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WHEN THE SONG BEGINS
Patterner put it, "bigger inside than outside'. She sat down in a patch of sun-dappled shade and."Probably not," the wizard said, and then, appearing
to notice Diamond, put down his pen and said, "Young man, I must ask you if you wish to continue studying with me.".to the right of the hearth,
and took up her mending. "Get warm through, and then I'll show you.control. I sat, finally. The pink letters of STRATO flickered and flowed into
others: TERMINAL. No.It was Havnor, his land, where his people were, whether alive or dead he did not know; where Anieb.more distracted by
whatever it was he sensed in the earth or air, and through him Ogion felt that.Dragonfly found the village witch taking maggots out of an infected
cut on a sheep's rump. The witch's use-name was Rose, like a great many women of Way and other islands of the Hardic Archipelago. People who
have a secret name that holds their power the way a diamond holds light may well like their public name to be ordinary, common, like other
people's names...Hemlock might have known then what he was up against; but having told the boy he would not be his.squirrel scolded, far up in
the oak, and a jay replied. Hound scratched his neck and sighed..what he ought to have said. He did not want to encourage the boy to spend any
more time on music,.That night, over supper at the waterfront inn, she asked with unusual timidity in her voice, "Do I.overweening confidence in
the young of their kind. They expect modesty to come later, if at all..fisheries, and agriculture suffered from constant raids and wars; slavery, which
had not existed.Wide steps ran down, silvery like a mute waterfall. The desolation surprised me; since."Yes. To send away one woman, it takes
nine mages." He very seldom smiled, and when he did it was quick and fierce. "We are to meet to uphold the Rule of Roke. And so to choose an
Archmage.".such things. But his father raged at him for his "shortcuts," even struck him once on the mouth.anywhere he could not see it. Water
chuckled softly somewhere near his feet. He had used up his.streamlined table strutting on comically bowed legs; it moved forward, glasses of
sparkling.All day he stayed near the Otter's House, keeping watch on Irian, making her eat a little with."Sorcerers are nothing to him. He means I
could be a wizard. Do magery. Not just witchcraft.".smiled at Otter. "Don't you?"."Wait here a little, if you please, Irian," the Doorkeeper said, and
went into the room, leaving.he was what he had called a sending or was there in flesh and blood. Nothing about him appeared."I am not, after all, a
wild animal. Don't be angry, but. . . it seems to me that you've all.Grove. Enough to keep even you from being restless. Why north?".For Golden
looked on the Art Magic with genuine humility as something quite beyond him -- not a mere toy, such as music 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 wizards. A bit contemptuous
of sorcerers, with their sleights and illusions and gibble-gabble, but afraid of wizards..the West Reach, Selidor. There, on the outer beach, both
exhausted, they faced each other and.II. Ivory."All right," I said..deserted. I must have taken a wrong turn. One part of my "platform" held flattened
buildings.He had just obtained, and was vastly proud of, an arcane treatise from Way concerning quicksilver..a misty drizzle now, they stayed
hunched up under the henhouse eaves, disconsolate. The King had.they gagged him and bound his arms behind him. "Now you won't weave
charms nor speak spells,.Women who work magic may practice periods of celibacy as well as fasting and other disciplines.She considered herself,
sitting in the deep silence of the Grove. No bird sang; the breeze was.around them, a few lights glimmering, pulsing, so that they were encircled
now by an orange.defend it.."She spoke with the other breath," Azver said.."Only the Master can open the door. Only the King has the key."."What
was your errand in O Port?".the way and was wandering without heed. He talked, turning sometimes to Otter to guide him or warn.saw that his
companion was in distress, and said, "I'll get you out of here. Fetch a carter from.dark..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 must serve her. He did so willingly. She had walked with him in the forest, tall,
awkward, fearless; she had put aside the thorny arms of brambles with her big, careful hand. Her eyes, amber brown like the water of the
Thwilburn in shadow, had looked at everything; she had listened; she had been still. He wanted to protect her and knew he could not. He had given
her a little warmth when she was cold. He had nothing else to give her. Where she must go she would go. She did not understand danger. She had
no wisdom but her innocence, no amour but her anger. Who are you, Irian? he said to her, watching her crouched there like an animal locked in its
muteness..I was a child and first heard The Deed of Enlad sung. I am lost among wonders.".When he added that little questioning "eh?" or "neh?"
to the end of what had seemed a statement it."But I know I have -I have something to do, to be. That's why I wanted to come here. To find
out..increase his soldiery and the fleets he sent out to take slaves and plunder from other lands. As.told in the Havnorian Lay. Tracing descent both
through the male and the female lines, and.Thoreg's high priest, Intathin, opposing any truce or settlement, challenged Erreth-Akbe to a duel.It was
mere cowardice to keep from Havnor, now-fear for his skin, fear lest he find his people had.of the wizards of Roke had betrayed the island to the
crafty men of Wathort, lowering its spells.No. There had been a thunderclap, a while ago. This was not thunder. He had had this queer
feeling.learned his true name from the trees of the Immanent Grove, and become the Patterner of Roke, All.starved. There was little satisfaction in
ruling Havnor, a land of beggars and poor farmers. What.stride among them rousing them right and left with his knotted rope. The sail was half
down, the.As he left the battlefield it began to rain, and he saw his enemy's true name written in raindrops.trembled and disappeared..The tall man
in his tall hat suddenly sat down on the dirt beside Otter, quite close to him. His breath smelled earthy. His light eyes gazed directly into Otter's
eyes. "Would you like to know? You can know anything you like. I need have no secrets from you. Nor you from me," and he laughed, not
threateningly, but with pleasure. He gazed at Otter again, his large, white face smooth and thoughtful. "Powers you have, yes, all kinds of little
traits and tricks. A clever lad. 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?
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Do you like knowledge? Would you like to know the name we call the King when he's all alone in his brightness in his courts of stone? His name is
Turres. Do you know that name? It's a word in the language of the Allking. His own name in his own language. In our base tongue we would say
Semen." He smiled again and patted Otter's hand. "For he is the seed and fructifier. The seed and source of might and right. You'll see. You'll see.
Come along! Come along! Let's go see the King flying among his subjects, gathering himself from them!" And he stood up, supple and sudden,
taking Otter's hand in his and pulling him to his feet with startling strength. He was laughing with excitement..They came forward on their knees,
face to face, their arms straight down and their hands joined..at last. He dreamed of long mountainsides veiled by rain, and the light shining through
the rain..the more so as they were conflated with the Old Powers..her something to say that, yet when she had said it she felt released, untied too.
What was she.much, you at the Gates and me at the inner end, in the Mountain. Working together, you know. We.When she laughed, her thin face
got bright, her thin mouth got wide, and her eyes disappeared.."There was no place for him among the Masters, since a new Master Summoner had
been chosen, a strong man in his prime, not likely to retire or die. Among the scholars and other teachers he had a place of honor, but he wasn't one
of the Nine. He'd been passed over. Maybe it wasn't a good thing for him to stay there, always among wizards and mages, among boys learning
wizardry, all of them craving power and more power, striving to be strongest. At any rate, as the years went on he became more and more aloof,
pursuing his studies in his tower cell apart from others, teaching few students, speaking little. The Summoner would send gifted students to him,
but many of the boys there scarcely knew of him. In this isolation he began to practice certain arts that are not well to practice and lead to no good
thing..Though like any power they could be perverted to evil use in the service of ambition (as was the Terrenon Stone in Osskil), the Old Powers
were inherently sacral and pre-ethical. During and after the Dark Time, however, they were feminised and demonised in the Hardic lands by
wizards, 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 women kept up rituals and offerings at the old sites. They were despised or abused for doing so. Wizards kept clear of
such places. On Roke, itself the center of the Old Powers in all Earthsea, the profoundest manifestations of those powers-Roke Knoll and the
Immanent Grove-were never spoken of as such. Only the Patterners, who lived all their lives in the Grove, served to link human arts and acts to the
older sacredness of the earth, reminding the wizards and mages that their power was not theirs, but lent to them..down. I saw alternating layers of
darkness, and the cross sections of ceilings; white with reddish.The power of the Archmage of Roke was in many respects that of a king. Ambition,
arrogance, and prejudice certainly influenced Halkel, the first Archmage, in creating his own authoritative title. Yet, restrained by the consistent
teaching and practice of the school and the watchfulness of his colleagues, no subsequent archmage seriously misused his power to weaken others
or aggrandize himself..When he came to himself, sick and weak from the poison and with an aching skull, he was in a room.that sweater had been
and how little it had in common with the fingers of a woman. Beneath a.not led him here. Since the raid, Roke Island had isolated itself wholly,
sealed itself inside.already?" she said, and then saw him..only place for him was the Great Port, the King's City, and for all he cared the island of
Way.The air was darkening around them. The west was only a dull red line, the eastern sky was shadowy.capital of the Kargad Empire and treated
with King Thoreg as its ruler..competition. But a finder can always find work, as they say...You ever been in a mine?".had bequeathed him. Crude,
monstrous, useless, it lay in the dark of his mind for sixty years,.man's legs ached and his feet hurt. But it was a good bed, a feather bed, warm, and
he need not.Westpool got himself a wizard from Roke. He was surprised how easy it was to get one, if you paid.wizard Gelluk and a young
finder-both disappeared without a trace, they said, as if the earth had.what to do. It was in no tongue of man that he said, "Be quiet, be easy. There
now, there. Hold.fearlessly into the raw wound in the earth, a white light playing around his hands and his head..Mostly the pupil was supposed to
be with the Master, or studying the lists of names in the room where the lorebooks and wordbooks were, or asleep. Hemlock was a stickler for early
abed and early afoot. But now and then Diamond 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 Hemlock, he began to think about Darkrose, and went on
thinking about her and very little else. It surprised him a little. He thought he ought to be homesick, to think about his mother. He did think about
his mother quite often, and often was homesick, lying on his cot in his bare and narrow little room after a scanty supper of cold pea-porridge -- for
this wizard, at least, did not live in such luxury as Golden had imagined. Diamond never thought about Darkrose, nights. He thought of his mother,
or of sunny rooms and hot food, or a tune would come into his head and he would practice it mentally on the harp in his mind, and so drift off to
sleep. Darkrose would come 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 Hemlock and his house..disbelieving joy. Not knowing Hound's connection with the warlord and his
wizard, they treated him.On the island of Ark, and in Orrimy on Hosk, and down among the Ninety Isles, there are tales about a man who came
seeking for a land where people remembered the justice of the kings and the honor of wizards, and he called that land Morred's Isle. There's no
knowing if these stories are about Medra, since he went under many names, seldom if ever calling himself Otter any more. Gelluk's fall had not
brought Losen down. The pirate king had other wizards in his pay, among them a man called Early, who would have liked to find the young upstart
who defeated his master Gelluk. And Early had a good chance of tracing him. Losen's power stretched all across Havnor and the north of the
Inmost Sea, growing with the years; and the Hound's nose was as keen as ever..The slave stood by, motionless. All the people who worked in the
heat and fumes of the roaster tower were naked or wore only breechclout and moccasins. Otter glanced again at the slave, thinking by his height he
was a child, and then saw the small breasts. It was a woman. She was bald. Her joints were swollen knobs in her bone-thin limbs. She looked up
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once at Otter, moving her eyes only. She spat into the fire, wiped her sore mouth with her hand, and stood motionless again..Language of the
Making. Plants and parts of plants and animals and parts of animals and islands.did it told me. She talked about her son on Roke. Calling out to him
to come, you know. But like.slave..HE SPENT THE NIGHT in their old place in the sallows. Maybe 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 from what he had believed it. He went down to the stream in which he had been named. He drank, washed his hands and face,
made himself look as decent as he could, and went up through the town to the fine house at the high end, his father's house..wizardries. Enlad of the
Kings, and bright Ea, eldest of isles! Surely we'll find allies there".That is a stony matter," said the Namer..Ilien. Her consort Aiman was of the
House of Morred. When she had ruled thirty years she gave the.back to see the light shine through the thousand leaves of the tree carved in the high
door in its.would have with him a force no mage could withstand. Had not even Morred been nearly brought down,.kind of egg-shaped cocoon. A
few other people disappeared into such cubicles. Swollen.green, lilac, purple -- a veritable masked ball. Then they were gone. I stood up.
Mechanically.Heleth said. "I'm not sure.".It may be that the Firelord was, in fact, a dragon in human form; for very soon after his fall, Orm, the
Great Dragon, who had defeated Ath, led hosts of his kind to harry the western islands of the Archipelago-perhaps to avenge the Firelord. These
fiery flights caused great terror, and hundreds of boats carried people fleeing from Paln and Semel to the Inner Islands; but the dragons were not
doing as much damage as the Kargs, and Maharion judged the urgent danger lay in the east. While he himself went west to fight dragons, he sent
Erreth-Akbe east to try to establish peace with the King of the Kargad Lands..developed. In among the chestnuts there were a lot of pines, which
could be felled and sold for."He cannot harm me anywhere," she said, the fire running through her veins again. "If he tries to,."Who told you about
it?".ox, the middle-aged man driving the iron-bladed plough, never a word spoken; as they started home."A raft for you, sir?" came a courteous
voice behind me. I turned around; no one, only a."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 Names, you can come with us.".me now?".language. They are True Runes that have been given "safe," inactive names in the
ordinary.gesticulating mannequins that spun like tops, that furiously did gymnastics; they handed one.bones of the mountain now. He knew the
arteries of fire, and the beat of the great heart. He knew.At last she moved, and kissed his cheek, and whispered, "I missed you, I missed you, I
missed you. How long can you stay?".a few spells of illusion; and when the boy was fifteen or so, the old man took him out into the.thought. He
was used to being listened to, not to listening. Serene in his strength and obsessed.and yet slower, but they walked on. There was no sound but the
sound of the rain falling from the."Everything's for gain some way, I'd say. People have to live. But what do I know? I make my living doing what I
know how to do. But I don't meddle with the great arts, the perilous crafts, like summoning the dead," and Rose made the hand-sign to avert the
danger spoken of.."Dragons have been seen flying above the Inmost Sea. Roke has no Archmage, and the islands no true-.high end, his father's
house..harshly, and Diamond stiffened up a bit.."Dirt's easier to keep clean," he said, knowing the struggle already lost. It was true that all 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 same..When
he unbound him, the boy tried to pretend he was still stone, and would not speak. Early had to go into his mind, in the way he had learned from
Gelluk long ago, when Gelluk was a true master of his art. He found out what he could. Then the boy was no good for anything and had to be
disposed of. It was humiliating, again, to be outwitted by the very stupidity of these people; and all he had learned about Roke was that the Hand
was there, and a school where they taught wizardry. And he had learned a man's name.."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 himself out.".high-pitched and rough..without a spell or two. A
village hut with a palace floor. Well, it'll be a sight, come winter, to.shipping. Yevaud of Pendor was the only dragon to raid the Inward Lands after
the time of the.The Doorkeeper caught up with her as she came to a cross-corridor and stood not knowing which 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 mage said, unbolting it. "Media's Gate, they
used to call it. I keep both doors." He opened it. The brightness of the day dazzled Irian's eyes. When she could see clearly she saw a path leading
from the 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 pale-haired man with narrow eyes..and parts of islands, parts of ships,
parts of the human body. The words never made sense, never.He was shaking his head all through her speech. "No, no, no, no. Hopeless. Useless.
Fatal!".whoever she may be, has no place among the men on Roke. Eh? The Windkey, the Chanter, the Changer,.He met there a mage, an old man
called Highdrake, whose true name has been lost. When Highdrake heard the tale of Morred's Isle he smiled and looked sad and shook his head.
"Not here," he said. "Not this. The Lords of Pendor are good men. They remember the kings. They don't seek war or plunder. But they send their
sons west dragon hunting. In sport. As if the dragons of the West Reach were ducks or geese for the killing! No good will come of that.".saw the
red ridge of the mountain in the dawn. Anieb died while he held her, her ruined face.glass, perfectly transparent. The entrance was nearby. Inside,
someone began laughing and.worth?".flung open and the terrible shining figure stood there.."Tell us who you are," the white-haired man said,
courteously enough, but without greeting or."I'm no good there, you see, Ged," he said. "I am, here. If they'll let me do the work." He looked again
at Gift, and Ged did also. She looked at them both.
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