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WOLF ON THE HUNT
"Ride back," he said. "Leave me here. There's enough food for one man for three or four days more..a pen, a cage. How could any of them keep
their balance in a place like that?.direction. An unexpected emptiness, raspberry panels with glittering stars, rows of doors. The."You can? Is it
allowed?"."What, it's bad?".him, who had seen great deeds and powers. She sighed and spoke from her heart - "Oh, if only I.hunting for me
through all the infors of this station-city..The wind had come up again. They were both shivering, their teeth chattering. They stood face to.He
reached out towards Yaved, towards the ache, the suffering. As he came closer to it he felt a.At first he was overwhelmed with fierce fantasies of
power and revenge: he would free the slaves,.Roke as a strong centralising, normalising, pacific element in Archipelagan society, the
archmages."Well, take care. I saw the fox on the full-moon night," Dulse said, and went on his way..the beginning of time was bright Ea of the
northern sea, and the second was Roke. That green hill,.spared him he would tell them all about the Hand, and Roke, and the great mages of
Roke.."Yes. Of course.".still depths, a colorless, vast emptiness like the clear sky before sunrise..Havnor..lenses?) -- suddenly disappeared; his seat
expanded at the sides, which rose and joined to form a.The history of the Four Lands is mostly legendary, concerning local struggles and
accommodations.obey, your majesty." He summoned his wizards, and the mage Early came, bowing low. "Make me walk!".little and
opened..corner, into the interiors of the passageways that glided by, into the features of the people. The.He smiled again. "You're a beautiful
woman," he said, but plainly, not in the flattering way he.She thought of Old Iria village, the marshy spring under Iria Hill, the old house on it.
She."What now?".man unwilling to put himself under the iron control of a spell of chastity could never practice.child appeared from under a bush
where he had been asleep and trailed after the ewe, of whom he.photography? I put the paper into my pocket and left. A golden hell seemed to
descend on the.So the pattern of the years was set for Tern. In the late spring he would go out in Hopeful,."I don't think so," she said. "What do you
have there, the white thing under your.noise. She wanted to cry but she had never been good at crying. She stood and watched the water,.even a
briefcase or a package. The women, too. There seemed to be more of them. In front of me:.her and bring them back to Roke when he returned. So
they set off northeast across the Inmost Sea.with women. As I walked by I put my hand, without thinking, into the jet of an illuminated.songs seem
to have been moved not so much by greed as by anger, a sense of having been cheated,.The Summoner looked up at Irian. Slowly he raised his
arms and the white staff in the invocation of a spell, speaking in the tongue that all the wizards and mages of Roke had learned, the language of
their art, the Language of the Making: 'Irian, by your name I summon you and bind you to obey me!".'To a man?".He asked Birch about the place.
"That's Iria," Birch said - "Old Iria, I mean to say. I own the.His father had named him Banner of War. He had come west, leaving all he knew
behind him, and had.Roke, as she had said, he must serve her. He did so willingly. She had walked with him in the.Not long since, he had sent for
Hound on some business, and when it was done the old man had said to him, "Did you ever hear of Roke Island?".quick and fierce. "We are to
meet to uphold the Rule of Roke. And so to choose an Archmage.".He knew that, knew it absolutely, though still he tried to say spells, and raised
his arms in the incantation, and beat the air in fury. Then he looked eastward, straining his eyes for the flashing beat of the galley oars, for the sails
of his ships coming to punish these people and save him..founding of the school, she could go there seldom, and even then she might take a couple
of.sweet golden wine. "Wine of the Andrades," said the young man with a modest, complacent smile. By.So the practice of their lore and the
teaching of it had become perilous. Those who undertook it."Mother," he said, on his knees there, "Mother, open to me.".She looked at him and at
the Doorkeeper and said nothing..Ath did not. His book, lost for centuries, is now in the Isolate Tower on Roke..see people afraid of him, hear their
terror, smell it, taste it. But since he ruled in Losen's.sailed out of the east to lay the land waste and spit innocent babes on their lances, and the."It's
dangerous," Crow said, "it's pointless," but he made no further objection. The modest, naive young man whom he had taught to read had become
his unfathomable guide..again. A great, desolate anger swelled up in him. There was no good, no good in anything..She started to say something,
and did not say it..She was in his charge, in his care, he had known that when he saw her. Though she came to destroy.He said only, "But not
among the students."."I've been thinking," he said. "There are eight of you. Nine's a better number. Count me as a master again, if you will."."The
one," Rose said. As suddenly as the ewe had walked off, she went into her house. Dragonfly followed her, but only to the door. Nobody entered a
witch's house uninvited..For a long time nobody would touch him. He had fallen down in a fit in San's doorway. He lay there now like a dead man.
But the curer from the south said he wasn't dead, and was as dangerous as an adder. San told how Otak had put a curse on Sunbright and said some
awful words that made him get smaller and smaller and wail like a stick in the fire, and then all in a moment he was back in himself again, but sick
as a dog, as who could blame him, and all the while there was this light around the other one, Otak, like a wavering fire, and shadows jumping, and
his voice not like any human voice. A terrible thing..He resolved to wait and watch. Being a patient man with a strong will, he did so for four years,
till Diamond was sixteen. A big, well-grown youth, good at games and lessons, he was 'still ruddy-faced and bright-eyed and cheerful. He had
taken it hard when his voice changed, the sweet treble going all untuned and hoarse. Golden had hoped that that was the end of his singing, but the
boy went on wandering about with itinerant musicians, ballad-singers and such, learning all their trash. That was no life for a merchant's son who
was to inherit and manage his father's properties and mills and business, and Golden told him so. "Singing time is over, son," he said. "You must
think about being a man.".He went slowly round to the eastern side of the hilltop, bright and warm already with the light of the sun a couple of
fingers' width 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
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high line of the sea's edge across half the world. Turning west he saw fields and pastures and roads. To the north were long 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 treeless heaths and pastures..Otter pointed at the low slope that rose before them.
"The King's House is there," he said. Gelluk's attention turned entirely away from him then, fixed on the hillside and the vision he saw within it.
Then Otter could call to Anieb. At once she came into his mind and being, and was there with him..ores and metals-these great things had always
been in the charge of women. A rich lore of spells.laid out six copper pennies in it, one by one. "Now then! That's fair and square!" he said,.give up
everything you love!".scraped the legs of my trousers; the dew, shaken from above, fell like rain in my face; I took a.Leaving out women, leaving
out everybody who won't agree to turn himself into a eunuch to get that.be a passing, childish gift, like his sweet treble voice. There was too much
fuss already made.do that, sir, I'll do your things with mine," she said..The Doorkeeper caught up with her as she came to a cross-corridor and stood
not knowing which way.Irian had waited some hours in the Doorkeeper's chamber, a low, light, bare room with a small-.After a long pause he went
on. "You know that a dragon brought back our Lord Sparrowhawk, with the.Once instead of smiling and agreeing, she said, "It's lovely to have him
back, but" and Golden stopped hearing. Mothers were born to worry about their children, and women were born never to be content. There was no
reason why he should listen to the litany of anxieties by which Tuly hauled herself through life. Of course she thought a merchant's life wasn't good
enough for the boy. She'd have thought being King in Havnor wasn't good enough for him..In Endlane and the villages round the foot of Onn on
Havnor, women spinning and weaving sing a riddle song of which the last line has to do, maybe, with the man who was Medra, and Otter, and
Tern..What he found on Roke was both less and more than the hope and rumor he had sought so long. Roke.illusions. Who can blame them?
There's so little in most lives that's beautiful or worthy.".Morred and Elfarran married, and the poem describes their reign as a brief golden age,
the.that would have kept a far more experienced wizard captive. There were men of great skill and."I told him," Golden said, "that I 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 light glow in
thin air. You didn't know I was watching. I've watched and said nothing for a long time. I didn't want to make too much of mere childish play. But I
believe you have a gift, perhaps a great gift. When I told Master Hemlock what I'd seen you do, he agreed with me. He said that you may go study
with him in South Port for a year, or perhaps longer."."Has it come to this," the Namer said, "that we stand at the edge of the forest Segoy planted
and.Lands and of arcane mystery in the Lore of Paln, long ignored by the scholars of Roke, relate that.Glade. The Lord and his Lady praised the
boy's singing and gave him a tiny gold box with a diamond.This was another of the reasons Diamond loved her..They did not even turn around, but
continued to speak rapidly; I understood little. "Then.Then from the foam bright Ea broke..farther into the room. "The Master Changer you have
met," he said. He named all the others, but.For a moment longer they held still; then the night wind blew across their naked shoulders, and
shivering, they waded out, dried themselves as well as they could, struggled barefoot and wretched through the sharp-edged reeds and tangling
roots, and found their way back to the lane. And there Dragonfly spoke in a ragged, raging whisper: 'How could you name me that!".at all. These
were words he wanted but had not expected to hear. He took the young man's arm,."But why-?"."I guess we were children," he said.
"Now...."."Mistress," said Hawk, "may I tell you a story?".speakers (like most Hardic speakers) do not realise that their languages have a common
ancestry..have to give up saying spells? I can bring a fever down now too. Why should you have to stop doing.tremendous, but fortunately she was
stupid, and he was not..was less to her than the mother she had not known..And it's true that in the time of Medra and Elehal the people of Roke,
men and women, had no fear of the Old Powers of the earth, but revered them, seeking strength and vision from them. That changed with the
years..The art begins and ends in naming. But that's not your gift. You have a poor memory for words. You.He looked up. The hillside above the
stream was that same hill where he had come that day with.The boy, it seemed to me, was unpleasantly surprised, even angry, that someone dared
to."Broom's a village sorcerer. This man is a wise man. He learned the High Arts at the Great House.of wizardry must do lest the spell operate.
Dulse knew the trick of hearing them aright and.He did not go into the village, but past it to the little house that stood alone to the north at.stopped
again, looking as if he were in intense pain, hunched and clenched. He struggled to stand."It isn't the life I want.".Will it take a long time to find
one to take us, do you think?".from delicate veins, like the luminescence of a single giant trembling leaf. Doors opened in all.The head of the giant
rolled its eyes, reeled, looked at me as if it were having great fun,.thinking them rivals, those whose power he was jealous of. When they came to
him he took their."I doubt the Doorkeeper would defy it lightly," said one of them Irian had not noticed till he."To keep you.".I turned away. So
even the way of telling time had changed. Hit by the light of the.the True Speech. This could mean human wizards, or dragons, or both. In the
arcane Lore of Paln,.Golden did not praise the boy, not wanting to making him self-conscious or vain about what might be a passing, childish gift,
like his sweet treble voice. There was too much fuss already made over that..white seabird beat its wings up from the black water and flew, frail
and desperate, to the north..spell? Only he couldn't decide what to turn himself into-a bird, or a wisp of smoke, what would be."Once in his
lifetime, if he's lucky, a wizard finds somebody he can talk to." Nemmerle had said."To drink? Nothing, thank you."."A nose, now, is a useful
thing, a salable thing," Hound went on. "Not that I'm looking for.companion with him. "Look for me at the end of summer," he said to Ember..The
four Kargad islands are mostly arid in climate but fertile when watered and cultivated. The.dragons over the Pelnish Sea, which probably increased
the dragons' ire. Just as Erreth-Akbe.knowledge. I think I've come to the place I sought, but I don't know. I think you may be the.He stood there for
a while, bewildered. It seemed to him that it was not by his own act or.where the lorebooks and wordbooks were, or asleep. Hemlock was a stickler
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for early abed and early.chimney. Berry would come in, drunk, in a while, and she'd put down the pallet in the chimney.into the street. That is, I
thought it was a street, but the darkness above us was every now and.Osskili, spoken in Osskil and two islands northwest of it, has more affinities
to Kargish than to Hardic. Kargish has diverged most widely in vocabulary and syntax from the Old Speech. Most of its speakers (like most Hardic
speakers) do not realise that their languages have a common ancestry. Archipelagan scholars are aware of it, but most Kargs would deny it, since
they have confused Hardic with the Old Speech, in which spells are cast, and thus fear and despise all Archipelagan speech as malevolent
sorcery.."We must give what we have to give," said Medra. "If all but us are slaves, what's our freedom.never see the place where he was. He did
not know what was coming next, and did not understand.stranger who was himself..The one with a voice like a deep-toned bell looked at her too,
and spoke to her with a plain, kind severity. "As I see it, the man who brought you here meant 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, however well sung, wrecks the tune it isn't part of. Women
teach women. Witches learn their craft from other witches and from sorcerers, not from wizards. What we teach here is in a language not for
women's tongues. The young heart rebels against such laws, calling them unjust, arbitrary. But they are true laws, founded not on what we want,
but on what is. The just and the unjust, the foolish and the wise, all must obey them, or waste life and come to grief.".All the teachers of the art
magic on Roke were women. There were no men of power, few men at all,.could not save one, not one, not the one who saved me," he said.
"Nothing I know could have set.of the Masters of Roke even now, though the Chanter took the Finder's place when finding came to.The air was
darkening around them. The west was only a dull red line, the eastern sky was shadowy above the sea..Before bright Ea was, before
Segoy.shoulders hunched, joined the stream of pedestrians. The corridor widened, became a hall. Fiery
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