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"Why of course not?".Irioth did not say yes, or no, or thanks, but went off unspeaking. The cattleman looked after him.the earth."."You ought to go,
Di," she said. "Just to find out.".took a donkey cart and drove over to Easthill, where they heard Diamond sing the Lay of the Lost."It's not my
word, it's Waris's. But they've refused. They want the Rule of Roke to separate men.He said, "I lost my way. Have I come to the villager?" His
voice was hoarse and harsh, a beggar's.He must prove to her and himself that his dreams were meaningless..He was shaking his head all through
her speech. "No, no, no, no. Hopeless. Useless. Fatal!".He recognized Hound, though he could not sit up and could barely speak. The old man put
his own.A man came up the mountain to Woodedge, a charcoal burner from Firn. "My wife Nesty sends a.Growing old, Elehal wearied of the
passions and questions of the school and was drawn more and.takes place a few years after the end of Tehanu, is the bridge between that book and
the next one,."You take care," the witch said, grim. "Everything's perilous, right enough, and meddling with.of pearly minerals surrounded the
mouths of the caves; in these people sat, legs dangling; small.need a room for the night, I have one. Or San might, if you're going to the
village.".great black gash in his forehead, and his eyes like oysters, and his hands juddering..fingers on the metal surface of the table, and from the
wall jumped a nickel claw, which tossed a.my name but the wizard, and my mother. And they're dead, they're dead... I said it in my sleep...."But
you can? Right? You really can? No," she whispered, as if to herself, "you are not.and treasures and children..The wind blew, the long grass
nodded in the wind. Summer was getting on and the grass was dry now, yellowing, no flowers in it but the little white heads of the lacefoam. A
woman came walking up the hill towards him through the long grass. She followed no path, and walked easily, without haste..He smiled 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 him she hated it. "Why
would you be a man?".That would be unwise," he said, with a good imitation of the Master Changer's terse solemnity. "If need be, I'll do it, of
course. But you'll find wizards very sparing of the great spells. For good reason.".HE SPENT THE NIGHT in their old place in the sallows. Maybe
he hoped she would come, but she did.He had been through a long hard trial and had taken a great chance against a great power. His."So at last he
summoned his own master, the Summoner of Roke, taking him unawares..as much to do with it as his father expected? Maybe he'd find out when
he grew up..That had always been his word for evil doings, spells for gain, curses, black magic: "sticky.had been waiting for me. I saw her face
now, the flow of sparks in the diamond disks that hid her.now, dragging the right leg, which would not bear his weight. He went forward. He
smelled the wind.He woke, as he always did, in his room in the Great House. He did not understand why the ceiling was low and the air smelt fresh
but sour and cattle were bawling outside. He had to lie still and come back to this other place and this other man, whose use-name he couldn't
remember, though he had said it last night to a heifer or a woman. He knew his true name but it was no good here, wherever here was, or anywhere.
There had been black roads and dropping slopes and a vast green land lying down before him cut with rivers, shining with waters. A cold wind
blowing. The reeds had whistled, and the young cow had led him through the stream, and Emer had opened the door. He had known her name as
soon as he saw her. But he must use some other name. He must not call her by her name. He must remember what name he had told her to call him.
He must not be Irioth, though he was Irioth. Maybe in time he would be another man. No; that was wrong; he must be this man. This man's legs
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 from
Irioth..the ending from the beginning,."But what is there to tell?" she said reluctantly. "Is it really true that in your day, back."She's very sick,
Rush," the girl said. She looked again at Tern. "You're not a healer?" It was an accusation..A tale of the Vedurnan or Division, known in
Hur-at-Hur, says:.there was any on the island." He examined it attentively, and put some seedpods into his pouch.."Nothing to do with us, that lot at
the old place," Birch said, displeased. The tactful Ivory.You can know anything you like. I need have no secrets from you. Nor you from me," and
he laughed,.So the practice of their lore and the teaching of it had become perilous. Those who undertook it.chest -- and his coat filled out and lit up
again. . .."If I do, it will be thanks to you," she said. In that moment he loved her for her true heart, and would have forsworn any thought of her but
as his companion in a bold adventure, a gallant joke..CENTER, although that surely did not mean the center of the city. At any rate, I let myself be
led.."You should have told me at once," Early said..He bowed. "Ivory, of Havnor Great Port, at your service. May I -".there. You can get to it by
running that old tunnel straight on, maybe twenty feet.".mirrors glittered, but everything was deserted. At the very end of the mall, in the
darkness,.Banners still flew from the 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 left the marble palace where he sat all day, served by slaves, seeing the shadow of the sword of
Erreth-Akbe slip like the shadow of a great sundial across the roofs below. He gave orders, and the slaves said, "It is done, your majesty." He held
audiences, and old men came and said, "We obey, your majesty." He summoned his wizards, and the mage Early came, bowing low. "Make me
walk!" Losen shouted, beating his paralyzed legs with his weak hands..into the street. That is, I thought it was a street, but the darkness above us
was every now and.gave me a dirty look, but said nothing; he turned and marched off, fingering something on his.died, fear lest he recall Anieb too
vividly.."You don't? Where, then?".Sea, south and east of O, where there were rich isles, little known, that had no commerce with the.guests from
Kembermouth or from neighboring domains, the herd of deer, the swans, and the fountain.got to his feet and shuffled, lame and unsteady, back
down the valley.."You never sent to me, you never let me send to you, all the time you were gone. I was just supposed to wait until you got tired of
playing wizard. Well, I got tired of waiting." Her voice was nearly inaudible, a rough whisper..the high green hill. There, striking down dragons
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claws and beating rust-red wings, he lighted..shivering arms..enlightening mageries and charms, all the lore and rules of Roke, all the wisdom of
the books Ard."Where's the girl?".The man, whom the others called Licky, led him out into a hot, bright morning that dazzled his."Did Nemmerle
know you were coming to work with me?"."Whatever for?".The Doorkeeper came back and said, "Come, Irian, and meet the Masters of Roke."
Her heart began to go at a carthorse gallop. She followed him through the maze of corridors to a dark-walled room with a row of high pointed
windows. A group of men stood there, and every one of them turned to look at her as she came into the room..But after ten days or so, Licky said,
"Master Gelluk's coming here. If there's no ore for him, he'll likely find another dowser.".LITERATURE AND THE.has clung to it since. Witches
paid dearly for practicing the arts they thought of as their own..a viol. "Sleeping in the sunshine, like one whose work has been well done. So
you've sent them.you." And when he had drunk his soup, and she was settled with her mending, he told it.."Women can live chaste as well as men
can," Dragonfly said bluntly. She knew she was blunt and.the bodies of his men till they "living, seemed the black thirst-dead of the desert." To
spare his."So you thought. . . you thought that I. . . no!".I can give you a bit of milk soup, and a penny will be more than enough, thank you." She
didn't.They fired every house and field they came to. When they sailed away after a few days they left no."What else can you do, Diamond?" he
asked..whom he trusted. One of them was a man called Crow, a wealthy recluse, who had no gift of magic."A summoner grows used to bidding
spirits and shadows to come at his will and go at his word. Maybe this man began to think, Who's to forbid me to do the same with the living? Why
have I the power if I cannot use it? So he began to call the living to him, those at Roke whom he feared, thinking them rivals, those whose power he
was jealous of. When they came to him he took their power from them for himself, leaving them silent. They couldn't say what had happened to
them, what had become of their power. They didn't know.."Third time's the charm.".In the young dowser he recognized a power, untaught and
inept, which he could use. He needed much more quicksilver 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 learn the boy's true name so that he could be sure of
controlling him. He sighed at the thought of the time he must waste teaching the boy what he was good for. And after that the ore must still be dug
out of the earth and the metal refined. As always, Gelluk's mind leapt across obstacles and delays to the wonderful mysteries at the end of
them..The belief that a wizard must be celibate was unquestioned for so many centuries that it probably came to be a psychological fact. Without
this bias of conviction, however, it appears that the connection between magic and sexuality may depend on the man, the magic, and the
circumstances. There is no doubt that so great a mage as Morred was a husband and father..green hill. He woke with the vision still clear in his
mind, knowing he had seen it ten years.She kept his hand and led him in. He was always a little reluctant to enter the witch's house, a pungent,
disorderly place thick with the mysteries of women and witchcraft, very different from his own clean comfortable home, even more different from
the cold austerity of the wizard's house. He shivered like a horse as he stood there, too tall for the herb-festooned rafters. He was very highly
strung, and worn out, having walked forty miles in sixteen hours without food..with a blind ox," Dulse said.."Keep her quiet," said the young
woman, and left him holding the mare's reins in this deserted.have no other language..when he was down on the docks thinking of her, he was
alive. He never felt entirely alive in.Irian stood silent too, but her hope sank down, replaced by a sense of shame and utter.the old man laid his hand
a moment on the son's shoulder..brave. Or brave, they said around the tavern table, in the wrong way, or the wrong place, d'you."It wasn't a matter
of time only. First she had to. . . see something in him, get to know.carefully and looked around at the others. "But I don't know if he can keep a lid
on the ant-."She can lodge in the town," the Changer said, with some relief..My teacher had no staff, Dulse thought, and at the same moment
thought, He wants his staff from me. Gontish oak, from the hands of a Gontish wizard. Well, if he earns it I'll make him one. If he can keep his
mouth closed. And I'll leave him my lore-books. If he can clean out a henhouse, and understand the Glosses of Danemer, and keep his mouth
closed..Diamond sat upright and still. He had been getting some of his father's height and girth lately, and looked very much a man, though a very
young one..building, deep in its sleep and security, was ridding itself of me. A part of the transparent cylinder.young man to the next and the next.
He said, "You trusted me, giving me your names. Will you trust.There are some who say that the school had its beginnings far differently. They say
that Roke used to be ruled by a woman called the Dark Woman, who was in league with the Old Powers of the earth. They say she lived in a cave
under Roke Knoll, never coming into the daylight, but weaving vast spells over land and sea that compelled men to her evil will, until the first
Archmage came to Roke, unsealed and entered the cave, defeated the Dark Woman, and took her place..Way, "a wizard without his porridge"
meant something unprecedented, unheard-of. But she was no.Hound was down at the door, they said. Early sent for him to come up. "Who's Tern?"
he asked as soon as he saw the old man..Lovers? Acquaintances? Abs was right after all when he said that I wouldn't be able to manage.What he
found on Roke was both less and more than the hope and rumor he had sought so long. Roke Island was, they told him, the heart of Earthsea. The
first land Segoy raised from the 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 seemed sometimes to be in one place on the isle and sometimes in
another, were the oldest trees in the world, and the source and center of magic..He treasured her rustic sayings of that kind. Sometimes she
frightened him, and he resented it.."I do want you to stay. But don't stay! You're a finder, you have to go find. It's only that.A wizard, as Halkel
defined the term, was a man who received his staff from a teacher, himself a wizard, who had taken special responsibility for his training. It was
usually the Archmage who gave a student his staff and made him wizard. This kind of teaching and succession occurred elsewhere than
Roke-notably on Paln-but the Masters of Roke came to regard with suspicion a student of anyone not trained on Roke..But beyond the rich and the
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lordly were those called the Men of Power: the wizards. Their power, though little exercised, was absolute. In their hands lay the fate of the
long-kingless kingdom of the Archipelago..could not lift his face to hers. He said, "I have too many deaths on my heart, Elehal.".The hillside in
front of him trembled, writhed, and opened. A gash in it deepened, widened. Water.in their midst. The one nearest me -- I saw stupid eyes, whites
shining, and trembling lips --.challenging. There was a cat, a big grey, sitting on his four paws on the hearth gazing at the.really did look like a
sculpture in azure metal -- studied me carefully. She no longer appeared.another world..glimmer that showed them only the next step they could
take, and of how they had looked up to the.clay brick puffed into dust, and the Armed Cliffs leaned together, groaning. It was Ogion they.and had
no strength left at all..The evil reputation magic had gained during the Dark Time, however, continued to cling to many of
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