Irian, he cannot cone here, he cannot harmyou here."

"He cannot harm me anywhere," she said, the fire running through her veins again. "If he tries to,

I"I'l destroy him"

"Ah," said the Patterner

She | ooked at himin the starlight, and said, "Tell nme your name - not your true name - only what
| can call you. Wen | think of you."

He stood silent a minute, and then said, "In Karego-At, when | was a barbarian, | was Azver. In
Hardic, that is a banner of war."

"Azver," she said. "Thank you."

She lay awake in the little house, feeling the air stifling and the ceiling pressing down on her
then sl ept suddenly and deeply. She woke as suddenly when the east was just getting |ight. She
went to the door to see what she | oved best to see, the sky before sunrise. Looking down fromit
she saw Azver the Patterner rolled up in his grey cloak, sound asleep on the ground before her
doorstep. She withdrew noiselessly into the house. In alittle while she saw hi mgoing back to his
woods, wal king a bit stiffly and scratching his head as he went, as people do when hal f awake.

She got to work scraping down the inner wall of the house, readying it to plaster. But before the
sun was in the wi ndows, there was a knock at her open door. Qutside was the man she had thought
was a gardener, the Master Herbal, |ooking solid and stolid, Iike a brown ox, beside the gaunt,
grimfaced old Nanrer.

She cane to the door and nuttered some kind of greeting. They daunted her, these Masters of Roke,
and al so their presence neant that the peaceful tine was over, the days of walking in the silent
sunmer forest with the Patterner. That had come to an end |ast night. She knew it, but she did not
want to know it.

"The Patterner sent for us," said the Master Herbal. He | ooked unconfortable. Noticing a clunmp of
weeds under the wi ndow, he said, "That's velvet. Sonebody from Havnor planted it here. Didn't know
there was any on the island." He examined it attentively, and put sonme seedpods into his pouch
Irian was studying the Naner covertly but equally attentively, trying to see if she could tell if
he was what he had called a sending or was there in flesh and bl ood. Nothi ng about hi m appeared

i nsubstantial, but she thought he was not there, and when he stepped into the slanting sunlight
and cast no shadow, she knewit.

"Is it along way fromwhere you live, sir?" she asked.

He nodded. "Left nyself halfway," he said. He | ooked up; the Patterner was coning towards them

wi de awake now.

He greeted them and asked, "The Doorkeeper will come?"

"Said he thought he'd better keep the doors," said the Herbal. He closed is many-pocketed pouch
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carefully and | ooked around at the others. "But | don't know if he can keep a Ilid on the ant-
hill."

"What's up?" said Kurrenkarnerruk. "l've been readi ng about dragons. Not paying attention. But al
the boys | had studying at the Tower left."

"Sumoned, " said the Herbal, drily.

"So?" said the Namer, nore drily.

"I can tell you only howit seens to ne," the Herbal said, reluctant, unconfortable.

"Do that," the old mage said.

The Herbal still hesitated. "This lady is not of our council,'
"She is of mne," said Azver.

"She cane to this place at this tine," the Naner said. "And to this place, at this time, no one
comes by chance. Al any of us knows is how it seems to us. There are nanmes behi nd nanmes, ny Lord
Heal er . "

The dark-eyed mage bowed his head at that, and said, "Very well,"” evidently with relief at
accepting their judgment over his own. "Thorion has been nuch with the other Masters, and with the
young nen. Secret neetings, inner circles. Runors, whispers. The younger students are frightened,
and several have asked ne or the Doorkeeper if they may go. And we'd |let themgo. But there's no
ship in port, and none has cone into Thwil Bay since the one that brought you, |ady, and sailed
again next day for Wathort. The W ndkey keeps the Roke-wi nd against all. If the king hinself
shoul d cone, he could not |and on Roke,"

"Until the wind changes, eh?" said the Patterner

"Thorion says Lebannen is not truly king, since no Archmage crowned him"

"Nonsense! Not history!" said the old Naner. "The first Archmage cane centuries after the |ast
king. Roke ruled in the kings' stead."

"Ah," said the Patterner. "Hard for the housekeeper to give up the keys when the owner cones
hone. "

"The Ring of Peace is healed," said the Herbal, in his patient, troubled voice, "the prophecy is
fulfilled, the son of Morred is crowned, and yet we have no peace. Wiere have we gone w ong? Wy
can we not find the bal ance?"

"What does Thorion intend?" asked the Naner.

he said at | ast.

"To bring Lebannen here," said the Herbal. "The young nen talk of "the true crown". A second
coronation, here. By the Archnage Thorion."
"Avert!" Irian blurted out, making the sign to prevent word from becom ng deed. None of the nen

sniled, and the Herbal belatedly nade the sanme gesture.
"How does he hold themall?" the Namer said. "Herbal, you were here when Sparrowhawk and Thori on

were challenged by Irioth. His gift was as great as Thorion's, | think. He used it to use nmen, to
control themwholly. Is that what Thorion does?"

"I don't know," the Herbal said. "I can only tell you that when I'mwith him when |'min the

G eat House, | feel that nothing can be done but what has been done. That nothing will change.

Not hing will grow. That no matter what cures | use, the sickness will end in death." He | ooked
around at themall like a hurt ox. "And | think it is true. There is no way to regain the

Equi l i briumbut by holding still. W have gone too far. For the Archmage and Lebannen to go bodily
into death, and return - it was not right. They broke a |l aw that must not be broken. It was to

restore the law that Thorion returned."

"What, to send them back into death?" the Namer said, and the Patterner, "Who is to say what is
the | aw?"

"There is a wall," the Herbal said.

"That wall is not as deep-rooted as ny trees," said the Patterner

"But you're right, Herbal, we're out of balance," said Kurremkarmerruk, his voice hard and harsh
"When and where did we begin to go too far? What have we forgotten, turned our back on
over | ooked?"

Irian | ooked fromone to the other

"When the bal ance is wong, holding still is not good. It nust get nore wong," said the
Patterner. "Until -" He made a quick gesture of reversal with his open hands, down going up and up
down.

"What's nmore wong than to sunmon oneself back from death?" said the Naner.

"Thori on was the best of us all - a brave heart, a noble nind." The Herbal spoke al nost in anger.

"Sparrowhawk |oved him So did we all."

"Consci ence caught him" said the Namer. "Conscience told himhe alone could set things right. To
do it, he denied his death. So he denies life."

"And who shall stand against hinP" said the Patterner. "I can only hide in ny woods."
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"And | in ny tower," said the Naner. "And you, Herbal, and the Doorkeeper, are in the trap, in the
G eat House. The walls we built to keep all evil out. O in, as the case may be."

"We are four against him" said the Patterner

They are five against us," said the Herbal

"Has it conme to this," the Naner said, "that we stand at the edge of the forest Segoy planted and
talk of how to destroy one anot her?"

"Yes," said the Patterner. "What goes too |ong unchanged destroys itself. The forest is for ever
because it dies and dies and so lives. | will not let this dead hand touch nme. O touch the king
who brought us hope. A prom se was nmade, nmade through ne, | spoke it - "A woman on Gont" -1 will
not see that word forgotten.”

"Then should we go to Gont?" said the Herbal, caught in Azver's passion. "Sparrowhawk is there."
Tenar of the Ring is there," said Azver.

"Maybe our hope is there," said the Naner

They stood silent, uncertain, trying to cherish hope.

Irian stood silent too, but her hope sank down, replaced by a sense of shanme and utter

i nsignificance. These were brave, w se nen, seeking to save what they |oved, but they did not know
how to do it. And she had no share in their wisdom no part in their decisions. She drew away from
them and they did not notice. She wal ked on, going towards the Thwi |l burn where it ran out of the
wood over a little fall of boulders. The water was bright in the nmorning sunlight and nmade a happy
noi se. She wanted to cry but she had never been good at crying. She stood and watched the water,
and her shane turned slowy into anger.

She came back towards the three nen, and said, "Azver."

He turned to her, startled, and cane forward a little.

"Way did you break your Rule for nme? Was it fair to nme, who can never be what you are?"

Azver frowned. "The Door keeper admitted you because you asked," he said. "l brought you to the

G ove because the | eaves of the trees spoke your name to ne before you ever cane here. Irian, they
said, Irian. Way you cane | don't know, but not by chance. The Sunmoner too knows that."

"Maybe | cane to destroy him™

He | ooked at her and sai d nothing.

"Maybe | cane to destroy Roke."

H s pal e eyes blazed then. Try!"

A long shudder went through her as she stood facing him She felt herself |larger than he was,

| arger than she was, enormously |arger. She could reach out one finger and destroy him He stood
there in his small, brave, brief humanity, his nortality, defenseless. She drew a |ong, |ong
breath. She stepped back from him

The sense of huge strength was draining out of her. She turned her head a little and | ooked down,
surprised to see her owmn brown arm her rolled-up sleeve, the grass springing cool and green

around her sandal ed feet. She | ooked back at the Patterner and he still seemed a fragile being.
She pitied and honoured him She wanted to warn himof the peril he was in. But no words came to
her at all. She turned round and went back to the streanbank by the little falls. There she sank

down on her haunches and hid her face in her arns, shutting himout, shutting the world out.
The voices of the nages talking were |ike the voices of the streamrunning. The streamsaid its
words and they said theirs, but none of themwere the right words.

IV. Irian
When Azver rejoined the other men there was sonmething in his face that made the Herbal say, "What

isit?"
"l don't know," he said. "Maybe we should not | eave Roke."

"Probably we can't,"” said the Herbal. "If the Wndkey | ocks the winds against us ..."

"I'"'mgoing back to where | am" Kurrenkarnerruk said abruptly. "I don't like |eaving nmyself about
like an old shoe. I'lIl join you this evening." And he was gone.

"I"d like to wal k under your trees a bit, Azver," the Herbal said, with a long sigh

"Go on, Deyala. I'll stay here.” The Herbal went off. Azver sat down on the rough bench Irian had

made and put against the front wall of the house. He | ooked upstream at her, crouching notionless
on the bank. Sheep in the field between them and the Great House blatted softly. The norning sun
was getting hot.

H s father had naned hi m Banner of War. He had conme west, |eaving all he knew behind him and had
| earned his true nane fromthe trees of the Imuanent Gove, and becone the Patterner of Roke, All
this year the patterns of the shadows and the branches and the roots, all the silent |anguage of

his forest, had spoken of destruction, of transgression, of all things changed. Now it was upon
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them he knew. It had cone with her.
She was in his charge, in his care, he had known that when he saw her. Though she came to destroy
Roke, as she had said, he nust serve her. He did so willingly. She had walked with himin the

forest, tall, awkward, fearless; she had put aside the thorny arns of branmbles with her big,
careful hand. Her eyes, anber brown like the water of the Thwilburn in shadow, had | ooked at
everything; she had listened; she had been still. He wanted to protect her and knew he coul d not.

He had given her a little warnth when she was cold. He had nothing else to give her. Were she
must go she woul d go. She did not understand danger. She had no wi sdom but her innocence, no ampur
but her anger. Wo are you, Irian? he said to her, watching her crouched there |i ke an ani nmal

| ocked in its nuteness.

Hi s Herbal cane back fromthe woods and sat down beside himon the bench a while. In the niddle of
the day he returned to the Great House, agreeing to conme back with the Doorkeeper in the norning.
They woul d ask all the other Masters to neet with themin the Gove. "But he won't come," Deyal a
sai d, and Azver nodded.

Al day he stayed near the Oter's House, keeping watch on Irian, making her eat a little with
him She came to the house, but when they had eaten she went back to her place on the streanbank
and sat there notionless. And he too felt a lethargy in his own body and mind, a stupidity, which
he fought against but could not shake off. He thought of the Sumoner's eyes, and then it was that
he felt cold, cold through, though he was sitting in the full heat of the sumer's day. W are

rul ed by the dead, he thought. The thought would not |eave him

He was grateful to see Kurrenkarnerruk comng slowy down the bank of the Thwi |l burn fromthe
north. The old man waded through the stream barefoot, holding his shoes in one hand and his tal
staff in the other, snarling when he mssed his footing on the rocks. He sat down on the near bank
to dry his feet and put his shoes back on. "When | go back to the Tower," he said, "I'll ride.
Hre a carter, buy a mule. I"'mold, Azver."

"Come up to the house,"” the Patterner said, and he set out water and food for the Naner.

"Were's the girl?"

"Asl eep." Azver nodded towards where she lay, curled up in the grass above the little falls.

The heat of the day was beginning to | essen and the shadows of the Grove |ay across the grass,
though the Otter's House was still in sunlight. Kurrenkarnmerruk sat on the bench with his back
agai nst the house wall, and Azver on the doorstep

"We've cone to the end of it," the old man said out of silence.

Azver nodded, in silence.

"What brought you here, Azver?" the Naner asked. "I've often thought of asking you. A long, |ong
way to cone. And you have no w zards in the Kargish lands, | think."

"No. But we have the things wizardry is nade of. Water, stones, trees, words ..
"But not the words of the Making."

"No. Nor dragons,"

"Never ?"

"Only in sone very, very old tales. Before the gods were. Before nmen were. Before nen were nen,
they were dragons.™

"Now that is interesting," said the old scholar, sitting up straighter. "I told you | was reading
about dragons. You know there's been talk of themflying over the I nnbst Sea as far east as Gont.
That was no doubt Kal essin taking Ged hone, multiplied by sailors making a good story better. But
a boy swore to ne that his whole village had seen dragons flying, this spring, west of Munt Onn.
And so | was reading old books, to | earn when they ceased to cone east of Pendor. And in one
came on your story, or sonething like it. That nmen and dragons were all one kind, but they
guarrel l ed. Some went west and sone east, and they becane two kinds, and forgot they were ever
one."

"W went farthest east," Azver said. "But do you know what the |eader of an arnmy is, in ny

t ongue?"
"Edran," said the Namer pronptly, and |aughed. "Drake. Dragon...'
After a while he said, "I could chase an etynmol ogy on the brink of doom... But | think, Azver,

that that's where we are. W won't defeat him"

"He has the advantage," Azver said, very dry.

"He does. But, admitting it unlikely, admitting it inpossible - if we did defeat him- if he went
back into death and left us here alive - what would we do? What cones next?"

After a long time, Azver said, "I have no idea."

"Your | eaves and shadows tell you nothi ng?"

"Change, change," said the Patterner. Transfornation."

He | ooked up suddenly. The sheep, who had been grouped near the stile, were scurrying off, and
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soneone was coming along the path fromthe G eat House.

"A group of young nen," said the Herbal, breathless, as he came to them "Thorion's arny. Com ng
here. To take the girl. To send her away." He stood and drew breath. "The Doorkeeper was speaking
with themwhen | left. | think -"

"Here he is," said Azver, and the Doorkeeper was there, his snooth, yellow sh-brown face tranquil
as ever.

"I told them" he said, "that if they went out Medra's Gate this day, they'd never go back through
it into a House they knew. Sonme of themwere for turning back, then. But the Wndkey and the
Chanter urged themon. They'll be al ong soon.”

They could hear nmen's voices in the fields east of the G ove.

Azver went quickly to where Irian lay beside the stream and the others followed him She roused
up and got to her feet, l|ooking dull and dazed. They were standi ng around her, a kind of guard,
when the group of thirty or nore men cane past the little house and approached them They were
nmostly ol der students; there were five or six wi zard' s staffs anong the crowd, and the Master

W ndkey led them H's thin, keen old face | ooked strained and weary, but he greeted the four mages
courteously by their titles.

They greeted him and Azver took the word - "Cone into the G ove, Master W ndkey," he said,
we will wait there for the others of the Nine."

"First we nust settle the nmatter that divides us," said the Wndkey.

That is a stony matter," said the Naner.

"The woman with you defies the Rul e of Roke," the Wndkey said. "She nmust |eave. A boat is waiting
at the dock to take her, and the wind, | can tell you, will stand fair for Vay."

"I have no doubt of that, ny lord," said Azver, "but | doubt she will go-"

"My Lord Patterner, will you defy our Rule and our comunity, that has been one so |ong, uphol ding
order against the forces of ruin? WIl it be you, of all men, who breaks the pattern?"

"It is not glass, to break," Azver said. "It is breath, it is fire."

It cost hima great effort to speak.

"It does not know death,"” he said, but he spoke in his own | anguage, and they did not understand
him He drewcloser to Irian. He felt the warmth of her body. She stood staring, in that aninmal
silence, as if she did not understand any of them

"Lord Thorion has returned fromdeath to save us all," the Wndkey said, fiercely and clearly. "He
will be Archmage. Under his rule Roke will be as it was. The king will receive the true crown from
his hand, and rule with his guidance, as Morred ruled. No witches will defile sacred ground. No
dragons will threaten the Innost Sea. There will be order, safety, and peace.™

None of the nmges answered him In the silence, the nen with himnmurnured, and a voice anbng them
said, "Let us have the witch."

"No," Azver said, but could say nothing else. He held his staff of willow, but it was only wood in
hi s hand.

O the four of them only the Doorkeeper noved and spoke. He took a step forward, |ooking from one
young man to the next and the next. He said, "You trusted ne, giving nme your nanmes. WII you trust
me now?"

"My lord," said one of themwith a fine, dark face and a wi zard's oaken staff, "we do trust you,
and therefore ask you to let the witch go, and peace return."

Irian stepped forward before the Door keeper could answer.

"I amnot a witch," she said. Her voice sounded high, netallic, after the nmen's deep voices. "I
have no art. No know edge. | cane to learn.”

"W do not teach wonen here," said the Wndkey. "You know that."

"I know nothing," Irian said. She stepped forward again, facing the mage directly. Tell nme who |
am"

"Learn your place, woman," the nmage said with cold passion.

"My place," she said, slowy, the words dragging, "ny place is on the hill. Were things are what
they are. Tell the dead man | will nmeet himthere."

The W ndkey stood silent, but the group of nmen nuttered, angry, and sone of them noved forward.
Azver canme between her and them her words releasing himfromthe paralysis of mind and body that
had held him "Tell Thorion we will nmeet himon Roke Knoll," he said. "Wen he conmes, we will be
there. Now conme with nme," he said to Irian.

The Naner, the Doorkeeper, and the Herbal followed himwi th her into the G ove. There was a path
for them But when some of the young nen started after them there was no path.

"Conme back," the Wndkey said to the nen.

They turned back, uncertain. The |low sun was still bright on the fields and the roofs of the Geat
House, but inside the wood it was all shadows.

and
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"Wtchery," they said, "sacrilege, defilement."

"Best come away," said the Master Wndkey, his face set and sonbre, his keen eyes troubled. He set
of f back to the School, and they straggled after him arguing and debating in frustration and
anger.

They were not far inside the Grove, and still beside the stream when Irian stopped, turned aside,
and crouched down by the enornous, hunching roots of a willow that | eaned out over the water. The
four mages stood on the path.

"She spoke with the other breath," Azver said.

The Nanmer nodded.

"So we nust follow her?" the Herbal asked.

This time the Doorkeeper nodded. He sniled faintly and said, "So it would seem™

"Very well," said the Herbal, with his patient, troubled | ook; and he went aside a little, and
knelt to |l ook at sone small plant or fungus on the forest floor
Ti me passed as always in the G ove, not passing at all it seened, yet gone, the day gone quietly

by in a few long breaths, a quivering of leaves, a bird singing far off and another answering it
fromeven farther. Irian stood up slowy. She did not speak, but |ooked down the path, and then
wal ked down it. The four nen foll owed her

They came out into the calm open evening air. The west still held sone brightness as they crossed
the Thwi | burn and wal ked across the fields to Roke Knoll, which stood up before themin a high
dark curve agai nst the sky.

They're coning," the Doorkeeper said. Men were coming through the gardens and up the path fromthe
Great House, all the nages, many of the students. Leading themwas Thorion the Sumoner, tall in
his grey cloak, carrying his tall staff of bone-white wood, about which a faint gleam of werelight
hover ed.

Where the two paths net and joined to wind up to the heights of the Knoll, Thorion stopped and
stood waiting for them Irian strode forward to face him

"Irian of Way," the Summoner said in his deep, clear voice, "that there nmay be peace and order

and for the sake of the balance of all things, | bid you now leave this island. W cannot give you
what you ask, and for that we ask your forgiveness. But if you seek to stay here you forfeit

forgi veness, and nust |earn what follows on transgression."”

She stood up, alnost as tall as he, and as straight. She said nothing for a mnute and then spoke
out in a high, harsh voice. "Conme up on to the hill, Thorion," she said.

She left himstanding at the wayneet, on the |evel ground, and wal ked up the hill path for a
little way, a few strides. She turned and | ooked back down at him "Wat keeps you fromthe hill?"
she sai d.

The air was darkening around them The west was only a dull red line, the eastern sky was shadowy
above the sea.

The Summoner | ooked up at Irian. Slowy he raised his arns and the white staff in the invocation

of a spell, speaking in the tongue that all the w zards and mages of Roke had | earned, the

| anguage of their art, the Language of the Making: 'lrian, by your name | sumon you and bind you
to obey ne!"

She hesitated, seeming for a noment to yield, to come to him and then cried out, "I amnot only
Irian!™

At that the Summoner ran up towards her, reaching out, lunging at her as if to seize and hold her
They were both on the hill now. She towered above himinpossibly, fire breaking forth between
them a flare of red flame in the dusk air, a gleamof red-gold scales, of vast wings - then that
was gone, and there was nothing there but the woman standing on the hill path and the tall man
bowi ng down before her, bowing slowy down to earth, and lying on it.

O themall it was the Herbal, the healer, who was the first to nove. He went up the path and

knelt down by Thorion. "My lord," he said, "ny friend."

Under the huddle of the grey cloak his hands found only a huddl e of clothes and dry bones and a
br oken staff.

"This is better, Thorion," he said, but he was weeping.

The ol d Namer canme forward and said to the woman on the hill, "Wo are you?"

"I do not know ny other nane," she said. She spoke as he had spoken, as she had spoken to the
Summoner, in the Language of the Mking, the tongue the dragons speak

She turned away and began to walk on up the hill.

“Irian," said Azver the Patterner, "will you conme back to us?"
She halted and let himcome up to her. "I will, if you call ne,
She reached out and touched his hand. He drew his breath sharply.

she sai d.
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"Where will you go?" he said.

"To those who will give me nmy nane. In fire not water. My people.”

"In the west," he said.

She said, "Beyond the west."

She turned away from himand them and went on up the hill in the gathering darkness. As she went
farther fromthemthey saw her then, all of them the great gold-nmiled flanks, the spiked,
coiling tail, the talons, and the breath that was bright fire. On the crest of the Knoll she

paused a while, her long head turning to ook slowy round the Isle of Roke, gazing |longest at the
Gove, only a blur of darkness in darkness now. Then with a rattle |i ke the shaki ng of sheets of
brass the wi de, vaned w ngs opened and the dragon sprang up into the air, circled Roke Knoll once,
and flew

A curl of fire, a wisp of snoke drifted down through the dark air.

Azver the Patterner stood with his left hand hol ding his right hand, which her touch had burnt. He

| ooked down at the nen who stood silent at the foot of the hill, staring after the dragon. "Well
my friends," he said, "what now?"
Only the Doorkeeper answered. He said, "I think we should go to our House, and open its doors."

A Description
of Earthsea

PEOPLES AND LANGUAGES
PEOPLE
THE HARDI C LANDS

The Hardi c people of the Archipelago live by farm ng, herding, fishing, trading, and the usua
crafts and arts of a nonindustrial society. Their population is stable and has never overcrowded
the limted habitable |l and available to them Fanine is unknown and poverty sel dom acute.

Smal | islands and vill ages are generally governed by a nore or |ess denocratic council or Parley,
headed, or represented in dealings with other groups, by an elected Isleman or Islewnan, In the
Reaches there is often no government other than the Isle Parley and the Town Parleys. In the |nner
Lands, a governing caste was established early, and nost of the great islands and cities are ruled
at least nominally by hereditary lords and | adies, while the Archipelago entire was governed for
centuries by kings. Towns and cities are, however, frequently alnost entirely self-governed by
their Parley and nerchant and trade guilds.

The great guilds, since their network covers all the Inner Lands, answer to no overlord or
authority except the King in Havnor.

Forms of fiefdom vassal age, and slavery have existed at tinmes in sonme areas, but not under the
rule of the Havnorian Kings.

The existence of nagic as a recogni zed, effective power w el ded by certain individuals, but not by
all, shapes and influences all the institutions of the Hardic peoples, so that, rmuch as ordinary
life in the Archipel ago seens to resenble that of nonindustrial peoples el sewhere, there are

al nost i nmeasurabl e differences. One of these differences may be, or may be indicated by, the |ack
of any kind of institutionalised religion. Superstition is as conmon as it is anywhere, but there
are no gods, no cults, no fornmal worship of any kind. Ritual occurs only in traditional offerings
at the sites of the dd Powers, in the great, universally cel ebrated annual festivals such as
Sunreturn and the Long Dance, in the speaking and singing of the traditional songs and epics at
these festivals, and, perhaps, in the performance of spells of nmagic.

Al'l the people of the Archi pel ago and the Reaches share the Hardic | anguage and culture with | oca
variations. The Raft People of the far South West Reach retain the great annual cel ebrations, but
little el se of Archipelagan culture, having no conmerce, no agriculture, and no know edge of other
peopl es.

Most peopl e of the Archipelago have brown or red-brown skin, black straight hair, and dark eyes;
the predom nant body type is short, slender, small-boned, but fairly muscular and well-fleshed. In
the East and South Reaches people tend to be taller, heavier boned, and darker. Many Sout herners
have very dark brown skin. Mst Archipelagan men have little or no facial hair.

The people of Osskil, Rogma, and Borth are |ighter-skinned than others in the Archipel ago, and

of ten have brown or even blond hair and |ight eyes; the nen are often bearded. Their |anguage and
sonme of their beliefs are closer to Kargish than to Hardic. These far Northerners probably descend
from Kargs who, after settling the four great Eastern | ands, sailed back to the Wst about two

t housand years ago.
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THE KARGAD LANDS

In these four great islands to the northeast of the main Archipel ago, the predom nant skin col or
is light brown to white, with hair dark to fair, and eyes dark to blue or grey.

Not rmuch m xi ng of the Kargi sh and Archi pel agan skin-color types has taken place except on Gsskil,
since the North Reach is isolated and thinly popul ated, and the Kargad peopl e have held thensel ves
apart fromand often in enmty towards the Archipelagans for two or three mllennia.

The four Kargad islands are nostly arid in climate but fertile when watered and cultivated. The
Kargs have maintained a society that appears to be little influenced, except negatively, by their
far nmore nunerous neighbors to the south and west.

Anong the Kargs the power of mmgic appears to be very rare as a native gift, perhaps because it
was negl ected or actively suppressed by their society and governnent. Except as an evil to be
dreaded and shunned, nmgic plays no recognized part in their society. This inability or refusal to
practice magic puts the Kargs at a di sadvantage with the Archi pel agans in al nbst every respect,

whi ch may expl ain why they have generally held thensel ves al oof fromtrade or any kind of

i nterchange, other than piratical raids and invasions of the nearer islands of the South Reach and
around the Gontish Sea.

DRAGONS

Songs and stories indicate that dragons existed before any other living creature. The A d Hardic
kenni ngs or euphemni sns for the word dragon are Firstborn, Eldest, Elder Children. (The words for
the firstborn child of a fanmily in Gsskilian, akhad, and in Kargi sh, gadda, are derived fromthe
word haath, "dragon," in the AQd Speech.)

Scattered references and tales from Gont and the Reaches, passages of sacred history in the Kargad
Lands and of arcane mystery in the Lore of Paln, long ignored by the scholars of Roke, relate that
in the earliest days dragons and hunman beings were all one kind. Eventually these dragon-people
separated into two kinds of being, inconpatible in their habits and desires. Perhaps a | ong

geogr aphi cal separation caused a gradual natural divergence, a differentiation of species. The
Pel ni sh Lore and the Kargish | egends nmaintain that the separati on was deliberate, made by an
agreenment known as verw nadan, Vedurnan, the Division

These | egends are best preserved in Hur-at-Hur, the easternnost of the Kargad Lands, where dragons
have degenerated into animals without high intelligence. Yet it is in Hur-at-Hur that people keep
the nost vivid conviction of the original kinship of human and dragon kind. And with these tales
of ancient times cone stories of recent days about dragons who take human form hunmans who take
dragon form beings who are in fact both hunan and dragon

However the Division came about, fromthe begi nning of historical time human bei ngs have lived in
the main Archipelago and the Kargad Lands east of it, while the dragons kept to the westernnost

i sl es-and beyond. People have puzzled at their choosing the enpty sea for their domain, since
dragons are "creatures of wind and fire," who drown if plunged under the sea. But they have no
need to touch down either on water or on earth; they live on the wing, aloft in air, sunlight,
starlight. The only use a dragon has for the ground is some kind of rocky place where it can |ay
its eggs and rear the drakelets. The snall, barren islets of the farthest Wst Reach suffice for
this.

The Creation of Ea contains no clear references to an original unity and eventual separation of
dragons and humans, but this nay be because the poemin its presuned original form in the
Language of the Making, dated back to a tinme before the separation. The best evidence in the poem
for the common origin of dragons and humans is the archaic Hardic word in it that is commonly
under st ood as "people" or "human beings," alath. This word is by etynology (fromthe True Runes
Atl and H ha) "word-beings," "those who say words," and therefore could nmean, or include, dragons.
Sonetimes the word used is al herath, "true-word-beings," "those who say true words," speakers of
the True Speech. This could nean human w zards, or dragons, or both. In the arcane Lore of Paln

it is said, that word is used to nmean both wi zard and dragon

Dragons are born knowi ng the True Speech, or, as Ged put it, "the dragon and the speech of the
dragon are one." |f human beings originally shared that innate know edge or identity, they lost it
as they lost their dragon nature.

LANGUAGES

The A d Speech, or Language of the Making, wth which Segoy created the islands of Earthsea at the
begi nning of tine, is presumably an infinite | anguage, as it nanes all things.
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This language is innate to dragons, not to hunans, as said above. There are exceptions. A few
human beings with a powerful gift of magic, or through the ancient kinship of humans and dragons,
know sone words of the O d Speech innately. But the very great nmajority of people nust |learn the
A d Speech. Hardic practitioners of the art magic learn it fromtheir teachers. Sorcerers and
witches learn a few words of it; w zards |earn nmany, and sonme cone to speak it alnmpst as fluently
as the dragons do.

Al'l spells use at |least a word of the AOd Speech, though the village witch or sorcerer may not
clearly know its meaning. Great spells are made wholly in the O d Speech, and are understood as

t hey are spoken.

The Hardi c | anguage of the Archipelago, the Gsskili tongue of Osskil, and the Kargi sh tongue, are
all renmote descendants of the O d Speech. None of these | anguages serves for the making of spells
of nagic.

The peopl e of the Archipel ago speak Hardic. There are as many dial ects as there are islands, but
none so extrene as to be wholly unintelligible to the others.

Gsskili, spoken in Osskil and two islands northwest of it, has nore affinities to Kargish than to
Har di c. Kargi sh has diverged nost widely in vocabulary and syntax fromthe A d Speech. Mst of its
speakers (like npst Hardic speakers) do not realise that their |anguages have a comon ancestry.
Ar chi pel agan scholars are aware of it, but nost Kargs would deny it, since they have confused
Hardic with the O d Speech, in which spells are cast, and thus fear and despise all Archipel agan
speech as mal evol ent sorcery.

VRI TI NG

Witing is said to have been invented by the Rune Masters, the first great w zards of the

Ar chi pel ago, perhaps to aid in retaining the O d Speech. The dragons have no witing.

There are two entirely different kinds of witing in Earthsea: the True Runes and runic writing.
The True Runes used in the Archipel ago enbody words of the Speech of the Making. True Runes are
not synbols only, but reifactors: they can be used to bring a thing or condition into being or
bring about an event. To wite such a rune is to act. The power of the action varies with the
circumst ances. Mst of the True Runes are found only in ancient texts and | ore-books, and used
only by wizards trained in their use; but a good many of them such as the synmbol witten on the
door lintel to protect a house fromfire, are in conmon use, fanmiliar to unlearned people.

Long after the invention of the True Runes, a related but nonmagical runic witing was devel oped
for the Hardic | anguage. This witing does not affect reality any nmore than any witing does; that
is to say, indirectly, but considerably.

It is said that Segoy first wote the True Runes in fire on the wind, so that they are coeval with
the Language of the Making. But this may not be so, since the dragons do not use them and if they
recogni se them do not admt it.

Each True Rune has a significance, a connotation or area of neaning, which can be nore or |ess
defined in Hardic; but it is better to say that the runes are not words at all, but spells, or
acts. Only in the syntax of the A d Speech, however, and only as spoken or witten by a w zard,

not as a statement but with intention to act, reinforced by voice and gesture-in a spell-does the
word or the rune fully release its power.

If witten down, spells are witten in the True Runes, sonetinmes with sonme adm xture of the Hardic
runes. To wite in the True Runes, as to speak the A d Speech, is to guarantee the truth of what
one says-if one is human. Human beings cannot lie in that |anguage. Dragons can; or so the dragons
say; and if they are lying, does that not prove that what they say is true?

The spoken nane of a True Rune nay be the word it signifies in the A d Speech, or it rmay be one of
the connotations of the rune translated into Hardic. The names of comonly used runes such as Pirr
(used to protect fromfire, wind, and nadness), Sifl ("speed well"), Simm ("work well") are used
wi t hout cerenony by ordi nary peopl e speaking Hardic; but practitioners of nagic speak even such
wel | - known, often used nanes with caution, since they are in fact words in the AOd Speech, and may
i nfluence events in unintended or unexpected ways.

The so-called Six Hundred Runes of Hardic are not the Hardic runes used to wite the ordinary

| anguage. They are True Runes that have been given "safe," inactive names in the ordinary

| anguage. Their true nanmes in the AOd Speech nmust be nmenorised in silence. The anbitious student
of wizardry will go on to learn the "Further Runes,"” the "Runes of Ea," and many others. If the

A d Speech is endless, so are the runes.

Ordinary Hardic, for matters of governnment or business or personal nessages or to record history,
tales, and songs, is witten in the characters properly called Hardic runes. Mst Archipel agans
learn a few hundred to several thousand of these characters as a major part of their few years of
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school i ng. Spoken or witten, Hardic is useless for casting spells.

LI TERATURE AND THE
SOURCES OF HI STORY

A mllenniumand a half ago or nore, the runes of Hardic were devel oped so as to pernit narrative
witing. Fromthat tinme on, The Creation of Ea, The Wnter Carol, the Deeds, the Lays, and the
Songs, all of which began as sung or spoken texts, were witten down and preserved as texts. They
continue to exist in both forns. The nany witten copies of the ancient texts serve to keep them
fromvarying widely or frombeing | ost altogether; but the songs and histories that are part of
every child s education are taught and | earned al oud, passed on down the years fromliving voice
to living voice

A d Hardic differs in vocabulary and pronunciation fromthe current speech, but the rote |earning
and regul ar speaki ng and hearing of the classics keeps the archaic | anguage neani ngful (and

probably puts sone brake on linguistic drift in daily speech), while the Hardic runes, like
Chi nese characters, can accommopdate w dely varying pronunci ations and shifts of meaning.
Deeds, |ays, songs, and popular ballads are still conposed as oral performances, nostly by

prof essi onal singers. New works of any general interest are soon witten down as broadsheets or
put in conpilations.

Whet her perforned or read silently, all such poens and songs are consciously valued for their
content, not for their literary qualities, which range fromhigh to nil. Loose regular neter,
alliteration, stylised phrasing, and structuring by repetition are the principal poetic devices.
Content includes nmythic, epic, and historical narrative, geographical descriptions, practica
observations concerning nature, agriculture, sea lore, and crafts, cautionary tales and parabl es,
phi |l osophical, visionary, and spiritual poetry, and | ove songs. The deeds and |ays are usually
chanted, the ballads sung, often with a percussi on acconpani ment; professional chanters and
singers may sing with the harp, the viol, drums, and other instrunents. The songs generally have
| ess narrative content, and many are val ued and preserved nostly for the tune.

Books of history and the records and recipes for magic exist only in witten formthe latter
usually in a mxture of Hardic runic witing and True Runes. O a | ore-book (a conpilation of
spel | s nade and annotated by a wi zard, or by a lineage of w zards) there is usually one copy only.
It is often a natter of considerable inportance that the words of these |ore-books not be spoken
al oud.

The Osskili use the Hardic runes to wite their |anguage, since they trade nostly with Hardic-
speaki ng | ands.

The Kargs are deeply resistant to witing of any kind, considering it to be sorcerous and w cked
They keep conpl ex accounts and records in weavings of different colors and weights of yarn, and
are expert nathematicians, using base twelve; but only since the Godkings cane to power have they
enpl oyed any kind of synbolic witing, and that sparingly. Bureaucrats and tradesnen of the Enpire
adapted the Hardic runes to Kargish, with some sinplifications and additions, for purposes of

busi ness and di pl omacy. But Kargi sh priests never learn witing; and many Kargs still wite every
Hardic rune with a light stroke through it, to cancel out the sorcery that lurks init.

Hi story

Not e on dates: Many islands have their own |ocal count of years. The npbst wi dely used dating
systemin the Archipelago, which stens fromthe Havnorian Tal e, makes the year Morred took the
throne the first year of history. By this system "present tine" in the account you are reading is
t he Archi pel agan year 1058.

THE BEQ NNI NGS

Al we know of ancient times in Earthsea is to be found in poens and songs, passed down orally for
centuries before they were ever witten. The Creation of Ea, the ol dest and nobst sacred poem is
at least two thousand years old in the Hardic | anguage; its original version nmay have existed
mllennia before that. Its thirty-one stanzas tell how Segoy raised the islands of Earthsea in the
begi nning of time and made all beings by naming themin the Language of the Making-the | anguage in
whi ch the poem was first spoken

The ocean, however, is older than the islands; so say the songs.

Bef ore bright Ea was, before Segoy
bade the islands be,
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the wind of dawn bl ew on the sea..

And the O d Powers of the Earth, which are manifest at Roke Knoll, the |Imranent G ove, the Tonbs
of Atuan, the Terrenon, the Lips of Paor, and nmany other places, nay be coeval with the world
itself.

It may be that Segoy is or was one of the O d Powers of the Earth. It may be that Segoy is a name
for the Earth itself. Sone think all dragons, or certain dragons, or certain people, are

mani f estations of Segoy. Al that is certain is that the name Segoy is an ancient respectfu

nom native fornmed fromthe A d Hardic verb seoge, "nake, shape, conme intentionally to be." From
the sane root comes the noun esege, "creative force, breath, poetry."

The Creation of Ea is the foundation of education in the Archi pelago, By the age of six or seven,
all children have heard the poem and nobst have begun to nenorise it. An adult who doesn't know it
by heart, so as to be able to speak or sing it with others and teach it to children, is considered
grossly ignorant. It is taught in winter and spring, and spoken and sung entire every year at the
Long Dance, the celebration of the solstice of sumer.

A quotation fromit stands at the head of A Wzard of Earthsea:

Only in silence the word,
only in dark the light,
only in dying life:
bright the hawk's flight
on the empty sky.

The begi nning of the first stanza is quoted in Tehanu

The maki ng fromthe unnmaki ng,

the endi ng fromthe beginning,

who shall know surely?

What we know i s the doorway between them
that we enter departing.

Anong al |l beings ever returning,

the el dest, the Doorkeeper, Segoy..

and the last line of the first stanza:
Then fromthe foam bri ght Ea broke.

H STORY OF THE ARCHI PELAGO
THE KINGS OF ENLAD

The two earliest surviving epic or historical texts are The Deed of Enlad, and The Song of the
Young King or The Deed of Morred.

The Deed of Enlad, a good deal of which appears to be purely nythical, concerns the kings before
Morred, and Morred's first year on the throne. The capital city of these rulers was Berila, on the
i sl and of Enl ad.

The early kings and queens of Enlad, anong whose nanes are Lar Ashal, Dohun, Enashen, Timan, and

Tagtar, gradually increased their sway till they proclained thensel ves rulers of Earthsea. Their
reign extended no farther south than Ilien and did not include Felkway in the east, Paln and Senel
in the west, or Gsskil in the north, but they did send explorers out all over the Innpbst Sea and

into the Reaches. The npbst ancient naps of Earthsea, now in the archives of the palace in Havnor
were drawn in Berila about twelve hundred years ago.

These ki ngs and queens had some know edge of the O d Speech and of magery. Sone of them were
certainly w zards, or had wi zards to advise or help them But magic in The Deed of Enlad is an
erratic force, not to be relied on. Morred was the first nan, and the first king, to be called
Mage.

MORRED

The Song of the Young King, sung annually at Sunreturn, the festival of the winter solstice, tells
the story of Mdirred, called the Mage-King, the Wiite Enchanter, and the Young King. Mrred canme of
a collateral line of the House of Enlad, inheriting the throne froma cousin; his forebears were
wi zards, advisers to the Kkings.
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The poem begins with the best known and nost cherished |ove story in the Archipel ago, that of
Morred and Elfarran. In the third year of his reign, the young king went south to the | argest

i sland of the Archipelago, Havnor, to settle disputes anpng the city-states there. Returning in
his "oarless |longship,"” he cane to the island Sol ea and there saw El farran, the Isl ewoman or Lady
of Solea, "in the orchards in the spring." He did not continue on to Enlad, but stayed with

El farran. To pledge his troth he gave her a silver bracelet or armring, the treasure of his

fam |y, on which was engraved a uni que and powerful True Rune.

Morred and El farran married, and the poem describes their reign as a brief golden age, the
foundati on and touchstone of ethic and governance thereafter

Before their marriage, a nage or w zard, whose name is never given except as the Enemy of Morred
or the Wandl ord, had paid court to Elfarran. Unforgiving and determ ned to possess her, in the few
years of peace that followed the marriage this man devel oped i nmense power of nagery. After five
years he cane forth and announced, in the words of the poem

If Elfarran be not ny owmn, | will unsay Segoy's word,
I will unnmake the islands, the white waves will whelmall.

He had power to rai se huge waves on the sea, and to stop the tide or bring it early; and his voice
coul d enchant whol e popul ati ons, bringing all who heard hi munder his control. So he turned
Morred' s people against him Crying out that their king had betrayed them the villagers of Enlad
destroyed their own cities and fields; sailors sank their ships; and his soldiers, obeying the
Eneny's spells, fought one another in bloody and ruinous battles.

Whil e Morred sought to free his people fromthese spells and to confront his eneny, Elfarran
returned with their year-old child to her native island, Solea, where her own powers woul d he
strongest. But there the Eneny followed her, intent to make her his prisoner and sl ave. She took
refuge at the Springs of Ensa, where, with her know edge of the A d Powers of the place, she could
wi thstand the Eneny and force himoff the island. "The sweet waters of the earth drove back the
salt destroyer," says the poem But as he fled, he captured her brother Salan, who was sailing
fromEnlad to help her. Mking Salan his gebbeth or instrunent, the Eneny sent himto Mrred with
the nmessage that Elfarran had escaped with the baby to an islet in the Jaws of Enl ad.

Trusting the nmessenger, Modrred entered the trap. He barely escaped with his Iife. The Eneny
pursued himfromthe east to the west of Enlad in a trail of ruin. On the Plains of Enlad, neeting
t he conpani ons who had stayed loyal to him npost of themsailors who had brought their ships to
Enlad to aid him Morred turned and gave battle. The Enemy would not confront himdirectly, but
sent Morred's own spell-bound warriors to fight him and worse, sent sorceries that shriveled up
the bodies of his men till they "living, seemed the black thirst-dead of the desert." To spare his
peopl e, Mrred withdrew

As he left the battlefield it began to rain, and he saw his eneny's true name witten in raindrops
in the dust.

Knowi ng the Eneny's nane, he was able to counter his enchantnents and drive himfrom Enl ad,
pursui ng himacross the winter sea, "riding the west wind, the rain wind, the heavy cloud." Each
had net his match, and in their final confrontation, sonewhere in the Sea of Ea, both perished.

In the rage of his agony the Eneny raised up a great wave and sent it speeding to overwhel mthe

i sland of Solea. Elfarran knew this, as she knew the nonent of Mrred' s death. She bade her people
take to their boats; then, the poem says, "She took her small harp in her hands,” and in the hour
of waiting for the destroying wave that only Mrred night have stilled, she nade the song call ed
The Lanent for the Wiite Enchanter. The island was drowned beneath the sea, and Elfarran with it.
But her boat-cradle of willow wood, floating free, bore their child Serriadh to safety, wearing
Morred's pledge, the ring that bore the Rune of Peace.

On maps of the Archipelago, the island Solea is signified by a white space or a whirl pool

After Morred, seven nore kings and queens ruled fromEnlad, and the real mincreased steadily in
size and prosperity.

THE KI NGS OF HAVNOR

A century and a half after Mrred' s death, King Akanmbar, a prince of Shelieth on Way, noved the
court to Havnor and nade Havnor Great Port the capital of the kingdom Mre central than Enlad,
Havnor was better placed for trade and for sending out fleets to protect the Hardic islands
agai nst Kargi sh raids and forays.

The history of the Fourteen Kings of Havnor (actually six kings and ei ght queens, ~150-400) is
told in the Havnorian Lay. Tracing descent both through the nale and the fenale |ines, and
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intermarrying with various nobl e houses of the Archipelago, the royal house enbraced five
principalities: the House of Enlad, the oldest, tracing direct descent from Mrred and Serri adh;
the Houses of Shelieth, Ea, and Havnor; and lastly the House of Ilien. Prince Genal Seaborn of
Ilien was the first of his house to take the throne in Havnor. Hi s granddaughter was Queen Heru
her son, Maharion (reigned 430-452), was the |ast king before the Dark Tine.

The Years of the Kings of Havnor were a period of prosperity, discovery, and strength, but in the
| ast century of the period, assaults fromthe Kargs in the east and the dragons in the west became
frequent and fierce.

Ki ngs, lords, and Islenen charged with defending the islands of the Archipelago canme to rely
increasingly on wi zards to fend off dragons and Kargish fleets. In the Havnorian Lay and The Deed
of the Dragonlords, as the tale goes on, the nanes and exploits of these w zards begin to eclipse
t hose of the kings.

The great schol ar-nmage Ath conpiled a | ore-book that brought together nuch scattered know edge,
particularly of the words of the Language of the Making. H s Book of Nanes becane the foundation
of nanming as a systematic part of the art magic. Ath left his book with a fell ow nage on Pody when
he went into the west, sent by the king to defeat or drive back a brood of dragons who had been
stanpeding cattle, setting fires, and destroying farns all through the western isles. Somewhere
west of Ensmer, Ath confronted the great dragon Orm Accounts of this neeting vary; but though
after it the dragons ceased their hostilities for a while, it is certain that Omsurvived it, and
Ath did not. Hi s book, lost for centuries, is nowin the |Isolate Tower on Roke.

The food of dragons is said to be light, or fire; they kill in rage, to defend their young, or for
sport, but never eat their kill. Since tine inmenorial, until the reign of Heru, they had used
only the outnost isles of the Wst Reach-which may have been the easternnost borders of their own
real mfor neeting and breedi ng, and had sel dom even been seen by nost of the islanders. Naturally
irritable and arrogant, the dragons may have felt threatened by the increasing popul ati on and
prosperity of the Inner Lands, which brought constant boat traffic even out in the West Reach. For
what ever the reason, in those years they nmade increasing raids, sudden and random on flocks and
herds and villagers of the |lonely western isles.

A tale of the Vedurnan or Division, known in Hur-at-Hur, says:

Men chose the yoke,
dragons the w ng.
Men to own,

dragons no thing.

That is, human bei ngs chose to have possessions and dragons chose not to. But, as there are
ascetics anong humans, sone dragons are greedy for shining things, gold, jewels; one was Yevaud,
who sonetines came anong people in human form and who made the rich Isle of Pendor into a dragon
nursery, until driven back into the west by Ged. But the nmaraudi ng dragons of the Lay and the
songs seemto have been noved not so nuch by greed as by anger, a sense of having been cheat ed,
betrayed.

The deeds and lays that tell of raids by dragons and counterforays by w zards portray the dragons
as pitiless as any wild animal, terrifying, unpredictable, yet intelligent, sonetinmes w ser than
the wi zards. Though they speak the True Speech, they are endl essly devious. Sone of themclearly
enjoy battles of wits with wizards, "splitting argunents with a forked tongue." Like hunman bei ngs,
all but the greatest of themconceal their true nanes. In the |ay Hasa's Voyage, the dragons
appear as form dabl e but feeling beings, whose anger at the invading human fleet is justified by
their love of their own desol ate domai n. They address the hero:

Sail hone to the houses of the sunrise, Hasa.
Leave to our wings the long winds of the west,
| eave us the air-sea, the unknown, the utnost...

MAHARI ON AND ERRETH- AKBE

Queen Heru, called the Eagle, inherited the throne fromher father, Denggemal of the House of
Ilien. Her consort Aiman was of the House of Mrred. Wen she had ruled thirty years she gave the
crown to their son Maharion

Mahari on's nage-counsel or and inseparable friend was a comoner and "fatherless nan," a village
witch's son frominland Havnor. The nost bel oved hero of the Archipelago, his story is told in The
Deed of Erreth-Akbe, which bards sing at the Long Dance of m dsunmer.

Erreth-Akbe's gifts in magi c becane apparent when he was still a boy. He was sent to the court to
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be trained by the wi zards there, and the Queen chose himas a conpanion for her son

Mahari on and Erret h- Akbe becane "hearts brothers." They spent ten years together fighting the
Kargs, whose occasional forays fromthe East had in recent tines becone a slave-taking, colonising
i nvasi on. Venway, Torheven and the Torikl es, Spevy, Perregal, and parts of Gont were under Kargish
dom nion for a generation or longer. At Shelieth on Way, Erreth-Akbe worked a great magi c agai nst
the Kargi sh forces, who had | anded in "a thousand shi ps" on Waynarsh and were swarm ng across the
mai nl and. Using an invocation of the Od Powers called the Waterl ore (perhaps the sane that

El farran had used on Sol ea agai nst the Eneny), he turned the waters of the Fountains of Shelieth-
sacred springs and pools in the gardens of the Lords of Way-into a flood that swept the invaders
back to the seacoast, where Maharion's arny awaited them No ship of the fleet returned to Karego-
At .

Erret h- Akbe's next chall enger was a nage called the Firel ord, whose power was so great that he

| engt hened a day by five hours, though he could not, as he had sworn to do, stop the sun at noon
and bani sh darkness fromthe islands forever. The Firelord took dragon formto fight Erreth-Akbe,
but was defeated at |ast, at the cost of the forests and cities of Ilien, which he set afire as he
f ought .

It may be that the Firelord was, in fact, a dragon in human form for very soon after his fall,
Om the Geat Dragon, who had defeated Ath, led hosts of his kind to harry the western islands of
t he Archi pel ago-perhaps to avenge the Firelord. These fiery flights caused great terror, and
hundreds of boats carried people fleeing fromPaln and Semel to the Inner Islands; but the dragons
were not doi ng as much damage as the Kargs, and Maharion judged the urgent danger lay in the east.
Whil e he hinmself went west to fight dragons, he sent Erreth-Akbe east to try to establish peace
with the King of the Kargad Lands.

Heru, the Queen Mdther, gave the enmissary the armring Mrred gave Elfarran; her consort Aimal had
given it to her when they married. It had cone down through the generations of the descendants of
Serriadh, and was their npbst precious possession. On it was carved a figure witten nowhere el se,
the Bond Rune or Rune of Peace, believed to be a guarantee of peaceful and righteous rule. "Let
the Kargish king wear Mrred' s ring," the Queen Mther said. So, bringing it as the nost generous
of gifts and in pledge of peaceful intent, Erreth-Akbe went alone to the Gty of the Kings on

Kar ego- At

There he was well received by King Thoreg, who, after the shattering |loss of his fleet, was ready
to call a truce and withdraw fromthe occupi ed Hardic islands if Mharion would seek no reprisal
The Kargi sh ki ngshi p, however, was already being nmani pul ated by the high priests of the Twin Gods.
Thoreg's high priest, Intathin, opposing any truce or settlenent, challenged Erreth-Akbe to a due
in magic. Since the Kargs did not practice wi zardry as the Hardic peoples understood it, Intathin
must have inveigled Erreth-Akbe into a place where the O d Powers of the earth would nullify his
powers. The Hardic Deed of Erreth-Akbe speaks only of the hero and the high priest "westling,"
until:

t he weakness of the old darkness canme into Erreth-Akbe's |inbs,
the silence of the npther darkness into his mnd
Long he lay, forgetful of bright fame and brotherhood,
I ong, and on his breast lay the rune-ring broken

The daughter of "the w se king Thoreg" rescued Erreth- Akbe fromthis trance or inprisoning spel
and restored himhis strength. He gave her the half of the Ring of Peace that renmmined to him
(From her it passed through her descendants for over five hundred years to the |last heirs of
Thoreg, a brother and sister exiled on a deserted island of the East Reach; and the sister gave it
to Ged.) Intathin kept the other half of the broken Ring, and it "went into the dark"-that is,
into the Geat Treasury of the Tonmbs of Atuan. (There Ged found it, and rejoining the two hal ves
and with themthe | ost Rune of Peace, he and Tenar brought the R ng hone to Havnor.)

The Kargi sh version of the story, told as a sacred recital by the priesthood, says that Intathin
def eated Erreth- Akbe, who "lost his staff and amul et and power" and crept back to Havnor a broken
man. But wi zards carried no staff in those years, and Erreth-Akbe certainly was an unbroken man
and a powerful nage when he faced the dragon Orm

Ki ng Maharion sought peace and never found it. \Wile Erreth-Akbe was in Karego-At (which may have
been a period of years), the depredations of the dragons increased. The Inward Isles were troubl ed
by refugees fleeing the western | ands and by interruptions to shipping and trade, since the
dragons had taken to setting fire to boats that went west of Hosk, and harried ships even in the

I nmost Sea. All the wizards and arnmed nen Maharion could command went out to fight the dragons,
and he went with them hinmself four tines; but swords and arrows were little use agai nst arnored,
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fire-spouting, flying enenmies. Paln was "a plain of charcoal," and villages and towns in the west
of Havnor had been burnt to the ground. The king's w zards had spell-caught and kill ed severa
dragons over the Pel nish Sea, which probably increased the dragons' ire. Just as Erreth-Akbe
returned, the Great Dragon Omflewto the Cty of Havnor and threatened the towers of the king's
pal ace with fire
Erreth- Akbe, sailing into the bay "with sails worn transparent by the eastern wi nds," could not
pause to "enbrace his heart's brother or greet his honme." Taking dragon formhinself, he flewto
battle with Ormover Munt Onn. "Flame and fire in the nmidnight air" could be seen fromthe pal ace
in Havnor. They flew north, Erreth-Akbe in pursuit. Over the sea near Taon, Ormturned again and
this time wounded the mage so that he had to cone down to earth and take his own form He cane,
with the dragon now following him to the AOd Island, Ea, the first |and Segoy raised fromthe
sea. On that sacred and powerful soil, he and O mnet. Ceasing their battle, they spoke as equal s,
agreeing to end the ennity of their races.
Unfortunately the king's wi zards, enraged at the attack on the heart of the ki ngdom and heart ened
by their victory in the Pelnish Sea, had taken the fleet on into the far West Reach and attacked
the islets and rocks where the dragons raised their young, killing nany broods, "crushing
nmonstrous eggs with iron nmauls." Hearing of this, Onls dragon anger woke again, and he "l eapt for
Havnor like an arrow of fire." (Dragons are generally referred to both in Hardic and Kargi sh as
mal e, though in fact the gender of all dragons is a matter of conjecture, and in the case of the
ol dest and greatest ones, a nystery.)
Erret h- Akbe, half recovered, went after O m drove himfrom Havnor, and harried himon "through
all the Archipelago and Reaches," never letting himconme to |land, but driving himalways over the
sea, until in a final terrible flight they passed the Dragon's Run and cane to the last island of
the West Reach, Selidor. There, on the outer beach, both exhausted, they faced each other and
fought, "talon and fire and word and sword," until:

their bl ood ran mngled, nmaking the sand red.
Their breath ceased. Their bodies by the |oud sea
I ay entangl ed. They entered death's |and together

Ki ng Maharion hinself, the story says, journeyed to Selidor to "weep by the sea." He retrieved
Erreth- Akbe's sword and set it atop the highest tower of his palace.

After the death of Ormthe dragons remained a threat in the West, especially when provoked by
dragon hunters, but they withdrew fromtheir encroachments on peopl ed islands and peacefu

shi ppi ng. Yevaud of Pendor was the only dragon to raid the Inward Lands after the tine of the

Ki ngs. No dragon had been seen over the Innbst Sea for many centuries when Kal essin, called the
El dest, brought Ged and Lebannen to Roke I sl and.

Maharion died a few years after Erreth-Akbe, having seen no peace established, and nuch unrest and
dissent within his kingdom It was widely said that since the Ring of Peace was |ost there could
be no true king of Earthsea. Mrtally wounded in battle against the rebel lord Gehis of the
Havens, Maharion spoke a prophecy: "He shall inherit ny throne who has crossed the dark | and
living and cone to the far shores of the day."

THE DARK TI ME, THE HAND, AND ROKE SCHOCL

After Maharion's death in 452, several clainmants contested the throne; none prevailed. Wthin a
few years their struggles had destroyed all central governance. The Archi pel ago becane a

battl eground of hereditary feudal princes, governnents of small islands and city-states, and
piratic warlords, all trying to increase their wealth and extend or defend their borders. Trade
and ship traffic dw ndl ed under piracy, cities and towns w thdrew i nside defensive walls; arts,
fisheries, and agriculture suffered fromconstant raids and wars; slavery, which had not existed
under the Kings, becane commobn. Magic was the prinmary weapon in forays and battles. Wzards hired
t hensel ves out to warl ords or sought power for thenselves. Through the irresponsibility of these
wi zards and the perversion of their power, magic itself cane into disrepute.

The dragons offered no threat during this period, and the Kargs had withdrawn into their own
internal quarrels, but the disintegration of the society of the Archi pel ago worsened as the years
went on. Moral and intellectual continuity lay only in the knowl edge and teaching of The Creation
and the other nyths and hero-stories, and in the preservation of crafts and skills: anobng themthe
art magic used for right ends.

The Hand, a | oose-knit |eague or community concerned principally with the understandi ng and the
et hi cal use and teaching of nagic, was established by nen and wonen on Roke Island about a hundred
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and fifty years after Maharion's death. Perceiving the Hand as a threat to their hegenony, the
mage-war |l ords of Wathort raided Roke, and killed alnost all the grown men of the island. But the
Hand had al ready stretched out to other islands all around the Innost Sea. As the Wnen of the
Hand, the community survived for centuries, maintaining a tenuous but vigorous network of

i nfornmation, comunication, protection, and teaching.

I n about 650, the sisters Elehal and Yahan of Roke, Medra the Finder, and other people of the Hand
founded a school on Roke as a center where they might gather and share know edge, clarify the

di sciplines, and exert ethical control over the practices of wizardry. Wth the Hand as its agent
on other islands, the school's reputation and influence grew rapidly. The mage Teriel of Havnor
perceiving the school as a threat to the uncontrolled individual power of the nmges, canme with a
great fleet to destroy it. He was destroyed, and his fleet scattered.

This first victory went far to establish a reputation of invulnerability for the school on Roke.
Under Roke's steadily growing influence, w zardry was shaped into a coherent body of know edge,
its use increasingly controlled by noral and political purpose. Wzards trained at the school went
to other islands of the Archipelago to work agai nst warl ords, pirates, and feudi ng nobl es,
preventing raids and forays, inposing penalties and settlenments, enforcing boundaries, and
protecting individuals, farns, towns, cities, and shipping, until social order was re-established.
In the early years they were sent to enforce peace; increasingly they were called on to naintain
it. While the throne in Havnor remained enpty, for over two hundred years Roke School served
effectively as the central government of the Archipel ago.

The power of the Archmage of Roke was in many respects that of a king. Anbition, arrogance, and
prejudice certainly influenced Hal kel, the first Archmage, in creating his own authoritative
title. Yet, restrained by the consistent teaching and practice of the school and the watchful ness
of his colleagues, no subsequent archnage seriously misused his power to weaken others or

aggr andi ze hinsel f.

The evil reputation nmagic had gai ned during the Dark Time, however, continued to cling to many of
the practices of sorcerers and witches. Wnen's powers were particularly distrusted and mnal i gned,
the nore so as they were conflated with the O d Powers.

Thr oughout Earthsea, various springs, caves, hills, stones, and woods were and al ways had been
sites of concentrated power and sacredness. Al were locally feared or venerated; sone were known
far and wi de.

Knowl edge of these places and powers was the heart of religion in the Kargad Realm In the
Archi pel ago, the lore of the Od Powers was still part of the profound, common basis of thought
and reverence. On all the islands, the arts nostly practiced by witches, such as mdw fery,
heal i ng, ani mal husbandry, dousing, mning and nmetal lurgy, planting and growi ng spells, |ove
spells, and so on, often invoked or drew upon the Od Powers. But the | earned w zards of Roke had
generally cone to distrust the ancient practices and made no appeal to the "Powers of the Mther."
Only in Paln did wi zards conbine the two practices, in the arcane, esoteric, and reputedly

danger ous Pel ni sh Lore.

Though like any power they could be perverted to evil use in the service of anmbition (as was the
Terrenon Stone in Gsskil), the O d Powers were inherently sacral and pre-ethical. During and after
the Dark Tine, however, they were fem nised and denonised in the Hardic | ands by w zards, as they
were in the Kargad Lands by the cults of the Priestkings and the Godkings. So by the eighth
century, in the Inner Lands of the Archipelago, only village wonen kept up rituals and offerings
at the old sites. They were despised or abused for doing so. Wzards kept clear of such places. On
Roke, itself the center of the Od Powers in all Earthsea, the profoundest manifestations of those
power s- Roke Knol |l and the | nmanent Grove-were never spoken of as such. Only the Patterners, who
lived all their lives in the Gove, served to link human arts and acts to the ol der sacredness of
the earth, renminding the wi zards and nmages that their power was not theirs, but lent to them

H STORY OF THE KARGAD LANDS

The history of the Four Lands is nostly | egendary, concerning | ocal struggles and acconmobdati ons
of the tribes, city-states, and small kingdons that nmade up Kargi sh society for mllennia.

Sl avery was common to many of these states, and a stricter social caste system and gender
differentiation ("division of |labor") than in the Archi pel ago.

Religion was a unifying el enent even anong the nost warlike tribes. There were hundreds of Truce
Pl aces on the Four Lands, where no warfare or dispute was pernitted. Kargish religion was a
donmestic and conmunity worship of the A d Powers, the chthonic or gaean forces nmanifest as spirits
of place. They were worshiped at the site and at hone altars with offerings of flowers, oil, food,
dances, races, sacrifices, carvings, songs, nusic, and silence. Wrship was both casual and
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ritual, private and comrunal. There was no priesthood; any adult could performthe cerenonies and
teach children to do so. This ancient spiritual practice has continued, unofficially and sonetines
in hiding, under the newer, institutional religions of the Twin Gods and the Godki ng.

O i nnunerabl e sacred groves, caves, nountains, hills, springs, and stones on the Four Lands, the
hol i est place was a cavern and standing stones in the desert of Atuan, called the Tonbs. It was a
center of pilgrinage fromthe earliest recorded tines, and the kings of Atuan and | ater of Hupun
mai nt ai ned a hostel there for all who cane to worship.

Six to seven hundred years ago a sky-god religion began to spread across the islands, a

devel opnent of the worship of the Twin Gods Atwah and Wil uah, originally heroes of a desert saga
fromHur-at-Hur. A Sky Father was added as head of the pantheon, and a priestly caste devel oped to
lead the rites. Wthout suppressing the worship of the O d Powers, the priests of the Twin Gods
and the Sky Father began to professionalise religion, nanaging the rituals and festivals, building
increasingly costly tenmples, and controlling public cerenonies such as marriages, funerals, and
the installation of officials.

The hierarchic and centralising tendency of this religion | ent support at first to the anbition of
the Kings of Hupun on Karego-At. By force of arms and di pl onati ¢ maneuvering, the House of Hupun
within a century or so conquered or absorbed nost of the other Kargad ki ngdons, of which there had
been nore than two hundred.

When (in the year 440, by Hardic count) Erreth-Akbe canme to nmake peace between the Archi pel ago and
the Kargad Lands, bearing the Bond Ring as pledge of his king's sincerity, he cane to Hupun as the
capital of the Kargad Enpire and treated with King Thoreg as its ruler

But for sone decades the kings of Hupun had been in conflict with the high priest and his
followers in Awabath, the Holy City, fifty mles from Hupun. The priests of the Twin Gods were in
the process of westing power fromthe kings and nmaki ng Awabath not only the religious but the
political center of the country. Erreth-Akbe's visit seens to have coincided with the final shift
of power fromthe kings to the priests. King Thoreg received himw th honor, but Intathin the High
Priest fought with him defeated or deceived him and for a tinme inprisoned him The Ri ng that was
to bond the two ki ngdons was broken

After this struggle, the line of the Kargish kings continued in Hupun, nom nally honored but
power | ess. The Four Lands were governed from Awabath. The high priests of the Twin Gods becane
Priestkings, In the year 840 of the Archipelagan count, one of the two Priest-kings poisoned the
other and declared hinself to be the incarnation of the Sky Father, the Godking, to be worshiped
in the flesh. Wrship of the Twin Gods continued, as did the popular worship of the O d Powers;

but religious and secul ar power was henceforth in the hands of the Godking, chosen (often with
nore or | ess conceal ed violence) and deified by the priests of Awmabath. The Four Lands were
declared to be the Enpire of the Sky and the Godkings official title was All-Enperor.

The | ast heirs of the House of Hupun were a boy and girl, Ensar and Anthil. Wshing to end the
line of the Kargish kings but unwilling to risk sacrilege by sheddi ng royal blood, the Godking
ordered these children to be stranded on a desert island. Anong her clothes and toys the princess
Anthil had the half of the broken Ri ng brought by Erreth-Akbe, which had descended to her from
Thoreg's daughter. As an old wonan she gave this to the young wi zard Ged, shipwecked on her
island. Later, with the help of the high priestess of the Tonbs of Atuan, Arha-Tenar, Ged was able
to rejoin the broken halves of the Ring and so renake the Rune of Peace. He and Tenar brought the
healed Ring to Havnor, to await the heir of Mrred and Serriadh, King Lebannen

Magi ¢

Anong the Hardi c- speaki ng people of the Archipelago, the ability to do magic is an inborn talent,
like the gift for music, though far rarer. Mst people lack it entirely. In a few people, perhaps
one in a hundred, it is a latent, cultivable talent. In a very few people it is manifest without
trai ni ng.

The gift for magic is enpowered mainly by the use of the True Speech, the Language of the Maki ng,
in which the name of a thing is the thing.

Thi s speech, innate to dragons, can be | earned by human bei ngs. Sone few people are born with an
unt aught know edge of at | east sone words of the Language of the Making. The teaching of it is the
heart of the teaching of nmagic.

The true name of a person is a word in the True Speech. An essential element of the talent of the
witch, sorcerer, or wizard is the power to know the true name of a child and give the child that
nane. The know edge can be evoked and the gift received only under certain conditions, at the
right time (usually early adol escence) and in the right place (a spring, pool, or running stream.
Since the nanme of the person is the person, in the nost literal and absol ute sense, anyone who
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knows it has real power, power of |ife and death, over the person. Oten a true nane is never
known to anybody but the giver and to the owner, who both keep it secret all their life. The power
to give the true name and the inperative to keep it secret are one. True nanmes have been betrayed,
but never by the nane giver.

Sone people of great innate and trained power are able to find out the true nane of another, or
even to have it cone to them unsought. Since such know edge can be betrayed or misused, it is

i mrensel y dangerous. Ordinary peopl e-and dragons-keep their true nanme secret; w zards hide and
defend theirs with spells. Mirred could not even begin to fight his Eneny until he saw his Eneny's
name witten in the dust by the falling rain. Ged could force the dragon Yevaud to obey him
havi ng by both wi zardry and schol arshi p di scovered Yevaud's true nane under centuries of false
ones.

Magic was a wild talent before the tinme of Mrred, who as both king and nage established
intellectual and noral discipline for the art nmagic, gathering wi zards to work together at the
court for the general good and to study the ethical bases and constraints of their practice.

Thi s harnony generally prevailed through the reign of Maharion. In the Dark Tine, with no contro
over w zardly powers and w despread m suse of them nmgic came into general disrepute.

THE SCHOCOL ON RCKE

The school was founded in about 650, as described above. The N ne Masters or naster-teachers of
Roke were originally:

W ndkey, naster of the spells controlling weather

Hand, master of all illusions

Herbal , nmaster of the arts of healing

Changer, master of the spells that transformmatter and bodies

Sunmoner, nmaster of the spells that call the spirits of the living and the dead
Naner, master of the know edge of the True Speech

Patterner, dweller in the I mmanent Grove, master of neaning and intent

Fi nder, nmaster of the spells of finding, binding, and returning

Door keeper, master of the entering and | eaving of the Great House

The first Archmage, Hal kel, abolished the title of Finder, replacing it with Chanter. The
Chanter's task is the preservation and teaching of all the oral deeds, |ays, songs, etc., and the
sung spells.

The original |oose, roughly descriptive use of the words witch, sorcerer, w zard, was codified
into a strict hierarchy by Hal kel. Under his rules:

Wtchery was restricted to women. All magic practiced by wonmen was call ed "base craft,"” even when
it included practices otherwise called "high arts,” such as healing, chanting, changing, etc.
Wtches were to learn only fromone another or fromsorcerers. They were forbidden to enter Roke
School, and Hal kel di scouraged w zards fromteachi ng wonen anything at all. He specifically
forbade the teaching of any word of the True Speech to women, and though this proscription was
widely ignored, it led in the long run to a profound, |ong-lasting | oss of know edge and power
anong the wonen who practiced magic.

Sorcery was practiced by nen-its only real distinction fromw tchery. Sorcerers trained one

anot her, and had sone know edge of the True Speech. Sorcery included both base crafts as defined
by Hal kel (finding, mending, dowsing, aninmal healing, etc.) and some high arts (human heal i ng,
chanti ng, weatherworking). A student who showed a gift for sorcery and was sent to Roke for
training would first study the high arts of sorcery, and if successful in them night pursue his
training in the art nagic, especially in nam ng, summoni ng, and patterning, and so beconme a

Wi zard.

A wi zard, as Hal kel defined the term was a nman who received his staff froma teacher, hinself a
wi zard, who had taken special responsibility for his training. It was usually the Archnage who
gave a student his staff and nmade himw zard. This kind of teaching and succession occurred

el sewhere than Roke-notably on Pal n-but the Masters of Roke cane to regard with suspicion a
student of anyone not trained on Roke.

Mage remai ned an essentially undefined term a w zard of great power.

The nane and office of archnmage were invented by Hal kel, and the Archmage of Roke was a tenth
Mast er, never counted anmong the Nine. A vital ethical and intellectual force, the archmage al so
exerted considerable political power. On the whole this power was used benevol ently. Mintaining
Roke as a strong centralising, normalising, pacific element in Archipel agan society, the archmages
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sent out sorcerers and wi zards trained to understand the ethical practice of magic and to protect
communi ti es from drought, plague, invaders, dragons, and the unscrupul ous use of their art.

Since the coronation of King Lebannen and the restoration of the H gh Courts and Councils in
Havnor Great Port, Roke has remained without an archmage. It appears that this office, not
originally part of the governance of the school or of the Archipelago, is no |onger useful or
appropriate, and that Ged, whom nany call the greatest of the arch-nmages, may have been the | ast.

CELI BACY AND W ZARDRY

Roke School was founded by both men and wonen, and both men and wonen taught and | earned there
during its first decades; but since during the Dark Tinme wonen, witchery, and the O d Powers had
all come to be considered unclean, the belief was already w despread that nen nust prepare

t hensel ves to work "hi gh magi c" by scrupul ously avoi ding "base spells,"” "Earthlore,” and wonen. A
man unwilling to put hinmself under the iron control of a spell of chastity could never practice
the high arts. He could be no nore than a common sorcerer. Male w zards thus had cone to avoid
worren, refusing to teach themor learn fromthem Wtches, who al nost universally went on working
magi ¢ without giving up their sexuality, were described by celibate nen as tenptresses, unclean
defiling, essentially w cked.

When in 730 the first Archmage of Roke, Hal kel of Way, excluded wonen fromthe school, anong his
Ni ne Masters only the Patterner and the Doorkeeper protested; they were overrul ed. For nore than
three centuries, no worman taught or studied at the school on Roke. During those centuries,

wi zardry was an honored art, conferring status and power, while w tchery was an uncl ean and

i gnorant superstition, practiced by wonen, paid for by peasants.

The belief that a wi zard nmust be celibate was unquestioned for so nany centuries that it probably
came to be a psychol ogical fact. Wthout this bias of conviction, however, it appears that the
connection between nmagi ¢ and sexuality may depend on the nan, the magic, and the circunstances.
There is no doubt that so great a nage as Mdrred was a husband and f at her

For a half millenniumor |onger, nen anbitious to work the great spells of magery bound thensel ves
to absolute chastity, enforced by self-cast spells. At the school on Roke, the students lived
under this spell of chastity fromthe tinme they entered the Great House and, if they becane

wi zards, for the rest of their lives.

Anong sorcerers, few are strictly celibate, and many narry and bring up a fanily

Winren who work magi ¢ may practice periods of celibacy as well as fasting and other disciplines
believed to purify and concentrate power; but npst witches | ead active sexual |ives, having nore
freedomthan nost village wonen and | ess need to fear abuse. Many pledge "witch-troth" wth

anot her witch or an ordinary wonan. They do not often marry nen, and if they do, they are likely
to choose a sorcerer.
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