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seemed not to hear what was said to him, not o see those who came to see him. There was
none in those parts wizard enough to cure what ailed him, Ilis aunt said, “Ie has over-
spent his power,” but she had no art to help him.,

While he lay thus dark and dumb, the story of the lad who wove the fog and scared off
Kargish swordsmen with a mess of shadows was told all down the Northward Vale, and in
the East Forest, and high on the mountain and over the mountain even in the Great Port of
Gont, 5o it happened that on the fifth day afier the slanghter at Armouth a stranger came
into Ten Alders village, a man neither young nor old, who came cloaked and bareheaded,
lightly carrying a great staff of oak that was as tall as himself. e did not come up the course
of the Ar like most people, but down, out of the forests of the higher mountainside. The vil-
lage goodwives saw well thae he was a wizard, and when he told them that he was a healall,
they brought him straight to the smith’s house. Sending away all but the boy’s father and
aunt the stranger stooped above the cot where Duny lay staring into the dark, and did no
more than lay his hand on the boy's forehead and wuch his lips once,

Duny sat up slowly looking about him. In a little while he spoke, and strength and
hunger began to come back into him, They gave him a litde to drink and cat, and he lay
back again, always watching the stranger with dark wondering eyes.

The bronze-smith said to that stranger, “You are no commaon man,”™

“Mor will this boy be a common man,” the other answered, *The tale of his deed with
the fog has come to Re Albi, which is my home, T hiave come here to give him his name, it
as they say he has not vet made his passage into manhood.”

The witch whispered to the smith, “Brother, this must surely be the Mage of Re Alhi,
Oygion the Silent, that one who tamed the carthgquake—"

“85in” said the bronee-smith who would not let a great name daunt him, “my son will
be thirteen this month coming, but we thought to hold his Passage at the feast of Sunretum
this winter.”

“Let him be named as soon as may be,” said the mage, “for he needs his name. I have
other business now, but T will come back here for the day you choose, TF vou see tic T will
take him with me when 1 go thereafter. And if he prove apt I will keep him as prentice, or
see to it that he is schooled as fies his gitts, For to keep dark the mind of the mageborn, that
is a dangerous thing.”

Very gently Ogion spoke, but with certainty, and even the hardheaded smith assented
to all he said.

On the day the boy was thirteen years old, a day in the early splendor of autumn while
still the bright leaves are on the trees, Ogion returned o the village from his rovings over
Gont Mountain, and the ceremony of Passage was held. The witch took from the boy his
name Duny, the name his mother had given him as a baby, Nameless and naked he walked

into the cold springs of the Ar where it rises among rocks under the high cliffs, As he
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entered the water clouds erossed the sun’s face and great shadows slid and mingled over
the water of the pool about him. [e crossed to the far bank, shuddering with cold but
walking slow and erect as he should through that icy, living water, As he came to the bank
Ovgion, waiting, reached ont his land and clasping the boys arm whispered to him his true
name: Ged.

Thus was he given his name by one very wise in the uses of power,

The feasting was far from over, and all the villagers were making merry with plenty o
eat and beer to drink and a chanter rom down the Vale singing the Deed of the Dvagonlords,
when the mage spoke in his quiet voice to Ged: *Come, lad. Bid vour people farewell and
leave them feasting.”

Ged fetched what he had o carvy, which was the good bronze knife his tather had
forged him, and a leather coat the tanner's widow had cut down to his size, and an alder-
stick his aunt had becharmed for him: that was all he owned besides his shirt and breeches,
He said farewell to them, all the people he knew in all the world, and looked about once at
the village that straggled and huddled there under the cliffs, over the riversprings. Then he
set off with his new master through the steep slanting forests of the mountain isle, through

the leaves and shadows of bright autumn.
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CHAPTER 2

THE SHADOW

Ged had thoughe that as the prentice of a great mage he would enter at once into the
mystery and mastery of power. [le would understand the language of the beasts and the
speech of the leaves of the forest, he thought, and sway the winds with his word, and learn
to change himselt into any shape he wished, Maybe he and his nmaster would run together
as stags, or fly to Re Albi over the mountain on the wings of eagles.

But it was not so at all. They wandered, first down into the Vale and then gradually
south and westward around the mountain, given lodging in litde villages or spending the
night out in the wilderness, like poor journeyman-sorcerers, or tinkers, or beggars, They
entered no mysterious domain, Nothing happened. The mage’s oaken staft that Ged had
watched at first with eager dread was nothing but a stout staff to walk with. Three days
went by and four dayvs wene by and stll Ogion had not spoken a single charm in Ged's
hearing, and had not taught him a single name or rune or spell.

Though a very silent wan he was sonild and calm that Ged soon lost his awe of him,
and in a day or two more he was bold enough to ask his master, “When will my apprentice-
ship begin, Sir?™”

“It has begun,” said Ogion,

There was a silence, as il Ged was keeping back something he had to say, Then he
said it: “But I haven’t learned anything ve!™

“Because you haven't found out what [ am teaching,” replied the mage, going on at
his steady, long-legged pace along their road, which was the high pass between Ovark and
Wiss, He was o dark man, like most Gontishmen, dark copper-browng grey-haived, lean
and tough as a hound, tireless. He spoke seldom, ate little, slept less. His eyes and ears
were very keen, and often there was a listening look on his face,

Ged did not answer him. Itis not always easy to answer a mage.

“You want o work spells,” Ogion said presently, striding along. *You've drawn too
much water from that well. Wait. Manhood is patience. Mastery 15 nine times patience.
What is that herb by the path?”

“Strawtlower”

“And that?”

“T don’t know.”

“Fourfoil, they call ic.” Ogion had haleed, the coppershod foot of his staff near the livle
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weed, so Ged looked closely at the plant, and plucked a dry seedpod from it and fnally
asked, since Ohgion said nothing more, *What is its use, Master?™

“None I know of.”

Geed kept the seedpod a while as they wenton, then twssed itaway,

“When you know the fourfoil in all its seasons root and leaf and flower, by sight and
scent and seed, then you may leamn its true name, knowing its being: which is more than its
use, What, after all, is the use of vou® or of myselt Is Gont Mountain useful, or the Open
Sea?™ Ogion went on a haltmile or so, and said at last, “To hear, one must be silent.”

The boy frowned. Ie did not like to be made to teel a fool, [le kept back his resent-
ment and impatience, and tried to be obedient, so that Ogion would consent at last to teach
him something, For he hungered wo learn, to gain power. It began to seem to him, though,
that he could have learned more walking with any herb-gatherer or village sorcerer, and
as they went round the mountain westward into the lonely forests past Wiss he wondered
more and more what was the greatness and the magic of this great Mage Ogion. For when
it rained Ogion would not even say the spell that every weatherworker knows, to send the
storm aside. Tn a land where sorcerers come thick, like Gont or the Enlades, youmay sce a
raincloud blundering slowly from side to side and place to place as one spell shunts it on
to the next, dll at last it is bufteted one over the sea where it can rain in peace, But Ogion
let the rain fall where it would. e found a thick fir-tree and lay down beneath it Ged
crouched among the dripping bushes wet and sullen, and wondered what was the good
of having power if you were too wise to use it, and wished he had gone as prentice to that
old weatherworker of the Vale, where at least he would have slept dry. He did not speak
any of his thoughts aloud. He said not a word. His master sniiled, and fell asleep in the rain,

Along towards Sunreturn when the lirst heavy snows began to fall in the heights of
Gont they came to Re Albi, Ogion®s home, It is a town on the edge of the high rocks of
Owertell, and its name means Falcon's Nest. From it one can see far below the deep harbor
and the towers of the Port of Gont, and the ships that go in and out the gate of the bay
Letween the Armed Cliffs, and far to the west across the sea one may make out the bloe
hills of Oranéa, easternmost of the Inward sles.

The mage's house, though large and soundly built of amber, with hearth and chimney
rather than a firepit, was like the huts of Ten Alders village: all one room, with a goatshed
buile omto one side. There was a kind of aleove in the west wall of the room, where Ged
slept. Over his pallet was a window that looked out on the sea, but most often the shutters
must be elosed against the great winds that blew all winter from the west and north. In the
dark warmth of that house Ged spent the winter, hearing the rush of vain and wind outside
or the silence of snowlall, learning to write and read the Six Hundred Runes of Hardic.
Very glad he was to learn this lore, for without it no mere rote-learning of charms and spells

will give a man true mastery, The Hardic tongue of the Archipelago, though it has no more
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magic power in it than any other tongue of men, has its roots in the Old Speech, that lan-
guage in which things are named with their true names: and the way to the understanding
of this speech starts with the Runes that were written when the islands of the world first
were raised up from the sea.

Still no marvels and enchantments occurred. All winter there was nothing but the
heavy pages of the Runcbook turning, and the rain and the snow falling: and Oygion would
come in from roaming the icy forests or from looking after his goats, and stamp the snow
off his boots, and sit down in silence by the fire, And the mage’s long, listening silence
would fill the room, and fill Ged®s mind, until sometimes it seemed he had forgotten what
words sounded like: and when Ogion spoke at last it was as if he had, just then and for the
first time, invented speech. Yet the words he spoke were no great matters but had o do
only with simple things, bread and water and weather and sleep.

As the spring came on, quick and bright, Ogion often sent Ged torth to gather herbs
on the meadows above Re Albi, and told him to take as long as he liked about it, giving
him freedom to spend all day wandering by rain-filled streams and through the woods and
over wet green fields in the sun, Ged went with delight cach tiime, and stayed out all night;
but he did not entirely forget the herbs. He kept an eye out tor them, while he climbed and
roamed and waded and explored, and always brought some home, He came on a meadow
between two streams where the flower called white hallows grew thick, and as these blos-
somns are rare and prized by healers, he came back again next day, Someone ¢lse was there
before him, a girl, whom he knew by sight as the daughter of the old Lord of Re Albi. He
would not have spoken to her, but she came to him and greeted him pleasantly: =1 know
you, you are the Sparrowhawl, our mage’s adept. T wish you would tell me about sorcery!™

He looked down at the white lowers that broshed against her white skirt, and at lirst
he was shy and glum and hardly answered. But she went on talking, in an open, careless,
willful way that little by little set him at ease. She was a tall girl of about his own age, very
sallow, almost white-skinned: her mother, they said in the village, was from Osskil or some
such foreign land, Her hair fell Tong and soaighe like a fall of black water, Ged thought
her very ugly, but he had a desire to please her, to win her admiration, that grew on him
as they talked, She made him tell all the story ofhis tricks with the mist that had defeated
the Kargish warriors, and she listened as it she wondered and admired, but she spoke no
praise. And soon she was oft on another tack: *Can you call the hirds and beasts o you?™
she asked.

ST can,” said Ged,

He knew there was a falcon®s nest in the cliffs above the meadow, and he summoned
the bird by its name. It came, but it would not light on his wrist, being put off no doubt by
the girl’s presence. It sereamed and struck the air with broad barred wings, and rose up

on the wind,
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“What do vou call that kind of charm, that made the taleon come?™
“A spell of Summoning,”
“Can you call the spirits of the dead to come to you, too?”

He thought she was mocking him with this question, because the Baleon had not fully
oheyed his summons, He would not let her mock him, “I might if | chose.” he said in a
calm voice.

“Ts it not very difficult, very dangerous, to summon a spirit?™

“Dithicult, yes. Dangerons?™ He shrugged.

This time he was almost certain there was admiration in her eyes.

“Can you make a love-charm?”

“That is no mastery.”

“True,” says she, “any village witch can do it Can you do Changing spells? Can you
change your own shape, as wizards do, they say?™

Again he was not quite sure that she did not ask the question mockingly, and so again
he replied, “I might it | chose.”

She began to beg lam to transtorm himselfinto anything he wished—a hawl, a bull, a
fire, a tree. He put her off with short secretive words such as his master used, but he did not
know how to refuse flatly when she coaxed himg and besides he did not know whether he
himself believed his boast, or not. He left her, saying that his master the mage expected him
at home, and he did not come back to the meadow the next day, But the day atter he cane
again, saving to himself that he should gather more of the flowers while they bloomed. She
was there, and together they waded barefoot in the boggy grass, pulling the heavy white
hallow-blooms, The sun of spring shone, and she talked with him as merrly as any goat-
herd kass of his own village. She asked him again about sorcery, and listened wide-eyed to
all he told her, so that he fell to boasting again, Then she asked him it he would not work
a Changing spell, and when he put her off, she looked at him, putting back the black hair
trom her face, and said, “Are you afraid to do it?™”

“No, Tam not afraid

She smiled a litde disdainfully and said, “Maybe you are too young.”

That he would not endure, He did not say noach, but he resolved that he would prove
himself to her, He told her to come again to the meadow tomorrow, if she liked, and so took
leave of her, and cune back to the house while his master was still out. He went straight to
the shelt and took down the two Lore-Books, which Ogion had never yet opened in his
presence.

He looked for a spell of selt-transtormation, but being slow to read the runes yetand
understanding little o what he read, he could not find what he sought. These books were
very ancient, Ogion having them from his own master Heleth Farseer, and Heleth from his

master the Mage of Perregal, and so back into the times of myth, Small and soange was
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the writing, overwritten and interlined by many hands, and all those hands were dust now,
Yet here and there Ged understood something of what he tried to read, and with the ginl's
questions and her mockery always in his mind, he stopped on a page that bore a spell of
stnmnoning up the spirits of the dead,

As he read it, puzzling out the runes and symbols one by one, a horror came over him.,
His eyes were fixed, and he could not lift them 611 he had finished reading all the spell.

Then raising his head he saw it was dark in the house. He had heen reading without
any light, in the darkness. He could not now make out the runes when he looked down at
the book. Yet the horror grew in him, seeming to hold him bound in his chair, e was cold.
Looking over his shoulder he saw that something was crouching beside the closed door,
a shapeless clot of shadow darker than the darkness. It seemed to reach out towards him,
and to whisper, and to call to him in a whisper: but he could not understand the words,

The door was Hlung wide, A man entered with a white light flaming about him, a great
bright figure who spoke aloud, fiercely and suddenly. The darkness and the whispering
ceased and were dispelled.

The horror went out of Ged, but still he was mortally afraid, for it was Ogion the Mage
who stood there in the doorway with a brightness all about him, and the oaken staff in his
hand burned with a white radiance.

Saying no word the mage came past Ged, and lighted the lamp, and put the books
awaty on their shelt, Then he turmed to the boy and said, “You will never work that spell lut
in peril of vour power and your life, Was it for that spell vou opened the books?

“Mo, Master,” the boy murmured, and shamefully he told Ogion what he had sought,
and why.

“NYou do not remember what T told you, that that girl’s mother, the Lord's wile, is an
enchantress?”

Indeed Ogion had once said this, but Ged had not paid much attention, though he
knew by now that Ogion never told him anything that he had not good reason to tell him,

“The girl herseltis halta witch alveady, Tomay be the mother who sent the givl o talk w
youi, It may be she who opened the book to the page you read. The powers she serves are
not the powers [ serve: [ do not know her will, but T know she does not will me wdl, Ged,
listen to me now. Have vou never thought how danger must surround power as shadow
does light? This sorcery is not a game we play for pleasure or for praise, Think of this: that
every word, every act of our Art is said and is done either for good, or for evil, Before you
speak or do you must know the price that is to pay!™

Diviven by his shame Ged eried, “How am I to know these things, when you teach me
nothing? Since [ lived with you I have done nothing, seen nothing—"

Mow you have seen something,” said the mage, “By the door, in the darkness, when

I came in”
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Ged was silent,

Ogion knelt down and built the fire on the hearth and lit it, for the house was cold.
Then still kneeling he said in his quict voice, “Ged, my young faleon, you are not bound to
e or to iy service, You did not come tome, but T o vou, You are very young o make this
choice, but I cannot make it tor you. If vou wish, I will send you to Roke Island, where all
high arts are tanght, Any cratt you undertake to learn you will learn, for your power is great,
Greater even than vour pride, T hope. Twould keep vou here with me, for what T have is what
you lack, but Twill not keep you against your will. Now choose between Re Albi and Roke”

Ged stood dumb, his heart bewildered, He had come to love this man Ogion who had
healed him with a touch, and who had no anger: he loved him, and had not known it until
now, He looked at the vaken saff leaning in the chimney-corner, remembering the radi-
ance of it that had burned out evil from the dark, and he yearned to stay with Ogion, to go
wandering through the torests with him, long and tar, learning how to be silent, Yet other
cravings were in him that would not be stilled, the wish for glory, the will 1o act. Ogion’s
seemed a long road towards mastery, a slow bypath to follow, when he might go sailing
betore the scawinds straight to the Tnmost Sea, to the Tsle of the Wise, where the air was
bright with enchantments and the Archmage walked amidst wonders.

“Master,” he said, “I will go to Roke.”

So a few days later on a sunny moming of spring Ogion strode beside him down the
steep road from the Overtell, ifteen miles to the Great Pore of Gont, There at the landgate
between carven dragons the guards of the City of Gont, seeing the mage, knelt with bared
swords and welcomed him. They knew him and did him honor by the Prince’s order and
their own will, tor ten years ago Ogion had saved the city from carthoguake that would
have shaken the towers ol the rich down to the ground and dosed the channel ol the
Armed Clifts with avalanche, He had spoken to the Mountain of Gont, calming it, and had
stilled the trembling precipices of the Overfell as one soothes a frightened beast, Ged had
heard some talk of this, and now, wondering to see the armed guardsmen kneel to his quiet
Tnaster, he remnembered it He g]HIIL'L‘LI Ly almost in fear at this wan whe had 51;1_:])'_1:.:1] ai
earthequake; but Ogion’s face was quiet as always.

They went down to the quays, where the Harbormaster came hastening to weleome
Ovgion and ask what service he might do. The mage told hin, and at once he named a ship
bound tor the Inmost Sea aboard which Ged might go as passenger. “Or they will take him
as windbringer,” he said, “if he has the craft. They have no weatherworker aboard.”

“He has some skill with mist and fog, but none with seawinds.” the mage said, putting
his hand lightly on Ged's shoulder, *Do not oy any tricks with the sea and the winds of
the sea, Sparrowhawk; you are a landsman stll, ITarbormaster, what is the ship’s namet™

“Shadea, from the Andrades, bound to Hort Town with furs and ivories. A good ship,
Master Ogion,”
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The mage’s face darkened at the name of the ship, but he said, “So be it Give this
writing to the Warder of the School on Roke, Sparrowhawk, Go with a fair wind. Farewell!™

That was all his parting. He turned away, and went striding up the street away from the
gquays. Ged stood forlorn and watched his master go.

“Come along, lad,” said the Harbormaster, and took him down the waterfront to the
picr where Shadow was making ready to sail,

It might seem strange that on an island fifty miles wide, in a village under cliffs that
stare out forever on the sea, a child may grow o manhood never having seepped ina boat
or dipped his finger in salt water, but so it is. Farmer, goatherd, cattleherd, hunter or artisan,
the landsman looks at the ocean as at a salt unsteady realm that has nothing to do with him
at all. The village two days” walk from his village is a toreign land, and the island a day’s
sail from his island is a mere rumor, misty hills seen across the water, not solid ground like
that he walks on.

So to Ged who had never been down from the heights of the mountain, the Port of
Gont was an awesome and marvellous place, the great houses and towers of cut stone and
watcrfront of piers and docks and basins and inoorages, the scaport where halfa hundred
boats and galleys rocked at quayside or lay hauled up and overturned for repairs or stood
out at anchor in the roadstead with furled sails and closed varports, the sailors shouting
in strange dialects and the longshoremen running heavy-laden amongst barrels and boxes
and coils of rope and stacks of oars, the bearded merchants in furred robes conversing
quietly as they picked their way along the slimy stones above the water, the fishermen
unloading their catch, coopers pounding and shipmakers hammering and clamsellers
singing and shipmasters bellowing, and beyond all the silent, shining bay. With eyes and
ears and mind bewildered he lollowed the Harbormaster to the broad dock where Shadow
was tied up, and the Harbormaster brought him to the master of the ship,

With few words spoken the ship’s master agreed to take Ged as passenger to Roke,
since it was a mage that asked it; and the Harbormaster left the boy with him. The master
of the Sheador was a big wan, and fat, in a red cloak oinmmed with pellawi-fur such as
Andradean merchants wear. He never looked at Ged but asked him in a mighty voice, *Can
vou work weather, boy?”

“T can.”
“Can you bring the wind?™

e had to say he could not, and with that the master told him to find a place out of
the way and stay in it.

The varsmen were coming aboard now, for the ship was to go out into the roadstead
before night fell, and sail with the ebbtide near dawn, There was no place out of the way, but
Ged climbed up as well as he could onto the bundled, lashed, and hide-covered cargo in
the stern of the ship, and clinging there watched all that passed, The oarsmen came leaping
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aboard, sturdy men with great arms, while longshoremen rolled water barrels thundering
out the dock and stowed them under the rowers® benches, The well-built ship rode low
with her burden, yet danced a little on the lapping shore-waves, ready to be gone. Then the
steersinan ok his place at the right of the sternpost, looking forward to the ship®s master,
who stood on a plank let in at the jointure of the keel with the stem, which was carved as
the Old Serpent of Andrad., The master roared his orders hugely, and Shaden was untied
and towed clear of the docks by two laboring rowboats, Then the master’s roar was “Open
ports!™ and the great oars shot rattling out, fifteen to a side, The rowers bent their strong
backs while a lad up beside the master beat the stroke on a drum. Easy as a gull cared by
her wings the ship went now, and the noise and hurlyburly of the City fell away suddenly
behind. They came outin the silence of the waters of the bay, and over them rose the white
peak of the Mountain, seeming to hang above the sea. In a shallow creek in the lee of the
southern Armed Chift the anchor was thrown over, and there they rode the night,

OF the seventy crewmen of the ship some were like Ged very young in years, though
all had made their passage into manhood. These lads called him over to share tood and
drink with them, and were fricndly though rough and full of jokes and jibes, They called
him Goatherd, of course, because he was Gontish, but they did not go turther than that.
He was as tall and strong as the fitteen-vear-olds, and quick to return either a good word
or a jeer; so he made his way among them and even that first night began to live as one of
them and learn their work, This suited the ship’s officers, for there was no room abourd
tor idle passengers.

There was little enough room for the crew, and no comfort at all, in an undecked galley
crowded with men and gear and cargo; but what was comfort to Ged? He lay that night
among corded rolls of pelts rom the northern isles and watched the stars ol spring above
the harbor waters and the little vellow lights of the City astern, and he slept and waked
again full of delight. Before dawn the tide turned. They raised anchor and rowed softly out
between the Armed Cliffs, As sunrise reddened the Mountain of Gont behind them they
raised the high sail and ran southwestward over the Gontish Sea.

Between Barnisk and Torheven they sailed with a light wind, and on the second day
came in sight of Havnor, the Great Island, heart and hearth of the Archipelago. For three
days they were in sight of the green hills of Tlavnor as they worked along its eastern coast,
bt they did not come to shore, Not for many years did Ged set foot on that Eind or see the
white towers of Havnor Great Port at the center of the world.

They lay over one night at Kembermouth, the northern port of Way Island, and the
nextat a little town on the entrance of Felkway Bay, and the nexe day passed the northern
cape of O and entered the Ebavnor Straits. There they dropped sail and rowed, always
with land on cither side and always within hail of other ships, great and small, merchants

and traders, some bound in from the Onter Reaches with strange cargo after a vovage of
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vears and others that hopped like sparrows from isle tw isle of the Tnmost Sea, Turming
southward out of the crowded Straits they left Iavnor astern and sailed between the two
fair islands Ark and Ilien, towered and terraced with cities, and then through rain and
rising wind began to beat their way across the Inmost Sea to Roke Island.

In the night as the wind freshened to a gale they took down both sail and mast, and the
next day, all day, they rowed. The long ship lay steady on the waves and went gallantly, but
the steersman at the long steering-sweep in the stern looked into the rain that beat the sea
and saw nothing but the rain. They went southwest by the pointing of the magnet, know-
ing how they went, but not through what waters. Ged heard men speak of the shoal waters
north of Roke, and of the Borilous Rocks to the east; others argued that they might be far
out of course by now, in the empty waters south of Kamery, Sdll the wind grew stronger,
tearing the edges of the great waves into flying tatters of foam, and stll they rowed south-
wost with the wind behind them, The stints at the ours were shortened, tor the labor was
very hard; the younger lads were set two to an oar, and Ged took his trm with the others
as he had since they left Gont. When they did not row they hailed, for the seas broke heavy
o the ship, So they labored among the waves that ran like smoking mountains under the
wind, while the rain beat hard and cold on their backs, and the drum thumped through the
noise of the storm like a heart thumping,

A man came to take Ged's place at the oar, sending him to the ship’s master in the bow.
Rainwater dripped from the hem of the master’s cloak, but he stood stout as o winebarrel
on his bit of decking and looking down at Ged he asked, *Can you abate this wind, lad?™

“Mo, sin”

“Have you craft with iron?

He meant, could Ged make the compass-needle point their way to Roke, making the
magnet tollow not its north but their need, That skill is a secret of the Seamasters, and
again Ged must say no.

“Well then,” the master bellowed through the wind and rain, *you must find some ship
to tke you back w Roke from Hort Town, Roke must be west of us now, and only wizardry
could bring us there through this sea. We must keep south.”

Ged did not ke this, for he had heard the sailors talk of Hort Town, how it was a
lawless place, full of evil raffic, where men were often taken and sold into slavery in the
South Reach. Returning w his labor at the oar he pulled sway with his companion, a sturdy
Andradean lad, and heard the drum beat the stroke and saw the lantern hung on the stern
bob and flicker as the wind plucked it about, a tormented fleck of light in the rain-lashed
dusk. He kept looking to westward, as often as he could in the heavy rhythm of pulling
the oar. And as the ship rose on a high swell he saw for a moment over the dark smoking

water a light between clouds, as it might be the last gleam of sunsct: but this was a clear

light, not red,
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His oar-mate had not seen it, but he called it out, The steersian watched for it on
each rise of the great waves, and saw it as Ged saw it again, but shouted back that it was
only the setting sun. Then Ged called to one of the lads that was hailing to take his place on
the bench a I|'|i1lul.c, and made his Wiy forward uguill a]ullg the encumbered aisle between
the henches, and catching hold of the carved prow to keep trom being pitched overboard
he shouted up to the master, “Sir! that light to the west 1s Roke Island!”

“T saw no light,” the master roared, but even as he spoke Ged flung out his arm point-
ing, and all saw the light gleam clear in the west over the heaving scud and tunuale of the sea.

Mot for his passenger’s sake, but to save his ship from the peril of the storm, the master
shouted at once to the steersman to head westward toward the light. But he said o Ged,

“Boy, vou speak like a Seamaster, but T tell vou it vou lead us wrong in this weather T will
throw you over to swim to Roke!™

Now instead of running before the storm they must row across the wind's way, and it
was hard: waves swiking the ship abeam pushed her always south of their new course, and
rolled her, and filled her with water so that bailing must be ceaseless. and the oarsmen must
watch lest the ship rolling should litt their oars out of water as they pulled and so pitch
them down among the benches. It was nearly dark under the stormelouds, but now and
again they made out the light to the west, enough to set course by, and so struggled on. At
last the wind dropped a little, and the light grew broad before them. They rowed on, and
they came as it were through a curtain, between one oarstroke and the next running out of
the storm into a clear air, where the light of after-sunset glowed in the sky and on the sea,
Ower the toamerested waves they saw not far off a high, round, green hill, and beneath it a
town built on a small bay where boats lay at anchor, all in peace,

The steersman leaning on his long sweep tumed his head and called, #Sir! is this true
land or a witchery?”

“Keep her as she goes, you witless woodenhead! Row, you spineless slave-sons! That's
Thwil Bay and the Knoll of Roke, as any fool could see! Row!™

So to the beat of the drum they rowed wearily into the bay, There it was stll, so that
they could hear the voices of people up in the town, and a bell ringing, and only far off the
hiss and roaring of the storm. Clouds hung dark to north and cast and south a mile off all

about the island. But over Roke stars were coming out one by one in a clear and quiet sky.
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THE ScHOOL FOR WIZARDS

Gred slept that night aboard Shadomw, and early in the morning parted with those first sea-
comrades of his, they shouting good wishes cheerily atter him as he went up the docks, The
town of Thwil is not large, its high houses huddling close over a few steep narrow streets. To
G, however, itseemed a city, and not knowing where to go he asked the first townsman of
Thwil he met where he would find the Warder of the School on Roke. The man looked at
him sidelong a while and said, “The wise don’t need to ask, the tool asks invain,” and so went
on along the street, Ged went uphill dll he came out into a square, rimmed on three sides by
the houses with their sharp slate roofs and on the fourth side by the wall of a great huilding
whose few siall windows were higher than the chimmeytops of the houses: a fort or castle
it seemed, built of mighty grey blocks of stone. In the square beneath it market-hooths were
set up and there was some coming and going of people, Ged asked his question of an old
woman with a basket of mussels, and she replied, *You cannot always find the Warder where
hie is, but sometimes you find him where he is not,” and went on crying her mussels to sell,

In the great building, near one corner, there was a mean litle door of wood. Ged went
to this and knocked loud. To the old man who opened the door he said, *1 bear a letter
trom the Mage Ogion of Gont to the Warder of the School on this island., Twant to find the
Warder, but T will not hear more riddles and scolling!™

“This is the School,” the old man said mildy. “Lam the doorkeeper. Enter it vou can,”

Ged stepped forward. It seemed to him that he had passed through the doorway: yet
he stood outside on the pavement where he had stood hetore,

Onee more he stepped forward, and once more he remained standing outside the
door. The doorkeeper, inside, watched him with mild eyes.

Ged was not so much baffled as angry, for this seemed like a further mockery to him,
With voice and hand he made the Opening spell which his aunt had tanght him long ago;
it was the prize sinong all her stock of spells, and he wove it well now. But it was only a
witch's charm, and the power that held this doorway was not moved at all,

When that failed Ged stood a long while there on the pavement. At last he looked at
the old man who waited inside, “1 cannot enter,” he said unwillingly, “unless you help me”

The doorkeeper answered, “Say your name.”

Then again Ged stood still a while: tor a man never speaks his own name aloud, untl
more than his life’s safety is at stake,
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“Lam Ged.” he said aloud. Stepping forward then he entered the open doorway, Yet it
seemed to him that though the light was behind him, a shadow followed him in at his heels,

He saw also as he turned that the doorway through which he had come was not plain
wood as he had thought, butivory without joint or seam: it was cut, as he knew later, from
a tooth of the Great Dragon. The door that the old man closed behind him was of pol-
ished horn, through which the daylight shone dimly, and on its inner face was carved the
Thousand-Leaved Tree,

“Welcome to this house, lad,” the doorkeeper said, and without saying more led him
through halls and corridors to an open court far inside the walls of the building. The
court was partly paved with stone, but was roofless. and on a grassplot a fountain played
under voung trees in the sunlight, There Ged waited alone some while. He stood sll,
and his heart beat hard, for it seemed to him that he felt presences and powers at work
unseen about him here, and he knew that this place was built not only of stone but of magic
stronger than stone, He stood in the innermost room of the House of the Wise, and it was
open to the sky, Then suddenly he was aware of a man clothed in white who watched him
through the falling water of the fountain,

As their eyes met, a bird sang aloud in the branches of the tree. In that moment Ged
understood the singing of the bird, and the language of the water talling in the basin of the
tountain, and the shape of the clouds, and the beginning and end of the wind that stirred
th Teaves: it seemed to him that he himselfwas a word spoken by the sunlight,

Then that moment passed, and he and the world were as before, or almost as before,
He went forward to kneel before the Archmage, holding out to him the letter written by
Oygion,

The Archmage Nemmerle, Warder ol Roke, was an old man, older it was said than
any man then living, His voice quavered like the bird’s voice when he spoke, welcoming
Ged kindly, ITis hair and beard and robe were white, and he seemed as if all darkness and
heaviness had been leached out of him by the slow usage of the years, leaving him white
and worn as drittwood that has beena century advift, My eyves are old, Teanmot read what
your master writes,” he said in his quavering voice, *Read me the letter, lad.”

So Ged made out and read aloud the writing, which was in Hardie runes, and said no
more than this: Lord Nemmerle! I send vou one who will be greatest of the wizards of Gont, if
e wind Mew true. This was signed, not with Ogion’s true nime which Ged had never yet
learned, but with Ogion’s rune, the Closed Mouth,

“He who holds the earthquake on a leash has sent you, for which be doubly welcome.
Young Ogion was dear to me, when he came here from Gont. Now tell me of the seas and
portents of your voyage, lad.”

“A fair passage, Lord, but for the storm yesterday.”

“What ship brought vou here?”
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“Shadew, rading from the Andrades.”
“Whose will sent you here?™”
My own.”

The Arclimage looked at Ged and looked away, and began o speak ina ongoe that
Ged did not understand, mumbling as will an old old man whose wits go wandering
among the vears and islands. Yet in among his mumbling there were words of what the
bird had sung and what the water had said falling, Fle was not laying a spell and vet there
was a power in his voice that moved Ged®s mind so that the boy was bewildered, and for
an instant seemed to behold himself standing in a strange vast desert place alone among
shadows. Yet all along he was in the sunlit court, hearing the fountain fall.

A great black bird, a raven of Osskil, came walking over the stone terrace and the grass.
[t came to the hem ol the Archmage’s robe and stood there all black with its dagger beak
and eyes like pebbles, staring sidelong at Ged. It pecked three times on the white staft
Nemmerle leaned on, and the old wizard ceased his mutering, and smiled. “Run and play,
lacl,” he said at last as to a little child. Ged knelt again on one knee to him. When he rose,
the Archimage was gone, Only the raven stood eyeing him, its beak outstretched as if to
peck the vanished staff,

It spoke, in what Ged guessed might be the speech of Osskil, “Terrenon ussbuk!™ it
said croaking. “Terrenon ussbuk orrek!™ And it strutted off as it had come.

Ged turned to leave the courtyard, wondering where he should go. Under the archway
he was met by a tall vouth who greeted him very courteously, bowing his head. “Tam called
Jasper, Enwit's son of the Domain of Eolg on Havnor lsle. Lam at your service today, to show
you about the Great House and answer your questions as I can, How shall T call you, S

Now it seemed to Ged, a mountain villager who had never been among the sons of
rich merchants and noblemen, that this tellow was scoffing at him with his *service™ and
his “5ir” and his bowing and scraping, Ie answered shortly, *Sparrowhawk, they call me.”

The other waited a moment as if expecting some more mannerly response, and getting
none straightened up and wrned a litde aside. He was two or three years older than Ged,
very tall, and he moved and carried himselt with stff grace, posing (Ged thought) like a
dancer. He wore a grey cloak with hood thrown back, The first place he took Ged was the
wardrobe room, where as a student of the school Ged might find himself another such
cloak that fitted him, and any other clothing he might need. He put on the dark-grey cloak
he had chosen, and Jasper said, "Now vou are one of us.”

Jasper had a way of smiling faintly as he spoke which made Ged look for a jeer hidden
in his polite words. Do clothes make the mage?” he answered, sullen,

“Mo,” said the older boy, *Though | have heard that manners make the man . .. Where
now?”

“Where vou will, T do not know the house”
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Jasper took him down the corvidors of the Great House showing him the open courts
and the roofed halls, the Room of Shelves where the books of lore and rune-tomes were
kept, the great Hearth Hall where all the school gathered on festival days, and upstairs, in
the towers and under the roofs, the small cells where the students and Masters slept. Ged's
was in the South Tower, with a window looking down over the steep roofs of Thwil town
to the sea, Like the other sleeping-cells it had no furnishing but a straw-flled mattress in
the corner, “We live very plain here,” said Jasper. “But I expect you won’t mind that,”

“Pin used w ie” Presently, trying to show himsell an equal of this polite disdainful
youth, he added, “I suppose you weren’t, when you first came.”

Jasper looked at him, and his look said without words, “What could vou possibly
know about what 1, son of the Lord of the Domain of Eolg on the Isle of Havnor, am or am
not used to?” What Jasper said aloud was simply, *Come on this way.”

A gong had been rung while they were upstairs, and they came down to eat the noon
meal at the Long Table of the refectory, along with a hundred or more boys and voung men.
Each waited on himself, joking with the cooks through the window-hatches of the kitchen
that opened into the retectory, loading his plate from great bowls of food that steamed on
the sills, sitting where he pleased at the Long Table. “They say.” Jasper told Ged, “that no
miatter how many sit at this table, there is alwayvs room.” Certainly there was voom hoth
tor many noisy groups of boys talking and eating mightily, and for older fellows, their grey
cloaks clasped with silver at the neck, who sat more quietly by pairs or alone, with grave,
pondering faces, as if they had much to think about, Jasper took Ged to sit with a heavyset
tellow called Vetch, who said nothing much but shoveled in his food with a will, He had
the accent of the East Reach, and was very dark of skin, not red-brown like Ged and Jasper
and most [olk ol the Archipelago, but black-brown, He was plain, and his manners were
not polished, He grumbled about the dinner when he had finished it but then turning to
Ged said, “At least its not illusion, like so much around here; it sticks to vour ribs.” Ged
did not know what he meant, but he felt a certain liking for him, and was glad when after
the meal he stayed with them,

They went down into the town, that Ged might learn his way about it. Few and short
as were the streets of Thwil, they turmed and twisted curiously among the high-roofed
houses, and the way was easy to lose, It was a strange town, and strange also its people,
fishermen and workmen and artisans like any others, but so used to the sorcery that is ever
at play on the Isle of the Wise that they seemed half sorcerers themselves, They talked (as
Ged had learned) in riddles, and not one of them would blink to see a boy turn into a fish
or a house Hy up into the air, but knowing it for a schoolboy prank would go on cobbling
shoes or cutting up mutton, unconcerned,

Coming up past the Back Door and around through the gardens of the Great House,

the three bovs crossed the clear-running Thwilburn on a wooden bridge and went on
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northward among woods and pastures, The path climbed and wound., They passed oak-
groves where shadows lay thick for all the brightness of the sun. There was one grove
not far away to the left that Ged could never quite see plainly. The path never reached it,
though it always seemed w be about . He could not even make out what kind of trees
they were. Vetch, seeing him gazing, said softly, *That is the Immanent Grove, We can’t
comie there, yet ., J"

In the hot sunlit pastures yvellow flowers bloomed. “Sparkweed,” said Jasper, “They
grow where the wind dropped the ashes of hurning lien, when Erreth-Akbe defended the
Inward Isles from the Firelord.” [1e blew on a withered flowerhead, and the seeds shaken
loose went up on the wind like sparks of fire in the sun.

The path led them up and around the base of a great green hill, vound and treeless, the
hill that Ged had seen from the ship as they entered the charmed waters of Roke Tsland.
On the hillside Jasper halted. “At home in Havnor 1 heard much about Gontish wizardry,
and always in praise, so that I've wanted tor a long time to see the manner of it, Here now
we have a Gontishman; and we stand on the slopes of Roke Knoll, whose roots go down
to the center of the carth, All spells are strong here, Play us a trick, Sparrowhawk. Show
us your style.”

Ged, confused and taken aback, said nothing,

“Later on, Jasper,” Vetch said in his plain way, *Let him be a while.”

“He has either skill or power, or the doorkeeper wouldn't have let him in. Why
shouldn’t he show it, now as well as later? Right, Sparrowhawk?™

“I have both skill and power,” Ged said. “Show me what kind of thing you're talking
about.”

“Tlusions, ol course—tricks, games ol seeming. Like this!™

Pointing his finger Jasper spoke a few strange words, and where he pointed on the hill-
side among the green grasses a little thread of water trickled, and grew, and now a spring
gushed out and the water went running down the hill, Ged put his hand in the stream and
it elt wet, drank of ivand it was cool. Yet for all that it would quench no thivse, being but
illusion. Jasper with another word stopped the water, and the grasses waved dry in the
surilight. “Now you, Vetch,” he said with his cool smile,

Vetch seratched his head and looked glum, but he took up a bit of eavth in his hand
and began to sing tnelessly over it, molding it with his dark fingers and shaping it, press-
ing it, stroking it: and suddenly it was a small creature like a bumble-bee or furry fly, that
flew humming off over Roke Knoll, and vanished.

Ged stood staring, crestfallen, What did he know but mere village witchery, spells to
call goats, cure warts, move loads or mend pots?

“I do no such tricks as these,” he said, That was enough for Vetch, who was for going

onz but Jasper said, “Why don’t yvou?™
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“Sorcery is not a game, We Gontishmen do not play it for pleasure or praise,” Ged
answered haughtily,

“What do you play it for.” Jasper inquired, “—money?”

“Nol—" But he could not think of anything more w say that would hide Tis igno-
rance and save his pride. Jasper laughed, not ill-humoredly, and went on, leading them on
around Roke Knoll, And Ged followed, sullen and sore-hearted, knowing he had behaved
like a fool, and blaming Jasper for it

Tt night as he Tay wrapped in his cloak on the mattress inhis cold unlit cell of stone,
in the utter silence of the Great [ ouse of Roke, the strangeness of the place and the thought
of all the spells and sorceries that had been worked there began to come over him heavily.
Darkness surrounded him, dread filled him. He wished he were anywhere else but Roke,
But Vetch came to the door, a little bluish ball of werelight nodding over his head to light
the way, and asked if he could come inand talk a while, He asked Ged about Gont, and
then spoke fondly of his own home isles of the East Reach, telling how the smoke of village
hearthfires is blown across that quiet sea at evening between the small islands with funny
names: Korp, Kopp, and Holp, Venway and Veanish, THish, Koppish, and Sneg, When he
sketched the shapes of those lands on the stones of the floor with his finger to show Ged
how they lay, the lines he drew shone dim as it drawn with a stick of silver tor a while before
they faded. Vetch had been three years at the School, and soon would be made sorcerer;
he thought no more of performing the lesser arts of magic than a bird thinks of flying. Yet a
ereater, unlearned skill he possessed, which was the art of kindness. That night, and always
trom then on, he offered and gave Ged friendship, a sure and open friendship which Ged
could not help but return.,

Yet Vetch was also lriendly to Jasper, who had made Ged into a fool that lirst day on
Roke Knoll, Ged would not torget this, nor, it seemed, would Jasper, who always spoke to
him with a polite voice and a mocking smile. Ged's pride would not be slighted or conde-
scended to. He swore to prove to Jasper, and to all the rest of them among whom Jasper
was somnething ofa leader, how great his power really was—someday, For none of them, for
all their clever tricks, had saved a village by wizardry, Of none of them had Ogion written
that he would be the greatest wizard of Gone,

So bolstering up his pride, he set all his strong will on the work they gave him, the
lessons and cratis and histories and skills taught by the grey-cloaked Masters of Roke, whao
were called the Nine.

Fart of each day he studied with the Master Chanter, learning the Deeds of heroes
and the Lays of wisdom, beginning with the oldest of all songs, The Creation of Ea. Then
with a dozen other lads he would practice with the Master Windkey at arts of wind and
weather, Whole bright days of spring and carly summer they spent out in Roke Bay in
light catboats, practicing steeving by word, and stilling waves, and speaking to the world’s
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wind, and raising up the magewind, These are very intricate skills, and frequently Ged's
head got whacked by the swinging boom as the boat jibed under a wind suddenly blowing
backwards, or his boat and another collided though they had the whole bay to navigate
in, or all three boys in his boat went swinning unexpectedly as the boat was swanmped
by a huge, unintended wave. There were quieter expeditions ashore, other days, with the
Master Herbal who taught the ways and properties of things that grow; and the Master
Hand taught sleight and jugglery and the lesser arts of Changing,

At all these studies Ged was apt, and within a month was bettering lads who had
been a vear at Roke before him. Especially the tricks of illusion came to him so easily that
it seemed he had been born knowing them and needed only to be reminded. The Master
Hand was a gentle and light-hearted old man, who had endless delight in the wit and
beauty of the cralts he taught; Ged soon felt no awe of him, but asked him for this spell
and that spell, and always the Master smiled and showed him what he wanted. But one
day, having it in mind to put Jasper to shame at last, Ged said to the Master Hand in the
Court of Seeming, *Sir, all these charms are much the same; knowing one, you know them
all. And as soon as the spellweaving ceases, the llusion vanishes, Now if T make a pebble
into a diamond™—and he did so with a word and a flick of his wrist—*what must I do to
miake that diamond remain diamond? How is the changing-spell locked, and made to last™

The Master [and looked at the jewel that glittered on Ged’s palm, bright as the prize
ofa dragon’s hoard, The old Master inurmuored one word, “Tolt,” and there lay the pehble,
no jewel but a rough grey bit of rock, The Master took itand held it out on his own hand,

“This is a rocks folk in the True Speech,” he said, looking mildly up at Ged now. “A hit of
the stone of which Roke Isle is made, a Tittle bit of the dry Tand on which men Tive, Ttis itscl,
Ttis part of the world, By the Hlusion-Change vou can make it look like a diamond—or a
flonwer ora fly or an eve or a Hame—" The rock Hickered from shape to shape as he named
them, and returned to rock. “But that is mere seeming. lllusion fools the beholder’s senses;
it makes him see and hear and feel that the thing is changed. But it does not change the
dlillg. T t:]lmlgt: this rock into uj:.:w:.:],_ VO TSt clmrlgt.: its true e, And o do I;Ilul‘,._h my
somn, even to so small a scrap of the world, is to change the world. [t can be done. Indeed it
can be done, It i the art of the Master Changer, and you will leam it, when you are ready
to learn it But you must not change one thing, one pebble, one grain of sand, untl you
know what good and evil will follow on that act. The world is in balance, in Equilibrium,
A wizard's power of Changing and of Summeoning can shake the balance of the world. Tt is
dangerous, that power. It is most perilous. It must follow knowledge, and serve need. To
light a candle is to cast a shadow . . .*

He looked down at the pebble again, ®A rock is a good thing, too, you know,” he
said, speaking less gravely, “If the Isles of Earthsea were all made of diamond, we'd lead

a hard life here. Enjoy illusions, lad, and let the rocks be rocks.” He smiled, but Ged left
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dissatistied. Press a mage for his secrets and he would always talk, like Ogion, about bal-
ance, and danger, and the dark. But surely a wizard, one who had gone past these childish
tricks of illusion to the true arts of Summoning and Change. was powerful enough to do
wht he ph.'usud, andd balance the world as seemed bese w hing and drive back darkness
with his own light.

In the corridor he met Jasper, who, since Ged's accomplishments began to be praised
about the School, spoke to him in a way that seemed more friendly, but was more scofling,

“You look gloomy, Sparrowhawk,”™ he said now, “did your juggling-charms go wrong?”

Seeking as always to put himself on equal footing with Jasper, Ged answered the ques-
tion ignoring its ironic tone. “I'm sick of juggling,” he said. “sick of these illusion-tricks. fit
only to amuse idle lords in their casdes and Domains, The only oue magic they've aught
me yet on Roke is making werelight, and some weatherworking, The rest is mere foolery”

“Even toolery is dangerous,” said Jasper, “in the hands ofa tool.”

At that Ged mirned as ifhe had been slapped, and ok a step towards Jasper; but the
older boy smiled as if he had not intended any insult. nodded his head in his stff, graceful
way, and went on,

Standing there with rage in his heart, looking after Jasper, Ged swore to himself to
outelo his rival, and notin some mere illusion-mateh butin a test of power, He would prove
himself, and humiliate Jasper. e would not let the fellow stand there looking down at him,
gracetul, disdaintul, hateful

Ged did not stop to think why Jasper might hate him. He only knew why he hated
Jasper. The other prentices had soon learned they could seldom match themselves against
Ged either in sport or in carnest, and they said of Tam, some in praise and some in spite,

“He's a wigard born, he’ll never let you beat him,” Jasper alone neither praised him nor

avoided him, but simply looked down at hin, smiling slightly, And theretore Jasper stood
alone as his rival, who must be put to shame,

He did not see, or would not see, that in this rivalry, which he clung to and fostered as
part of his own pride, there was anything of the danger, the darkness, of which the Master
Hand had mildly warned him.

When he was not moved by pure rage, he knew very well that he was as vet no match
tor Jasper, or any of the older bovs, and so he kept at his work and went on as usual. At
the end of summer the work was slackened somewhat, so there was more time for spore:
spell-boat races down in the harbor, feats of illusion in the courts of the Great [louse, and
in the long evenings, in the groves, wild games of hide-and-seek where hiders and seeker
were both invisible and only voices moved langhing and calling among the wees, follow-
ing and dodging the quick, faint werelights, Then as autumn came they set to their tasks
afresh, practicing new magic, 5o Ged's first months at Roke went by fast, full of passions
and wonders,
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In winter it was difterent, He was sent with seven other hoys across Roke Island to the
tarthest north-most cape, where stands the [solate Tower, There by himselflived the Master
Mamer, who was called by a name that had no meaning in any language, Kurrembkarmerruk,
Mo e or dwelling Ly within miles of the Tower, Grin it stood above the northern cliffs,
grey were the clouds over the seas of winter, endless the lists and ranks and rounds of
names that the Namer™s cight pupils must learn, Amongst them in the Tower’s high room
Kurremkarmerruk sat on a high seat, writing down lists of names that must be learned
betore the ink fuded at midnight leaving the parchment blank again., It was cold and halt-
dark and always silent there except for the scratching of the Master’s pen and the sighing,
maybe, of a student who must learn before midnight the name of every cape, point, bay,
sound, inlet, channel, harbor, shallows, reef and rock of the shores of Lossow, a litde islet
of the Pelnish Sea. If the student complained the Master might say nothing, but lengthen
the list: or he might say, “He who would be Scamaster must know the true name of every
drop of water in the sea,”

Ged sighed sometimes, but he did not complain, He saw that in this dusty and fathom-
less matter of learning the true name of every place, thing, and being, the power he wanted
lay like a jewel at the bottom ofa dry well. For magic consists in this, the true naming of a
thing, 5o Kurremkarmerruk had said o them, onee, their fivst night in the Tower; he never
repeated it, but Ged did not forget his words, *Many a mage of great power,” he had said,

“hias spent his whole lite to find out the name of one single thing—one single lost or hidden
name, And still the lists are not finished. Nor will they be, tll world®s end. Listen, and vou
will see why. In the world under the sun, and in the other world that has no sun, there is
much that has nothing to do with men and men’s speceh, and there are powers beyond
our power, But magic, true magic, is worked only by those beings who speak the Hardic
tongue of Earthsea, or the Old Speech from which it grew,

“That is the language dragons speak, and the language Segoy spoke who made the
islands of the world, and the language of our lays and songs. spells, enchantments, and
invocations. Tts words lie hidden and changed among our Hardic words, We call the foam
on waves sttdiens that word is made from two words of the Old Speech, suh, teather, and
inten, the sca, Feather of the sca is toam, But you cannot charm the toam calling it swkien;
voul must use its own e name in the Old Speech, which is essa. Any witch knows a few
of these words in the Old Speech, and a mage knows many, But there are many more, and
some have been lost over the ages, and some have been hidden, and some are known only
to dragons and to the Old Powers of Earth, and some are known to no living creature; and
no man could learn them all, For there is no end o that language,

“Iere 15 the reason. The sea’s name is fien, well and good. But what we call the
Inmaost Sea has its own name also in the Old Specch, Since no thing can have two true

names, iien can mean only ‘all the sea except the Inmost Sea)” And of course it does not
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mean even that, tor there are seas and bays and straits bevond counting that bear names
of their own. So if some Mage-Seamaster were mad enough to try to lay a spell of storm or
calm over all the ocean, his spell must say not only that word fnien, but the name of every
stretch and bicand part of the sea trough all the Archipelago and all the Outer Reaches
and beyond to where names cease. Thus, that which gives us the power to work magic
sets the limits of that power, A mage can control only what 1s near him, what he can name
exactly and wholly, And this is well, If it were not so, the wickedness of the powerful or
the folly of the wise would long ago have sought o change what cannot be changed, and
Equilibrium would fail. The unbalanced sea would overwhelm the islands where we peril-
ously dwell, and in the old silence all voices and all names would be lost.”

Ged thought long on these words, and they went deep in his understanding. Yet the
majesty of the task could not make the work of that long vear in the Tower less hard and
dry; and at the end of the year Kurrembkarmerruk said to him, “You have made a good
beginning.” But no more. Wizards speak truth, and itwas true thatall the mastery of Names
that Ged had toiled to win that year was the mere start of what he must go on learning all
his life. He was let go from the Tsolate Tower sooner than those who had come with him,
tor he had learned quicker; but that was all the praise he got.

He walked south across the island alone in the early winter, along wwnless empty
roads. As night came on it rained. Ile said no charm to keep the rain off him, for the
weather of Roke was i the hands of the Master Windkey and might not be tanpered
with, He took shelter under a great pendick-tree, and lving there wrapped in his cloak he
thought of his old master Ogion, who might still be on his autumn wanderings over the
heights of Gont, sleeping out with leatless branches tor a root and falling rain tor house-
walls, That made Ged smile, [or he found the thought of Ogion always a comfort to him,
He fell asleep with a peacetul heart, there in the cold darkness full of the whisper of water,
At dawn waking he lifted his head; the rain had ceased; he saw, sheltered in the folds of
his eloak, a little animal curled up asleep which had erept there for warmith, He wondered,
secing it, for itwas a rare strange beast, an otak,

These creatures are tound only on four southern isles of the Archipelagn, Roke,
Ensmer, Pody and Wathort, They are small and sleek, with broad faces, and fur dark brown
or brindle, and great bright eves, Their teeth are cruel and their tenmper fierce, so they are
not made pets of. They have no call or ery or any voice. Ged stroked this one, and it woke
and yawned, showing a small brown tongue and white teeth, but it was not afraid, *Otak,”
he said, and then remembering the thousand names of beasts he had learned in the Tower
he called it by its oue name in the Old Speech, *Hoeg! Do you want to come with me?™

The otak sat itsell down on his open hand, and began to wash its fur,

He put it up on his shoulder in the folds of his hood, and there it rode. Sometimes

during the day it jumped down and darted off into the woods, but it always came back o
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him, once with a wood-mouse it had canghe, He laughed and told it to eat the mouse, for
he was fasting, this night being the Festival of Sunreturn, So he came in the wet dusk past
Roke Knoll, and saw bright werelights playing in the rain over the roofs of the Great House,
and he entered there and was welcomed by his Masters and companions in the fivelic Tall,

It was like a homecoming to Ged, who had no home to which he could ever return. He
was happy to see so many faces he knew, and happicst to see Veteh come forward to greet
him with a wide smile on his dark face, He had missed his friend this year more than he
knew. Vetch had been made sorcerer this fall and was a prentice no maore, but that set no
barrier between them., They fell to talking at once, and it seemed to Ged that he said more
to Vetch in that first hour than he had said during the whole long year at the Isolate Tower.

The otak still rode his shoulder, nestling in the fold of his hood as they sat at dinner
at long tables set up for the festival in the Hearth Hall. Vetch marveled at the little creature,
and once put up his hand to stroke it, but the otak snapped its sharp teeth at him. He
laughed. “They say, Sparrowhawk, that a man fvored by a wild beast is a man to whom
the Old Powers of stone and spring will speak in human voice.”

FThey say Gontish wizards often keep Faniliars,” said Jasper, who sat on the other
side of Vetch. “Our Lord Nemmerle has his raven, and songs say the Red Mage of Ark led
a wild boar on a gold chain, But I never heard of any sovcerer keeping a rat in his hood!™

At that they all laughed, and Ged laughed with them. It was a merry night and he was
Juyhul to e there in the warmth and merriment, keeping festival with his companions, But,
like all Jasper ever said to him, the jest set his teeth on edge.

That night the Lord of () was a guest of the school, himself a sorcerer of renown. He
had been a pupil of the Archimage, and returned sometimes to Roke for the Winter Festival
or the Long Dance in summer, With him was his lady, slender and young, bright as new
copper, her black hair crowned with opals, It was seldom that any woman sat in the halls
of the Great [ Touse, and some of the old Masters looked at her sidelong, disapproving. But
the young men looked at her with all their eyes.

“For such a one,” said Veteh w Ged, *T could work vast enchantments .. 7 He sighed,
and laughed.

#She’s only a woman,” Ged replicd.

“The Princess Elfarran was only a woman,” said Vetch, “and for her sake all Enlad was
Luid waste, and the Hero-Mage of Hovnor died, and the island Soléa sank beneath the sea™

“Old tales,” says Ged. But then he too began to look at the Lady of O, wondering if
indeed this was such mortal beauty as the old tales old of.

The Master Chanter had sung the Deed of the Young King, and all together had sung
the Winter Carol. Now when there was a little pause before they all rose from the tables,
Jasper got up and went to the table nearest the hearth, where the Archmage and the guests

and Masters sat, and he spoke to the Lady of O Jasper was no longer a boy but a voung
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mian, tall and comely, with his cloak clasped at the neck with silver; for he also had been
made sorcerer this year, and the silver clasp was the token of it. The lady smiled at what
he said and the opals shone in her black hair, radiant, Then, the Masters nodding benign
consent, Jasper worked an illusion-charm for her, A white tree he made spring up from the
stone floor. Its branches touched the high rootheams of the hall, and on every twig of every
branch a golden apple shone, cach a sun, for it was the Year-Tree, A bird flew among the
branches suddenly, all white with a il like a fall of snow, and the golden apples dimming
turned to seeds, each one a drop of erystal. These falling from the tree with a sound like
rain, all at once there came a sweet fragrance, while the tree, swaying, put forth leaves of
rosy fire and white flowers like stars. So the illusion faded. The Lady of O cried out with
pleasure, and bent her shining head o the young sorcerer in praise of his mastery, “Come
with us, live with us in O-tokne—can he not come, my lord?™ she asked, childlike, of her
stern husband, But Jasper said only, *When I have learned skills worthy of my Masters
here and worthy of your praise, my lady, then Twill gladly come, and serve you ever gladly™
So he pleased all there, except Ged. Ged joined his voice to the praises, but not his
heart, *T could have done better,” he said to himsclt, in bitter envys and all the joy of the

evening was darkened for him, after that.
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CHAPTER 4

THE LOOSING OF THE SHADOW

That spring Ged saw little of either Vetch or Jasper, for they being sorcerers studied now
with the Master Patterner in the secrecy of the Immanent Grove, where no prentice might
set foot. Ged stayed in the Great House, working with the Masters at all the skills prac-
ticed by sorcerers, those who work magic but carry no staff: windbringing, weatherwork-
ing, finding and binding, and the arts of spell-smiths and spell-wrights, tellers, chanters,
healalls and herbalists, At naght alone in his sleeping-cell, a litte ball of werelight burming
above the book in place of lamp or candle, he sdied the Further Runes and the Runes
of Ea, which are used in the Great Spells. All these crafts came easy to him, and it was
rumored among the students that this Master or that had said that the Gontish lad was the
quickest student that had ever been at Roke, and tales grew up concerning the otak, which
was said to be a disguised spirit who whispered wisdom in Ged's car, and it was even said
that the Archmage’s raven had hailed Ged at his arrival as *Archmage to be.” Whether or
not they believed such stories, and whether or not they liked Ged, most of his companions
admired him, and were eager o follow him when the rare wild mood came over him and
he joined them to lead their games on the lengthening evenings of spring, But tor the most
part he was all work and pride and temper, and held himselfapart, Among them all, Vetch
being absent, he had no lriend, and never knew he wanted one.,

He was fitteen, very voung to learn any of the High Ares of wizard or mage, those whao
carry the staff; but he was so quick to learn all the arts of illusion that the Master Changer,
himself'a young man, soon began to teach him apart from the others, and to tell him about
the true Spells of Shaping, He explained how, ifa thing is really o be changed into another
thing, it must be renamed for as long as the spell lasts, and he told how this affects the
names and natures of things surrounding the transtormed thing, He spoke of the perils
of changing, above all when the wizard translorms his own shape and thus is liable w be
caught in his own spell. Littde by Little, drawn on by the boy's sureness of understanding,
the young Master began to do more than merely tell him of these mysteries. e taught
him first one and then another of the Great Spells of Change, and he gave him the Book of
Shaping to study, This he did without knowledge of the Archmage, and unwisely, vet he
meant no harm.

Ged worked also with the Master Summoner now, but that Master was a stern mian,

aged and hardened by the deep and somber wizardry he taught. He dealt with no illusion,
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only true magic, the summoning of such energies as light, and heat, and the torce that
draws the magnet, and those forces men perceive as weight, form, color, sound: real
powers, drawn from the immense fathomless energies of the universe, which no man’s
spells or uses could exhaust or unbalance. The weatherworker’s and scamaster’s calling
upon wind and water were crafts already known to his pupils, but it was he who showed
them why the true wizard uses such spells only at need, since to stmmon up such carthly
torces is to change the earth of which they are a part. “Rain on Roke may be drouth in
Osskil,” he said, *and o calin in the East Reach may be storm and rain in the West, unless
you know what vou are about.”

As for the calling of real things and living people, and the raising up of spirits of
the dead, and the invocations of the Unseen, those spells which are the height of the
Summoner’s art and the mage’s power, those he scarcely spoke ol to them. Once or twice
Geed tried to lead him to talk a little of such mysteries, but the Master was silent, looking at
him long and grimly, 6l Ged grew uneasy and said no more,

Sometimes indeed he was uneasy working even such lesser spells as the Summoner
taught i, There were certain runes on certain pages of the Lore-Book that seemed fanil-
iar to him, though he did not remember in what book he had ever seen them before. There
were certain phrases that must be said in spells of Sunmoning that he did not like to
say. They made him think, for an instant, of shadows in a dark room, of a shut door and
shiadows reaching out to him from the corner by the door, Hastily he put such thoughts or
memaories aside and wenton. These moments of Tear and darkness, he said w himself, were
the shadows merely ot his ignorance. The more he learned, the less he would have to fear,
until finally in his full power as Wizard he needed fear nothing in the world, nothing at all,

T the second month of that summer all the school gathered again at the Great House
to celebrate the Moon’s Night and the Long Dance, which that vear fell together as one
testival of two nights, which happens but once in fifty-two years. All the first mght, the
shortest night of full moon of the year, flutes played out in the fields, and the narrow streets
of Thwil were full of droms and torvelies, and the sound of singing went out over the moon-
lit waters of Roke Bay. As the sun rose next morning the Chanters of Roke began to sing
the long Deed of Erveth-Akbe, which tells how the white towers of Havnor were built, and
of Erreth-Akbe’s journeys from the Old Island, Ea, through all the Archipelago and the
Reaches, untl at last in the uttermost West Reach on the edge of the Open Sea he met
the dragon Orm: and his bones in shattered armor lie among the dragon’s bones on the
shore of lonely Selidor, but his sword set atop the highest tower of Havnor still burns red
in the sunset above the Inmost Sea, When the chant was finished the Long Dance began,
Townslolk and Masters and students and farmers all together, men and women, danced
e the warm dust and dusk down all the roads of Roke to the sea-beaches, to the beat of

drums and drone of pipes and flutes, Straight out into the sea they danced, under the
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moon one night past full, and the music was lost in the breakers® sound, As the cast grew
light they came back up the heaches and the roads, the drums silent and only the flutes
playing soft and shrill. So it was done on every island of the Archipelago that night: one
dance, one music binding wgether the sea-divided Tands,

When the Long Dance was over most people slept the day away, and gathered again
at evening to cat and drink, There was a group of young fellows, prentices and sorcerers,
who had brought their supper out from the refectory o hold a private feast in a court-
vard of the Great House: Vetch, Jasper, and Ged were there, and six or seven others, and
some young lads released brietly from the Isolate Tower, for this festival had brought even
Kurremkarmerruk out. They were all eating and laughing and playing such tricks out of
pure trolic as might be the marvel of a king's court, One boy had lighted the court with
a hundred stars of werelight, colored like jewels, that swung in a slow netted procession
between them and the real stars; and a pair of bovs were playing bowls with balls of green
flame and bowling-pins that leaped and hopped away as the ball came near; and all the
while Verch sat cross-legged. eating roast chicken, up in mid-air. One of the vounger boys
tricd to pull him down to carth, but Veteh merely drifted up a little higher, out of reach, and
sat calmly smiling on the air. Now and then he tossed away a chicken bone, which turned
to an owl and flew hooting among the netted star-lights, Ged shot breaderumb arvows atier
the owls and brought them down, and when they touched the ground there they lay, bone
and crumly, all illusion gone, Ged also tried to join Veteh up in the middle of the air, but
lacking the key of the spell he had to flap his arms 1o keep aloft, and they were all langh-
ing at his flights and flaps and bumps. He kept up his foolishness tor the laughter’s sake,
laughing with them, tor atter those two long mghts of dance and moonlight and muosic and
miagery he was ina ley and wild mood, veady [or whatever might come.

He came lightly down on his feet just beside Jasper at last, and Jasper, who never
laughed aloud, moved away saying, “The Sparrowhawk that can’t fly .. "

“Is Jasper a precious stone?” Ged returned, grinning, “0 Jewel among sorcerers, U
Gem of Havnor, sparkle for us!™

The lad that had set the lights dancing sent one down to dance and glitter about
Jasper’s head. Not quite as cool as usual, frowning, Jasper brushed the light away and
snuffed it out with one gesture, “T am sick of boys and noise and foolishness,” he said,

“You're getting middle-aged, lad.” Vetch remarked from above,
“It silence and gloom is what you want,” put in one of the younger boys, *you could
always try the Tower”

Ged said to him, *“What is it vou want, then, Jasper?”

“I want the company of iny equals,” Jasper said, *Come on, Vetch, Leave the prentices
to their toys.”

Ged mirned to face Jasper, “What do sorcerers have that prentices lack™ he inquired.
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His voice was quiet, but all the other boys suddenly tell sdll, for in his tone as in Jasper’s
the spite between them now sounded plain and clear as steel coming out of a sheath.

“Power,” Jasper said.

STl mateh vour power act for act.”

“You challenge me?”

“T challenge you,”

Vetch had dropped down to the ground, and now he came between them, grim of face,

“Dhuels in sorcery are torbidden to us, and well you know it Let this cease!™

Both Ged and Jasper stood silent, for it was true they knew the law of Roke, and
they also knew that Vetch was moved by love, and themselves by hate. Yet their anger was
balked, not cooled, Presently, moving a lictle aside as it to be heard by Vetch alone, Jasper
spoke, with his cool smile: *[ think you’d better remind your goatherd friend again of the
law that protects hin, He looks sulky, T wonder, did he really think I'd aceept a challenge
from him? a fellow who smells of goats, a prentice who doesn’t know the First Change?™

“lasper.” said Ged, “what do you know of what I know?”

For an instant, with no word spoken that any heard, Ged vanished from ther sight,
and where he had stood a great falcon hovered, opening its hooked beak to scream: for
one instant, and then Ged stood again in the flickering torchlight, his dark gaze on Jasper,

Jasper had taken a step backward, in astonishment; but now he shrugged and said one
word: “THusion,”

The others muttered. Vetch said, “That was not illusion. It was tue change, And
enough. |asper, listen—"

“Enough to prove that he sneaked a look in the Book of Shaping behind the Master's
back: what then? Go on, Goatherd. T like this trap vou're building for yoursell: The maore
youl try to prove yourselt my equal, the more you show yourself tor what you are”

At that, Vetch turned from Jasper, and said very softly to Ged, *Sparrowhawk, will you
be a man and drop this now—come with me—"

Ged looked at his friend and smiled, but all he said was, “*Keep Hoeg for me a litde
while, will you? He put into Vetch’s hands the little otak, which as usual had been riding
om his shoulder. Tt had never let any but Ged touch it, but it came to Veteh now, and climb-
ing up his arm cowered on his shoulder, its great bright eyes always on its master,

“Mow,” Ged said to Jasper, quietly as betore, *what are you going to do to prove your-
self my superior, Jasper?”

“I don’t have to do anything, Goatherd. Yet T will. T will give you a chance—an oppor-
tunity, Envy eats you like a worm in an apple, Let's let out the worm, Onee by Roke Knoll
you boasted that Gontish wizards don’t play games, Come to Roke Knoll now and show us
what it is they do instead, And atterward, maybe Twill show vou a little sorcery™

“Yes, I should like 1o see that,”™ Ged answered. The younger hoys, used to seeing his
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black temper break out at the least hint of slight or insult, watched him in wonder at his
coolness now. Vetch watched him not in wonder, but with growing fear. e tried to inter-
vene again, but Jasper said, *Come, keep out of this, Vetch. What will you do with the
chance Tgive you, Goatherd? Will you show us an illusion, a fireball, a clarnn w cure goats
with the mange?™

“What would you like me to do, Jasper?™”

The older lad shrugged, *Summon up a spirit from the dead, for all T care!™

“1will”

“Youwill not.” Jasper looked straight at him, rage suddenly flaming out over his disdain,

“You will not, You cannot, You brag and brag—"
“By my name, Iwill do id™
They all stood utterly motionless for a moment.
Breaking away from Vetch who would have held him back by miain foree, Ged strode

ot of the courtvard, not looking back. The dancing werelights overhead died out, sinking
down. Jasper hesitated a second, then tollowed after Ged. And the rest came straggling

belimd, i silence, curious and afrand.

The slopes of Roke Knoll went up dark into the darkness of summer night before moonrise,
The presence of that hill where many wonders had been worked was heavy, like a weight in
the air about thein, As they came onto the hillside they thought of how the roots of it were
deep, deeper than the sea, reaching down even to the old, blind, secret fires at the world's
core, They stopped on the east slope. Stars hung over the black grass above them on the
hill's crest. No wind blew.

Ged went a lew paces up the slope away lrom the others and tuming said in a clear
voice, “Jasper! Whose spirit shall T call?™

“Call whom you like. None will listen to you.” Jasper’s voice shook a little, with anger
perhaps. Ged answered him softly, mockingly, “Are you afraid?”

He did not even listen tor Jasper's reply, if lie made one. He no longer cared about
Jasper. Now that they stood on Roke Knoll, hate and rage were gone, replaced by utter
certainty, He need envy no one, He knew that his power, this naght, on this dark enchanted
ground, was greater than it had ever been, filling him 6l he trembled with the sense of
strength barely kept in check, He knew now that Jasper was far beneath him, had been sent
perhaps only to bring him here tonight, no rival but a mere servant of Ged's destiny, Under
his feet he felt the hillroots going down and down into the dark, and over his head he saw
the dry, tar fives of the stars, Between, all things were his t order, to conmand. He stood
at the center ol the waorld.

“Don’t be atraid,” he said, smiling, “T'll call & woman®s spirit. You need not tear a
wormar. Elfarran [will call, the fair lady of the Deed of Enlad”
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“She died a thousand years ago, her bones lie afar under the Sea of Ea, and maybe there
never was such a woman.”

Do years and distances matter to the dead? Do the Songs 6ie?” Ged said with the
samne gentle mockery, and then saving, *Watch the air between my hands,” he tormed away
trom the others and stood stll.

In a great slow gesture he streeched out his arms, the gesture of welcome that opens an
invocation, He began to speak,

He had read the runes of this Spell of Sunmmoning in Ogion’s book, two years and
more ago, and never since had seen them. In darkness he had read them then, Now in
this darkness it was as if' he read them again on the page open before him in the night.
But now he understood what he read, speaking it aloud word after word, and he saw the
markings of how the spell must be woven with the sound of the voice and the motion of
body and hand.

The other boys stood watching, not speaking, not moving unless they shivered a litle:
tor the great spell was beginning to work. Ged's voice was soft stll, but changed, with a
decp singing in ity and the words he spoke were not known to them, He el silent. Suddenly
the wind rose roaring in the grass. Ged dropped to his knees and called out aloud. Then
he fell torward as it to embrace earth with his outstretched armis, and when he rose he held
something dark in his straining hands and arms, something so heavy that he shook with
effort getting to his feet, The hot wind whined in the black tossing grasses on the hill, TF the
stars shone now none saw them.

The words of the enchantment hissed and mumbled on Ged's lips, and then he eried
out aloud and clearly, “Elfarran!™

Again he cried the name, “Ellarran!™

And the third dme, “*Elfarran'™

The shapeless mass of darkness he had lifted split apart. It sundered, and a pale
spindle of light gleamed between his opened arms, a faint oval reaching from the ground
ups to the height of his raised hands, Tn the oval of light for @ moment there moved a form,
a human shape: a tall woman looking back over her shoulder, Her face was heautiful, and
sorrowtul, and full of tear,

Omnly for a moment did the spirit glimmer there, Then the sallow oval between Ged's
arms grew bright. It widened and spread, a rent in the darkness of the earth and night,
a ripping open of the fabric of the world. Through it blazed a terrible brightness. And
through that bright misshapen breach clambered something like a clot of black shadow,
quick and hideous, and it leaped straight out at Ged's face.

Staggering back under the weight of the thing, Ged gave a short, hoarse seream, The
little otak watching from Vetch's shoulder, the antmal that had no voice, screamed aloud

also and leaped as if w attack.
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Ged tell, struggling and writhing, while the bright rip in the world's darkness above
him widened and stretched. The boys that watched fled, and Jasper bent down to the
ground hiding his eyes from the terrible light. Vetch alone ran forward to his friend. So
onily he saw the Tump of shadow that dung o Ged, tearing at his flesh, Towas like a black
heast, the size of a young child, though it seemed to swell and shrink: and it had no head or
tace, only the four aloned paws with which it gripped and tore, Vetch sobbed with horror,
vet he put out his hands oty to pull the thing away from Ged. Betore he touched it, he
was bound stll, unable to move.

The intolerable brightness faded, and slowly the torn edges of the world closed
together. Nearby a voice was speaking as softly as a tree whispers or a fountain plays.

Starlight began to shine again, and the grasses of the hillside were whitened with the
light of the moon just rising. The night was healed. Restored and steady lay the balance of
light and dark. The shadow-hbeast was gone, Ged lay sprawled on his back, his arms flung
ot as if they vet kept the wide gesture of welcome and invocation, His face was blackened
with hlood and there were great black stains on his shirt. The littde otak cowered by his
shoulder, quivering, And above him stood an old man whose cloak glimmered pale i the
moonrise: the Archmage Nemmerle.

The end of Nemmerle's staff hovered silvery above Ged's breast, Once gently it
touched him over the heart, once on the lips, while Nemmerle whispered. Ged stirred, and
his lips parted gasping tor breath, Then the old Archimage litbed the staff, and set it to carth,
and leaned heavily on it with bowed head, as it he had scarcely strength to stand.

Vetch found himself free to move. Looking around., he saw that already others were
there, the Masters Summoner and Changer, An act of great wizardry 15 not worked without
arousing such men, and they had ways ol coming very swiltly when need called, though
none had been so swift as the Archmage, They now sent tor help, and some who came
went with the Archmage, while others, Vetch among them, carried Ged to the chambers
of the Master Herbal,

All might Tong the Sunmoner stayed on Roke Knoll, keeping watch, Nothing stirred
there on the hillside where the stuff of the world had been torn open. No shadow came
crawling through moonlight sceking the rent through which it might elamber back into its
own domain, Tt had fled from Nemmerle, and from the mighty spell-walls that surround
and protect Roke Island, but it was in the world now. In the world, somewhere, it hid. If
Ged had died that night it might have tried to find the doorway he had opened, and follow
him into death’s realm, or slip back into whatever place it had come fromg for this the
Summoner waited on Roke Knoll, But Ged lived.

They had laid him abed in the healing-chamber, and the Master [erbal tended the
wounds he had on his face and throat and shoulder, They were deep, ragged, and evil

wounds, The black blood in them would not stanch, welling out even under the charms
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and the cobweb-wrapped perriot leaves laid upon thenn, Ged lay blind and dumb in fever
like a stick in a slow fire, and there was no spell to cool what burned him,

Not far away, in the unroofed court where the fountain played. the Archinage lay also
unmoving, but cold, very cold: only his eves lived, watching the fall of moonlic water and
the stir of moonlit leaves, Those with him said no spells and worked no healing, Quietly
they spoke among themsclves from time to tme, and then twrned again to wateh their
Lord. He lay still, hawk nose and high forehead and white hair bleached by moonlight all
to the color of bone, To check the ungoverned spell and drive off the shadow from Ged,
Nemmerle had spent all his power, and with it his bodily strength was gone. Ie lay dying,
But the death of a great mage, who has many times in his life walked on the dry steep hill-
sides of death’s kingdom, is a strange matter: tor the dying man goes not blindly, but surely,
knowing the wayv, When Nemmerle looked up through the leaves of the tree, those with
him did not know it he watched the stars of summer fading in daybreak, or those other
stars, which never set above the hills that see no dawn.

The raven of Osskil that had been his pet for thirty years was gone. No one had seen
where it went, #Tt Hies before him,” the Master Patterner said, as they kept vigil,

The day came warm and clear, The Great House and the streets of Thwil were hushed,
Mo voice was raised, undl along towards noon iron bells spoke out aloud in the Chanter’s
Tower, harshly tolling,

O the next day the Nine Masters of Roke gathered inoa place somewhere under the
dark trees of the Immanent Grove, Even there they set nine walls of silence about them,
that no person or power might speak to them or hear them as they chose from amongst
the mages of all Earthsca him who would be the new Archmage, Gensher of Way was
chosen. A ship was sent forth at once across the Tnmost Sea to Way Island to bring the
Archmage back to Roke, The Master Windkey stood in the stern and raised up the mage-
wind into the sail, and quickly the ship departed, and was gone.

Of these events Ged knew nothing. For four weeks of that hot summer he lay blind,
and deal, and mute, though at dmes he moaned and eried oot like ananimal, At last, as the
patient crafts of the Master Herbal worked their healing, his wounds began to close and
the fever lett him. Little by little he scemed o hear again, though he never spoke, On a clear
day of autumn the Master Herbal opened the shutters of the room where Ged lay, Since the
darkness of that night on Roke Knoll he had known only darkness. Now he saw daylight,
and the sun shining,. [1e hid his scarred face in his hands and wept.

Still when winter came he could speak only with a stammering tongue, and the Master
Herbal kept him there in the healing-chambers, trving to lead his body and mind gradually
back to strength. It was early spring when at last the Master released him, sending him first
to offer his fealty to the Archmage Gensher, For he had not been able to join all the others
of the School in this duty when Gensher came o Roke,
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Nome of his companions had been allowed to visit him in the months of his sickness,
and now as he passed some of them asked one another, *Who is that®™ I1e had been light
and lithe and strong, Now, lamed by pain, he went hesitantly, and did not raise his face, the
lefi side of which was white with scars, He avoided those who knew him and those who
did not, and made his way straight to the court of the Fountain. There where once he had
awalted Nemmerle, Gensher awatted him,

Like the old Archmage the new one was eloaked in white; but like most men of Way
and the Fast Reach Gensher was black-skinned, and his look was black, under thick brows.

Ged knelt and offered him fealty and obedience, Gensher was silent a while.

“I know what you did.” he said at last, “but not what you are. I cannot accept your fealty.”

Ged stood up, and set his hand on the trunk of the voung tree beside the fountain o
steady himsell. Ie was still very slow to find words. “Am I to leave Roke, my lord#™

Do you want to leave Roke?™

“No.”

“What do you want?™”

T stay. To learn, To undo . the evil L7

“Nemmerle himself could not de that. No, T would not let you go from Roke. Nothing
protects you but the power of the Masters heve and the defenses laid upon this island that
keep the creatures of evil away. I you left now, the thing you loosed would find you at once,
and enter into you, and possess you, You would be no man but a gebbefh, a puppet doing
the will of that evil shadow which vou raised up into the sunlight. You must stay here, until
you gain strength and wisdom enough to defend yourself from it—if ever you do. Even now
it waits for you, Assuredly it waits for you, Have you seen it since that night?”

“Tn dreams, lord.” Alter a while Ged went on, speaking with pain and shame, “Lord
Gensher, Tdo not know what it was—the thing that came out of the spell and cleaved to me—"

“Mor do I know. It has no name. You have great power inborn in you, and you used that
power wrongly, to work a spell over which you had no control, not knowing how that spell
affects the balance of Tightand dark, Tite and death, good and evil, And you were moved o
do this by pride and by hate. 1s it any wonder the result was ruin® You summoned a spirit
trom the dead, but with it came one of the Powers of unlife. Uncalled it came from a place
where there are no names, Evil, it wills to work evil through you. The power vou had o
call it gives it power over yous you are connected. [tis the shadow of your arrogance, the
shadow of your ignorance, the shadow you cast. [as a shadow a name?”

Ged stood sick and haggard. He said at last, “Better [ had died.”

“Whao are vou to judge that, you for whom Nemmerle gave his life?—You are safe here,
You will live here, and go on with your training. They tell me you were clever. Go on and
do your work, Do it well. It is all you can do.”

So Gensher ended, and was suddenly gone, as is the way of mages. The fountain
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leaped in the sunlight, and Ced watched it a while and listened to its voice, thinking of
Nemmerle. Onee in that court he had felt himself to be a word spoken by the sunlight. Now
the darkness also had spoken: a word that could not be unsaid.

He left the court, going tw his old room in the South Tower, which they Tad kept
empty for him. He stayed there alone. When the gong called to supper he went, but he
would hardly speak to the other Tads at the Long Table, or raise his face to them, even those
who greeted him most gently, So after a day or two they all left him alone, To be alone was
his desire, tor he teared the evil he might do or say unwittingly.

MNeither Vetch nor Jasper was there, and he did not ask about them. The boys he had
led and lorded over were all ahead of him now, because of the months he had lost, and that
spring and summer he studied with lads vounger than himselt, Nor did he shine among
them, for the words ol any spell, even the simplest illusion-charm, came halting from his
tongue, and his hands faltered at their cratt,

In autimn he was to go once again to the Tsolate Tower o study with the Master
MNamer. This task which he had once dreaded now pleased him, for silence was what he
sought, and long learming where no spells were wrought, and where that power which he
knew was still in him would never be called upon to act,

The night hetore he left for the Tower a visitor came to his room, one wearing a brown
traveling-cloak and carrying a staff of oak shod with iron, Ged stood up at sight of the
wizard's stafl.

“Sparrowhawk—"

At the sound of the voice, Ged raised his eyes: it was Vetch standing there, solid and
toursquare as ever, his black blunt face older but his smile unchanged, On his shoulder
crouched a little beast, brindle-Turved and bright-eved.

“He stayed with me while you were sick, and now 'msorry to part with him, And
sorrier to part with you, Sparrowhawk. But 'm going home. Iere, hoeg! go to your true
master!™ Vetch patted the otak and set it down on the floor, Tt went and sat on Ged's pallet,
anel began to wash its fur with a dry brown tongue like a litle leal, Vetch Taughed, but Ged
could not smile. He hent down to hide his face, stroking the otak.

“I thought you wouldn’t come to me, Veteh,” he said.

He did not mean any reproach, but Vetch answered, “T couldn’t come to you, The
Master Herbal forbade me; and since winter Uve been with the Master in the Grove, locked
up myself, T was not free, until 1 earned my staff. Listen: when you too are free, come to
the East Reach. T will be waiting for you. There’s good cheer in the little towns there, and
wizards are well received.”

“Free..." Ged muttered, and shrugged a little, trying to smile.

Vetch looked at hin, not quite as he had used to look, with no less love but more wiz-

ardry, perhaps, He said gently, *You won't stay bound on Roke forever”
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“Well . . . T have thought, perhaps Tmay come to work with the Master in the Tower, to
be one of those who seek among the books and the stars for lost names, and so . . . so do
o more harm, it not much good .. "

“Maybe,” said Vetch, “Lam no seer, but Tsee betore vou, not rooms and books, but far
seas, and the fire of dragons, and the towers of cities, and all such things a hawk sees when
hie flics far and high.”

“And behind me—what do you see behind me?” Ged asked, and stood up as he spoke,
so that the werelight that burned overhead between then sent his shadow back against the
wall and floor, Then he turned his face aside and said, stammenng, “But tell me where you
will go, what you will do.”

“Twill go home, to see miy brothers and the sister you have heard me speak of. 1 left
her a little child and soon she’ll be having her Naming—it's strange to think of! And so I'll
find me a job of wizardry somewhere among the litte isles, Oh, Twould sty and talk with
voul, but T ean’t, my ship goes out tonight and the dde is trmed already. Sparrowhawk, it
ever your way lies East, come to me. And if ever vou need me, send for me, call on me by
my namnes Estarriol”

At that Ged lifted his scarred face, meeting his friend’s eyes.

“Estarriol,” he said, “my name is Ged.”

Then quietly they bade each other farewell, and Vetch trned and went down the
stone hallway, and left Roke.

Ged stood still a while, like one who has received great news, and must enlarge his
spirit to receive it It was a great gift that Vetch had given him, the knowledge of his true
nanc,

Mo one knows a man’s true name but himselland his namer. He may choose at length
to tell it to his hrother, or his wite, or his triend, vet even those few will never use it where
any third person may hear it. In front of other people they will, like other people, call
him by his use-name, his nickname—such a name as Sparrowhawk, and Vetch, and Ogion,
which means *“fireone. I plain men hide their orue vame from all but a few they love
and trust utterly, so much more must wizardly men, being more dangerous, and more
endangered. Who knows a man’s name, holds that man’s life in his keeping., Thus to Ged,
who had lost faith in himself, Vetch had given that gift only a friend can give, the proof of
unshaken, unshakable truse.

Ged sat down on his pallet and let the globe of werelight die, giving off as it faded
a faint whiff of marsh-gas. He petted the otak, which stretched comtortably and went to
sleep on his knee as if it had never slept anywhere else. The Great House was silent, It
came to Ged's mind that this was the eve ol his own Passage, the day on which Ogion had
given him his name, Four years were gone since then, He remembered the coldness of the

mountain spring through which he had walked naked and unnamed. e fell o thinking of
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other bright pools in the River Ar, where he had used to swims and of Ten Alders village
under the great slanting forests of the mountaing of the shadows of morning across the
dusty village street, the fire leaping under bellows-blast in the smith’s smelting-pit on a
winter afternoon, the witeh’s dark fragrant hut where the air was heavy with smoke and
wreathing-spells. He had not thought of these things for a long time. Now they came hack
to him, on this night he was seventeen years old. All the years and places ot his brief broken
lite came within mind’s reach and made a whole again. He knew once more, at last, after
this long, bitter, wasted time, who he was and where he was,

But where he must go in the years to come, that he could not see; and he feared to
see Qb

Next morning he set out across the island, the otak riding on his shoulder as it had
used to, This time it took him three days, not two, to walk to the Isolate Tower, and he
was bone-weary when he came in sight of the Tower above the spitting, hissing seas of the
northern cape, Tnside, it was dark as he remembered, and cold as he remembered, and
Kurremkarmerruk sat on his high seat writing down lists of names. He glanced at Ged
and said without weleome, as i Ged had never been away, Go to beds tived s stupid,
Tomorrow you may open the Book of the Undertakings of the Makers, learning the names
therein.”

At winter's end he returned to the Great [Touse. [le was made sorcerer then. and the
Archmage Gensher accepted at that time his fealty, Thencetorth he studied the high arts
and enchantments, passing beyond arts of illusion to the works of real magery, learning
what he must know to earn his wizard’s staff. The trouble he had had in speaking spells
wore off over the months, and skill returned into his hands: vet he was never so quick
to learn as he had been, having learned a long harvd lesson from fear, Yet no il portents
or encounters followed on his working even of the Great Spells of Making and Shaping,
which are most perilous. [le came to wonder at times if the shadow he had loosed might
have grown weak, or fled somehow out of the world, for it came no more into his dreams.
But in his heart he knew such hope was folly,

From the Masters and from ancient Lore-Books Ged learned what he could about
such beings as this shadow he had loosed: little was there to learn, No such ereature was
described or spoken of directly. There were at best hints here and there in the old books
of things that might be like the shadow-heast. It was nota ghost of Tuonan man, nor was it
a creature of the Old Powers of Earth, and yet it seemed it might have some link with these.
Inn the Matter of the Dragons, which Ged read very closely, there was a tale of an ancient
Dragonlord whao had come under the sway of one of the Old Powers, a speaking stone that
lay in a far northern land, “Af the Stone’s command,” said the book, “he did speak to raise
uf a dead sfprivit out of the vealm of the dead, but his wizardry being beat awry by the Stone’s
will there came with the dead spirit also a thing not summoned, which did devowr him out
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Srom within and in his shape walked, destroying men.” But the book did not say what the
thing was, nor did it tell the end of the tale. And the Masters did not know where such a
shadow might come from: from unlife, the Archmage had said: from the wrong side of the
world, said the Master Changer; and the Master Smnmoner said, *T do not know.” The
Summoner had come often to sit with Ged in his illness, He was grim and grave as ever, but
Ged knew now his compassion, and loved him well, ¥ do not know, T know of the thing
only this: that only a great power could have summoned up such a thing, and perhaps only
e power—aonly one volce—your voice, But what in tum that means, [ do not know, You
will find out. You must find out, or die, and worse than die . . " e spoke softly and his
eyes were somber as he looked at Ged. *You thought, as a boy, that a mage is one who can
do anything, 50 1 thought, once, So did we all. And the trath is that as a man’s real power
grows and his knowledge widens, ever the way he can [ollow grows narrower: until at last
he chooses nothing, but does only and wholly what he maesé de .,

The Archmage sent Ged, after his eighteenth birthday, to work with the Master
Patterner. What is learned in the Immanent Grove is not much talked about elsewhere.
It is said that no spells are worked there, and yet the place itselt s an enchantient.
Sometimes the trees of that Grove are seen, and sometimes they are not seen, and they are
not always in the same place and part of Roke Island, It is said that the trees of the Grove
themselves are wise. It is said that the Master Patterner learns his supreme magery there
within the Grove, and if ever the trees should die so shall his wisdom die, and in those days
the waters will rise and drown the islands of Earthsea which Segoy raised from the deeps
in the time before myth, all the lands where men and dragons dwell.

But all this is hearsay: wizards will not speak ofit.

The months went by, and at last on a day ol spring Ged returmed to the Great House,
and he had no idea what would be asked of him next, At the door that gives on the path
across the fields to Roke Knoll an old man met him, waiting for him in the doorway, At first
Ged did not know him, and then putting his mind to it recalled him as the one who had let
Biin into the School on the day of his coming, five vears ago,

The old man smiled, greeting him by name, and asked, *Do vou know who L am®”

MNow Ged had thought before of how it was always said, the Nine Masters of Roke,
although he knew only eight: Windkey, Hand, Herbal, Chanter, Changer, Summoner,
Mimer, Patterner. It seemed that people spoke of the Archinage as the ninth. Yet when a
new Archmage was chosen, nine Masters met to choose him,

“T think you are the Master Doorkeeper,” said Ged.,
“T am. Ged, vou won entrance to Roke by saying your name. Now you may win your
freedom of it by saying mine.” So said the old man smiling, and waited. Ged stood dumb.

He knew a thousand ways and cratts and means tor inding out names of things and

of men, of course; such craft was a part of evervthing he had learned at Roke, for without it
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