The Mage of Re Albi, Ogion the Silent, and Ged, his prentice, are walking together:


Though a very silent man he [Ogion] was so mild 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 apprenticeship begin, Sir?’  


‘It has begun,” said Ogion.


There was a silence, as if Ged was keeping back something he had to say.  Then he said it:  ‘But I haven’t learned anything yet!’


‘Because you haven’t found out what I 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 a dark man, like most Gontishmen, dark copper-brown; grey-haired, 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.
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Ged had learned all he could of dragons at the School, but it is one thing to read about dragons and another to meet them.
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No creature moved nor voice spoke for a long while on the island, but only the waves beat loudly on the shore.  Then Ged was aware that the highest tower slowly changed its shape, bulging out on one side as if it grew an arm.  He feared dragon-magic, for old dragons are very powerful and guileful in a sorcery like and unlike the sorcery of men: but a moment more and he saw this was no trick of the dragon, but of his own eyes.  What he had taken for  a part of the tower was the shoulder of the Dragon of Pendor as he uncurled his bulk and lifted himself slowly up.


When he was all afoot his scaled head, spike-crowned and triple-tongued, rose higher than the broken tower’s height, and his taloned forefeet rested on the rubble of the town below.  His scales were grey-black, catching the daylight like broken stone.  Lean as a hound he was and huge as a hill.  Ged stared in awe.  There was no song or tale could prepare the mind for this sight.  Almost he stared into the dragon’s eyes and was caught, for one cannot look into a dragon’s eyes.  He glanced away from the oily green gaze that watched him, and help up before him his staff, that looked now like a splinter, like a twig.
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