Terry Pratchett: Guards! Guards!

They may be caled the Palace Guard, the City Guard, or the Patrol. Whatever the name, their purpose
inany work of heroic fantasy isidentical: it is, round about Chapter Three (or ten minutesinto thefilm) to
rush into the room, attack the hero one at atime, and be daughtered. No one ever asksthem if they
wanted to.

This book is dedicated to those fine men.

And dso to Mike Harrison, Mary Gentle, Nell Gaiman and all the others who assisted with and laughed
at theidea of L-space; too bad we never used Schrodinger’s Paperback . . .

Thisiswhere the dragons went.
They lie. ..

Not dead, not adeep. Not waiting, because waiting implies expectation. Possibly the word we're
looking for hereis. . .

... dormant.

And athough the space they occupy isn't like norma space, neverthel ess they are packed in tightly. Not
acubic inch there but isfilled by aclaw, atalon, ascade, thetip of atail, o the effect islike one of those
trick drawings and your eyeballs eventually realise that the space between each dragon is, in fact, another

dragon:

They could put you in mind of acan of sardines, if you thought sardines were huge and scaly and proud
and arrogant.

And presumably, somewhere, there’ sthe key.

In another space entirely, it was early morning in Ankh-Morpork, oldest and greatest and grubbiest of
cities. A thin drizzle dripped from the grey sky and punctuated the river mist that coiled among the
sreets. Rats of various species went about their nocturnal occasions. Under night’s damp cloak ns
assassnated, thievesthieved, hussies hustled. And so on. And drunken Captain Vimes of the Night
Weatch staggered dowly down the street, folded gently into the gutter outside the Watch House and lay
there while, above him, strange letters made of light sizzled in the damp and changed colour . . .

The city wasa, wasa, wasawossname. Thing. Woman. Thasswhat it was. Woman. Roaring, ancient,
centuries old. Strung you dong, let you fal inthingy, love, with her, then kicked you inna, inna, thingy.
Thingy, in your mouth. Tongue. TonsiIs. Teeth. That' swhat it, she, did. Shewasa. . . thing, you know,
lady dog. Puppy. Hen. Bitch. And then you hated her and, and just when you thought you' d got her, it,
out of your, your, whatever, then she opened her great booming rotten heart to you, caught you off ba,
ba, bd, thing. Ance. Y eah. Thassit. Never knew where where you stood. Lay. Only thing you were sure
of, you couldn’t let her go. Because, because she wasyours, al you had, evenin her gutters. . .



Damp darkness shrouded the venerable buildings of Unseen University, premier college of wizardry. The
only light was afaint octarine flicker from the tiny windows of the new High Energy Magic building,
where keen-edged minds were probing the very fabric of the universe, whether it liked it or not.

And therewaslight, of course, inthe Library.

The Library wasthe greatest assemblage of magicd texts anywhere in the multiverse. Thousands of
volumes of occult lore weighted its shelves.

It was said that, Snce vast amounts of magic can serioudy distort the mundane world, the Library did
not obey the normal rules of space and time. It was said that it went on forever. It was said that you
could wander for days among the distant shelves, that there were lost tribes of research students
somewherein there, that strange things lurked in forgotten a coves and were preyed on by other things
that were even stranger.[1]

Wise studentsin search of more distant volumes took care to leave chalk marks on the shelves asthey
roamed deeper into the fusty darkness, and told friends to come looking for them if they weren't back by

supper.

And, because magic can only loosdly be bound, the Library books themselves were more than mere
pul ped wood and paper.

Raw magic crackled from their spines, earthing itself harmlesdy in the copper rails nailed to every shelf
for that very purpose. Faint traceries of bluefire crawled across the bookcases and there was a sound, a
papery whispering, such as might come from acolony of roosting starlings. In the silence of the night the
books talked to one another.

There was a0 the sound of someone snoring.

Thelight from the shelves didn’t so much illuminate as highlight the darkness, but by itsviolet flicker a
watcher might just have identified an ancient and battered desk right under the central dome.

The snoring was coming from undernegth it, where a piece of tattered blanket barely covered what
looked like a hegp of sandbags but wasin fact an adult male orangutan.

It wasthe Librarian.

Not many people these days remarked upon the fact that he was an ape. The change had been brought
about by amagica accident, dways a possibility where so many powerful books are kept together, and
he was considered to have got off lightly. After all, he was il basically the same shape. And he had
been alowed to keep hisjob, which he wasrather good at, athough ‘alowed’ isnot redly the right
word. It wasthe way he could roll his upper lip back to reveal moreincredibly yellow teeth than any
other mouth the University Council had ever seen before that somehow made sure the matter was never
redly raised.

But now there was another sound, the alien sound of adoor creaking open. Footsteps padded across
the floor and disappeared amongst the clustering shelves. The books rustled indignantly, and some of the
larger grimoiresrattled their chains.

The Librarian dept on, lulled by the whispering of therain.



In the embrace of hisgutter, half amile awvay, Captain Vimes of the Night Watch opened his mouth and
darted to Sing.

Now ablack-robed figure scurried through the midnight streets, ducking from doorway to doorway, and
reached a grim and forbidding porta. No mere doorway got that grim without effort, one fdt. It looked
asthough the architect had been called in and given specific ingructions. We want something eldritchin
dark oak, he' d been told. So put an unpleasant gargoyle thing over the archway, giveit adam likethe
footfdl of agiant and makeit clear to everyone, in fact, that thisisn’t the kind of door that goes
‘ding-dong’ when you pressthe bell.

The figure rapped a complex code on the dark woodwork. A tiny barred hatch opened and one
suspicious eye peered out.

“ “The dgnificant owl hootsinthe night,” “ said the visitor, trying to wring the rainwater out of itsrobe.
“*Yet many grey lords go sadly to the masterless men,” “ intoned a voice on the other sde of the grille.
“ ‘“Hooray, horray for the spingter’ ssister’ sdaughter,” “ countered the dripping figure.

“ *To the axeman, dl supplicants are the same height.” “

“‘Yet verily, theroseiswithin thethorn.” *

“ *The good mother makes bean soup for the errant boy,” “ said the voice behind the door.

There was a pause, broken only by the sound of the rain. Then thevisitor said, “What?’

“ *The good mother makes bean soup for the errant boy.” *

There was another, longer pause. Then the damp figure said, “ Are you sure the ill-built tower doesn’t
tremble mightily at abutterfly’ s passage?’

“Nope. Bean soup itis. I'm sorry.”
Therain hissed down relentlesdy in the embarrassed sllence.

“What about the caged whale?’ said the soaking visitor, trying to squeeze into what little shelter the
dread portd offered.

“What about it?’

“It should know nothing of the mighty deeps, if you must know.”

“Oh, the caged whale. Y ou want the Elucidated Brethren of the Ebon Night. Three doors down.”
“Who'reyou, then?”’

“We'rethe llluminated and Ancient Brethren of Ee”



“I thought you met over in Treacle Street,” said the damp man, after awhile.

“Yeah, well. Y ou know how itis. The fretwork club have the room Tuesdays. Therewasabit of a
mix-up.”

“Oh? Wdll, thanks anyway.”
“My pleasure.” Thelittle door dammed shuit.

Therobed figure glared at it for amoment, and then splashed further down the street. There was indeed
another porta there. The builder hadn't bothered to change the design much.

He knocked. The little barred hatch shot back.

-

“Look, ‘ Thesgnificant owl hootsinthenight’, al right?’

“*Yet many grey lords go sadly to the masterless men.” *

“ *Hooray, horray for the spinster’ ssister’ s daughter’, okay?
“ “To the axeman, dl supplicants are the same height.” “

“'Yet verily, theroseiswithin thethorn.” It's pissng down out here. Y ou do know that, don’t you?’
“Yes,” said the voice, in the tones of one who indeed does know it, and is not the one standing in it.
Thevigtor sghed.

“ ‘The caged wha e knows nothing of the mighty deeps,” “ he said. “If it makes you any happier.”
“ “Theill-built tower trembles mightily at a butterfly’ s passage.” “

The supplicant grabbed the bars of the window, pulled himself up toit, and hissed: “Now let usin, I'm
soaked.”

There was another damp pause.

“These deegps. . . did you say mighty or nightly?’

“Mighty, | said. Mighty deeps. On account of being, you know, deep. It's me, Brother Fingers.”
“It sounded like nightly to me,” said the invisible doorkeeper cautioudy.

“L ook, do you want the bloody book or not? | don’t haveto do this. | could be a homein bed.”
“You sureit was mighty?’

“Ligten, | know how deep the bloody degpsare dl right,” said Brother Fingers urgently. “I knew how
mighty they were when you were a perishing neophyte. Now will you open this door?’



“Well ... dlright.”

Therewasthe sound of bolts diding back. Then the voice said, “Would you mind giving it apush? The
Door of Knowledge Through Which the Untutored May Not Pass sticks something wicked in the
damp.”

Brother Fingers put his shoulder to it, forced hisway through, gave Brother Doorkeeper adirty 100k,
and hurried within.

The others were waiting for him in the Inner Sanctum, standing around with the sheepish air of people
not normally accustomed to wearing sinister hooded black robes. The Supreme Grand Master nodded at
him.

“Brother Fingers, isn't it?’

“Yes, Supreme Grand Master.”

“Do you have that which you were sent to get?’

Brother Fingers pulled a package from under hisrobe.

“Just where | said it would be,” he said. “No problem.”

“Wéll done, Brother Fingers.”

“Thank you, Supreme Grand Magter.”

The Supreme Grand Master rapped his gavel for attention. The room shuffled into some sort of circle.

“I call the Unique and Supreme L odge of the Elucidated Brethren to order,” heintoned. “Is the Door of
Knowledge sedled fast againgt heretics and knowlessmen?’

“Stuck solid,” said Brother Doorkeeper. “1t’ sthe damp. I'll bring my planein next week, soon haveit-*
“All right, dl right,” said the Supreme Grand Magter tedtily. “ Just ayes would have done. Isthetriple
circlewd| and truly traced? Art dl herewho Art Here? And it be well for an knowlessman that he should
not be here, for he would be taken from this place and his gaskin dit, his moules shown to the four winds,
his welchet torn asunder with many hooks and hisfiggin placed upon aspike yeswhat isit?’

“Sorry, did you say Elucidated Brethren?’

The Supreme Grand Master glared at the solitary figure with its hand up.

“Y e, the Elucidated Brethren, guardian of the sacred knowledge since atime no man may wot of-*

“Last February,” said Brother Doorkeeper helpfully. The Supreme Grand Master felt that Brother
Doorkeeper had never redly got the hang of things.

“Sorry. Sorry. Sorry,” said the worried figure. “Wrong society, I'm afraid. Must have taken awrong
turning. I'll just begoing, if you'll excuseme. ..



“And hisfiggin placed upon aspike,” repeated the Supreme Grand Magter pointedly, against a
background of damp wooden noises as Brother Doorkeeper tried to get the dread portal open. “Arewe
quite finished? Any more knowlessmen happened to drop in on their way somewhere else?’ he added
with bitter sarcasm. “Right. Fine. So glad. | suppose it’ stoo much to ask if the Four Watchtowers are
secured? Oh, good. And the Trouser of Sanctity, has anyone bothered to shriveit? Oh, you did.
Properly? Il check, you know . . . dl right. And have the windows been fastened with the Red Cords of
Intellect, in accordance with ancient prescription? Good. Now perhaps we can get on withit.”

With the dightly miffed air of onewho has run their finger dong adaughter-in-law’ stop shelf and found
againg all expectation that it is sparkling clean, the Grand Master got on withit.

What a shower, hetold himsalf. A bunch of incompetents no other secret society would touch with a
ten-foot Sceptre of Authority. The sort to didocate their fingers with even the smplest secret handshake.

But incompetents with possibilities, nevertheless. Let the other societies take the skilled, the hopefuls, the
ambitious, the salf-confident. He d take the whining resentful ones, the ones with abellyful of spite and
bile, the oneswho knew they could makeit big if only they’ d been given the chance. Give him the onesin
which the floods of venom and vindictiveness were dammed up behind thin walls of ineptitude and
low-grade paranoia.

And stupidity, too. They’ve all sworn the oath, he thought, but not aman jack of ‘em has even asked
what afigginis.

“Brethren,” he said. “ Tonight we have matters of profound importance to discuss. The good governance,
nay, the very future of Ankh-Morpork liesin our hands.”

They leaned closer. The Supreme Grand Magter felt the beginnings of the old thrill of power. They were
hanging on hiswords. Thiswas afeding worth dressng up in bloody silly robesfor.

“Do we not well know that the city isin thrall to corrupt men, who wax fat on their ill-gotten gains, while
better men are held back and forced into virtua servitude?’

“We certainly do!” said Brother Doorkeeper vehemently, when they’ d had timeto trandate this
mentally. “Only last week, down at the Bakers Guild, | tried to point out to Master Critchley that-*

It wasn't eye contact, because the Supreme Grand Master had made sure the Brethren’ s hoods
shrouded their faces in mystic darkness, but nevertheless he managed to silence Brother Doorkeeper by
dint of sheer outraged silence.

“Yet it was not dwaysthus,” the Supreme Grand Master continued. “ There was once a golden age,
when those worthy of command and respect were justly rewarded. An age when Ankh-Morpork wasn't
samply abig city but agreat one. An age of chivary. An age when-yes, Brother Watchtower?’

A bulky robed figure lowered its hand. “ Are you talking about when we had kings?’

“Wél done, Brother,” said the Supreme Grand Magter, dightly annoyed at this unusua evidence of
intelligence. “And-

“But that was dl sorted out hundreds of years ago,” said Brother Watchtower. “Wasn't there this great
battle, or something? And since then we' ve just had the ruling lords, like the Petrician.”



“Yes, very good, Brother Watchtower.”

“There aren’t any more kings, isthe point I’'m trying to make,” said Brother Watchtower hel pfully.
“As Brother Watchtower says, the line of-*

“It was you talking about chivary that give methe clue,” said Brother Watchtower.

“Quite s0, and-“

“Y ou get that with kings, chivary,” said Brother Watchtower happily. “ And knights. And they used to
have these-*

“However,” said the Supreme Grand Master sharply, “it may well be that the line of the kings of Ankhis
not as defunct as hitherto imagined, and that progeny of the line exists even now. Thus my researches
among the ancient scrollsdo indicate.”

He stood back expectantly. There didn’t seem to be the effect he' d expected, however. Probably they
can manage ‘ defunct’, he thought, but | ought to have drawn theline at ‘ progeny’.

Brother Watchtower had his hand up again.
13 YS?I

“Y ou saying there’ s some sort of heir to the throne hanging around somewhere?’ said Brother
Watch-tower.

“Thismay bethe case, yes”

“Y eah. They do that, you know,” said Brother Watchtower knowledgeably. “Happensdl thetime. You
read about it. Skions, they're caled. They go lurking around in the distant wildernesses for ages, handing
down the secret sword and birthmark and so forth from generation to generation. Then just when the old
kingdom needs them, they turn up and turf out any usurpersthat happen to be around. And then there's

generd rgoicing.”

The Supreme Grand Master felt his own mouth drop open. He hadn’t expected it to be as easy asthis.
“Yes, dl right,” said afigure the Supreme Grand Master knew to be Brother Plagterer. “But so what?
Let'ssay askion turns up, walks up to the Patrician, says ‘What ho, I’ m king, here’ sthe birthmark as
per spec, now bugger off’. What' s he got then? Life expectancy of maybe two minutes, that'swhat.”
“Youdon't listen, “ said Brother Watchtower. “Thething is, the skion hasto arrive when the kingdom is
threatened, doesn’t he? Then everyone can see, right? Then he gets carried off to the palace, curesafew
people, announces a half-holiday, hands round a bit of treasure, and Bob' s your uncle.”

“Hehasto marry aprincess, too,” said Brother Doorkeeper. * * On account of him being a swineherd.”
They looked at him.

“Who said anything about him being a swineherd?” said Brother Watchtower. “1 never ssid hewasa



swineherd. What' sthis about swineherds?’

“He sgot apoint, though,” said Brother Plasterer. “He' s generally aswineherd or aforester or similar,
your basic skion. It’sto do with being in wossname. Cognito. They’ ve got to appear to be of, you know,
humbleorigins”

“Nothing specia about humble origins,” said avery smdl Brother, who seemed to consist entirely of a
little perambul atory black robe with hditoss. “I've got lots of humble origins. In my family we thought
swineherding was aposh job.”

“But your family doesn’t have the blood of kings, Brother Dunnykin,” said Brother Plagterer.

“Wemight of,” said Brother Dunnykin sulkily.

“Right, then,” said Brother Watchtower grudgingly. “Fair enough. But &t the essential moment, see your
genuine kings throw back their cloak and say ‘Lo!" and their essentia kingnessness shines through.”

“How, exactly?’ said Brother Doorkeeper.

“-might of got the blood of kings,” muttered Brother Dunnykin. “ Got no right saying | might not have got
the blood of-*

“Look, it just does, okay? Y ou just know it when you seeit.”

“But before that they’ ve got to save the kingdom,” said Brother Plasterer.

“Oh, yes” said Brother Watchtower heavily. “ That’ sthe main thing, isthat.”

“What from, then?’

“-got as much right as anyone to might have the blood of kings-*

“ThePatrician?’ said Brother Doorkeeper.

Brother Watchtower, as the sudden authority on the ways of royalty, shook his head.

“I dunno that the Patrician isathreat, exactly,” he said. “He snot your actud tyrant, as such. Not as bad
as somewe ve had. | mean, he doesn't actually oppress.”

“1 get oppressed al thetime,” said Brother Doorkeeper. “Master Critchley, where | work, he oppresses
me morning, noon and night, shouting a me and everything. And the woman in the vegetable shop, she
oppressesmedl thetime.”

“That'sright,” said Brother Plagterer. “My landlord oppresses me something wicked. Banging on the
door and going on and on about dl the rent | dlegedly owe, whichisatotd lie. And the people next door
oppressmeal night long. | tell them, 1 work al day, aman’sgot to have sometimeto learn to play the
tuba. That'soppression, that is. If I’'m not under the hedl of the oppressor, | don’'t know whois.”

“Put likethat-* said Brother Watchtower dowly- “1 reckon my brother-in-law is oppressng medl the
time with having this new horse and buggy he' s been and bought. | haven’t got one. | mean, where sthe
justicein that? 1 bet aking wouldn't let that sort of oppression go on, peopl€' swives oppressing ‘em



with why haven’t they got anew coach like our Rodney and that.”

The Supreme Grand Magter listened to thiswith adightly light-headed feding. It was asif he'd known
that there were such things as avalanches, but had never dreamed when he dropped the little snowball on
top of the mountain that it could lead to such astonishing results. He was hardly having to egg them on at
al.

“I bet aking' d have something to say about landlords,” said Brother Plasterer.

“And he' d outlaw people with showy coaches,” said Brother Watchtower. “ Probably bought with stolen
money, too, | reckon.”

“I think,” said the Supreme Grand Magter, tweeking things alittle, “that awise king would only, asit
were, outlaw showy coaches for the undeserving. *

There was athoughtful pause in the conversation as the assembled Brethren mentally divided the
universe into the deserving and the undeserving, and put themselves on the appropriate Side.

“It'd beonly fair,” said Brother Watchtower dowly. “But Brother Plasterer wasright, redlly. | can’'t see
askion manifesting his destiny just because Brother Doorkeeper thinks the woman in the vegetable shop
keeps giving him funny looks. No offense.”

“And bloody short weight,” said Brother Doorkeeper. “ And she-*
“Yes, yes, yes,” said the Supreme Grand Magter. “Truly the right-thinking folk of Ankh-Morpork are
benegth the hed of the oppressors. However, aking generdly reveds himsdf in rather more dramatic

circumstances. Like awar, for example.”

Thingswere going well. Surely, for al their salf-centred stupidity, one of them would be bright enough to
make the suggestion?

“There used to be some old prophecy or something,” said Brother Plasterer. “My grandad told me.” His
eyes glazed with the effort of dramatic recall. * *Y ea, the king will come bringing Law and Justice, and
know nothing but the Truth, and Protect and Serve the People with his Sword.” You don’t dl haveto
look at melikethat, | didn’'t makeit up.”

“Oh, we dl know that one. And afat lot of good that'd be,” said Brother Watchtower. “1 mean, what
does he do, ridein with Law and Truth and so on like the Four Horsemen of the Apocralypse? Hallo
everyone,” he squesked, “I’m the king, and that’ s Truth over there, watering hishorse. Not very
practical, isit? Nah. You can't trust old legends.”

“Why not?’ said Brother Dunnykin, in apeeved voice.

“ *Costhey’relegendary. That's how you can tell,” said Brother Watchtower.

“Sleeping princessesisagood one,” said Brother Plasterer. “Only aking can wake ‘em up.”

“Don't be daft,” said Brother Watchtower severely. “We haven't got aking, so we can't have
princesses. Stands to reason.”

“Of course, intheold daysit waseasy,” said Brother Doorkeeper happily.



“Why?

“Hejust had to kill adragon.”

The Supreme Grand Master clapped his hands together and offered a silent prayer to any god who
happened to be listening. He d been right about these people. Sooner or later their rambling little minds
took them where you wanted them to go.

“What an interesting ideg,” hetrilled.

“Wouldn't work,” said Brother Watchtower dourly. “There ain’t no big dragons now.”

“There could be.”

The Supreme Grand Master cracked his knuckles.

“Comeagan?’ said Brother Watchtower.

“| said there could be.”

There was anervous laugh from the depths of Brother Watchtower’ s cowl.

“What, theredl thing? Great big scales and wings?’

“yes”

“Bregth like ablast furnace.”

“yes”

“Them big dlaw thingson itsfeet?”’

“Tdons? Oh, yes. As many asyou want.”

“What do you mean, asmany as| want?’

“I would hopeit’'s self-explanatory, Brother Watch-tower. If you want dragons, you can have dragons.
Y ou can bring adragon here. Now. Into the city.”

“Me?
“All of you. | mean us” said the Supreme Grand Madter.

Brother Watchtower hesitated. “Wdll, | don’t know if that’s a very good-*
“And it would obey your every command.”

That stopped them. That pulled them up. That dropped in front of their weasdlly little mindslike alump
of mesat in adog pound.



“Canyou just repeat that?’ said Brother Plasterer dowly.

“Y ou can control it. Y ou can makeit do whatever you want.”

“What? A red dragon?’

The Supreme Grand Magter’ s eyesrolled in the privacy of his hood.

“Yes, ared one. Not alittle pet swamp dragon. The genuine article.”

“But | thought they were, you know . . . miffs.”

The Supreme Grand master leaned forward.

“’They were myths and they wereredl,” he said loudly. “ Both awave and a particle.”
“You'velost methere” said Brother Plasterer.

“I will demongtrate, then. The book please, Brother Fingers. Thank you. Brethren, | must tell you that
when | was undergoing my tuition by the Secret Magters-*

“Thewhat, Supreme Grand Master?’ said Brother Plasterer.

“Why don't you listen?'Y ou never listen. He said the Secret Masters!” said Brother Watchtower. “Y ou
know, the venerable sages what live on some mountain and secretly run everything and taught him al this
lore and that, and can walk on fires and that. He told uslast week. He' s going to teach us, aren’t you,
Supreme Grand Magter,” he finished obsequioudly.

“Oh, the Secret Masters,” said Brother Plasterer. “ Sorry. It’ sthese mystic hoods. Sorry. Secret. |
remember.”

But when | rule the city, the Supreme Grand Master said to himsdlf, thereis going to be none of this. |
shall form anew secret society of keen-minded and intelligent men, athough not too intelligent of course,
not too intelligent. And we will overthrow the cold tyrant and we will usher in anew age of enlightenment
and fraternity and humanism and Ankh-Morpork will become a Utopiaand people like Brother Plasterer
will be roasted over dow firesif | have any say inthe matter, which | will. And hisfiggin.[2]

“When | was, as| said, undergoing my tuition by the Secret Masters-* he continued.

“That was where they told you you had to walk on ricepaper, wasn't it,” said Brother Watchtower
conversationaly. “1 always thought that was agood bit. I’ ve been saving it off the bottom of my
macaroons ever snce. Amazing, redly. | can wak on it no trouble. Shows what being in aproper secret
society doesfor you, does that.”

When heison the griddle, the Supreme Grand Master thought, Brother Plasterer will not be [onely.

“Y our footfals on the road of enlightenment are an exampleto usdl, Brother Watchtower,” hesad. “If
| may continue, however-among the many secrets-*

“-from the Heart of Being-“ said Brother Watch-tower approvingly.



“~from the Heart, as Brother Watchtower says, of Being, was the current location of the noble dragons.
The belief that they died out is quite wrong. They smply found anew evolutionary niche. And they can
be summoned from it. Thisbook-* he flourished it- “gives specific indtructions.”

“It'sjustinabook?’ said Brother Plasterer.

“No ordinary book. Thisisthe only copy. It hastaken meyearsto track it down,” said the Supreme
Grand Magter. “It’ sin the handwriting of Tuba de Maachite, agreat student of dragon lore. His actua
handwriting. He summoned dragons of dl sizes. And so canyou.”

There was another long, awkward silence.

“Um,” said Brother Doorkeeper.

“Sounds abit like, you know . . . magic to me,” said Brother Watchtower, in the nervous tone of the
man who has spotted which cup the peais hidden under but doesn’t like to say. “I mean, not wishing to
guestion your supreme wisdomship and that, but . . . well . . . you know . .. magic...”

Hisvoicetrailed off.
“Yeah,” sad Brother Plasterer uncomfortably.

“It's, er, thewizards, see,” said Brother Fingers. “Y ou prob’ly dint know this, when you was banged up
with them venerable herberts on their mountain, but the wizards round here come down on you like aton
of bricksif they catchesyou doin’ anything likethat.”

“Demarcation, they cdl it,” said Brother Plasterer.

“Like, | don't go around fiddling with the mystic interleaved wossnames of causdity, and they don’t do
any plastering.”

“| fal to seethe problem,” said the Supreme Grand Master. Infact, he saw it all too clearly. Thiswas
thelast hurdle. Help their tiny little minds over this, and he held the world in the palm of hishand. Their
supe-fyingly unintelligent self-interest hadn’t let him down so far, surely it couldn’t fall himnow . . .
The Brethren shuffled uneasily. Then Brother Dunnykin spoke.

“Huh. Wizards. What do they know about aday’ swork?’

The Supreme Grand master bresthed deeply. Ah ., .

Theair of mean-minded resentfulness thickened noticesbly.

“Nothing, and that’safact,” said Brother Fingers. “Goinl around with their nosesin the air, too good for

thelikesa us. | used to see ‘em when | worked up the University. Backsidesamile wide, I'm telling you.
Catch *em doing ajob of honest toil ?’

“Likethieving, you mean?’ said Brother Watch-tower, who had never liked Brother Fingers much.

“O' course, they tdl you,” Brother Fingers went on, pointedly ignoring the comment, “that you shouldn’t
go round doin” magic on account of only them knowin’ about not disturbin’ the universal harmony and



whatnot. Load of rubbish, inmy opinion.”

“We-dl,” said Brother Plagterer, “1 dunno, redly. | mean, you get the mix wrong, you just got alot of
damp plaster round your ankles. But you get a bit of magic wrong, and they say ghastly things comes out
the woodwork and stitches you right up.”

“Yeah, but it sthe wizards that say that,” said Brother Watchtower thoughtfully. “Never could stand
them mysdlf, to tell you the truth. Could be they’ re on to agood thing and don’t want therest of usto
find out. It'sonly waving your arms and chanting, when dl’ ssaid and done.”

The Brethren considered this. It sounded plausible. If they were on to agood thing, they certainly
wouldn’t want anyone else muscling in.

The Supreme Grand Master decided that the time wasripe.
“Then we are agreed, brethren? Y ou are prepared to practise magic?’

“Oh, practise,” said Brother Plaster, relieved. “I don't mind practising. So long aswe don't haveto do it
for red-*

The Supreme Grand Master thumped the book.
“I mean carry out red spellsl Put the city back on theright linest Summon adragon!” he shouted.

They took a step back. Then Brother Doorkeeper said, “ And then, if we get this dragon, the rightful
king'll turn up, just like that?’

“Yed” said the Supreme Grand Magter.
“I can seethat,” said Brother Watchtower supportively.
“Stands to reason. Because of destiny and the gnomic workings of fate.”

There was amoment’ s hesitation, and then agenera nodding of cowls. Only Brother Plasterer |looked
vaguely unhappy.

“We-dl,” hesad. “It won't get out of hand, will it?’

“| assure you, Brother Plagterer, that you can giveit up any timeyou like,” said the Supreme Grand
Master smoothly.

“Wel . ..dlright,” said thereluctant Brother. “Just for abit, then. Could we get it to stay herelong
enough to burn down, for example, any oppressive vegetable shops?” Ah. . .

He' d won. There d be dragons again. And aking again. Not like the old kings. A king who would do
what he wastold.

“That,” said the Supreme Grand Master, “ depends on how much help you can be. We shall need,
initidly, any items of magicyou canbring....”

It might not be agood ideato let them seethat the last half of de Malachite’ sbook was a charred lump.



The man was clearly not up toit.

He could do alot better. And absolutely no-one would be able to stop him.

Thunder rolled. ..

It issaid that the gods play games with the lives of men. But what games, and why, and the identities of
the actual pawns, and what the gameis, and what the rules are-who knows?

Best not to speculate.
Thunder rolled. . ..

It rolled asix.

Now pull back briefly from the dripping streets of Ankh-Morpork, pan across the morning mists of the
Disc, and focusin again on ayoung man heading for the city with dl the openness, sncerity and
innocence of purpose of an iceberg drifting into amajor shipping lane.

The young maniscaled Carrot. Thisisnot because of hishair, which hisfather has always clipped short
for reasons of Hygiene. It isbecause of his shape.

Itisthekind of tapering shape aboy getsthrough clean living, hedthy eating, and good mountain air in
huge lungfuls. When he flexes his shoulder muscles, other muscles have to move out of theway first.

Heisaso bearing asword presented to him in mysterious circumstances. Very mysterious
circumgtances. Surprisingly, therefore, thereis something very unexpected about this sword. It isn't
magica. It hasn't got aname. When you wield it you don't get afedling of power, you just get blisters;
you could believe it was asword that had been used so much that it had ceased to be anything other than
aquintessentid sword, along piece of meta with very sharp edges. And it hasn't got destiny written dl
over it. It' spracticaly unique, in fact.

Thunder rolled.

The gutters of the city gurgled softly asthe detritus of the night was carried dong, in some cases
protesting feehly.

When it came to the recumbent figure of Captain Vimes, the water diverted and flowed around himin
two streams. Vimes opened his eyes. There was a moment of empty peace before memory hit him likea
shovd.

It had been abad day for the Watch. There had been the funeral of Herbert Gaskin, for one thing. Poor
old Gaskin. He had broken one of the fundamenta rules of being aguard. It wasn't the sort of rule that
someone like Gaskin could break twice. And so he' d been lowered into the sodden ground with therain
drumming on his coffin and no-one present to mourn him but the three surviving members of the Night



Watch, the most despised group of men in the entire city. Sergeant Colon had been in tears. Poor old
Gaskin.

Poor old Vimes, Vimesthought.

Poor old Vimes, herein gutter. But that’ s where he started. Poor old Vimes, with the water swirlingin
under breastplate. Poor old Vimes, watching rest of gutter’ s contents ooze by. Prob’ly even poor old

Gas-kin has got better view now, he thought.

Lessee. . . he'd gone off after the funeral and got drunk. No, not drunk, another word, ended with ‘er’.
Drunker, that was it. Because world al twisted up and wrong, like distorted glass, only came back into
focusif you looked &t it through bottom of bottle.

Something ese now, what wasit.

Oh, yes. Night-time. Time for duty. Not for Gaskin, though. Have to get new fellow. New fellow coming
anyway, wasn't that it? Some stick from the hicks. Written letter. Sometick from the snicks. . .

Vimes gave up, and dumped back. The gutter continued to swirl.

Overhead, the lighted letters fizzed and flickered in therain.

It wasn't only the fresh mountain air that had given Carrot his huge physique. Being brought upinagold
mine run by dwarfs and working atwelve-hour day hauling wagons to the surface must have helped.

He waked with astoop. What will do that is being brought up in agold mine run by dwarfs who thought
that five feet was agood height for acelling.

He' d dways known he was different. More bruised for one thing. And then one day hisfather had come
up to him or, rather, come up to hiswaist, and told him that he was not, in fact, as he had dways

believed, adwarf.
It saterrible thing to be nearly sixteen and the wrong species.

“Wedidn't liketo say so before, son,” said hisfather. “We thought you' d grow out of it, see.”

“Grow out of what?' said Carrot.

“Growing. But now your mother thinks, that is, we both think, it’ stime you went out among your own
kind. I mean, it'snot fair, keeping you cooped up here without company of your own height.” Hisfather
twiddled alooserivet on his helmet, a sure sign that he was worried. “Er,” he added.

“But you'remy kind!” said Carrot desperately.

“Inamanner of speaking, yes,” said hisfather.

“In another manner of speaking, which isarather more precise and accurate manner of speaking, no.
It'sdl this genetics business, you see. So it might be avery good ideaif you wereto go out and see

something of theworld.”



“What, for good?’

“Oh, no! No. Of course not. Come back and visit whenever you like. But, well, alad your age, stuck
down here. .. It'snot right. Y ou know. | mean. Not a child any more. Having to shuffle around on your
knees mogt of thetime, and everything. It'snot right.”

“What ismy own kind, then?’ said Carrot, bewildered.
The old dwarf took adeep breath. “You're human,” he said.

“What, like Mr Varneshi?” Mr Varneshi drove an ox-cart up the mountain trails once aweek, to trade
thingsfor gold. “One of the Big People?’

“You'resx foot six, lad. He sonly fivefoot.” The dwarf twiddled thelooserivet again. “Y ou see how it

IS

“Yes, but-but maybe I’'m just tdl for my height,” said Carrot desperatdly. “ After dl, if you can have
short humans, can't you havetal dwarfs?’

Hisfather patted him companionably on the back of the knees.

“You've got to face facts, boy. Y ou’ d be much more at home up on the surface. It’sin your blood. The
roof isn't so low, either.” Y ou can't keep knocking yourself out on the sky, hetold himself.

“Hold on,” said Carrot, his honest brow wrinkling with the effort of caculation. “Y ou’ re adwarf, right?
And mam’sadwarf. So | should be adwarf, too. Fact of life”

The dwarf sighed. He' d hoped to creep up on this, over aperiod of months maybe, sort of break it to
him gently, but there wasn't any time any more.

“St down, lad,” he said. Carrot sat.

“Thethingis,” he said wretchedly, when the boy’ sbig honest face was alittle nearer his own, “we found
you in the woods one day. Toddling about near one of thetracks. . . um.” The loose rivet squesked. The
king plunged on.

“Thingis, you see. . . there were these carts. On fire, as you might say. And dead people. Um, yes.
Extremely dead people. Because of bandits. It was a bad winter that winter, there were al sorts coming
into thehills. . . Sowetook you in, of course, and then, well, it was along winter, like | said, and your
mam got used to you, and, well, we never got around to asking Varneshi to make enquiries. That’ sthe
long and the short of it.”

Carrot took thisfairly camly, mostly because he didn’t understand nearly al of it. Besdes, asfar ashe
was aware, being found toddling in the woods was the norma method of childbirth. A dwarf isnot
considered old enough to have the technica processes explained to him[3] until he has reached

puberty.[4]

“All right, dad,” he said, and leaned down o asto be level with the dwarf’ s ear. “ But you know, me
and-you know Minty Rocksmacker? She' sredlly beautiful, dad, got abeard as soft as a, a, avery soft
thing-we ve got an understanding, and-*



“Yes” sad the dwarf, coldly. “I know. Her father’ shad aword with me.” So did her mother with your
mother, he added silently, and then she had aword with me. Lots of words.

It'snot that they don’t like you, you' re asteady lad and afine worker, you’ d make a good son-in-law.
Four good sons-in-law. That’ sthe trouble. And she'sonly sixty, anyway. It' s not proper. It s not right.

He' d heard about children being reared by wolves.

He wondered whether the leader of the pack ever had to sort out something tricky like this. Perhaps
he' d have to take him into aquiet clearing somewhere and say, L ook, son, you might have wondered
why you're not as hairy aseveryonedse. . .

He' d discussed it with Varneshi. A good solid man, Varneshi. Of course, he' d known the man’ sfather.
And his grandfather, now he cameto think about it. Humans didn’'t seemto last long, it was probably al
the effort of pumping blood up that high.

“Got a problem there, king.[5] Right enough,” the old man had said, asthey shared anip of spiritsona
bench outside Shaft #2.

“He sagood lad, mind you,” said the king. “ Sound character. Honest. Not exactly brilliant, but you tell
him to do something, he don’t rest until he'sdoneit. Obedient.”

“Y ou could chop hislegs off,” said Varneshi.

“It' snot hislegsthat’ s going to be the problem,” said the king darkly.

“Ah. Yes. Well, in that case you could-*

“No.”

“No,” agreed Varneshi, thoughtfully. “Hmm. Wéll, then what you should do is, you should send him
away for abit. Let him mix abit with humans.” He sat back. “What you' ve got here, king, isaduck,” he
added, in knowledgeabl e tones.

“I don’t think | should tell him that. He srefusing to believe he sahuman asitis.”

“What | meanis, aduck brought up among chickens. Well-known farmyard phenomenon. Findsit can't
bloody well peck and doesn’t know what swvimming is.” The king listened politely. Dwarfsdon't goin
much for agriculture. “But you send him off to see alot of other ducks, let him get hisfeet wet, and he
won't go running around after bantams any more. And Bob’ s your uncle.

Varneshi sat back and looked rather pleased with himself.

When you spend alarge part of your life underground, you develop avery literd mind. Dwarfs have no
use for metaphor and simile. Rocks are hard, the darknessis dark. Start messing around with
descriptionslike that and you' rein big trouble, istheir motto. But after two hundred years of talking to
humans the king had, asit were, developed a painstaking mental toolkit which was nearly adequate for

the job of understanding them.

“Surely Bjorn Stronginthearm ismy uncle, “ he pointed out, dowly.



“Samething.
There was a pause while the king subjected thisto careful andyss.

“You'resaying, “ he said, weighing each word, “that we should send Carrot away to be aduck among
humans because Bjorn Stronginthearm ismy uncle.

“He safinelad. Plenty of openingsfor abig strong lad like him, “ said Varneshi.

“I have heard that dwarfs go off to work in the Big City, “ said the king uncertainly. “ And they send
back money to their families, which is very commendable and proper. “

“Thereyou arethen. Get himajobin, in-* Varneshi sought for inspiration-“in the Watch, or something.
My great-grandfather was in the Watch, you know. Finejob for abig lad, my grandad said. “

“What isaWatch?’ said theking.

“Oh, * said Varneshi, with the vagueness of someone whose family for the last three generations hadn’t
travelled more than twenty miles, “they goes about making sure people keep the laws and do what
they'retold. “

“That isavery proper concern, “ said the king who,

since hewas usudly the one doing the telling, had very solid views about people doing what they were
told.

“Of course, they don't take just anyone, “ said Varneshi, dredging the depths of his recollection.
“I should think not, for such an important task. | shal writeto their king.
“I don't think they have aking there, “ said Varneshi. “ Just some man who tells them what to do. “

Theking of the dwarfstook this camly. This seemed to be about ninety-seven per cent of the definition
of kingship, asfar as he was concerned.

Carrot took the news without fuss, just as he took instructions about re-opening Shaft #4 or cutting
timber for shoring props. All dwarfs are by nature dutiful, serious, literate, obedient and thoughtful people
whose only minor failing isatendency, after one drink, to rush at enemies screaming “ Arrrrrrgh!” and
axing their legs off at the knee. Carrot saw no reason to be any different. He would go to this
city-whatever that was-and have aman made of him.

They took only the finest, Varneshi had said. A watchman had to be a skilled fighter and cleanin
thought, word and deed. From the depths of his ancestral anecdotage the old man had dragged tales of
moonlight chases across rooftops, and tremendous battles with miscreants which, of course, his
great-grandad had won despite being heavily outnumbered.

Carrot had to admit it sounded better than mining.

After some thought, the king wrote to the ruler of Ankh-Morpork, respectfully asking if Carrot could be
considered for aplace anongst the city’ sfinest.



Lettersrardy got written in that mine. Work stopped and the whole clan had sat around in respectful
slence as his pen scrittered across the parchment. His aunt had been sent up to Varneshi’ sto beg his
pardon but could he see hisway clear to sparing asmidgen of wax His sister had been sent down to the
village to ask Mistress Garlick the witch how you stopped spelling recommendation.

Months had gone by.

And then there d been the reply. 1t wasfairly grubby, since mail in the Ramtops was generally handed to
whoever was going in more or lesstheright direction, and it was adso fairly short. It said, badly, that his
application was accepted, and would he present himself for duty immediately.

“Just likethat?' hesaid. “1 thought there' d be tests and things. To seeif | was suitable. ©

“You'remy son, “ said theking. “| told them that, see. Stands to reason you' Il be suitable. Probably
officer materid.

He'd pulled asack from under his chair, rummaged around in it and presented Carrot with alength of
meta, more asword than a saw but only just.

“Thismight rightly belong to you, “ he said. “When wefound the. . . carts, thiswasthe only thing lft.
The bandits, you see. Just between you and me-" he beckoned Carrot closer-“we had awitch look at it.
In caseit wasmagic. But it isn't. Quite the most un-magica sword she' d ever seen, she said. They
normaly have abit, see, on account of it’slike magnetism, | suppose. Got quite a nice baance, though. “

He handed it over.

He rummaged around some more. “And then there' sthis. “ He held up ashirt. “1t’'ll protect you.”

Carrot fingered it carefully. It was made from the wool of Ramtop sheep, which had al the warmth and
softness of hog bristles. It was one of the legendary woolly dwarf vests, the kind of vest that needs
hinges

“Protect mefrom what?’ he said.

“Colds, and soon, “ said theking. “Y our mother saysyou’ ve got to wear it. And, er. . . that reminds

me. Mr Varneshi says he’ d like you to drop in on the way down the mountain. He' s got something for
you. “

Hisfather and mother had waved him out of sight. Minty didn’t. Funny, that. She seemed to have been
avoiding him lately.

He' d taken the sword, dung on his back, sandwiches and clean underwear in his pack, and the world,

more or less, at hisfeet. In his pocket was the famous | etter from the Petrician, the man who ruled the
great fine city of Ankh-Morpork.

At least, that’s how his mother had referred toit. It certainly had an important-looking crest at the top,
but the Sgnature was something like “Lupin Squiggle, Sec'y, pp”.

Stll, if it wasn't actualy signed by the Patrician then it had certainly been written by someone who
worked for him. Or in the same building. Probably the Patrician had at least known about the letter. In



genera terms. Not this|etter, perhaps, but probably he knew about the existence of |ettersin generd.

Carrot walked steadfastly down the mountain paths, disturbing clouds of bumblebees. After awhile he

unsheathed the sword and made experimental stabs at felonious tree sumps and unlawful assemblies of
ginging nettles

Varneshi was Stting outside his hut, threading dried mushrooms on astring.

“Hallo, Carrot, “ he said, leading the way insde. “Looking forward to the city?”’

Carrot gave this due consideration.

“No, “ hesad.

“Having second thoughts, are you?’

“No. | wasjust waking aong, “ said Carrot honestly. “1 wasn't thinking about anything much. “
“Y our dad give you the sword, did he?” said Varneshi, rummaging on afetid shelf.

“Yes. And awoolly vest to protect me againgt chills.

“Ah. Yes, it can be very damp down there, so I’ ve heard. Protection. Very important. “ He turned
around and added, dramatically, “ This belonged to my grest-grandfather.

It was astrange, vaguely hemispherical device surrounded by straps.
“It' ssome sort of ding?’ said Carrot, after examining it in polite silence.
Varneshi told himwhat it was.

“Codpiecelikein fish?" said Carrot, mystified.

“No. It'sfor thefighting, “ mumbled Varneshi. “Y ou should weer it dl the time. Protects your vitds, like.

Carrot tried it on.
“It sabit small, Mr Varneshi. “
“That’ s because you don’t wear it on your head, you see.

Varneshi explained some more, to Carrot’'s mounting bewilderment and, subsequently, horror. “My
great-grandad used to say, “ Varneshi finished, “that but for this| wouldn't be here today. “

“What did he mean by that?’
Varneshi’s mouth opened and shut afew times. “I’veno ideg, “ he said, spindesdly.

Anyway, the shameful thing was now at the very bottom of Carrot’s pack. Swarfs didn’t have much
truck with things like that. The ghastly preventative represented aglimpseinto aworld asdien asthe



backside of the moon.

There had been another gift from Mr Varneshi. It wasasmall but very thick book, bound in alesther
that had become like wood over the years.

It was caled: The Laws And Ordinances of The Cities of Ankh And Morpork.

“This belonged to my great-grandad aswell, “ he said. “ Thisiswhat the Watch hasto know. Y ou have
to know al thelaws, “ he said virtuoudy, “to be agood officer. “

Perhaps Varneshi should have recaled that, in the whole of Carrot’ slife, no-one had ever redly lied to

him or given him an ingtruction that he wasn't meant to take quite literdly. Carrot solemnly took the
book. 1t would never have occurred to him, if he was going to be an officer of the Watch, to be lessthan
agood one.

It was afive hundred mile journey and, surprisingly, quite uneventful. People who are rather more than
sx feet tal and nearly as broad across the shoulders often have uneventful journeys. People jump out a
them from behind rocks then say thingslike, “Oh. Sorry. | thought you were someone else. “

He' d spent most of the journey reading.

And now Ankh-Morpork was before him.

It was alittle disgppointing. He' d expected high white towers rearing over the landscape, and flags.
Ankh-Morpork didn’t rear. Rather, it sort of skulked, clinging to the soil asif afraid someone might stedl

it. Therewere no flags.

There was aguard on the gate. At least, he was wearing chainmail and the thing he was propped up
against was a spear. He had to be aguard.

Carrot saluted him and presented the | etter. The man looked &t it for sometime.

“Mm?’ hesad, eventudly.

“I think I’ ve got to see Lupin Squiggle Sec’'y pp, “ said Carrot.

“What' sthe pp for?’ said the guard suspicioudly.

“Could it be Pretty Promptly?’ said Carrot, who had wondered about this himsdlf.

“Wll, | don’t know about any Sec'y, “ said the guard. “Y ou want Captain Vimes of the Night Watch. *
“And whereis he based?’ said Carrot, politely.

“At thistime of day I’d try The Bunch of Grapesin Easy Street, “ said the guard. He looked Carrot up
and down. “ Joining the wetch, are you?’

“I hope to prove worthy, yes, “ said Carrot.

The guard gave him what could loosdly be caled an old-fashioned look. It was practicaly nealithic.



“What wasit you done?’ he said. “I’'m sorry?’ said Carrot. “Y ou must of done something, “ said the

guard. “My father wrote aletter, “ said Carrot proudly. “1’ ve been volunteered. * “Bloody helfire* said
the guard.

Now it was night again, and beyond the dread portal:

“Arethe Wheds of Torment duly spun?’ said the Supreme Grand Madter.
The Elucidated Brethren shuffled around their circle.

“Brother Watchtower?’ said the Supreme Grand Master.

“Not my job to spin the Whedls of Torment, “ muttered Brother Watchtower. “ ‘s Brother Plasterer’s
job, spinning the Whedls of Torment-*

“Noit bloody wel isn't, it smy job to oil the Axles of the Universad Lemon, “ said Brother Plasterer
hotly. “Y ou dways say it'smy job-*

The Supreme Grand Master sighed in the depths of his cowl as yet another row began. From this dross
he was going to forge an Age of Rationdity?

“Just shut up, will you?’ he snapped. “We don't redlly need the Whedls of Torment tonight. Stop it, the
pair of you. Now, Brethren-you have al brought theitems asinstructed?’

Therewasagenera murmuring.
“Placethemin the Circle of Conjuration, “ said the Supreme Grand Master.

It was asorry collection. Bring magica things, he'd said. Only Brother Fingers had produced anything
worthwhile. It looked like some sort of dtar ornament, best not to ask from where. The Supreme Grand
Master stepped forward and prodded one of the other things with histoe.

“What, “ hesaid, “isthis?’

“‘saamulet, “ muttered Brother Dunnykin. “ *svery powerful. Bought it off aman. Guaranteed.
Protects you against crocodile bites.

“Areyou sureyou can spareit?’ said the Supreme Grand Master. Therewas adutiful titter from the rest
of the Brethren.

“Lessof that, brothers, “ said the Grand Master, spinning around. “Bring magica things, | said. Not

chegp jewelery and rubbish! Good grief, thiscity islousy with magic!” He reached down. “What are
these things, for heaven’ s sake?’

“They’re stones, “ said Brother Plasterer uncertainly.
“| can seethat. Why' rethey magica ?’

Brother Plasterer began to tremble. “They’ ve got holesin them, Supreme Grand Master. Everyone



knows that stoneswith holesin them are magica. *

The Supreme Grand Master walked back to his place on the circle. He threw hisarms up.

“Right, fine, okay, “ he said wearily. “If that’s how we re going to do it, that’ s how we' re going to do it.
If we get adragon six incheslong we' ll al know the reason why. Won't we, Brother Plasterer. Brother
Plagterer? Sorry. | didn’t hear what you said? Brother Plasterer?’

“| said yes, Supreme Grand Master, “ whispered Brother Plasterer.

“Very well. Solong asthat’ s quite understood. “ The Supreme Grand Master turned and picked up the
book.

“Andnow, “ hesad, “if wearedl quiteready. . . *

“Um. “ Brother Watchtower meekly raised his hand.

“Ready for what, Supreme Grand Master?’ he said.

“For the summoning, of course. Good grief, | should have thought-*

“But you haven't told us what we' re supposed to do, Supreme Grand Magter, “ whined Brother
Watch-tower.

The Grand Master hesitated. Thiswas quite true, but he wasn't going to admit it.

“Wall, of course, “ hesaid. “It'sobvious. Y ou have to focus your concentration. Think hard about
dragons, “ hetrandated. “All of you.

“That'sdl, isit?’ sad Brother Doorkeeper.

“yes

“Don’'t we have to chant amystic prune or something?’

The Supreme Grand Master stared a him. Brother Doorkeeper managed to look as defiant in the face
of oppression as an anonymous shadow in ablack cowl could look. He hadn’t joined a secret society

not to chant mystic runes. HE d been looking forward toit.

“You canif you like, “ said the Supreme Grand Magter. “Now, | want you-yes, what isit, Brother
Dunnykin?’

Thelittle Brother lowered hishand. “Don’t know any mystic prunes, Grand Master. Not to what you
might cal chant. . . “

“Hum!”
He opened the book.

He' d been rather surprised to find, after pages and pages of pious ramblings, that the actual Summoning
itself was one short sentence. Not a chant, not abrief piece of poetry, but amere assemblage of



meaningless syllables. De Mdachite said they caused interference patternsin the waves of redity, but the
daft old fool was probably making it up as he went dong. That was the trouble with wizards, they had to
make everything look difficult. All you redlly needed was willpower. And the Brethren had alot of that.
Smadl-minded and vitriolic willpower, yes, lousy with maignity maybe, but still powerful enough inits
way. ..

They’ d try nothing fancy thistime round. Somewhere inconspicuous. . .

Around him the Brethren were chanting what each man considered, according to hislights, to be
something mystical. The generd effect was actually quite good, if you didn't listen to the words.

Thewords. Oh, yes. ..

He looked down, and spoke them a oud.
Nothing happened.

He blinked.

When he opened his eyes again hewasin adark dley, his ssomach wasfull of fire, and he was very
angry.

It was about to be the worst night of hislifefor Zebbo Mooty, Thief Third Class, and it wouldn't have
made him any happier to know that it was aso going to be the last one. The rain was keeping people
indoors, and he was way behind on his quota. He was, therefore, alittle less cautious than he might
otherwise have been.

In the night time streets of Ankh-Morpork caution is an absolute. Thereis no such thing as moderately
cautious. Y ou are either very cautious, or you are dead. Y ou might be walking around and breathing, but
you' re deed, just the same.

He heard the muffled sounds coming from the nearby aley, did hisleather-bound cosh from hisdeeve,
waited until the victim was almost turning the corner, sprang out, said “Oh, shi-*“ and died.

It was amost unusual death. No-one else had died like that for hundreds of years.
The sonewall behind him glowed cherry red with heet, which gradually faded into darkness.

Hewasthefirst to see the Ankh-Morpork dragon. He derived little comfort from knowing this,
however, because he was dead.

“-t," hesaid, and his disembodied saf looked down at the small heap of charcoa which, he knew with
an unfamiliar sort of certainty, waswhat he had just been disembodied from. It was a strange sensation,
seeing your own mortal remains. He didn’t find it as horrifying as he would have imagined if you' d asked
him, say, ten minutes ago. Finding that you are dead is mitigated by aso finding that thereredly isayou
who can find you dead.

The aley opposite was empty again.



“That wasredlly strange, “ said Mooty.
extremely unusud, certainly.

“Did you see that? What was it?” Mooty looked up at the dark figure emerging from the shadows.
“Who'reyou, anyway?’ he added suspicioudly.

guess, said the voice.

Mooty peered at the hooded figure.

“Cor!” hesaid. “1 thought you dint turn up for thelikeso'me.
| TURN UP FOR EVERY ONE.

“I meanin. . . person, sort of thing. *

sometimes. on specid occasions.

“Yeah, well, * said Mooty, “thisis one of them, al right! | mean, it looked like a bloody dragon! What's
aman to do? Y ou don’t expect to find adragon around the corner!”

and now, if you would careto step thisway . . . said Death, laying askeletal hand on Mooty’ s shoulder.

“Do you know, afortuneteller oncetold mel’d diein my bed, surrounded by grieving
greatgrandchildren, “ said Mooty, following the satdy figure. “What do you think of that, en?’

| THINK SHE WAS WRONG.
“A bloody dragon, “ said Mooty. “Fire breathing, too. Did | suffer much?’
NO. IT WASPRACTICALLY INSTANTANEOUS.

“That’sgood. | wouldn't liketo think I’ d suffered much. “ Mooty looked around him. “What happens
now?’ hesad.

Behind them, the rain washed the little hegp of black ash into the mud.

The Supreme Grand Magter opened his eyes. He waslying on his back. Brother Dunnykin was
preparing to give him the kiss of life. The mere thought was enough to jerk anyone from the borders of
CONSCiOUSNESS.

He sat up, trying to shed the feding that he weighed severd tons and was covered in scales.
“Wedidit, “ hewhispered. “Thedragon! It came! | felt it!”

The Brethren glanced at one another.

“We never saw nothing, “ said Brother Plasterer.



“I might of seen something, “ said Brother Watch-tower loyaly.

“No, not here, “ snapped the Supreme Grand Magter. “Y ou hardly want it to materiaise here, do you?
It was out there, in the city. Just for afew seconds. . . “

He pointed. “Look!”
The Brethren turned around guiltily, expecting a any moment the hot flame of retribution.

In the centre of the circle the magic itemswere gently crumbling to dust. Even asthey watched, Brother
Dunnykin'samulet collapsed.

“Sucked dry, “ whispered Brother Fingers. “I’ll be damned!”
“Three dollars that amulet cost me, * muttered Brother Dunnykin.

“But it provesit works, “ said the Supreme Grand Master. “Don’t you see, you fools? It works! We can
summon dragong”

“Could be abit expensivein magicd items, “ said Brother Fingers doubtfully.
“-three dollars, it was. No rubbish-*
“Power, “ growled the Supreme Grand Master, “ does not come cheap. “

“Very true, “ nodded Brother Watchtower. “Not cheap. Very true. “ He looked at the little heap of
exhausted magic again. “Cor, “ hesad. “Wedid it,

though, dint we! We only went and bloody well did some magic, right?’

“See?’ said Brother Fingers. “1 tole you there was nothin’ toiit.

“You dl did exceptiondly well, * said the Supreme Grand Master encouragingly.

“-should' ve been six dollars, but he said he’ d cut his own throat and sdll it mefor three dollars-*

“Yeah, “ said Brother Watchtower. “We got the hang of it dl right! Dint hurt a bit. We done real magic!
And dint get et by tooth fairies from out of the woodwork either, Brother Plasterer, | couldn’t help
noticing.

The other Brethren nodded. Red magic. Nothing to it. Everyone had just better watch out.

“Hang on, though, “ said Brother Plasterer. “Where sthis dragon gone? | mean, did we redly summon it
or not?’

“Fancy you asking asly question likethat, “ said Brother Watchtower doubtfully.
The Supreme Grand Magter brushed the dust off his mystic robe.

“Wesummoned it, “ he said, “and it came. But only aslong asthe magic lasted. Then it went back. If we



want it to stay longer, we need more magic. Understand? And that is what we must get.
“-threedollars| shan't seeagainin ahurry-*

“Shut up!”

Dearest Father [wrote Carrot] Well, here | am in Ankh-Morpork. It isnot like a home. | think it must
have changed abit since Mr Varneshi’ s great-grandfather was here. | don't think people here know
Right from Wrong.

| found Captain Vimesin acommon ae-house. | remembered what you said about agood dwarf not
going into such places, but since he did not come out,

| went in. He was lying with his head on the table. When | spoketo him, he said, pull the other one, kid,
it has got bellson. | believe he was the worse for drink. He told me to find a place to stay and report to
Sgt Colon at the Watch House tonight. He said, anyone wanting to join the guard needed their head
examined.

Mr Varneshi did not mention this. Perhapsit is done for reasons of Hygiene.

| went for awalk. There are many people here. | found aplace, it iscaled The Shades. Then | saw
some men trying to rob ayoung Lady. | set about them. They did not know how to fight properly and
one of them tried to kick mein the Vitds, but | was wearing the Protective as instructed and he hurt
himsdlf. Then the Lady came up to me and said, “Was| Interested in Bed. | said yes. Shetook meto
where shelived, aboarding house, | think itiscalled. It isrun by aMrsPam. The Lady whose purseit
was, sheiscalled Reet, said, Y ou should of seen him, there were 3 of them, it was amazing. Mrs Pm
said, It ison the house. She said, what abig Protective. So | went upstairs and fell adeep, dthoughitisa
very noisy place. Reet woke me up once or twice to say, Do you want anything, but they had no apples.
So | havefdlen on my Feet, asthey say herebut, | don’t see how that is possible becausg, if you fal you
fdl off your Fedt, it is Common Sense.

Thereiscertainly alot to do. When | went to seethe Sgt | saw aplace cdled, The Thieves Guild!! |
asked Mrs Palm and she said, Of course. She said the leaders of the Thievesin the City meet there. |
went to the Watch House and met Sgt Colon, avery fat man, and when | told him about the Thieves
Guild hesaid, Don't be A Idiot. | do not think heis serious. He says, Don’t you worry about Thieves
Guilds, Thisisdl what you haveto do, you wak adong the Streets a Night, shouting, It's Twelve
O clock and All’'sWall.

| said, What if itisnot dl well, and he said, Y ou bloody well find another Street.

Thisisnot Leadership.

| have been given some chain mail. It isrusty and not well made.

They give you money for being aguard. Itis, 20 dollarsamonth. When | getit | will send youit.



| hopeyou aredl well and that Shaft #5 isnow open. This afternoon | will go and look at the Thieves
Guild. It isdisgraceful. If | do something about it, it will be a Feather in my Cap. | am getting the Hang of
how they talk here aready. Y our loving son, Carrot.

PS. Pleasegivedl my loveto Minty. | redly missher.

Lord Vetinari, the Patrician of Ankh-Morpork, put his hand over his eyes.

“Hedid what?’

“1 was marched through the streets, * said Urdo van Pew, currently President of the Guild of Thieves,
Burglarsand Allied Trades. “In broad daylight! With my handstied together!” He took afew steps
towards the Patrician’ s severe chair of office, waving afinger.

“Y ou know very well that we have kept within the Budget, “ he said. “To be humiliated like that! Likea
common criminal! There had better be afull gpology, “ he said, “or you will have another strike on your
hands. Wewill be driven to it, despite our natura civic responsihilities, “ he added.

It wasthe finger. Thefinger was amistake. The Patrician was staring coldly at the finger. Van Pew
followed his gaze, and quickly lowered the digit. The Petrician was not aman you shook afinger at
unless you wanted to end up being able to count only to nine.

“And you say thiswas one person?’ said Lord Vetinari.
“Yedl That is* Van Paw hesitated.
It did sound weird, now he cameto tell someone.

“But there are hundreds of you in there, “ said the Patrician camly. “Thick as, you should excuse the
expression, thieves. “

Van Pew opened and shut his mouth afew times. The honest answer would have been: yes, and if
anyone had come sidling in and skulking around the corridors it would have been the worse for them. It
was the way he strode in asif he owned the place that fooled everyone. That and the fact that he kept
hitting people and tdling them to Mend their Ways.

The Patrician nodded.

“| shal deal with the matter momentarily, “ he said. It was agood word. It aways made people hesitate.
They were never quite sure whether he meant he' d dedl with it now, or just ded with it briefly. And

no-one ever dared ask.

Van Pew backed down.



“A full apology, mark you. | have aposition to maintain, “ he added.

“Thank you. Do not let me detain you, “ said the Patrician, once again giving the language hisown
individud spin.

“Right. Good. Thank you. Very wdll, “ said thethief.
“After all, you have such alot of work to do, “ Lord Vetinari went on.

“Wel, of coursethisisthe case. “ Thethief hesitated. The Patrician’ slast remark had barbson it. You
found yoursdlf waiting for himto strike.

“Er, * hesad, hoping for aclue.
“With so much business being conducted, that is.”

Panic took over the thief’ sfeatures. Randomised guilt flooded hismind. It wasn't acase of what had he
done, it was aquestion of what the Peatrician had found out about. The man had eyes everywhere, none
of them so terrifying astheicy blue onesjust above hisnose.

“I, er, don't quite follow. . . “he began.

“Curious choice of targets. “ The Patrician picked up a sheet of paper. “ For example, acrystd bdl
belonging to afortune teller in Sheer Street. A smdl ornament from the temple of Offler the Crocodile
God. And s0 on. Gewgaws. “

“I am afraid | really don't know-* said the head thief. The Petrician leaned forward.
“No unlicensed thieving, surely?’ he sad.[6]
“I shdl look into it directly!” stuttered the head thief. “ Depend uponiit!”

The Patrician gave him asweet smile. “I'm sure | can, “ he said. “ Thank you for coming to see me.
Don't hestateto leave.

Thethief shuffled out. It was dways like thiswith the Patrician, he reflected bitterly. Y ou cameto him
with a perfectly reasonable complaint. Next thing you knew, you were shuffling out backwards, bowing
and scraping, relieved smply to be getting away. Y ou had to hand it to the Patrician, he admitted
grudgingly. If you didn’t, he sent men to come and take it away.

When he' d gone Lord Vetinari rang the little bronze bell that summoned his secretary. The man’sname,
despite his handwriting, was L upine Wonse. He appeared, pen poised.

Y ou could say thisabout Lupine Wonse. He was neat. He dways gave theimpression of just being
completed. Even his hair was so smoothed-down and oiled it looked as though it had been painted on.

“The Watch gppears to be having some difficulty with the Thieves Guild, “ said the Patrician. “Van Pew
has been in here claming that amember of the Watch arrested him. “

“What for, 9r?’



“Being athief, apparently. “

“A member of the Watch?* said the secretary.
“I know. But just sort it out, will you?’

The Patrician smiled to himsdlf.

It was dways hard to fathom Lord Vetinari’ sidiosyncratic sense of humour, but avision of the
red-faced, irate head thief kept coming back to him.

One of the Patrician’s greatest contributions to the reliable operation of Ankh-Morpork had been, very
early in hisadminigration, thelegalising of the ancient Guild of Thieves. Crimewas dwayswith us, he
reasoned, and therefore, if you were going to have crime, it at least should be organised crime.

And 0 the Guild had been encouraged to come out of the shadows and build abig Guildhouse, take
their place a civic banquets, and set up their training college with day-release courses and City and
Guilds certificates and everything. In exchange for the winding down of the Watch, they agreed, while
trying to keep their faces straight, to keep crime levelsto alevel to be determined annudly. That way,
everyone could plan ahead, said Lord Vetinari, and part of the uncertainty had been removed from the
chaosthat islife.

And then, alittle while later, the Patrician summoned the leading thieves again and said, oh, by theway,
there was something else. What wasit, now? Oh, yes. . .

I know who you are, he said. | know where you live. | know what kind of horse you ride. | know where
your wife has her hair done. | know where your lovely children, how old are they now, my, doesn’'t time
fly, I know wherethey play. So you won't forget about what we agreed, will you? And he smiled.

So did they, after afashion.

Andinfact it had turned out very satisfactorily from everyone' s point of view. It took the head thievesa
very little time to grow paunches and start having coats-of-arms made and meet in a proper building
rather than smoky dens, which no-one had liked much. A complicated arrangement of receipts and
vouchers saw to it that, while everyone was digible for the attentions of the Guild, no-one had too much,
and thiswas very acceptable-at least to those citizens who were rich enough to afford the quite
reasonable premiums the Guild charged for an uninterrupted life. There was a strange foreign word for
this: inn-sawer-ants. No-one knew exactly what it had originaly meant, but Ankh-Morpork had made it
itsown.

The Watch hadn't liked it, but the plain fact was that the thieves were far better a controlling crime than
the Watch had ever been. After dl, the Watch had to work twice as hard to cut crime just alittle,
whereas dl the Guild had to do wasto work less.

And so the city prospered, while the Watch had dwindled away, like a usaess appendix, into a handful
of unemployableswho no-onein their right mind could ever take serioudy.

The last thing anyone wanted them to do was get it into their headsto fight crime. But seeing the head
thief discommoded was dways worth the trouble, the Patrician felt.



Captain Vimes knocked very hesitantly at the door, because each tap echoed around his skull.
“Enter.

Vimesremoved his helmet, tucked it under his arm and pushed the door open. Its creak was a blunt saw
acrossthe front of hisbrain.

He dwaysfet uneasy in the presence of Lupine Wonse. Cometo that, he felt uneasy in the presence of
Lord Vetinari-but that was different, that was down to breeding. And ordinary fear, of course. Whereas
he' d known Wonse since their childhood in the Shades. The boy had shown promise even then. He was
never agang leader. Never agang leader. Hadn't got the strength or staminafor that. And, after al, what
was the point in being the gang leader? Behind every gang leader were acouple of lieutenants bucking for
promotion. Being agang leader is not ajob with long-term prospects. But in every gang thereisapale
youth who's allowed to stay because he' sthe one who comes up with al the clever idess, usualy to do
with old women and unlocked shops; thiswas Wonse' s natura placein the order of things.

Vimes had been one of the middle rankers, the fal setto equivaent of ayes-man. He remembered Wonse
asaskinny little kid, awaystagging dong behind in hand-me-down pants with the kind of odd skipping
run he d invented to keep up with the bigger boys, and forever coming up with fresh ideasto stop them
idly ganging up on him, which wasthe usua recreetion if nothing more interesting presented itsdf. It was
superb training for the rigours of adulthood, and Wonse became good &t it.

Y es, they’ d both started in the gutter. But Wonse had worked hisway up wheress, as he himsdf would
bethefirst to admit, Vimes had merely worked hisway aong. Every time he seemed to be getting
anywhere he spoke hismind, or said the wrong thing. Usudly both at once.

That was what made him uncomfortable around Wonse. It was theticking of the bright clockwork of
ambition.

Vimes had never mastered ambition. It was something that happened to other people.
“Ah, Vimes. “

“Sir, “ said Vimeswoodenly. He didn't try to salute in case he fell over. He wished he’ d had timeto
drink dinner.

Wonse rummaged in the papers of his desk.

“Strange things afoot, Vimes. Serious complaint about you, I'm afraid, “ he said. Wonse didn’t wear
glasses. If he had worn glasses, he' d have peered at Vimes over the top of them.

“Sr?’
“One of your Night Watch men. Seems he arrested the head of the Thieves Guild. “

Vimes swayed alittle and tried hard to focus. He wasn't ready for this sort of thing.



“Sorry, dr, “ hesaid. “ Seem to havelost you there.

“| said, Vimes, that one of your men arrested the head of the Thieves Guiild. “

“One of my men?’

“yes

Vimes' s scattered brain cdlstried vaiantly to regroup. “ A member of the Watch?” he said.

Wonse grinned mirthlesdy. “Tied him up and left him in front of the palace. There sabit of astink about
it, 'm afraid. Therewasanote. . .. ah. . . hereitis. . . ‘Thisman is charged with, Conspiracy to commit
Crime, under Section 14 (iii) of the Genera Felonies Act, 1678, by me, Carrot Ironfoundersson. * *
Vimessquinted a him.

“Fourteen eye-eye-eye?’

“Apparently, “ said Wonse.

“What doesthat mean?’

“I redly haven't the faintest notion, “ said Wonse drily. “ And what about the name. . . Carrot?’

“But wedon't do things likethat!” said Vimes. “Y ou can't go around arresting the Thieves Guild. |
mean, we d beat it dl day!”

“Apparently this Carrot thinks otherwise. *

The captain shook his head, and winced. “ Carrot? Doesn't ring abell. “ The tone of blurred conviction
was enough even for Wonse, who was momentarily taken aback.

“Hewas quite-* The secretary hesitated. “Carrot, Carrot, “ he said. “I’ ve heard the name before.
Seen it written down. “ Hisface went blank. “The volunteer, that wasit! Remember me showing you?’
Vimes stared at him. “Wasn't there aletter from, | don’t know, some dwarf-?’

“All about serving the community and keeping the streets safe, that’ sright. Begging that his son would be
found suitable for ahumble pogtion inthe Watch. * The secretary was rummaging among hisfiles.

“What'd he done?’ said Vimes.

“Nothing. That wasit. Not ablessed thing. “

Vimes s brow creased as his thoughts shaped themselves around a new concept.
“A volunteer?’ hesaid.

“Ya “®



“Hedidn’'t havetojoin?’

“Hewanted to join. And you said it must be ajoke, and | said we ought to try and get more ethnic
minoritiesinto the Watch. Y ou remember?’

Vimestried to. It wasn't easy. He was vaguely aware that he drank to forget. What made it rather
pointlesswas that he couldn’t remember what it was he was forgetting any more. In the end he just drank
to forget about drinking.

A trawl of the chaotic assortment of recollectionsthat he didn’t even try to dignify any more by the name
of memory produced no clue.

“Do1?" hesaid helplesdy.
Wonse folded his hands on the desk and |eaned forward.

“Now look, Captain, “ he said. “Lordship wants an explanation. | don’t want to haveto tell himthe
captain of the Night Watch hasn't the faintest ideawhat goes on among the men under, if | may usethe
term loosdly, his command. That sort of thing only leadsto trouble, questions asked, that sort of thing.
We don't want that, do we. Do we?’

“No, gr, “ Vimes muttered. A vague recollection of someone earnestly talking to him in the Bunch of
Grapes was bobbing guiltily at the back of hismind. Surdly that hadn’t been adwarf? Not unlessthe
qudification had been radicaly dtered, at any rate.

“Of coursewedon't, “ said Wonse. “For old times sake. And so on. So I'll think of something to tell
him and you, Captain, will make apoint of finding out what's going on and putting astop to it. Givethis
dwarf ashort lesson in what it meansto beaguard, dl right?’

“Haha, “ sad Vimesdutifully.

“I’'msorry?’ said Wonse.

“Oh. Thought you made an ethnic joke, there. Sir. *

“Look, Vimes, I'm being very understanding. In the circumstances. Now, | want you to get out there
and sort this out. Do you understand?’

Vimes saluted. The black depression that ways lurked ready to take advantage of his sobriety moved
inon histongue.

“Right you are, Mr Secretary, “ hesaid. “I'll seetoit that he learnsthat arresting thievesis against the
law.

Hewished he hadn't said that. If he didn’t say things like that he' d have been better off now. Captain of
the Palace Guard, a big man. Giving him the Watch had been the Patrician’ slittle joke. But Wonse was
aready reading anew document on hisdesk. If he noticed the sarcasm, he didn’t show it.

“Very good, “ hesad.



Dearest Mother [Carrot wrote] It has been amuch better day. | went into the Thieves' Guild and
arrested the chief Miscreant and dragged him to the Patrician’s Place. No more trouble from him, |
fancy. And MrsPaim says| can Say in the attic because, it isaways useful to have aman around the
place. Thiswas because, in the night, there were men the Worse for Drink making a Fussin one of the
Girl’sRooms, and | had to speak to them and they Showed Fight and one of them tried to hurt me with
hisknee but | had the Protective and Mrs Palm says he has broken his Patellabut | needn’t pay for a
new one.

| do not understand some of the Watch duties. | have apartner, hisname is Nobby. He says| am too
keen. He says| have got alot to learn. | think thisistrue, because, | have only got up to Page 326 in,
The Laws and Ordinances of the Cities of Ankh and Morpork. Loveto dl, Y our Son, Carrot.

PS. Loveto Minty.

It wasn't just the londliness, it was the back-to-front way of living. That wasit, thought Vimes.

The Night Watch got up when the rest of the world was going to bed, and went to bed when dawn
drifted over the landscape. Y ou spent your whole time in the damp, dark streets, in aworld of shadows.
The Night Watch attracted the kind of people who for one reason or another were inclined to that kind
of life.

He reached the Watch House. It was an ancient and surprisingly large building, wedged between a
tannery and atailor who made suspicious lesther goods. It must have been quite imposing once, but quite
alot of it was now uninhabitable and patrolled only by owls and rats. Over the door amotto in the
ancient tongue of the city was now amost eroded by time and grime and lichen, but could just be made
out:

FABRICATI DIEM, PVNC

It trand ated-according to Sergeant Colon, who had served in foreign parts and considered himsdlf an
expert on languages-as ‘ To Protect and to Serve'.

Y es. Being aguard must have meant something, once.

Sergeant Colon, he thought, as he sumbled into the musty gloom. Now there was aman who liked the
dark. Sergeant Colon owed thirty years of happy marriage to the fact that Mrs Colon worked al day and
Sergeant Colon worked al night. They communicated by means of notes. He got her teaready before he
left a night, sheleft hisbreakfast nice and hot in the oven in the mornings. They had three grown-up
children, al born, Vimes had assumed, as aresult of extremely persuasive handwriting.



And Corporal Nobbs. . . well, anyone like Nobby had unlimited reasons for not wishing to be seen by
other people. You didn’t have to think hard about that. The only reason you couldn’t say that Nobby
was close to the anima kingdom was that the animal kingdom would get up and walk away.

And then, of course, there was himself. Just a skinny, unshaven collection of bad habits marinated in
alcohol. And that was the Night Watch. Just the three of them. Once there had been dozens, hundreds.
And now-just three.

Vimes fumbled hisway up the sairs, groped hisway into his office, dumped into the primevd leather
chair with its prolapsed stuffing, scrabbled at the bottom drawer, grabbed bottle, bit cork, tugged, spat
out cork, drank. Began hisday.

Theworld sivam into focus.

Lifeisjust chemicas. A drop here, adrip there, everything's changed. A mere dribble of fermented
juices and suddenly you' re going to live another few hours.

Once, in the dayswhen this had been arespectable district, some hopeful owner of the tavern next door
had paid awizard a considerable sum of money for an illuminated sign, every letter adifferent colour.
Now it worked erratically and sometimes short-circuited in the damp. At the moment the E wasagarish
pink and flashed on and off at random.

Vimes had grown accustomed to it. It seemed like part of life.

He gtared a the flickering play of light on the crumbling plaster for awhile, and then raised one sanddled
foot and thumped heavily on the floorboards, twice.

After afew minutes a distant wheezing indicated that Sergeant Colon was climbing the sairs.

Vimes counted silently. Colon dways paused for six seconds at the top of the flight to get some of his
breath back.

On the seventh second the door opened. The sergeant’ s face gppeared around it like a harvest moon.

Y ou could describe Sergeant Colon like this. he was the sort of man who, if hetook up amilitary career,
would automaticaly gravitate to the post of sergeant. Y ou couldn’t imagine him ever being a corpord.
Or, for that matter, acaptain. If he didn’t take up amilitary career, then he looked cut out for something
like, perhaps, a sausage butcher; some job where abig red face and atendency to swesat even in frosty
westher were practicaly part of the specification.

He saluted and, with considerable care, placed a scruffy piece of paper on Vimes s desk and smoothed
it out.

“Evenin’, Captain, “ hesaid. “Y esterday’ sincident reports, and that. Also, you owe fourpenceto the
TeaClub. *

“What' sthis about adwarf, Sergeant?’ said Vimes abruptly.

Colon' sbrow wrinkled. “What dwarf?’



“The onewho'sjust joined the Watch. Name of-* Vimes hesitated-“ Carrot, or something. “
“Him?" Colon’s mouth dropped open. “He' sadwarf? | always said you couldn’t trust them little
buggersl Hefooled medl right, Captain, the little sod must of lied about hisheight!” Colon wasasizeis,
at least when it came to people smdler than himself.

“Do you know he arrested the President of the Thieves' Guild thismorning?’

“What for?”

“For being presdent of the Thieves Guild, it seems. *

The sergeant looked puzzled. “Where sthe crimein that?’

“I think perhaps | had better have aword with this Carrot, “ said Vimes.

“Didn’t you seehim, sr?” said Colon. “He said he'd reported to you, Sir. ©

“I, uh, must have been busy at thetime. Lot on my mind, “ said Vimes.

“Yes, gr, “ said Colon, politdy. Vimes had just enough self-respect | eft to look away and shuffle the
strata of paperwork on his desk.

“WEe ve got to get him off the streets as soon as possible, “ he muttered. “Next thing you know he'll be
bringing in the chief of the Assassns Guild for bloody well killing people! Whereishe?’

“I sent him out with Corpora Nobbs, Captain. | said he' d show him the ropes, sort of thing. *
“Y ou sent araw recruit out with Nobby?’ said Vimeswesrily.
Colon stuttered. “Wdll, sir, experienced man, | thought, Corpora Nobbs could teach him alot-*

“Let’sjust hope he'sadow learner, “ said Vimes, ramming his brown iron helmet on hishead. “ Come
on.*“

When they stepped out of the Watch House there was aladder against the tavern wall. A bulky man at
the top of it swore under his bresth as he wrestled with the illuminated sign.

“It'sthe E that doesn’t work properly, “ Vimes called up.

“What?”’

“TheE. Andthe T Szzleswhenitrains. It'sabout timeit wasfixed.
“Fixed? Oh. Yes. Fixed. That'swhat I'm doing al right. Fixing.
The Watch men splashed off through the puddies.

Brother Watchtower shook his head dowly, and turned his attention once again to his screwdriver.



Men like Corpora Nobbs can be found in every armed force. Although their grasp of the minutiae of the
Regulationsis usualy encyclopedic, they take good care never to be promoted beyond, perhaps,
corpord. He tended to speak out of the corner of his mouth. He smoked incessantly but the weird thing,
Carrot noticed, was that any cigarette smoked by Nobby became a dog-end amost instantly but
remained adog-end indefinitely or until lodged behind his ear, which was a sort of nicotine Elephant’s
Graveyard. On the rare occasions he took one out of hismouth he held it cupped in his hand.

Hewas asmal, bandy-legged man, with a certain resemblance to a chimpanzee who never got invited to
teaparties.

His age was indeterminate. But in cynicism and general world weariness, which isa sort of carbon dating
of the persondlity, he was about seven thousand years old.

“A cushy number, thisroute, * he said, asthey strolled along adamp street in the merchants' quarter. He
tried adoorhandle. It was locked. “ Y ou stick with me, “ he added, “and I’ [l seeyou're dl right. Now,
you try the handles on the other Sde of the street. “

“Ah. | understand, Corporad Nobbs. W€ ve got to seeif anyone sleft their store unlocked, “ said
Carrot.

“You catch on fast, son. *
“I hope | can apprehend amiscreant inthe act, “ said Carrot zealoudly.
“Er, yeah, “ said Nobby, uncertainly.

“But if wefind adoor unlocked | suppose we must summon the owner, “ Carrot went on. “And one of
uswould haveto stay to guard things, right?’

“Yeah?’ Nobby brightened. “I’ll do that, * he said.

“Don’t you worry about it. Then you could go and find the victim. Owner, | mean. *
He tried another doorknob. It turned under his grip.

“Back inthemountains, “ said Carrot, “if athief was caught, he was hung up by the-
He paused, idly rattling adoorknob.

Nobby froze.

“By thewhat?’ he said, in horrified fascination.

“Can’t remember now, “ said Carrot. “My mother said it was too good for them, anyway. Stedling is
Wrong. “



Nobby had survived any number of famous massacres by not being there. He let go of the doorknob,
and gaveit afriendly pat.

“Got it!” said Carrot. Nobby jumped.

“Got what?’ he shouted.

“I remember what we hang them up by, “ said Carrot.
“Oh, “ said Nobby weskly. “Where?’

“We hang them up by thetown hall, “ said Carrot. “ Sometimes for days. They don't do it again, | can
tell you. And Bjorn Stronginthearm’ syour uncle. *

Nobby leaned his pike againgt the wall and fumbled afag-end from the recesses of hisear. One or two
things, he decided, needed to be sorted ouit.

“Why did you have to become aguard, lad?’ he said.

“Everyone kegps on asking methat, “ said Carrot. “I didn’t haveto. | wanted to. It will make aMan of
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Nobby never looked anyone directly in the eye. He stared at Carrot’ sright ear in amazement.

“Y ou mean you ain't running away from anything?’ he said.

“What would | want to run away from anything for?’

Nobby floundered abit. “ Ah. There's dways something. Maybe-maybe you was wrongly accused of
something. Like, maybe, “ he grinned, “maybe the stores was mysterioudy short on certain items and you
was unjustly blamed. Or certain items was found in your kit and you never knew how they got there.
That sort of thing. Y ou cantell old Nobby. Or, “ he nudged Carrot, “ p'rapsit was something else, eh?
Shershay lafern, eh? Got agirl into trouble?’

“1-* Carrot began, and then remembered that, yes, one should tell the truth, even to odd people like
Nobby who didn’t seem to know what it was. And the truth was that he was dways getting Minty in
trouble, dthough exactly how and why was abit of amystery. Just about every time he left after paying
calson her at the Rocksmacker cave, he could hear her father and mother shouting at her. They were
adwaysvery polite to him, but somehow merely being seen with him was enough to get Minty into trouble.

“Yes, “ hesad.

“Ah. Often the case, “ said Nobby wisdly.

“All thetime, “ said Carrot. “ Just about every night, redly.

“Blimey, “ said Nobby, impressed. He looked down at the Protective. “Isthat why they make you wear
thet, then?”’

“What do you mean?’



“Waell, don’'t worry about it, “ said Nobby. “Everyone sgot their little secret. Or big secret, asit might

be. Even the captain. He' s only with us because he was Brung Low by aWoman. That'swhat the
sergeant says. Brung low. *

“Goodness, “ said Carrot. It sounded painful.

“But | reckon it’s* cos he speaks his mind. Spoke it once too often to the Patrician, | heard. Said the
Thieves Guild was nothing but apack of thieves, or something. That’swhy he’ swith us. Dunno, redly.
Helooked speculatively at the pavement and then said: “ So where re you staying, lad?’

“There salady called MrsPam-* Carrot began.

Nobby choked on some smoke that went the wrong way.

“Inthe Shades?’ he wheezed. “Y ou' re staying there?’

“Oh, yes. *

“Every night?”

“Well, every day, redly. Yes. “

“And you' ve come here to have aman made of you?’
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“I don't think I should like to live where you come from, * said Nobby.

“Look, “ said Carrot, thoroughly logt, “1 came because Mr Varneshi said it wasthefinest job in the
world, upholding the law and everything. That’ sright, isn't it?”

“Well, er, “ said Nobby. “Asto that. . . | mean, upholding the Law. . . | mean, once, yes, before we had
al the Guildsand stuff. . . thelaw, sort of thing, ain’t redly, | mean, these days, everything'smore. . . oh,
| dunno. Basicaly you just ring your bell and keep your head down. “

Nobby sighed. Then he grunted, snatched his hourglass from his belt, and peered in at the
rgpidly-draining sand grains. He put it back, pulled the leather muffler off hisbell’ s clapper, and shook it
once or twice, not very loudly.

“Twelve of theclock, “ he muttered, “and dl’ swell. “

“Andthat’sit, isit?’ said Carrot, asthetiny echoesdied away.

“Moreor less. More or less. “ Nobby took a quick drag on his dog-end.

“Just that? No moonlight chases across rooftops? No swinging on chandeliers? Nothing like that?” said
Carrot.

“Shouldn’t think so, “ said Nobby fervently. “I never done anything like that. No-one ever said anything
to me about that. “ He snatched a puff on the cigarette. “ A man could catch his death of cold, chasing
around on rooftops. | reckon I'll stick to the bdll, if it'sdl the sameto you. “



“Can| haveago?’ said Carrot.

Nobby was fedling unbalanced. It can be the only reason why he made the mistake of wordlessy
handing Carrot the bell.

Carrot examined it for afew seconds. Then he waved it vigoroudy over his head.
“Twelve o' clock!” he bellowed. “And al’ sweeeedllI!”

The echoes bounced back and forth across the street and finaly were overwhelmed by a horrible, thick
slence. Severa dogs barked somewherein the night. A baby started crying.

“Ssshh!” hissed Nobby.
“Wdl,itisdl wel,isn'tit?’ said Carrot.
“It won't beif you keep on ringing that bloody bdl! Giveit here. “

“I don’'t understand!” said Carrot. “L ook, I’ ve got thisbook Mr Varneshi gave me-“ He fumbled for the
Laws and Ordinances.

Nobby glanced at them, and shrugged. “Never heard of ‘em, “ he said. “Now just shut up your row.
Y ou don’t want to go making adin like that. Y ou could attract al sorts. Come on, thisway.

He grabbed Carrot’s arm and bustled him adong the street.

“What sorts?’ protested Carrot as he was pushed determinedly forward.
“Bad sorts, “ muttered Nobby.

“But we' rethe Watch!”

“Damnright! And we don’'t want to go tangling with people like that! Remember what happened to
Gaskin!”

“1 don’t remember what happened to Gaskin!” said Carrot, totaly bewildered. “Who's Gaskin?’

“Before your time, “ mumbled Nobby. He deflated a bit. “ Poor bugger. Could of happened to any of us.
“ Helooked up and glared a Carrot. “Now stop dl this, you hear? It s getting on my nerves. Moonlight
bloody chases, my bum!”

He stalked aong the street. Nobby’ s normal method of locomotion was akind of sidle, and the
combination of stalking and sdling at the sametime created astrange effect, like acrab limping.

“But, but, “ said Carrot, “in this book it says-*
“1 don’'t want to know from no book, “ growled Nobby.

Carrot looked utterly crestfalen.



“But it'sthe Law-" he began.

He was nearly termindly interrupted by an axe that whirred out of alow doorway beside him and
bounced off the opposite wall. It wasfollowed by sounds of splintering timber and bresking glass.

“Hey, Nobby!” said Carrot urgently, “There safight going on!”

Nobby glanced at the doorway. “ O’ course thereis, “ he said. “It'sadwarf bar. Worst kind. Y ou keep
out of there, kid. Them little buggersliketo trip you up and then kick twelve kinds of shit out of you. You
come aong o' Nobby and he'll-*

He grabbed Carrot’ streetrunk arm. It was like trying to tow abuilding.
Carrot had gone pale.
“Dwarfsdrinking? And fighting?’ hesaid.

“You bet, “ said Nobby. “All the time. And they use the kind of language | wouldn’'t even use to my own
dear mother. Y ou don’t want to mix it with them, they’ re a poisonous bunch of-don’t go in there!”

No-one knowswhy dwarfs, who at homein the mountains lead quiet, orderly lives, forget it all when
they moveto the big city. Something comes over even the most blamel ess iron-ore miner and prompts
him to wear chain-mail al thetime, carry an axe, change his name to something like Grabthroat
Shinkicker and drink himsdlf into surly oblivion.

It's probably because they do live such quiet and orderly lives back home. After dl, probably the first
thing ayoung dwarf wantsto do when he hitsthe big city after seventy years of working for hisfather at
the bottom of apit ishave abig drink and then hit someone.

The fight was one of those enjoyable dwarfish fights with about a hundred participants and one hundred
and fifty dliances. The screams, oaths and the ringing of axes on iron helmets mingled with the sounds of
adrunken group by the fireplace who-another dwarfish custom-were singing about gold.

Nobby bumped into the back of Carrot, who was watching the scene with horror.

“Look, it'slikethisevery night in here, “ said Nobby. “Don’t interfere, that’ swhat the sergeant says. It's
their ethnic folkways, or somethin’. Y ou don’'t go messin’ with ethnic folkways.

“But, but, “ Carrot stuttered, “these are my people. Sort of. It's shameful, acting like this. What must
everyonethink?’

“Wethink they’ re mean little buggers, “ said Nobby. “Now, come on!”

But Carrot had waded into the scuffling mass. He cupped his hands around his mouth and bellowed
something in alanguage Nobby didn't understand. Practicaly any language including his native onewould



have fitted that description, but in this case it was Dwarfish.
“Gr'duzk! Gr'duzk! aaK’zt ezem ke bur'k tzetzim?’[7]

Thefighting stopped. A hundred bearded faces glared up at Carrot’ s stooped figure, their annoyance
mingled with surprise.

A battered tankard bounced off his breastplate. Carrot reached down and picked up a struggling figure,
without apparent effort.

“J uk, ydtruz-t' rud-eztuza, hudr’ zddezek drez’ huk, huzukruk ‘t b ‘tduz g ‘ke‘k me*‘ek b ‘tduzt’ be ‘tk
kce ‘drutk ke’ hkt'd. aaDb’thuk?’[8]

No dwarf had ever heard so many Old Tongue words from the mouth of anyone over four feet high.
They were astonished.

Carrot lowered the offending dwarf to the floor. There weretearsin his eyes.

“You'redwarfd” hesaid. “Dwarfs shouldn’t be acting like this! Look at you dl. Aren't you ashamed?’

One hundred bone-hard jaws dropped.

“I mean, look at you!” Carrot shook his head. “ Can you imagine what your poor, white-bearded old
mother, daving away back in her little hole, wondering how her son is getting on tonight, can you imagine
what she' d think if she saw you now? Y our own dear mothers, who first showed you how to usea
pickaxe-“

Nobby, standing by the doorway in terror and amazement, was aware of agrowing chorus of
nose-blowings and muffled sobs as Carrot went on: “-she' s probably thinking, | expect he' shaving a
quiet game of dominoes or something-*

A nearby dwarf, wearing a helmet encrusted with six-inch spikes, started to cry gently into his beer.

“And | bet it' salong time since any of you wrote her aletter, too, and you promised to write every
week-*

Nobby absent-mindedly took out a grubby handkerchief and passed it to adwarf who was leaning
againg thewall, shaking with grief.

“Now, then, “ said Carrot kindly. “I don’t want to be hard on anyone, but | shal be coming past here
every night from now on and | shall expect to see proper sandards of dwarf behaviour. | know what it's
like when you' re far from home, but there’ s no excuse for this sort of thing. “ He touched his hemet.
“G'hruk, t' uk. “[9]

He gave them dll abright smile and haf-waked, haf-crouched out of the bar. As he emerged into the
street Nobby tapped him on thearm.

“Don’t you ever do anything like that to me again, “ he fumed. “Y ou' rein the City Waich! Don’t give me
any more of thislaw business!”

“But it isvery important, “ said Carrot serioudly, trotting after Nobby as he sidied into anarrower street.



“Not asimportant asstay in’ in one piece, “ said Nobby. “Dwarf bars! If you've got any sense, my lad,
you'll comein here. And shut up. *

Carrot stared up at the building they had reached. It was set back alittle from the mud of the street. The
sounds of considerable drinking were coming from insde. A battered sign hung over the door. It showed

adrum.
“A tavern, isit?’ said Carrot, thoughtfully. “Open at this hour?’

“Don’'t seewhy not, “ said Nobby, pushing open the door. “Damn useful idea. The Mended Drum.

“And moredrinking?’ Carrot thumbed hastily through the book.

“1 hope s0, “ said Nobby. He nodded to the troll which was employed by the Drum as a splatter, [10]
“Eve-nin’, Detritus. Just showing the new lad the ropes. *

Thetroll grunted, and waved a crusted arm.

Theinsde of the Mended Drum is now legendary as the most famous disreputabl e tavern on the
Disc-world, and such afeature of the city that, after recent unavoidable redecorations, the new owner
spent days recreeting the original patina of dirt, soot and less identifiable substances on the wals and
imported aton of pre-rotted rushes for the floor. The drinkers were the usual bunch of heroes, cut
throats, mercenaries, desperadoes and villains, and only microscopic analysis could have told which was
which. Thick coils of smoke hung in the air, perhapsto avoid touching the walls.

The conversation dipped fractiondly as the two guards wandered in, and then rose to itsformer level. A
couple of cronies waved to Nobby.

He realised that Carrot was busy.

“What you doin'?" hesaid. “And no talkin’ about mothers, right?”

“I’'mtaking notes,” said Carrot, grimly. “I’ ve got a notebook.”

“That' stheticket,” said Nobby. “You'll like this place. | comes here every night for my supper.”

“How do you spdll ‘ contravention’ ?” said Carrot, turning over a page.

“I don't,” said Nobby, pushing through the crowds. A rare impulse to generosity lodged in hismind.
“What d’'you want to drink?’

“I don't think that would be very appropriate,” said Carrot. “ Anyway, Strong Drink isaMocker.”

Hewas aware of apenetrating Starein the back of his neck, and turned and looked into the big, bland
and gentle face of an orangutan.

It was seated at the bar with apint mug and abowl of peanutsin front of it. It tilted its glass amicably
towards Carrot and then drank deeply and noisily by apparently forming itslower lip into asort of
prehenslefunne and making anoise like acand being drained.



Carrot nudged Nobby.
“There’ samonk-* he began.

“Don't say it!” said Nobby urgently. “Don’t say theword! It sthe Librarian. Works up at the University.
Always comes down here for anightcap of an evening.”

“And people don’t object?”’
“Why should they?’ said Nobby. “He aways stands hisround, just like everyone el se.”

Carrot turned and looked at the ape again. A number of questions pressed for attention, such as. where
doesit keep itsmoney? The Librarian caught his gaze, misinterpreted it, and gently pushed the bowl of
peanuts towards him.

Carrot pulled himsdlf to hisfull impressive height and consulted his notebook. The afternoon spent
reading The Laws and Ordinances had been well spent.

“Who isthe owner, proprietor, lessee, or landlord of these premises?’ he said to Nobby.

“Wassat?' sad the smdl guard. “Landlord? Well, | suppose Charley hereisin charge tonight. Why?’
Heindicated alarge, heavy-set man whose face was anet of scars; its owner paused in the act of
spreading the dirt more evenly around some glasses by means of adamp cloth, and gave Carrot a
conspiratorid wink.

“Charley, thisis Carrot,” said Nobby. “He' s stopping along of Rose PAm's.”

“What, every night?’ said Charley.

Carrot cleared histhroat.

“If you arein charge” heintoned, “then it ismy duty to inform you that you are under arrest.”
“A rest of what, friend?’ said Charley, dill polishing.

“Under arrest,” said Carrot, “with aview to the presentation of chargesto whit 1)(i) that on or about
18thGrune, at a place called the Mended Drum, Filigree Street, you did a) serve or b) did causeto serve
acoholic beverages after the hours of 12 (twelve) midnight, contrary to the provisions of the Public Ale
Houses (Opening) Act of 1678, and 1)(ii) on or about 18thGrune, at a place called the Mended Drum,
Filigree Street, you did serve or did cause to serve acoholic beveragesin containers other than of asize
and capacity laid down by aforesaid Act, and 2)(i) that on or about 18thGrune, at a place called the
Mended Drum, Filigree Street, you did dlow customersto carry unsheathed edge weapons of alength
greater than 7 (seven) inches, contrary to Section Three of said Act and 2)(ii) that on or about
18thGrune, at a place called the Mended Drum, Filigree Street, you did serve acoholic beveragesin
premises apparently unlicensed for the sale and/or consumption of said beverages, contrary to Section
Three of the aforesaid Act.”

Therewas dead silence as Carrot turned over another page, and went on: “It isalso my duty to inform
you that it ismy intention to lay evidence before the Justices with aview to the consderation of charges
under the Public Foregatherings (Gambling) Act, 1567, the Licensed Premises (Hygiene) Acts of 1433,
1456, 1463, 1465, er, and 1470 through 1690, and also-“ he glanced sideways at the Librarian, who



knew trouble when he heard it coming and was hurriedly trying to finish his drink-"the Domestic and
Domesticated Animals (Care and Protection) Act, 1673.”

The sllencethat followed held arare quality of breathless anticipation as the assembled company waited
to see what would happen next.

Charley carefully put down the glass, whose smears had been buffed up to a brilliant shine, and looked
down at Nobby.

Nobby was endeavoring to pretend that he was totally aone and had no connection whatsoever with
anyone who might be standing next to him and coincidentally wearing an identica uniform.

“What' d he mean, Justices?’ he said to Nobby. “Thereain’'t no Justices.”

Nobby gave aterrified shrug.

“New, ishe?” said Charley.

“Makeit easy on yoursdlf,” said Carrot.

“Thisis nothing persond, you understand,” said Charley to Nobby. “It’sjust awossname. Had awizard
in here the other night talking about it. Sort of bendy educational thing, you know?’ He gppeared to think
for amoment. “Learning curve. That wasit. It'salearning curve. Detritus, get your big stony arse over

hereamoment.”

Generdly, about thistimein the Mended Drum, someone throws aglass. And, in fact, this now
happened.

Captain Vimesran up Short Street-the longest in the city, which shows the famous Morpork subtle
sense of humour in anutshell-with Sergeant Colon stumbling aong behind, protesting.

Nobby was outside the Drum, hopping from one foot to another. In times of danger he had away of
propelling himsdf from place to place without gpparently moving through the intervening space which
could put any ordinary matter transporter to shame.

“ ‘E'sfighting inthere!” he stuttered, grabbing the captain’sarm.

“All by himsdf?” said the captain.

“No, with everyone!” shouted Nobby, hopping from one foot to the other.

“Oh.”

Conscience said: There sthree of you. He' swearing the same uniform. He' s one of your men.
Remember poor old Gaskin.



Another part of hisbrain, the hated, despicable part which had nevertheless enabled him to survivein the
Guardsthese past ten years, said: It' srudeto butt in. We Il wait until he' sfinished, and then ask him if he
wants any assistance. Besides, it isn't Watch policy to interferein fights. It salot smplertogoin
afterwards and arrest anyone recumbent.

There was a crash as a nearby window burst outwards and deposited a stunned fighter on the opposite
Sde of the street.

“I think,” said the captain carefully, “that we' d better take prompt action.”

“That' sright,” said Sgt Colon, “aman could get hurt standing here.”

They sdled cautioudy alittle way down the Street, where the sound of splintering wood and breaking
glass wasn't so overpowering, and carefully avoided one another’ s eyes. There was the occasional
scream from within the tavern, and every now and again amysterious ringing noise, as though someone
was hitting agong with their knee.

They stood in alittle pool of embarrassed silence.

“Y ou had your holidaysthis year, Sergeant?’ said Captain Vimes eventually, rocking back and forth on
hisheds.

“Yesgr. Sent the wife to Quirm last month, g, to see her aunt.”

“Very niceat thistime of year, I'mtold.”

“Yessr.”

“All the geraniums and whatnot.”

A figure tumbled out of an upper window and crumpled on the cobbles.

“That' swherethey’ ve got theflord sundid, isn't it?’ said the captain desperatdly.
“Yesdr. Very nice, ar. All donewith little flowers, sr.”

There was asound like something hitting something el se repeatedly with something heavy and wooden.
Vimeswinced.

“I don’t think he’ d of been happy in the Watch, sir,” said the sergeant, in akindly voice.

The door of the Mended Drum had been torn off during riots so often that specialy-tempered hinges
had recently been ingtalled, and the fact that the next tremendous crash tore the whole door and
doorframe out of thewall only showed that quite alot of money had been wasted. A figure in the midst of
the wreckage tried to raise itsalf on its elbows, groaned, and umped back.

“Wall, it would seem that it sall-“ the captain began, and Nobby said: “1t’ sthat bloody troll!”

“What?’' said Vimes.



“It'sthetrall! The onethey have on the door!”
They advanced with extreme caution.
It was, indeed, Detritus the splatter.

It isvery difficult to hurt acreaturethat is, to al intents and purposes, amobile sone. Someone seemed
to have managed it, though. Thefdlen figure was groaning like a couple of bricks being crushed together.

“That’ saturnup for the books,” said the sergeant vaguely. All three of them turned and peered at the
brightly-lit rectangle where the doorway had been. Things had definitdly quietened down a bit in there.

“You don't think,” said the sergeant, “that he’ swinning, do you?’
The captain thrust out hisjaw. “We owe it to our colleague and fellow officer,” he said, “to find out.”

There was awhimper from behind them. They turned and saw Nobby hopping on one leg and clutching
afoot.

“What' s up with you, man?’ said Vimes.

Nobby made agonised noises.

Sergeant Colon began to understand. Although cautious obsequiousness was the generd tenor of Watch
behaviour, there wasn't one member of the entire squad who hadn’t, at some time, been at thewrong
end of Detritus sfists. Nobby had merdly tried to play catch-up in the very best traditions of policemen
everywhere.

“Hewent and kicked him innarocks, sir,” he said.

“Diggraceful,” said the captain vagudly. He hesitated. “ Do trolls have rocks?” he said.

“Takeit fromme, Sr.”

“Good grief,” Vimes said. “Dame Nature moves in strange ways, doesn't she.”

“Right you are, Sir,” said the sergeant obediently.

“And now,” said the captain, drawing his sword, “forward!”

“Yessr.”

“Thismeans you too, Sergeant,” the captain added.

“Yesdr.



It was possibly the most circumspect advance in the history of military manoeuvres, right down at the
bottom end of the scale that things like the Charge of the Light Brigade are at the top of.

They peered cautioudy around the ravished doorway.

There were anumber of people sprawled across the tables, or what remained of the tables. Those who
were gtill conscious looked unhappy abot it.

Carrot stood in the middle of thefloor. Hisrusty chain mail wastorn, his hemet was missng, he was
swaying alittle from side to sde and one eye was dready starting to swell, but he recognised the captain,
dropped the feebly-protesting customer he was holding, and threw a sdute.

“Beg to report thirty-one offences of Making an Affray, sir, and fifty-six cases of Riotous Behaviour,
forty-one offences of Obstructing an Officer of the Watch in the Execution of his Duty, thirteen offences
of Assault with aDeadly Weapon, six cases of Maicious Lingering, and-and-Corpora Nobby hasn't
even shown me one rope yet-*

He fell backwards, bresking atable.

Captain Vimes coughed. Hewasn't at dl sure what you were supposed to do next. Asfar as he knew,
the Watch had never been in this position before.

“I think you should get him adrink, Sergeant,” he said.

“Yessr.”

“And get me one, too.”

“Yessr.”

“Have one yoursdlf, why don't you.”

“Yessr.”

“And you, Corpord, will you please-whét are you doing?’

“Searchingthebodiesir,” said Nobby quickly, straightening up. “ For incriminating evidence, and that.”
“Intheir money pouches?’

Nobby thrust his hands behind his back. “Y ou never know, sir,” he said.

The sergeant had |ocated amiraculoudy unbroken bottle of spiritsin the wreckage and forced alot of its
contents between Carrot’slips.

“What we going to do with al thislot, Captain?’ he said over his shoulder.

“I haven't thefaintest idea,” said Vimes, Sitting down. The Watch jail wasjust about big enough for six
very smal people, which were usudly the only sort to be put init. Whereas these-



He looked around him desperately. There was Nork the Impaer, lying under atable and making
bubbling noises. There was Big Henri. There was Grabber Sim-mons, one of the most feared bar-room
fightersinthecity. All in dl, there were alot of peopleit wouldn't pay to be near when they woke up.

“We could cut their froats, Sir,” said Nobby, veteran of a score of residua battlefields. He had found an
unconscious fighter who was about the right size and was specul atively removing his boots, which looked
quite new and about theright size.

“That would be entirely wrong,” said Vimes. He wasn't sure how you actualy went about cutting a
throat. It had never hitherto been an option.

“No,” hesad, “I think perhgpswe I let them off with a caution.”
There was agroan from under the bench.

“Bedides,” hewent on quickly, “we should get our fallen comrade to a place of safety as soon as
posshble”

“Good point,” said the sergeant. He took aswig of the spirits, for the sake of his nerves.

The two of them managed to ding Carrot between them and guide hiswobbling legs up the steps.
Vimes, collapsing under the weight, looked around for Nobby.

“Corpora Nobbs,” herasped, “why are you kicking people when they’ re down?’

“Safest way, Sr,” said Nobby.

Nobby had long ago been told about fighting fair and not striking afallen opponent, and had then given
some cregtive thought to how these rules gpplied to someone four feet tall with the muscle tone of an
elagtic band.

“Wadll, gop it. | want you to caution the felons,” said the captain.

“How, Sr?’

“WEell, you-* Captain Vimes stopped. He was blowed if he knew. He' d never doneit.

“Just doit,” he snapped. “ Surely | don't haveto tell you everything?’

Nobby was |eft done at the top of the stairs. A general muttering and groaning from the floor indicated
that people were waking up. Nobby thought quickly. He shook an admonitory cheese-straw of afinger.

“Let that bealessontoyou,” hesaid. “Don’'t doit again.”
Andranfor it.
Up inthe darkness of the raftersthe Librarian scratched himsdlf reflectively. Life was certainly full of

surprises. He was going to watch developments with interest. He shelled athoughtful peanut with hisfeet,
and swung away into the darkness.



The Supreme Grand Master raised his hands.

“Arethe Thuribles of Destiny ritualy chastised, that Evil and Loose Thinking may be banished from this
Sanctified Circle?’

“Yep
The Supreme Grand Master lowered his hands.

“Yep?' hesad.

“Yep,” said Brother Dunnykin happily. “ Doneit mysdf.”

“You are supposed to say ‘ Yea, O Supreme One',” said the Supreme Grand Magter. “Honestly, I've
told you enough times, if you're not al going to enter into the spirit of the thing-"

“Yes, you listen to what the Supreme Grand Master tellsyou,” said Brother Watchtower, glaring at the
errant Brother.

“I spent hours chastising them thuribles,” muttered Brother Dunnykin.
“Carry on, O Supreme Grand Magter,” said Brother Watchtower.

“Very well, then,” said the Grand Magter. “Tonight we' |l try another experimenta summoning. | trust you
have obtained suitable raw material, brothers?’

“-scrubbed and scrubbed, not that you get any thanks-*

“All sorted out, Supreme Grand Master,” said Brother Watchtower.

It was, the Grand Master conceded, adightly better collection. The Brothers had certainly been busy.
Pride of place was given to an illuminated tavern sgn whose removal, the Grand Master thought, should
have merited some sort of civic avare. At the moment the E was a ghastly pink and flashed on and off at

random.

“| got that,” said Brother Watchtower proudly. “They thought | was mending it or something, but | took
my screwdriver and |-

“Yes, well done” said the Supreme Grand Madter. “ Showsinitiative.”
“Thank you, Supreme Grand Master,” beamed Brother Watchtower.

“-knuckles rubbed raw, all red and cracked. Never even got my three dollars back, either, no-one as
much as says-*

“And now,” said the Supreme Grand Master, taking up the book, *“we will begin to commence. Shut up,



Brother Dunnykin.”

Every town in the multiverse has a part that is something like Ankh-Morpork’ s Shades. It'susudly the
oldest part, itslanesfaithfully following the origind tracks of medieva cows going down to theriver, and
they have nameslike the Shambles, the Rookery, SniggsAlley ...

Most of Ankh-Morpork islikethat in any case. But the Shades was even more o, asort of black hole
of bred-in-the-brickwork lawlessness. Put it like this; even the criminals were afraid to walk the streets.
TheWatch didn’t set foot init.

They were accidentally setting foot in it now. Not very rdigbly. It had been atrying night, and they had
been steadying their nerves. They were now so steady that al four were relying on the other three to
keep them upright and steer.

Captain Vimes passed the bottle back to the sergeant.

“Shame on, on, on,” he thought for abit, “you,” hesaid. “Drun’ in fron’ of asuper, super, superererer
dofisler.”

The sergeant tried to speak, but could only come out with a series of esses.

“Put yoursdl’ onnacharge,” said Captain Vimes, rebounding off awall. He glared at the brickwork.
“Thiswal assaulted me,” he declared. “Hah! Think you' retough, en! Wdl, ‘m aofider of, of, of the
Law, I’ llhaveyouknow, and we don’ take any, any, any.”

He blinked dowly, once or twice.

“What'sit wedon’ take any of, Sar'nt?’ he sad.

“Chances, Sr?’ said Colon.

“No, no, no. S other tuff. Never mind. Anyway, we don’ take any of, of, of it from anyone.” Vague
visonswere trotting through hismind, of aroom full of crimina types, peoplethat had jeered a him,
people whose very existence had offended and taunted him for years, lying around and groaning. He was
alittle unclear how it had happened, but some almost forgotten part of him, some much younger Vimes

with abright shining breastplate and big hopes, a Vimes he thought the alcohol had long ago drowned,
was suddenly restless.

“Shdlie, shdlie, shdlietel you something, Sarn’t?” he sad.

“Sr?” Thefour of them bounced gently off another wall and began another dow crabwise waltz across
thedley.

“Thiscity. Thiscity. Thiscity, Sar’nt. Thiscity isa isa isaWoman, Sarn't. Sot'is. A Woman, Sarn't.
Ancient raddled old beauty, Sarn't. Butifyoufallinlove-withher, then, then, then shekicksyouinnateeth-*



swoman?’ said Colon.
He screwed up his swesting face with the effort of thought.
“ ‘seght mileswide, Sr. “sgottariver init. Lots of, of houses and stuff, Sir,” he reasoned.

“Ah. Ah. Ah.” Vimeswaggled an ungteady finger a him. “Never, never, never said it wasasmal
woman, did |. Befair.” He waved the bottle. Another random thought exploded in the froth of hismind.

“We showed ‘em, anyway,” he said excitedly, asthe four of them began an oblique shuffle back to the
oppositewdl. “ Showed them, dint we? Taught themaforget they won't lesson innahurry, eh?’

“Sright,” said the sergeant, but not very enthusiastically. He was sill wondering about his superior
officer ssex life.

But Vimeswasin the kind of mood that didn’t need encouragement.

“Hah!” he shouted, at the dark alleyways. “Don’ likeit, eh? Taste of your, your, your own medicine
thingy. Well, now you can bootlein your trems!” He threw the empty bottle into the air.

“Two o' clock!” heydled. “And al’ sweeed|ll!”

Which was astonishing news to the various shadowy figureswho had been slently shadowing the four of
them for sometime. Only sheer puzzlement had prevented them making their attentions sharp and plain.
These people are clearly guards, they were thinking, they’ ve got the right helmets and everything, and yet
here they arein the Shades. So they were being watched with the fascination that a pack of wolves might
focus on ahandful of sheep who had not only trotted into the clearing, but were making playful butts and
baa-ing noises; the outcome was, of course, going to be mutton but in the meantime inquisitivenessgave a
stay of execution.

Carrot raised his muzzy head.

“Where rewe?’ he groaned.

“On our way home,” said the sergeant. He looked up at the pitted, worm-eaten and knife-scored sign
abovethem. “We'rejus goin’ down, goin’ down, goin’ down-“ he squinted-“ Sweetheart Lane.”

“Sweetheart Lane s not on the way home,” durred Nobby. “We wouldn’'t wanta go down Sweetheart
Lane, it'sin the Shades. Catch usgoin’ down Sweetheart Lane-*

There was a crowded moment in which redlisation did theicy work of agood night' s deep and severd
pints of black coffee. Thethree of them, by unspoken agreement, clustered up towards Carrot.

“What we gonnado, Captain?’ said Colon.
“Er. We could cdl for help,” said the captain uncertainly.
“What, here?’

“You'vegot apoint.”



“I reckon we must of turned left out of Silver Street instead of right,” quavered Nobby.

“Wadll, that’ s one mistake we won't make again in ahurry,” said the captain. Then he wished he hadn'’t.
They could hear footsteps. Somewhere off to their left, there was a snigger.

“Wemust form asquare,” said the captain. They al tried to form a point.

“Hey! What wasthat?’ said Sergeant Colon.

“What?’

“Thereit was again. Sort of aleathery sound.”

Captain Vimestried not to think about hoods and garrotting.

There were, he knew, many gods. Therewas agod for every trade. There was abeggars god, a
whores goddess, athieves god, probably even an assassins god.

He wondered whether there was, somewhere in that vast pantheon, a god who would look kindly on
hard-pressed and fairly innocent |aw-enforcement officers who were quite definitely about to die.

There probably wasn't, he thought bitterly. Something like that wasn't stylish enough for gods. Catch
any god worrying about any poor sod trying to do his best for ahandful of dollars a month. Not them.
Gods went overboard for smart bastards whose idea of aday’ swork was prising the Ruby Eye of the
Earwig King out of its socket, not for some unimaginative sap who just pounded the pavement every
night. ..

“More sort of dithery,” said the sergeant, who liked to get things right.

And then there was a sound-

-perhaps a vol canic sound, or the sound of a boiling geyser, but at any rate along, dry roar of asound,
like the bellowsin the forges of the Titans-

-but it was not so bad asthe light, which was blue-white and the sort of light to print the pattern of your
eyeballs blood vessals on the back of theinside of your skull.

They both went on for hundreds of years and then, instantly, stopped.

The dark aftermath wasfilled with purple images and, once the ears regained an ability to hear, afant,
clinkery sound.

The guards remained perfectly till for sometime.
“Wdl, well,” said the captain weakly.

After afurther pause he said, very clearly, every consonant dotting perfectly into place, “ Sergeant, take
some men and investigate that, will you?’



“Investigate what, Sir?” said Colon, but it had aready dawned on the captain that if the sergeant took
some men it would leave him, Captain Vimes, dl done.

“No, I’'ve abetter idea. WE Il dl go,” he said firmly. They al went.
Now that their eyes were used to the darkness they could see an indistinct red glow ahead of them.

It turned out to be awall, cooling rapidly. Bits of calcined brickwork werefaling off asthey contracted,
meaking little pinging noises.

That wasn't theworst bit. The worst bit was what was on the wall.

They stared at it.

They stared at it for along time.

It was only an hour or two till dawn, and no-one even suggested trying to find their way back in the
dark. They waited by thewadll. At least it was warm.

They tried not to look &t it.
Eventualy Colon stretched uneasily and said, “ Chin up, Captain. It could have been worse.”

Vimesfinished the bottle. It didn’t have any effect. There were some types of sobriety that you just
couldn’t budge.

“Yes” hesaid. “It could have been us”

The Supreme Grand Master opened his eyes.

“Onceagan,” hesad, “we have achieved success.”

The Brethren burst into aragged cheer. The Brothers Watchtower and Fingers linked arms and danced
anenthusadticjiginther magiccircle.

The Supreme Grand Master took a deep breath.
Firdt the carrot, he thought, and now the stick. He liked the stick.

“Slencel” he screamed.

“Brother Fingers, Brother Watchtower, cease this shameful display!” he screeched. “The rest of you, be
Slent!”

They quietened down, like rowdy children who have just seen the teacher come into the room. Then



they quieted down alot more, like children who have just seen the teacher’ s expression.

The Supreme Grand Magter let thissink in, and then stalked along their ragged ranks.

“l suppose,” he said, “that we think we' ve done some magic, do we? Hmm? Brother Watchtower?’
Brother Watchtower swallowed. “Well, er, you said we were, er, | mean-"

“You haven't done ANY THING yet!”

“Well, er, no, er-“ Brother Watchtower trembled.

“Do red wizards legp about after atiny spell and start chanting ‘ Here we go, herewe go, herewe go’,
Brother Watchtower? Hmm?’

“Well, we were sort of -

The Supreme Grand Master spun on hished.

“And do they keep looking apprehensively at the woodwork, Brother Plasterer?*

Brother Plasterer hung his head. He hadn’t redlised anyone had noticed.

When the tension was twanging satisfactorily, like abowstring, the Supreme Grand Master stood back.

“Why do | bother?’ he said, shaking hishead. “1 could have chosen anyone. | could have picked the
best. But I’ ve got abunch of children. *

“Er, honest,” said Brother Watchtower, “we was making an effort, | mean, we was really concentrating.
Weren't we, lads?’

“Yes,” they chorused. The Supreme Grand Magter glared at them.
“There sno room in this Brotherhood for Brotherswho are not behind usdl the way,” he warned.

With dmost visblerelief the Brethren, like panicked sheep who see that a hurdle has been opened in the
fold, galoped towards the opening.

“No worries about that, your supremity,” said Brother Watchtower fervently.
“Commitment must be our watchword!” said the Supreme Grand Master.

“Watchword. Yeah,” said Brother Watchtower. He nudged Brother Plasterer, whose eyes had strayed
to the skirting board again.

“Wha? Oh. Y eah. Watchword. Yeah,” said Brother Plasterer.
“And trust and fraternity,” said the Supreme Grand Magter.

“Yeah. And them, too,” said Brother Fingers.



“So,” said the Supreme Grand Master, “if there be any one here not anxious, yea, eager to continuein
thisgreat work, let him step forward now.”

No-one moved.

They’ re hooked. Yegods, I'm good at this, thought the Supreme Grand Master. | can play on their
horrible little minds like axylophone. It' s amazing, the sheer power of mundanity. Who' d have thought
that weakness could be a greater force than strength? But you have to know how to direct it. And | do.

“Very well, then,” he said. “ And now, we will repesat the Oath.”

Heled their sumbling, terrified voices through it, noting with gpprova the strangled way they said
‘fig-gin’. And he kept one eye on Brother Fingers, too.

He sdightly brighter than the others, he thought. Slightly lessgullible, at least. Better make surel’m
awaysthelast to leave. Don't want any clever ideas about following me home.

Y ou need aspecid kind of mind to rule acity like Ankh-Morpork, and Lord Vetinari had it. But then,
he was a specia kind of person.

He baffled and infuriated the lesser merchant princes, to the extent that they had long ago given up trying
to nate him and now merely jockeyed for position amongst themsalves. Anyway, any nwho
tried to attack the Patrician would be hard put to it to find enough flesh to insert the dagger.

While other lords dined on larks stuffed with peacocks' tongues, Lord Vetinari considered that aglass
of boiled water and half adice of dry bread was an eegant sufficiency.

It was exasperating. He appeared to have no vice that anyone could discover. Y ou' d have thought, with
that pale, equine face, that he’ d incline towards stuff with whips, needles, and young women in dungeons.
The other lords could have accepted that. Nothing wrong with whips and needles, in moderation. But the
Patrician apparently spent his evenings studying reports and, on specia occasions, if he could stand the
excitement, playing chess.

He wore black alot. It wasn't particularly impressve black, such asthe best nswore, but the
sober, dightly shabby black of aman who does't want to waste time in the mornings wondering what to
wear. And you had to get up very early in the morning to get the better of the Patrician; in fact, it was
wiser not to goto bed at all.

But he was popular, inaway. Under hishand, for the first time in athousand years, Ankh-Morpork
operated. It might not be fair or just or particularly democratic, but it worked. He tended it as one tends
atopiary bush, encouraging agrowth here, pruning an errant twig there. It was said that he would tolerate
absolutely anything gpart from anything that threatened the city[11], and hereit was. . .

He stared at the stricken wall for along time, while the rain dripped off his chin and soaked his clothes.
Behind him, Wonse hovered nervoudly.



Then onelong, thin, blue-veined hand reached out and the fingerti ps traced the shadows.

Wi, not so much shadows, more a series of silhouettes. The outline was very distinct. Insgde, therewas
the familiar pattern of brickwork. Outside, though, something had fused the wall in arather nice ceramic
substance, giving the ancient flettons amelted, mirror-likefinish,

The shapes outlined in brickwork showed atableau of sx men frozen in an attitude of surprise. Various
upraised hands had quite clearly been holding knives and cutlasses.

Then Patrician looked down slently on the pile of ash at hisfeet. A few stresks of molten metal might
once have been the very same weapons that were now so decisively etched into the wall.

“Hmm,” hesad.

Captain Vimesrespectfully led him acrossthe lane and into Fast Luck Alley, where he pointed out
Exhibit A, towhit . ..

“Footprints,” he said. “Which isstretching it abit, Sr. They’ remore what you' d cal claws. One might go
so far asto say talons.”

The Patrician Sared at the printsin the mud. His expression was quite unreadable.
“I see” he said eventudly. “ And do you have an opinion about al this, Captain?’

The captain did. In the hours until dawn he' d had dl sorts of opinions, starting with a conviction that it
had been a big mistake to be born.

And then the grey light had filtered even into the Shades, and he was il dive and uncooked, and had
looked around him with an expression of idiot relief and seen, not ayard away, these footprints. That had
not been a good moment to be sober.

“Wadll, sr,” hesaid, “1 know that dragons have been extinct for thousands of years, sir-*

“Yes?' The Patrician’s eyes narrowed.

Vimes plunged on. “But, gir, the thing is, do they know? Sergeant Colon said he heard aleathery sound
just before, just before, just beforethe, er . . . offence.”

“So you think an extinct, and indeed apossibly entirely mythica, dragon flew into the city, landed in this
narrow aley, incinerated agroup of criminds, and then flew away?’ said the Patrician. “ One might say, it
was avery public-spirited cresture.”

“Wdl, when you put it like that-*

“If I recall, the dragons of legend were solitary and rura creatures who shunned people and dwelt in
forsaken, out of the way places,” said the Patrician. “ They were hardly urban creatures.”

“No, dr,” said the captain, repressing acomment that if you wanted to find areally forsaken, out of the
way place then the Shades would fit the bill pretty well.



“Begdes,” sad Lord Vetinari, “one would imagine that someone would have noticed, wouldn't you
agree?’

The captain nodded at the wall and its dreadful frieze. “ Apart from them, you mean, sir?’

“Inmy opinion,” said Lord Vetinari, “it’'ssome kind of warfare. Possibly ariva gang has hired awizard.
A littlelocd difficulty.”

“Could belinked to dl this strange thieving, sir,” volunteered Wonse.

“But there' sthefootprints, gr,” said Vimes doggedly.

“We're closeto theriver,” said the Patrician. “Possibly it was, perhaps, awading bird of some sort. A
mere coincidence,” he added, “but | should cover them over, if | were you. We don’t want people
getting the wrong idea and jumping to silly conclusions, do we?’ he added sharply.

Vimesgavein.

“Asyouwish, Sr,” hesaid, looking at his sanddls.

The Patrician patted him on the shoulder.

“Never mind,” he said. “Carry on. Good show of initiative, that man. Patrolling in the Shades, too. Well
done.”

Heturned, and dmost walked into thewall of chain mail that was Carrot.
To hishorror, Captain Vimes saw his newest recruit point politely to the Patrician’s coach. Around i,
fully-armed and wary, were Sx members of the Palace Guard, who straightened up and took awary

interest. Vimes didiked them intensaly. They had plumes on their helmets. He hated plumes on aguard.

He heard Carrot say. “ Excuse me, S, isthisyour coach, sir?” and the Patrician looked him blankly up
and down and said, “It is. Who are you, young man?’

Carrot sauted. “Lance-constable Carrot, sir.”

“Carrot, Carrot. That nameringsabell.”

L upine Wonse, who had been hovering behind him, whispered in the Patrician’ s ear. Hisface
brightened.” Ah, the young thief-taker. A little error there, | think, but commendable. No person isabove
thelaw, en?”

“No, gr,” said Carrot.

“Commendable, commendable,” said the Patrician. “ And now, gentlemen-*

“About your coach, sir,” said Carrot doggedly, “I couldn’t help noticing that the front offside whed,
contrary to the-

He sgoing to arrest the Patrician, Vimestold himsdlf, the thought trickling through hisbrain likeanicy
rivulet. HE sactually going to arrest the Patrician. The supremeruler. HE sgoing to arrest him. Thisis



what he' sactualy going to do. The boy doesn’'t know the meaning of the word ‘fear’. Oh, wouldn’t it be
agood ideaif he knew the meaning of theword ‘survivd’ . . .

And | can't get my jaw musclesto move.

We'real dead. Or worse, we're all detained at the Patrician’s pleasure. And aswe all know, he's
seldom that pleased.

It was a this precise moment that Sergeant Colon earned himsalf ametaphorica medal.

“Lance-constable Carrot!” he shouted. “ Attention! Lance-constable Carrot, abou-uta turnal
Lance-congtable Carrot, qui-uck marchal”

Carrot brought himsdlf to attention like abarn being raised and stared straight ahead with aferocious
expression of acute obedience.

“Wél done, that man,” said the Patrician thoughtfully, as Carrot strode tiffly away. “Carry on, Captain.
And do come down heavily on any slly rumours about dragons, right?’

“Yes, gr,” said Captain Vimes.
“Goodmean.”
The coach rattled off, the bodyguard running alongside.

Behind him, Captain Vimeswas only vagudly aware of the sergeant yelling at the retreating Carrot to
stop.

Hewasthinking.

Helooked at the printsin the mud. He used his regulation pike, which he knew was exactly seven feet
long, to measure their size and the distance between them. He whistled under his breath. Then, with
considerable caution, he followed the aley around the corner; it led to asmdl, padlocked and
dirt-encrusted door in the back of atimber warehouse.

There was something very wrong, he thought.

The prints come out of the alley, but they don’t go in. And we don't often get any wading birdsin the
Ankh, mainly because the pollution would ezt their legs away and anyway, it'seasier for them to walk on
the surface.

Helooked up. A myriad washing lines criss-crossed the narrow rectangle of the sky as efficiently asa
net.

So, he thought, something big and fiery came out of thisdley but didn’'t comeintoiit.
And the Patrician is very worried about it.

I’ve been told to forget about it.

He noticed something else at the side of the dley, and bent down and picked up afresh, empty peanut



l.
Hetossed it from hand to hand, staring at nothing.

Right now, he needed adrink. But perhapsit ought to wait.

The Librarian knuckled hisway urgently aong the dark aides between the dumbering bookshelves.

The rooftops of the city belonged to him. Oh, ns and thieves might make use of them, but he'd
long ago found the forest of chimneys, buttresses, gargoyles and westhervanes a convenient and
somehow comforting aternative to the Streets.

At least, up until now.

It had seemed amusing and ingtructive to follow the Watch into the Shades, an urban jungle which held
no fearsfor a 300-1b ape. But now the nightmare he had seen while brachiating acrossadark dley
would, if he had been human, have made him doubt the evidence of hisown eyes.

Asan ape, he had no doubts whatsoever about his eyes and believed them all thetime.

Right now he wanted to concentrate them urgently on abook that might hold aclue. It wasin asection
no-one bothered with much these days, the booksin there were not really magica. Dust lay accusingly
onthefloor.

Dust with footprintsinit.
“Oo0k?’ said the Librarian, in the warm gloom.

He proceeded cautioudy now, redlising with asense of inevitability that the footprints seemed to have
the same degtination in mind as he did.

Heturned a corner and thereit was.
The section.
The bookcase.

Theshdf.

The gap.

There are many horrible sghtsin the multiverse. Somehow, though, to asoul attuned to the subtle
rhythms of alibrary, there are few worse sights than a hole where a book ought to be.

Someone had stolen a book.



In the privacy of the Oblong Office, his persona sanctum, the Petrician paced up and down. Hewas
dictating astream of ingtructions.

“And send some men to paint that wall,” hefinished.
L upine Wonse raised an eyebrow.
“Isthat wise, Sr?” hesaid.

“Y ou don't think afrieze of ghastly shadowswill cause comment and speculation?’” said the Patrician
sourly.

“Not as much as fresh paint in the Shades,” said Wonse evenly.
The Patrician hesitated amoment. “Good point,” he snapped. “Have some men demolishit.”

He reached the end of the room, spun on hishedl, and stalked up it again. Dragons! Asif there were not
enough important, enough redl thingsto take up histime.

“Doyou believein dragons?’ he said.

Wonse shook hishead. “They’reimpossible, sir.”

“SoI’ve heard,” said Lord Vetinari. He reached the opposite wall, turned.

“Would you like meto investigate further?’ said Wonse.

“Yes. Do so.”

“And | shall ensure the Watch take great care,” said Wonse.

The Patrician stopped his pacing. “ The Watch? The Watch? My dear chap, the Watch are a bunch of
incompetents commanded by a drunkard. It’ staken me yearsto achieveit. The last thing we need to

concern oursalveswith isthe Watch.”

He thought for a moment. “ Ever seen adragon, Wonse? One of the big ones, | mean? Oh, they're
impossible. You said.”

“They'rejust legend, redly. Superdtition,” said Wonse.
“Hmm,” said the Patrician. “ And the thing about legends, of course, isthat they are legendary.”

“Exactly, 9r.”



“Even s0-“ The Patrician paused, and stared at Wonse for sometime. “Oh, well,” he said. “ Sort it out.
I’m not having any of this dragon business. It’ s the type of thing that makes people restless. Put astop to
it

When he was aone he stood and looked out gloomily over the twin city. It wasdrizzling again.

Ankh-Morpork! Brawling city of ahundred thousand souls! And, asthe Patrician privately observed,
ten times that number of actua people. The fresh rain glistened on the panorama of towers and rooftops,
al unaware of the teeming, rancorous world it was dropping into. Luckier rain fell on upland sheep, or
whispered gently over forests, or patterned somewhat incestuoudy into the sea. Rain that fell on
Ankh-Morpork, though, was rain that wasin trouble. They did terrible thingsto water, in
Ankh-Morpork. Being drunk was only the gtart of its problems.

The Patrician liked to fed that he was|ooking out over acity that worked. Not abeautiful city, or a
renowned city, or awell-drained city, and certainly not an architecturaly favoured city; even its most
enthusiastic citizens would agree that, from a high point of vantage, Ankh-Morpork looked as though
someone had tried to achieve in stone and wood an effect normally associated with the pavements
outsde dl-night takeaways.

But it worked. It spun aong cheerfully like a gyroscope on the lip of a catastrophe curve. And this, the
Patrician firmly believed, was because no one group was ever powerful enough to pushiit over.
Merchants, thieves, assassins, wizards-al competed energetically in the race without redlly redlising that it
needn’t bearace at al, and certainly not trusting one another enough to stop and wonder who had
marked out the course and was holding the starting flag.

The Patrician didiked theword ‘dictator.” It affronted him. He never told anyone what to do. He didn't
have to, that was the wonderful part. A large part of hislife conssted of arranging matters so that this
date of affairs continued.

Of course, there were various groups seeking his overthrow, and thiswas right and proper and the sign
of avigorous and healthy society. No-one could call him unreasonable about the matter. Why, hadn’t he
founded most of them himsalf? And what was so beautiful was the way in which they spent nearly dl their
time bickering with one another.

Human nature, the Patrician always said, was amarvellous thing. Once you understood whereitslevers
were.

He had an unpleasant premonition about this dragon business. If ever there was a creature that didn’t
have any obviouslevers, it was adragon. It would have to be sorted out.

The Patrician didn’t believe in unnecessary crudty.[12] He did not believe in pointless revenge. But he
was agreat beiever in the need for things to be sorted out.

Funnily enough, Captain Vimes was thinking the same thing. Hefound hedidn’t like the idea of citizens,
even of the Shades, being turned into a mere ceramic tint.

And it had been donein front of the Watch, more or less. Asif the Watch didn't matter, asif the Watch
wasjust anirrelevant detail. That was what rankled.

Of course, it wastrue. That only made it worse.



What was making him even angrier was that he had disobeyed orders. He had scuffed up the tracks,
certainly. But in the bottom drawer of his ancient desk, hidden under a pile of empty bottles, wasa
plaster cast. He could fed it staring a him through three layers of wood.

He couldn’t imagine what had got into him. And now he was going even further out on to the limb.
He reviewed his, for want of a better word, troops. He' d asked the senior pair to turn up in plain
clothes. This meant that Sergeant Colon, who'd worn uniform dl hislife, waslooking red-faced and
uncomfortable in the suit he wore for funerads. Whereas Nobby-

“I wonder if | made theword ‘plain’ clear enough?’ said Captain Vimes.

“It swhat | wear outside work, guv,” said Nobby reproachfully.

“Sir,” corrected Sergeant Colon.

“My voiceisin plain clothestoo,” said Nobby. “Initiative, thet is”

Vimeswalked dowly around the corporal.

“And your plain clothes do not cause old women to faint and smal boysto run after you in the street?’
he said.

Nobby shifted uneasily. He wasn't a home with irony.

“No, gr, gwv,” hesad. “It'sdl the go, thisstyle”

Thiswas broadly true. There was a current fad in Ankh for big, feathered hats, ruffs, dashed doublets
with gold frogging, flared pantal oons and boots with ornamenta spurs. The trouble was, Vimes reflected,
that most of the fashion-conscious had more body to go between these component bits, whereas dl that

could be said of Corporal Nobbs was that he was in there somewhere.

It might be advantageous. After dl, absolutely no-one would ever believe, when they saw him coming
down the Strest, that here was amember of the Watch trying to look inconspicuous.

It occurred to Vimesthat he knew absolutely nothing about Nobbs outside working hours. He couldn’t
even remember where the man lived. All these years hel d known the man and he' d never redlised thet, in
his secret private life, Corporal Nobbs was abit of apeacock. A very short peacock, it wastrue, a
peacock that had been hit repeatedly with something heavy, perhaps, but a peacock nonetheless. It just
went to show, you never could tell.

He brought his attention back to the businessin hand.

“I want you two,” he said to Nobbs and Colon, “to mingle unobtrusively, or obtrusively in your case,
Corpora Nobbs, with people tonight and, er, seeif you can detect anything unusua.”

“Unusud likewhat?’ said the sergeant.
Vimes hesitated. He wasn't exactly sure himself. “ Anything,” hesaid, “ pertinent.”

“Ah.” The sergeant nodded wisdly. “ Pertinent. Right.”



There was an awkward silence.

“Maybe people have seen weird things,” said Captain Vimes. “Or perhaps there have been unexplained
fires. Or footprints. Y ou know,” he finished, desperately, “signs of dragons.”

“Y ou mean, like, piles of gold what have been dept on,” said the sergeant.
“And virgins being chained to rocks,” said Nobbs, knowingly.
“I can seeyou're experts,” sghed Vimes. “Just do the best you can.”

“Thismingling,” said Sergeant Colon ddicatdly, “it would involve going into taverns and drinking and
gmilar, would it?’

“Toacertain extent,” said Vimes.
“Ah,” said the sergeant, happily.
“In moderation.”

“Right you are, Sr.”

“And at your own expense.”
“On”

“But before you go,” said the captain, “do either of you know anyone who might know anything about
dragons? Apart from degping on gold and the bit with the young women, | mean.”

“Wizardswould,” volunteered Nobby.

“Apart fromwizards,” said Vimesfirmly. Y ou couldn’t trust wizards. Every guard knew you couldn’t
trust wizards. They were even worse than civilians.

Colon thought about it. “ There sadways Lady Ramkin,” he said. “Livesin Scoone Avenue. Breeds
swamp dragons. Y ou know, the little buggers people keep as pets?’

“Oh, her,” said Vimes gloomily. “1 think I’ ve seen her around. The one with the “Whinny If Y ou Love
Dragons' sticker on the back of her carriage?’

“That’ sher. She'smental,” said Sergeant Colon.
“What do you want meto do, sir?’ said Carrot.

“Er. Y ou have the most important job,” said Vimeshurriedly. “1 want you to stay here and watich the
office”

Carrot’ sface broadened in adow, unbelieving grin.

“Youmean I’'mleft in charge, Sr?’ hesaid.



“Inamanner of speaking,” said Vimes. “But you're not allowed to arrest anyone, understand?’ he
added quickly.

“Not evenif they're breeking the law, Sr?’
“Not even then. Just make anote of it.”
“I'll read my book, then,” said Carrot. “ And polish my helmet.”

“Good boy,” said the captain. It should be safe enough, he thought. No-one ever comesin here, not
even to report alost dog. No-one ever thinks about the Watch. Y ou' d have to be redlly out of touch to
go to the Watch for help, he thought bitterly.

Scoone Avenue was awide, tree-lined, and incredibly select part of Ankh, high enough above the river
to be away fromitsdl-pervading smell. People in Scoone Avenue had old money, which was supposed
to be much better than new money, athough Captain Vimes had never had enough of either to spot the
difference. People in Scoone Avenue had their own persond bodyguards. People in Scoone Avenue
were said to be so aoof they wouldn’t even talk to the gods. Thiswas adight dander. They would talk
to gods, if they were well-bred gods of decent family.

Lady Ramkin’s house was not hard to find. It commanded an outcrop that gave it amagnificent view of
the city, if that was your idea of agood time. There were stone dragons on the gatepost, and the gardens
had an unkempt overgrown look. Statues of Ramkins long gone loomed up out of the greenery. Most of
them had swords and were covered in ivy up to the neck.

Vimes sensed that thiswas not because the garden’s owner was too poor to do anything about it, but
rather that the garden’ s owner thought there were much more important things than ancestors, which was
apretty unusud point of view for an aristocrat.

They a so apparently thought that there were more important things than property repair. When herang
the bell of the rather pleasant old houseitsdlf, in the middle of aflourishing rhododendron forest, severa
bits of the plaster facade fdll off.

That seemed to be the only effect, except that something round the back of the house started to howl.
Somethings.

It Sarted to rain again. After awhile Vimesfelt the dignity of his position and cautioudy edged around
the building, keeping well back in case anything el se collapsed.

He reached a heavy wooden gate in a heavy wooden wall. In contrast with the general decrepitude of
the rest of the place, it seemed comparatively new and very solid.

He knocked. This caused another fusillade of strange whistling noises.



The door opened. Something dreadful loomed over him.

“Ah, good man. Do you know anything about mating?’ it boomed.

It was quiet and warm in the Watch House. Carrot listened to the hissing of sand in the hourglass and
concentrated on buffing up his breastplate. Centuries of tarnish had given up under his cheerful ondaught.

It gleamed.

Y ou knew where you were with a shiny breastplate. The strangeness of the city, where they had al these
laws and concentrated on ignoring them, was too much for him. But ashiny breastplate was a breastplate

well shined.

The door opened. He peered across the top of the ancient desk. There was no-one there.

Hetried afew more industrious rubs.

There was the vague sound of someone who had got fed up with waiting. Two purple-fingernailed hands
grasped the edge of the desk, and the Librarian’ s face rose dowly into view like an early-morning

CoCcoNut.

“Oook,” hesaid.

Carrot tared. It had been explained to him carefully that, contrary to appearances, laws governing the
animal kingdom did not apply to the Librarian. On the other hand, the Librarian himsdaf was never very
interested in obeying the laws governing the human kingdom, either. He was one of those little anomalies

you haveto build around.

“Hdlo,” sad Carrot uncertainly. (“Don’t cal him *boy’ or pat him, that dways gets him annoyed.”)

“Oook.”

The Librarian prodded the desk with along, many-jointed finger.
“What?’
“Oook. “

“Sorry?’

The Librarian rolled his eyes. It was strange, he felt, that so-called intelligent dogs, horses and dolphins
never had any difficulty indicating to humansthe vitd news of the moment, e.g., that the three children
werelost in the cave, or the train was about to take the line leading to the bridge that had been washed
away or smilar, while he, only ahandful of chromosomes away from wearing avest, found it difficult to
persuade the average human to come in out of therain. Y ou just couldn’t talk to some people.



“Oook!” he said, and beckoned.

“I can't leavethe office,” said Carrot. “I"ve had Orders.”

The Librarian’ supper lip rolled back like ablind.

“Isthat asmile?’ said Carrot. The Librarian shook his head.
“Someone hasn't committed acrime, havethey?’ said Carrot.
“Oook.”

“A bad crime?’

“Oook!”

“Like murder?’

“Eeek.”

“Worse than murder?’

“Eeek!” The Librarian knuckled over to the door and bounced up and down urgently.

Carrot gulped. Orders were orders, yes, but thiswas something else. The peoplein thiscity were
capable of anything.

He buckled on his breastplate, screwed his sparkling helmet on to his head, and strode towards the
door.

Then he remembered his responsibilities. He went back to the desk, found a scrap of paper, and
painstakingly wrote: Out Fighting Crime, Pleass Call Again Later. Thankyou.

And then he went out on to the streets, untarnished and unafraid.

The Supreme Grand Master raised hisarms. “Brethren,” he said, “let usbegin . . .” It was so easy. Al
you had to do was channel that great septic reservoir of jealousy and cringing resentment that the
Brothers had in such abundance, harness their dreadful mundane unpleasantness which had aforce
greater initsway than roaring evil, and then open your ownmind. . .

. . . into the place where the dragons went.



Vimesfound himsalf grabbed by the arm and pulled insde. The heavy door shut behind him with a
definite dlick.

“It'sLord Mountjoy Gayscale Tdonthrust I11 of Ankh,” said the apparition, which was dressed in huge
and fearsomely-padded armour. “Y ou know, | redly don't think he can cut the mustard.”

“Hecan't?’ sad Vimes, backing away.
“It redly needstwo of you.”

“It does, doesn't it,” whispered Vimes, his shoulder bladestrying to carve their way out through the
fence.

“Could you oblige?’ boomed the thing.

“What?'

“Oh, don't be squeamish, man. Y ou just have to help him up into the air. It'sme who hasthe tricky part.
| know it'scrud, but if he can’'t manageit tonight then he sfor the choppy-chop. Surviva of thefittest
and dl that, don’'t you know.”

Captain Vimes managed to get agrip on himsdf. Hewas clearly in the presence of some sex-crazed
would-be murderess, insofar as any gender could be determined under the strange lumpy garments. If it
was't female, then referencesto “it' smewho hasthe tricky part” gave rise to mental images that would
haunt him for sometime to come. He knew therich did things differently, but thiswas going too far.
“Madam,” hesaid coldly, “1 am an officer of the Watch and | must warn you that the course of action
you are suggesting breaks the laws of the city-* and aso of several of the more Strait-laced gods, he
added slently-“and | must advise you that his Lordship should be released unharmed immediatel y-*
Thefigure dared a him in astonishment.

“Why?" it sad. “It'smy bloody dragon.”

“Have another drink, not-Corporal Nobby?’ said Sergeant Colon unsteadily.
“I do not mind if I do, not-Sgt Colon,” said Nobby.

They were taking inconspicuosity serioudy. That ruled out most of the taverns on the Morpork side of
the river, where they were very well known. Now they werein arather e egant one in downtown Ankh,
where they were being as unobtrusive asthey knew how. The other drinkers thought they were some
kind of cabaret.



“I wasthinking,” said Sgt Colon.

“What?’

“If we bought a bottle or two, we could go home and then we' d be really inconspicuous.”
Nobby gave this some thought.

“But he said we' ve got to keep our ears open,” he said. “We' re supposed to, what he said, detect
anything”

“We can dothat a my house,” said Sgt Colon. “We could listen dl night, redly hard.”

“Tha sagood point,” said Nobby. In fact, it sounded better and better the more he thought about it.
“But firgt,” he announced, “I got to pay avist.”

“Metoo,” said the sergeant. “ This detecting business getsto you after awhile, doesn'tit.”

They stumbled out into the dley behind the tavern. There was afull moon up, but afew rags of scruffy
cloud were drifting acrossit. The pair inconspicuoudy bumped into one another in the darkness.

“Isthat you, Detector Sergeant Colon?’ said Nobby.

“Tha sright! Now, can you detect the door to the privy, Detector Corpora Nobbs? We' re looking for
ashort, dark door of mean appearance, ahahaha.”

There were acouple of clanks and amuffled swearword from Nobby as he staggered acrossthe dley,
followed by ayowl when one of Ankh-Morpork’s enormous population of fera catsfled between his

legs

“Who loves you, pussycat?’ said Nobby under his breath.
“Needs mugt, then,” said Sgt Colon, and faced a handy corner.
His private musings were interrupted by a grunt from the corpord.
“Y ou there, Sgt?’

“Detector Sergeant to you, Nobby,” said Sgt Colon pleasantly.

Nobby’ s tone was urgent and suddenly very sober. “Don'’t piss about, Sergeant, | just saw adragon fly
over!”

“I’ve seen ahorsefly,” said Sgt Colon, hiccuping gently. “And I’ ve seen ahousefly. I've even seena
greenfly. But | ain’t never seen adragon fly.”

“Of courseyou have, you pillock,” said Nobby urgently. “Look, I’m not messing about! He had wings
on himlike, like, like great big wingd”



Sergeant Colon turned majestically. The corpora’ s face had gone so white that it showed up in the
darkness.

“Honest, Sergeant!”

Sgt Colon turned his eyes to the damp sky and the rain-washed maoon.

“All right,” hesaid, “show me.”

There was a dithering noise behind him, and a couple of roof tiles smashed on to the Street.
Heturned. And there, on the roof, was the dragon.

“There sadragon on the roof!” he warbled. “Naobby, it's adragon on the roof! What shall | do,
Nobby? There' sadragon on the roof! It slooking right at me, Nobby!”

“For agtart, you could do your trousers up,” said Nobby, from behind the nearest wall.

Even shorn of her layers of protective clothing, Lady Sybil Ramkin was dtill toweringly big. Vimes knew
that the barbarian hublander folk had legends about great chain-mailed, armour-bra d, carthorse-riding
maidens who swooped down on battlefields and carried off dead warriors on their cropper to aglorious
roistering afterlife, while Ssnging in a pleasing mezzo-soprano. Lady Ramkin could have been one of them.
She could have led them. She could have carried off a battalion. WWhen she spoke, every word waslike a
hearty dap on the back and clanged with the aristocratic self-assurance of the totally well-bred. The
vowel sounds aonewould have cut tesk.

Vimes sragged forebears were used to voices like that, usually from heavily-armoured people on the
back of awar charger telling them why it would be ajolly good idea, don’ tcherknow, to charge the
enemy and hit them for six. Hislegs wanted to stand to attention.

Prehigtoric men would have worshipped her, and in fact had amazingly managed to carve lifdike statues
of her thousands of years ago. She had amass of chestnut hair; awig, Vimeslearned later. No-one who
had much to do with dragons kept their own hair for long.

She aso had adragon on her shoulder. It had been introduced as Taonthrust Vincent Wonderkind of
Quirm, referred to as Vinny, and seemed to be making alarge contribution to the unusua chemical smell
that pervaded the house. This smell permested everything. Even the generous dice of cake she offered
him tasted of it.

“The, er, shoulder . . .itlooks. . . very nice,” he said, desperate to make conversation.

“Rubbish,” said her ladyship. “I'm just training him up because shoulder-gtters fetch twice the price.”

Vimes murmured that he had occasiondly seen society ladieswith smal, colourful dragons on their
shoulders, and thought it looked very, er, nice.



“Oh, it soundsnice” shesad. “I'll grant you. Then they redise it means sootburns, frizzled hair and crap
al down their back. Thosetalonsdig in, too. And then they think the thing’ s getting too big and smelly
and next thing you know it’ s either down to the Mor-pork Sunshine Sanctuary for Lost Dragons or the
old heave-ho into the river with arope round your neck, poor little buggers.” She sat down, arranging a
skirt that could have made sailsfor asmall fleet. “Now then. Captain Vimes, wasit?’

Vimeswas a aloss. Ramkins long-dead stared down at him from ornate frames high on the shadowy
walls. Between, around and under the portraits were the wegpons they’ d presumably used, and had used
wdl and often by the look of them. Suits of armour stood in dented ranks dong thewadlls. Quitea
number, he couldn’'t help noticing, had large holesin them. The celling was afaded riot of moth-eaten
banners. Y ou did not need forensic examination to understand that Lady Ramkin’s ancestors had never
shirked afight.

It was amazing that she was capable of doing something so unwarlike as having acup of tea.

“My forebears,” she said, following his hypnotised gaze. “Y ou know, not one Ramkin in the last
thousand years hasdied in hisbed.”

“Yes, maam?’

“Source of family pride, that.”

“Yes, maam.”

“Quite afew of them have died in other peopl€'s, of course.”

Captain Vimes steacup rattled in its saucer. “Yes, ma am,” he said.

“Captain issuch adashing title, I’ ve dwaysthought.” She gave him abright, brittle smile. “1 mean,
colonels and so on are dways so stuffy, majors are pompous, but one dways feds somehow that thereis
something delightfully dangerous about a captain. What was it you had to show me?’

Vimes gripped his parcd like a chatity belt.

“I wondered,” hefatered, “how big swamp.. . . er . . .” He stopped. Something dreadful was happening
to hislower regions.

Lady Ramkin followed his gaze. “ Oh, take no notice of bun,” she said cheerfully. “Hit him with acushion
if he’sabother.”

A smadl dderly dragon had crawled out from under his chair and placed itsjowly muzzlein Vimes slap.
It stared up at him soulfully with big brown eyes and gently dribbled something quite corrosive, by the
fed of it, over hisknees. And it stank like the ring around an acid bath.

“That's Dewdrop Mabelline Tdonthrust the First,” said her ladyship. “Champion and sire of champions.
No fireleft now, poor soppy old thing. He likes his belly rubbed.”

Vimes made surreptitioudy vicious jerking motionsto didodge the old dragon. It blinked mournfully at
him with rheumy eyes and rolled back the corner of its mouth, exposing a picket fence of soot-blackened
teeth.



“Just push him off if he sanuisance,” said Lady Ramkin cheerfully. “Now then, what wasit you were
asking?’

“I was wondering how big swamp dragons grow?’ said Vimes, trying to shift position. Therewas afaint
growling noise.

“You camedl the way up hereto ask methat? Well . . . | seemto recall Gayheart Taonthrust of Ankh
stood fourteen thumibs high, toe to matiock,” mused Lady Ramkin.

“Br...”

“About three foot six inches,” she added kindly.

“No bigger than that?’ said Vimes hopefully. In hislap the old dragon began to snore gently.
“Gally, no. Hewas ahit of afreak, actudly. Mostly they don’t get much bigger than eight thumbs.”
Captain Vimes slipsmoved in hurried caculation. “ Two feet?” he ventured.

“Well done. That’ s the cobbs, of course. The hensare abit smaler.”

Captain Vimeswasn't going to givein. “A cobb would be amae dragon?’ he said.

“Only after the age of two years,” said Lady Ramkin triumphantly. “Up to the age of eight monthshe'sa
pewmet, then he' sacock until fourteen months, and then he' s a snood-*

Captain Vimes sat entranced, egting the horrible cake, britches gradualy dissolving, as the stream of
information flooded over him; how the maes fought with flame but in the laying season only the hens*
breathed fire, from the combustion of complex intestina gases, to incubate the eggs which needed such a
fierce temperature, while the males gathered firewood; a group of swamp dragonswasadump or an
embarrassment; afemae was capable of laying up to three clutches of four eggs every year, most of
which were trodden on by absent-minded males; and that dragons

“Only until their third clutch, of course. After that they’ re dams.

of both sexeswere vaguely uninterested in one another, and indeed everything except firewood, except
for about once every two months when they became as single-minded as a buzzsaw.

Hewas hel pless to prevent himself being taken out to the kennels at the back, outfitted from neck to
anklein leather armour faced with sted plates, and ushered into the long low building where the whistling
had come from.

The temperature wasterrible, but not as bad asthe cocktail of smells. He staggered aimlesdy from one
meta-lined pen to another, while pear-shaped, squesaking little horrors with red eyes were introduced as

“Moonpenny Duchess Marchpaine, who's gravid at the moment” and “Moonmist Talonthrust 11, who
was Best of Breed at Pseudopolis last year”. Jets of pale green flame played across his knees.

Many of the stalls had rosettes and certificates pinned over them.

“Andthisone, I'm afraid, is Goodboy Bindle Featherstone of Quirm,” said Lady Ramkin relentlesdy.



Vimes stared groggily over the charred barrier at the smal creature curled up in the middle of thefloor.
It bore about the same resemblance to the rest of them as Nobby did to the average human being.
Something inits ancestry had given it apair of eyebrowsthat were about the same size asits stubby
wings, which could never have supported it in the air. I1ts head was the wrong shape, like an anteater. It
had nostrils like jet intakes. If it ever managed to get airborne the things would have the drag of twin
parachutes.

It was a'so turning on Captain Vimesthe most sllently intelligent look he' d ever had from any animd,
including Corporal Nobbs.

“It happens,” said Lady Ramkin sadly. “It’sal down to genes, you know.”

“Itis?’ said Vimes. Somehow, the creature seemed to be concentrating al the power its sblingswasted
inflame and noiseinto agare like athermic lance. He couldn’t help remembering how much he' d wanted
apuppy when hewasalittle boy. Mind you, they’ d been starving-anything with mest on it would have
done.

He heard the dragon lady say, “ One triesto breed for agood flame, depth of scale, correct colour and
s0 on. Onejust hasto put up with the occasiond total whittle.”

The little dragon turned on Vimes a gaze that would be guaranteed to win it the award for Dragon the
Judges would Most Like to Take Home and Use as A Portable Gas Lighter.

Tota whittle, Vimes thought. He wasn't sure of the precise meaning of the word, but he could hazard a
shrewd guess. It sounded like whatever it was you had left when you had extracted everything of any
value whatsoever. Like the Watch, he thought. Total whittles, every one of them. And just like him. It
wasthe sagaof hislife.

“That's Naturefor you,” said her ladyship. “Of course | wouldn’t dream of breeding from him, but he
wouldn't be ableto anyway.”

“Why not?’ said Vimes.
“Because dragons have to mate in the air and he'll never be able to fly with thosewings, I'm afraid. Il
be sorry to lose the bloodline, naturally. His sire was Brenda Rodley’ s Treebite Brightscale. Do you

know Brenda?’

“Er, no,” said Vimes. Lady Ramkin was one of those people who assumed that everyone else knew
everyone one knew.

“Charming gel. Anyway, his brothers and ssters are shaping up very well.”

Poor little bastard, thought Vimes. That’ s Nature for you in anutshell. Always dedling off the bottom of
the pack.

No wonder they call her amother . . .
“Y ou said you had something to show me,” Lady Ramkin prompted.

Vimeswordlesdy handed her the parcdl. She dipped off her heavy mittens and unwrapped it.



“Plagter cast of afootprint,” shesaid, badly. “Well?’

“Doesit remind you of anything?’ said Vimes.

“Could be awading bird.”

“Oh.” Vimeswas crestfalen.

Lady Ramkin laughed. “Or aredly big dragon. Got it out of amuseum, did you?’

“No. | got it off the Street thismorning.”

“Ha? Someone' s been playing tricks on you, old chap.”

“Er. Therewas, er, circumstantial evidence.”

Hetold her. She stared at him.

“Draco nobilis” shesaid hoarsdly.

“Pardon?’ said Vimes.

“Draco nobilis. The Noble dragon. As opposed to these fellows-* she waved ahand in the direction of
the massed ranks of whistling lizards-“ Draco vul-garis, thelot of them. But the big onesare al gone, you
know. Thisredlly isanonsense. No two ways about it. All gone. Beautiful things, they were. Weighed
tons. Biggest things ever to fly. No-one knows how they did it.”

And then they redlised.

It was suddenly very quiet.

All dong the rows of kennels, the dragons were silent, bright-eyed and watchful. They were Staring at
the roof.

Carrot looked around him. Shelves stretched away in every direction. On those shelves, books. He
made a caculated guess.

“ThisistheLibrary, isn'tit?’ hesad.
The Librarian maintained his gentle but firm grip on the boy’ s hand and led him aong the maze of aides.

“Isthere abody?’ said Carrot. There’ d have to be. Worse than murder! A body inalibrary. It could
lead to anything.



The ape eventualy padded to ahalt in front of ashelf no different than, it seemed, ahundred others.
Some of the books were chained up. Therewas agap. The Librarian pointed to it.

“Oook.”
“Wdl, what about it? A hole where abook should be.”
“Oook.”

“A book has been taken. A book has been taken? Y ou summoned the Watch,” Carrot drew himself up
proudly, “because someone' s taken abook? Y ou think that’ s worse than murder?’

The Librarian gave him the kind of 1ook other people would reserve for people who said thingslike
“What's so bad about genocide?’

“Thisispracticaly acrimind offence, wasting Watch time,” said Carrot. “Why don't you just tell the
head wizards, or whoever they are?’

“Oook.” The Librarian indicated with some surprisingly economical gesturesthat most wizards would
not find their own bottoms with both hands.

“Wadl, | don’t see what we can do about it,” said Carrot. “What' s the book called?’

The Librarian scratched his head. This one was going to betricky. He faced Carrot, put his
|eather-glove hands together, then folded them open.

“1 know it'sabook. What' sits name?’
The Librarian sighed, and held up ahand.

“Four words?’ said Carrot. “First word.” The ape pinched two wrinkled fingers together. “ Smal word?
A. The. Fo-*

“Oook!”

“The? The. Second word . . . third word? Small word. The? A? To? Of? Fro-Of? Of. The something
Of something. Second word. What? Oh. Firgt syllable. Fingers? Touching your fingers. Thumbs.”

The orangutan growled and tugged theetricaly at onelarge hairy ear.

“Oh, sounds like. Fingers? Hand? Adding up. Sums. Cut off. Smaler word . . . Sum. Sum! Second
gyllable. Small. Very samdl syllable. A. In. Un. On. On! Sum. On. Sum On. Summon! Summon-er?
Summoning? Summoning. Summoning. The Summoning of Something. Thisisfun, isn'tit! Fourth word.
Whole word-*

He peered intently asthe Librarian gyrated mysterioudly.
“Big thing. Huge big thing. Happing. Greet big flapping legping thing. Teeth. Huffing. Blowing. Greet big

huge blowing flapping thing.” Sweat broke out on Carrot’ s forehead as he tried obediently to understand.
“Sucking fingers. Sucking fingersthing. Burnt. Hot. Greet big hot blowing flgpping thing . . .”



The Librarian rolled his eyes. Homo sapiens? Y ou could keep it.

The great dragon danced and spun and trod the air over the city. Its colour was moonlight, gleaming off
its scales. Sometimesit would twist and glide with deceptive speed over the rooftops for the sheer joy of
exiding.

And it wasdl wrong, Vimesthought. Part of him was marvelling a the sheer beauty of the sight, but an
ingstent, weasdlly little group of brain cdllsfrom the wrong side of the synapses was scrawling its graffiti
on the walls of wonderment.

It sabloody greet lizard, they jeered. Must weigh tons. Nothing that big can fly, not even on beautiful
wings. And what isaflying lizard doing with great big scdeson its back?

Five hundred feet above him alance of blue-white flame roared into the sky.
It can’t do something likethat! 1t'd burn its own lips off!

Besde him Lady Ramkin stood with her mouth open. Behind her, the little caged dragons yammered
and howled.

The great beast turned in the air and swooped over the rooftops. The flame darted out again. Below it,
ydlow flames sprang up. It was done so quietly and stylishly that it took Vimes severa secondsto redise
that severd buildings had in fact been set onfire.

“Golly!” said Lady Ramkin. “Look! It'susing thethermad That'swhat thefireisfor!” Sheturned to
Vimes, her eyes hopelesdy aglow. “Do you redlise we' re very probably seeing something that no-one
has seen for centuries?”’

“Yes, it' sabloody flying aligator setting fireto my city!” shouted Vimes.

Shewas't listening to him. “ There must be abreeding colony somewhere,” she said. “After dl thistimel!
Wheredo you think it lives?’

Vimesdidn't know. But he swore to himsdf that he would find out, and ask it some very serious
questions.

“Oneegg,” breathed the breeder. “ Just let me get my handson oneegg. . .

Vimes stared a her in genuine astonishment. It dawned on him that he was very probably aflawved
character.

Beow them, another building exploded into flame.

“How far exactly,” he said, spesking very dowly and carefully, asto achild, “did these things fly?’



“They'revery territorid animals,” murmured her ladyship. “ According to legend, they-*

Vimesredised he wasin for another dose of dragon lore. * Just give methefacts, m’lady,” he said
impatiently.

“Not very far, redly,” she sad, dightly taken aback.
“Thank you very much, ma am, you' ve been very helpful,” muttered Vimes, and brokeinto arun.

Somewherein the city. There was nothing outside for miles except low fields and swamp. It had to be
living somewherein the city.

His sanddl s flapped on the cobbles as he hurtled down the streets. Somewhere in the city! Which was
totaly ridiculous, of course. Totaly ridiculousand impossible.

Hedidn't deservethis. Of dl the citiesin dl theworld it could have flown into, he thought, i’ sflown into
mine. ..

By the time he reached the river the dragon had vanished. But apall of smoke was hanging over the
streets and severa human bucket chains had been formed to pass lumps of theriver to the stricken
buildings,[13] Thejob was considerably hampered by the droves of people streaming out of the streets,
carrying their possessions. Most of the city was wood and thatch, and they weren’t taking any chances.

Infact the danger was surprisingly smal. Mysterioudy small, when you cameto think about it.

Vimes had surreptitioudy taken to carrying a notebook these days, and he had noted the damage as if
the mere act of writing it down somehow made the world a more understandable place.

Itym: Ae Coache House (belonging to an inoffensive businessman, who' d seen hisnew carriagego upiin
flames).

Itym: Ae smdlle vegettable shape (with pin-point accuracy).

Vimes wondered about that. He' d bought some applesin there once, and there didn’t appear to be
anything about it that a dragon could possibly take offence at.

Still, very considerate of the dragon, he thought as he made his way to the Watch House. When you
think of al the timber yards, hayricks, thatched roofs and oil storesit could have hit by chance, it's
managed to redly frighten everyone without actudly harming the city.

Rays of early morning sunlight were piercing the drifts of smoke as he pushed open the door. Thiswas
home. Not the bare little room over the candlemaker’ s shop in Wixon's Alley, where he dept, but this
nasty brown room that smelt of unswept chimneys, Sgt Colon’s pipe, Nobby’ s mysterious persona
problem and, latterly, Carrot’sarmour polish. It was dmost like home.



No-one else was there. He wasn't entirely surprised. He clumped up to his office and leaned back in his
chair, whose cushion would have been thrown out of its basket in disgust by an incontinent dog, pulled
his helmet over hiseyes, and tried to think.

No good rushing about. The dragon had vanished in dl the smoke and confusion, as suddenly asit had
come. Time for rushing about soon enough. The important thing was working out wheretorushto. . .

He d been right. Wading bird! But where did you start looking for abloody great dragonin acity of a
million people?

Hewas aware that his right hand, entirely unbidden, had pulled open the bottom drawer, and three of his
fingers, acting on sealed ordersfrom his hindbrain, had lifted out a bottle. It was one of those bottles that
emptied themselves. Reason told him that sometimes he must occasionally start one, bresk the sedl, see

amber liquid glistening dl the way up to the neck. It was just that he couldn’t remember the sensation. It
was asif the bottles arrived two-thirdsempty . . .

He stared at the label. 1t seemed to be Jmkin Bear-hugger’ s Old Selected Dragon’s Blood Whiskey.
Chegp and powerful, you could light fireswith it, you could clean spoons. Y ou didn’t have to drink much
of it to be drunk, which wasjust aswell.

It was Nobby who shook him awake with the news that there was a dragon in the city, and a so that Sgt
Colon had had anasty turn. Vinies sat and blinked owlishly while the words washed around him.
Apparently having afire-breathing lizard focusing interestedly on on€e' s nether regions from a distance of
afew feet can upset the strongest congtitution. An experience like that could leave alasting mark on a
person.

Vimeswas dill digesting thiswhen Carrot turned up with the Librarian swinging ong behind him.

“Did you seeit?Did you seeit?’ hesaid.

“Weadl saw it,” said Vimes.

“I know dl about it!” said Carrot triumphantly. “ Someone' s brought it here with magic. Someone's
stolen abook out of the Library and guesswhat it's caled?”’

“Can't even beginto,” said Vimes weakly.

“It' scaled The Summoning of Dragons!”

“Oo0ok,” confirmed the Librarian.

“Oh?What'sit about?’ said Vimes. The Librarian rolled hiseyes.
“It’ sabout how to summon dragons. By magic!”

“Oook.”

“Andthat’sillegd, that isl” said Carrot happily. “Releasing Fera Creatures upon the Streets, contrary to
the Wild Animas (Public-"

Vimes groaned. That meant wizards. Y ou got nothing but trouble with wizards.



“1 suppose,” he said, “there wouldn't be another copy of this book around, would there?’
“Oook.” The Librarian shook hishead.
“And you wouldn'’t happen to know what’sin it?” Vimes Sghed.

“What? Oh. Four words,” he said wearily. “First word. Sounds like. Bend. Bough? Sow, cow, how . . .
How. Second word. Small word. The, a,to . . . To. Yes, understood, but I meant in any kind of detail?
No. | see”

“What' re we going to do now, Sir?’ said Carrot anxioudly.

“It'sout there,” intoned Nobby. “Gone to ground, like, during the hours of daylight. Coiled up inits
secret lair, on top of agreat hoard of gold, dreamin’ ancient reptilian dreams fromma dawnatime, waitin’
for the secret curtains of the night, when once moreit will sdly forth-“ He hesitated and added sullenly,
“What'reyou al looking a me like that for?’

“Very poetic,” said Carrot.

“Well, everyone knows the real old dragons used to go to deep on ahoard of gold,” said Nobby. “Well
known folk myth.”

Vimes|ooked blankly into theimmediate future. Vile though Nobby was, he was aso agood indication
of what was going through the mind of the average citizen. Y ou could use him as a sort of laboratory rat
to forecast what was going to happen next.

“| expect you'd beredly interested in finding out where that hoard is, wouldn’t you?” said Vimes
experimentaly.

Nobby looked even more shifty than usud. “Well, Cap'n, | wasthinking of having abit of alook
around. Y ou know. When I’'m off duty, of course,” he added virtuoudly.

“Oh, dear,” said Captain Vimes.

Helifted up the empty bottle and, with great care, put it back in the drawer.

The Elucidated Brethren were nervous. A kind of fear crackled from brother to brother. It wasthe fear
of someone who, having cheerfully experimented with pouring the powder and wadding the bal, has
found that pulling the trigger had led to a godawful bang and pretty soon someoneis bound to come and
seewho'smaking dl the noise.

The Supreme Grand Master knew that he had them, though. Sheep and lamb, sheep and lamb. Since
they couldn’t do anything much worse than they had aready done they might aswell press on and damn
the world, and pretend they’ d wanted it like thisall along. Oh, thejoy of it . . .



Only Brother Plasterer was actualy happy.
“Let that be alesson to all oppressive vegetable sdllers,” he kept saying.

“Yes, er,” said Brother Doorkeeper. “ Only, thething is, there’ s no chance of us sort of accidentally
summoning the dragon here, isthere?’

“I-that is, we-have it under perfect control,” said the Supreme Grand Master smoothly. “ The power is
ours. | can assureyou.”

The Brothers cheered up alittle bit.

“And now,” the Supreme Grand Master continued, “there is the matter of the king.”
The Brothers looked solemn, except for Brother Plasterer.

“Havewe found him, then?’ he said. “That’sa stroke of luck.”

“You never listen, do you?’ snapped Brother Watchtower. “1t was al explained last week, we don’'t go
around finding anyone, we make aking.”

“| thought he was supposed to turn up. ‘ Cos of destiny.”
Brother Watchtower sniggered. “We sort of help Destiny along abit.”

The Supreme Grand Master smiled in the depths of hisrobe. It was amazing, this mystic business. Y ou
tell them alie, and then when you don't need it any more you tell them another lie and tell them they’re
progressing aong the road to wisdom. Then instead of laughing they follow you even more, hoping that at
the heart of dl theliesthey’ll find the truth. And bit by bit they accept the unacceptable. Amazing.

“Bloody hell, that' s clever,” said Brother Doorkeeper. “How do we do that, then?’
“L ook, the Supreme Grand Master said what we do, we find some handsome lad who' s good at taking
orders, hekillsthe dragon, and Bob’ syour uncle. Smple. Much more intelligent than waitin’ for a

so-called red king.”

“But-“ Brother Plasterer seemed deep in thetoils of cerebration, “if we control the dragon, and we do
control the dragon, right? Then we don’t need anyonekilling it, we just Sop summoning it, and

everyoné |l be happy, right?’

“Hoyes,” said Brother Watchtower nadtily, “I can just seeit, can you? Wejust trot out, say ‘Hallo, we
won't set fire to your houses any more, aren’'t we nice', do we? The whole point about the thing with the
kingisthat he'll be a, asort of-*

“Undeniably potent and romantic symbol of absolute authority,” said the Supreme Grand Master
smooathly.

“That'sit,” said Brother Watchtower. “ A potent authority.”

“Oh, | s2e” said Brother Plagterer. “Right. Okay. That’' swhat the king'Il be.”



“That'sit,” said Brother Watchtower.
“No-one going to argue with a potent authority, are they?’
“Tooright,” said Brother Watchtower.

“Stroke of luck, then, finding the true king right now,” said Brother Plagterer. “ Million to one chance,
redly.”

“We haven't found the right king. We don’t need the right king,” said the Supreme Grand Master
wearily. “For thelast time! I’ ve just found usalikely lad who looks good in a crown and can take orders
and knows how to flourish asword. Now just listen .. .”

Flourishing, of course, wasimportant. It didn’t have much to do with widding. Wielding asword, the
Supreme Grand Master considered, was smply the messy business of dynastic surgery. It wasjust a
matter of thrust and cut. Whereas aking had to flourish one. It had to catch the light in just the right way,
leaving watchersin no doubt that here was Destiny’ s chosen. He' d taken along time preparing the sword
and shidld. It had been very expensive. The shield shone like adollar in asweep’ s earhole but the sword,
the sword was magnificent . . .

It was long and shiny. It looked like something some genius of metalwork-one of those little Zen guys
who works only by thelight of dawn and can beat a club sandwich of folded stedsinto something with
the cutting edge of ascapd and the stopping-power of a sex-crazed rhinoceros on bad acid-had made
and then retired in tears because he' d never, ever, do anything so good again. There were so many
jewelson the hilt it had to be sheathed in velvet, you had to look at it through smoked glass. Just laying a
hand on it practically conferred kingship.

Asforthelad . . . hewasadistant cousin, keen and vain, and stupid in a passably aristocratic way.
Currently he was under guard in adistant farmhouse, with an adequate supply of drink and severa young
ladies, dthough what the boy seemed mogt interested in was mirrors. Probably hero materid, the
Supreme Grand Magter thought glumly.

“l suppose,” said Brother Watchtower, “that heisn't thered air to the throne?’
“What do you mean?’ said the Supreme Grand Master.

“Wdll, you know how it is. Fate plays funny tricks. Haha It'd be alaugh, wouldn'tit,” said Brother
Watchtower, “if thislad turned out to be the real king. After dl thistrouble-”

“Thereisno red king any more!” snapped the Supreme Grand Master. “What do you expect? Some
people wandering in the wilderness for hundreds and hundreds of years, patiently handing down a sword
and abirthmark? Some sort of magic?’ He spat the word. He' d make use of magic, meansto an end,
end justifies means and so forth, but to go around believing it, believing it had some sort of mora force,
likelogic, made him wince. “Good grief, man, belogica! Berationa. Evenif any of the old roya family
survived, the blood line' d be so watered down by now that there must be thousands of people who lay
clamto the throne. Even-* hetried to think of theleast likely claimant-" even someone like Brother
Dunny-kin.” He stared at the assembled Brethren. “Don’t see him here tonight, by the way.”

“Funny thing, that,” said Brother Watchtower thoughtfully. “Didn’t you hear?’



“What?’
“He got hitten by a crocodile on hisway home last night. Poor little bugger.”

“What?’

“Million to one chance. It' d escaped from a menagerie, or something, and waslying low in his back
yard. He went to fedl under his doormat for his doorkey and it had him by the funes.”[14] Brother
Watchtower fumbled under hisrobe and produced agrubby brown envelope. “We' re having a
whip-round to buy him some grapes and that, | don’t know whether you'd liketo, er .. .”

“Put me down for three dollars,” said the Supreme Grand Magter.

Brother Watchtower nodded. “Funny thing,” he said, 1 dready have.”

Just afew more nights, thought the Supreme Grand Master. By tomorrow the peopl€ |l be so desperate,
they’ d crown even aone-legged trall if he got rid of the dragon. And we' |l have aking, and he'll have an
advisor, atrusted man, of course, and this stupid rabble can go back to the gutter. No more dressing up,

no moreritud.
No more summoning the dragon.

| can giveit up, hethought. | can giveit up any timel like,

The dtreets outside the Patrician’ s pdace were thronged. Therewasamanic air of carnival. Vimesran a
practised eye over the assortment before him. It was the usua Ankh-Morpork mob intimes of criss; half
of them were here to complain, aquarter of them were here to watch the other half, and the remainder
were here to rob, importune or sall hot-dogs to the rest. There were afew new faces, though. There
were anumber of grim men with big swords dung over their shoulders and whips dung on their belts,

griding through the crowds.
“News spreads quick, don't it,” observed afamiliar voice by hisear. “Morning, Captain.”

Vimes looked into the grinning, cadaverous face of Cut-me-own-Throat Dibbler, purveyor of absolutely
anything that could be sold hurriedly from an open suitcase in abusy street and was guaranteed to have

falen off the back of an oxcart.
“Morning, Throat,” said Vimes absently. “What' re you saling?’

“Genuine article, Captain.” Throat leaned closer. He was the sort of person who could make “Good
morning” sound like aonce-in-alifetime, never-to-be-repeated offer. His eyes swivelled back and forth
intheir sockets, like two rodents trying to find away out. “ Can't afford to be without it,” he hissed.

“ Anti-dragon cream. Persond guarantee: if you' reincinerated you get your money back, no quibble.”

“What you'resaying,” said Vimesdowly, “if | understand the wording correctly, isthat if | am baked



dive by the dragon you' Il return the money?’

“Upon persond application,” said Cut-me-own-Throat. He unscrewed the lid from ajar of vivid green
ointment and thrust it under Vimes s nose. “Made from over fifty different rare spicesand herbsto a
recipe known only to abunch of ancient monks what live on some mountain somewhere. One dollar a
jar, and I'm cutting my own throat. It sapublic service, redly,” he added pioudy.

“You' ve got to hand it to those ancient monks, brewing it up so quickly,” said Vimes.

“Clever buggers,” agreed Cut-me-own-Throat. “ 1t must be al that meditation and yak yogurt.”

“So what’ shappening, Throat?’ said Vimes. “Who'redl the guyswith the big swords?’

“Dragon hunters, Cap’ n. The Patrician announced areward of fifty thousand dollars to anyone who
brings him the dragon’ s head. Not atached to the dragon, either; he'sno fooal, that man.”

“What?”’

“That' swhat he said. It sal written on posters.”
“Fifty thousand dollargl”

“Not chicken feed, eh?”’

“More like dragon fodder,” said Vimes. It'd bring trouble, you mark hiswords. “1’m amazed you' re not
grabbing asword and joining in.”

“I’m morein what you might call the service sector, Cap’'n.” Throat |ooked both ways conspiratoriadly,
and then passed Vimes adip of parchment.

Itsad:

Anti-dragon mirror shields A$ 500
Portable lair detectors A$250
Dragon-piercing arrows A$100 per each

Shovels A$5 Picks A$5 Sacks Al

Vimes handed it back. “Why the sacks?” he said.

“On account of the hoard,” said Throet.

“Oh, yes” sad Vimesgloomily. “ Of course.”

“Tell youwhat,” said Throat, “tell you what. For our boysin brown, ten percent off.”

“And you're cutting your own throat, Throat?’



“Fifteen percent for officers” urged Throat, as Vimes waked avay. The cause of the dight panicin his
Voi ce was Soon agpparent. He had plenty of competition.

The people of Ankh-Morpork were not by nature heroic but were, by nature, salesmen. In the space of
afew feet Vimes could have bought any number of magica wegpons Genuine certyfycate of orthenticity
with everyone, acloak of invisibility-a good touch, he thought, and he was really impressed by the way

the stallowner was using amirror with no glassin it- and, by way of lighter relief, dragon biscuits,
balloons and windmills on sticks. Copper bracelets guaranteed to bring relief from dragonswere anice

thought.
There seemed to be as many sacks and shovels about as there were swords.
Goald, that wasit. The hoard. Hah!

Fifty thousand dollars! An officer of the Watch earned thirty dollars amonth and had to pay to have his
own dents beaten out.

What he couldn’t do with fifty thousand dollars. . .

Vimesthought about thisfor awhile and then thought of the things he could do with fifty thousand
dollars. There were so many more of them, for astart.

He aimost walked into a group of men clustered around a poster nailed to thewall. It declared, indeed,
that the head of the dragon that had terrorised the city would be worth A$50,000 to the brave hero that
ddivered it to the pdace.

One of the clugter, who from his size, wegponry and that way he was dowly tracing the lettering with his
finger Vimes decided was aleading hero, was doing the reading for the others.

“-to ter-her pal-ack-ee,” he concluded.
“Fifty thousand,” said one of them reflectively, rubbing hischin.

“Chegp job,” sad theintellectud. “Well below the rate. Should be haf the kingdom and his daughter’s
hand in marriage.”

“Yes, but heain't aking. HE sa Patrician.”

“Wdl, haf hisPatrimony or whatever. What' s his daughter like?’

The assembled hunters didn’t know.

“He snot married,” Vimes volunteered. “ And he hasn't got adaughter.”

They turned and looked him up and down. He could see the disdain in their eyes. They probably got
through dozenslike him every day. “Not got adaughter?’ said one of them. “Wants peopleto kill

dragons and he hasn’'t got a daughter?’

Vimesfdyt, in an odd way, that he ought to support the lord of the city. “He s got alittle dog that he's
very fond of,” hesaid helpfully.



“Bleeding disgusting, not even having adaughter,” said one of the hunters. “ And what' sfifty thousand
dollars these days? Y ou spend that much in nets.”

“Sright,” said another. “ People think it’ safortune, but they don’t reckon on, well, it’ s not pensionable,
there sall the medica expenses, you' ve got to buy and maintain your own gear-*

“-wear and tear on virgins-* nodded asmadll fat hunter.
“Yeah, andthenthere's. . . what?’
“My specidity isunicorns,” the hunter explained, with an embarrassed smile.

“Oh, right.” Thefirst speaker looked like someone who' d aways been dying to ask the question. “I
thought they were very rare these days.”

“You'reright there. Y ou don’t see many unicorns, either,” said the unicorn hunter. Vimes got the
impression that, in hiswholelife, thiswas hisonly joke.

“Yeah, well. Timesare hard,” said thefirst speaker sharply.

“Mongters are getting more uppity, too,” said another. “1 heard where this guy, hekilled thismonster in
thislake, no problem, stuck its arm up over the door-*

“Pour encourjay laysortras,” said one of the listeners.

“Right, and you know what? I1ts mum come and complained. Its actual mum come right down to the hall
next day and complained. Actually complained. That’ sthe respect you get.”

“Thefemalesare dwaystheworst,” said another hunter gloomily. “I knew this cross-eyed gorgon once,
oh, she was aterror. Kept turning her own nose to stone.”

“It' sour arseson theline every time,” said theintellectua. “I mean, | wish | had adollar for every horse
I’ve had eaten out from underneath me.”

“Right. Fifty thousand dollars? He can stuff it.”
“Yeah”

“Right. Chegpskate.”

“Let’'sgo and haveadrink.”

“Right”

They nodded in righteous agreement and strode off towards the Mended Drum, except for the
intellectua, who sidled uneasily back to Vimes.

“What sort of dog?’ he said.

“What?’' said Vimes.



“l said, what sort of dog?’

“A smd| wire-haired terrier, | think,” said Vimes.

The hunter thought about thisfor sometime.

“Nah,” he said eventudly, and hurried off after the others.

“He sgot an aunt in Pseudopolis, | believe,” Vimes caled after him.

There was no response. The captain of the Watch shrugged, and carried on through the throng to the
Patrician’spdace. . .

... Where the Peatrician was having adifficult lunch-time.

“Gentlemen!” he snapped. “I redly don’t see what elsethereisto do!”

The assembled civic leaders muttered amongst themselves.

“Attimeslikethisit' straditiona that ahero comesforth,” said the President of the Guild of Assassins.
“A dragon dayer. Whereis he, that’ swhat | want to know? Why aren’t our schools turning out young
people with the kind of skills society needs?’

“Fifty thousand dollars doesn’t sound much,” said the Chairman of the Guild of Thieves.

“It may not be much to you, my deer Sir, but it isdl the city can afford,” said the Petrician firmly.

“If it doesn't afford any more than that | don't think there' Il be acity for long,” said the thief.

“And what about trade?’ said the representative of the Guild of Merchants. “ People aren’t going to sall
here with a cargo of rare comestiblesjust to haveit incinerated, are they?’

“Gentlemen! Gentlemen!” The Petrician raised his handsin aconciliatory fashion. “It ssemsto me,” he
went on, taking advantage of the brief pause, “that what we have hereisadtrictly magica phenomenon. |
would like to hear from our learned friend on this point. Hmm?’

Someone nudged the Archchancellor of Unseen University, who had nodded off.

“Eh?What?" said the wizard, sartled into wakefulness.

“We were wondering,” said the Patrician loudly, “what you were intending to do about this dragon of
yours?’

The Archchancellor was old, but alifetime of surviva in theworld of competitive wizardry and the



byzantine palitics of Unseen University meant that he could whip up adefensve argument in asplit
second. Y ou didn’t remain Archchancdlor for long if you let that sort of ingenuous remark whizz past
your ear.

“My dragon?’ he said.

“It'swell known that the great dragons are extinct,” said the Patrician brusquely. “ And, besides, their
natural habitat was definitely rurd. So it seemsto methat this one must be mag-*

“With respect, Lord Vetinari,” said the Archchancellor, “it has often been claimed that dragons are
extinct, but the current evidence, if | may make so bold, tends to cast a certain doubt on the theory. As
to habitat, what we are seeing hereis smply a change of behaviour pattern, occasioned by the spread of
urban areas into the countryside which hasled many hitherto rura creaturesto adopt, nay in many cases
to positively embrace, amore municipa mode of existence, and many of them thrive on the new
opportunities thereby opened to them. For example, foxes are dways knocking over my dustbins.”

He beamed. He' d managed to get dl the way through it without actualy needing to engage hisbrain.
“Areyou saying,” said the ndowly, “that what we ve got hereisthefirs civic dragon?’

“That' sevolution for you,” said the wizard, happily. “1t should do well, too,” he added. “Menty of
nesting Sites, and amore than adequate food supply.”

Silence greeted this statement, until the merchant said. “What exactly isit that they do eat?”
Thethief shrugged. “1 seem to recall stories about virgins chained to huge rocks,” he volunteered.
“It'll starve round here, then,” said the n.“We'‘reon loam.”

“They used to go around ravening,” said thethief. “Dunno if that’sany help ... .

“Anyway,” said the leader of the merchants, “it seemsto be your problem again, my lord.”

Five minutes|ater the Patrician was striding the length of the Oblong Office, fuming.

“They werelaughing at me,” said the Patrician. “I could tell!”

“Did you suggest aworking party?’ said Wonse.

“Of coursel did! It didn’t do thetrick thistime. Y ou know, | really am inclined to increase the reward

“I don’t think that would work, my lord. Any proficient monster dayer knowsthe rate for the job.”
“Hal Haf the kingdom,” muttered the Patrician.

“And your daughter’ shand in marriage,” said Wonse.

“| suppose an aunt isn't acceptable?” the Patrician said hopefully.

“Tradition demands a daughter, my lord.”



The Patrician nodded gloomily.
“Perhgps we can buy it off,” he said doud. “ Are dragonsintelligent?’

“I believe theword traditiondly is‘cunning’, my lord,” said Wonse. “I understand they have aliking for

gold.”

“Really? What do they spend it on?’

“They degponit, my lord.”

“What, do you mean in amattress?’

“No, my lord. Onit.

The Patrician turned thisfact over in hismind. “Don’t they find it rather knobbly?’ he said.
“So | would imagine, Sir. | don't suppose anyone has ever asked.”

“Hmm. Can they tak?’

“They’ re gpparently good at it, my lord.”

“Ah. Interesting.”

The Patrician wasthinking: if it can talk, it can negotiate. If it can negotiate, then | haveit by the short-by
the small scales, or whatever it isthey have.

“And they are said to be slver tongued,” said Wonse. The Patrician leaned back in his chair.
“Only slver?’ hesad.

There was the sound of muted voicesin the passageway outside and Vimes was ushered in.
“Ah, Captain,” said the Patrician, “what progress?’

“I’'m sorry, my lord?’ said Vimes, asthe rain dripped off his cape.

“Towards apprehending thisdragon,” said the Patrician firmly.

“Thewading bird?’ said Vimes.

“Y ou know very well what | mean,” said Vetinari sharply.

“Invedtigationsarein hand,” said Vimes automaticaly.

The Patrician snorted. “ All you haveto doisfind itslair,” he said. “ Once you havethelair, you have the
dragon. That’ s obvious. Haf the city ssemsto belooking for it.”

“If thereisalair,” said Vimes.



Wonse looked up sharply.

“Why do you say that?’

“We are consdering anumber of possibilities” said Vimeswoodenly.

“If it has no lair, where does it spend itsdays?’ said the Patrician.

“Inquiriesare being pursued,” said Vimes.

“Then pursue them with alacrity. And find thelair,” said the Patrician sourly.

“Yes, gr. Permissionto leave, Sr?’

“Very well. But | shall expect progress by tonight, do you understand?’

Now why did | wonder if it hasalair? Vimesthought, as he stepped out into the daylight and the
crowded square. Becauseit didn’t look redl, that’swhy. If itisn’t redl, it doesn’t need to do anything we

expect. How can it walk out of an dley it didn’t go into?

Onceyou' ve ruled out the impossible then whatever isleft, however improbable, must be the truth. The
problem lay in working out what was impossible, of course. That wasthetrick, al right.

Therewas aso the curiousincident of the orangutan in the night-time. . .

By day the Library buzzed with activity. Vimes moved through it diffidently. Strictly speaking, he could
go anywherein the city, but the Univeraty had dways held that it fell under thaumaturgica law and hefdt
it wouldn't be wise to make the kind of enemies where you were lucky to end up the same temperature,
let done the same shape.

Hefound the Librarian hunched over his desk. The ape gave him an expectant |ook.

“Haven't found it yet. Sorry,” said Vimes. “Enquiries are continuing. But thereisalittle help you can give
rre”

“Oook?’

“Wadll, thisisamagicd library, right? 1 mean, these books are sort of intelligent, isn't that s0? So I've
been thinking: | bet if | got in here at night, they’ d soon kick up afuss. Because they don't know me. But
if they did know me, they’ d probably not mind. So whoever took the book would have to be awizard,
wouldn'’t they? Or someone who worksfor the University, at any rate.”

The Librarian glanced from sdeto Sde, then grasped Vimes s hand and led him into the secluson of a
couple of bookshelves. Only then did he nod his head.



“Someone they know?’

A shrug, and then another nod.
“That’ swhy you told us, isit?’
“Oook.”

“And not the Universty Council ?’
“Oook.”

“Any ideawho itis?”

The Librarian shrugged, a decidedly expressive gesture for abody which was basicaly asack between
apair of shoulderblades.

“Wadll, it's something. Let me know if any other strange things happen, won't you?” Vimeslooked up a
the banks of shelves. “ Stranger than usud, | mean.”

“Oook.”
“Thank you. It' s a pleasure to meet a citizen who regardsit astheir duty to assst the Watch.”
The Librarian gave him abanana.

Vimesfelt curioudy dated as he stepped out into the city’ sthrobbing streets again. He was definitely
detecting things. They werelittle bits of things, like ajigsaw. No one of them made any red sense, but
they dl hinted at abigger picture. All he needed to do wasfind a corner, or abit of an edge. . .

Hewas pretty certain it wasn't awizard, whatever the Librarian might think. Not a proper, paid-up
wizard. Thissort of thing wasn't their style.

And there was, of course, this business about the lair. The most sensible course would be to wait and
seeif the dragon turned up tonight, and try and see where. That meant a high place. Was there some way
of detecting dragons themselves? He' d had alook at Cut-me-own-Throat Dibbler’ s dragon detectors,
which consisted solely of apiece of wood on ameta stick. When the stick was burned through, you'd
found your dragon. Likealot of Cut-me-own-Throat’ s devices, it was completely efficient in itsown
gpecid way while at the same time being totaly useless.

There had to be a better way of finding the thing than waiting until your fingers were burned off.

The setting sun spread out on the horizon like alightly-poached egg.



The rooftops of Ankh-Morpork sprouted afine array of gargoyles even in norma times, but now they
were dive with as ghastly an array of faces as ever were seen outside awoodcut about the evils of
gin-drinking among the non-woodcut-buying classes. Many of the faces were attached to bodies holding
afearsome array of homely wegpons that had been handed down from generation to generation for
centuries, often with someforce.

From his perch on the roof of the Watch House Vimes could see the wizards lining the rooftops of the
University, and the gangs of opportunist hoard-researchers waiting in the streets, shovels at the ready. If
the dragon redlly did have a bed somewherein the city, then it would be degping on the floor tomorrow.

From somewhere below came the cry of Cut-me-own-Throat Dibbler, or one of his colleagues, selling
hot sausages. Vimes felt asudden surge of civic pride. There had to be something right about a citizenry
which, when faced with catastrophe, thought about selling sausages to the participants.

The city waited. A few stars came out.

Colon, Nobby and Carrot were also on the roof. Colon was sulking because Vimes had forbidden him
to use his bow and arrow.

These weren't encouraged in the city, since the heft and throw of alongbow’ s arrow could send it
through an innocent bystander ahundred yards away rather than the innocent bystander at whom it was
amed.

“That'sright,” said Carrot, “the Projectile Weapons (Civic Safety) Act, 1634.”

“Don’t you keep on quoting dl that sort of stuff,” snapped Colon. “We don't have any of them laws any
more! That'sal old stuff! It'sal more wossname now. Pragmatic.”

“Law or nolaw,” said Vimes, “I say put it away.”

“But Captain, | wasadab hand at this!” protested Colon. “Anyway,” he added peevishly, “alot of other
people have got them.”

That was true enough. Neighbouring rooftops bristled like hedgehogs. If the wretched thing turned up, it
was going to think it was flying through solid wood with dotsinit. Y ou could dmost fed sorry for it.

“I sad put it away,” said Vimes. “I’m not having my guards shooting citizens. So put it away.”

“That’svery true,” said Carrot. “We re here to protect and to serve, aren't we, Captain.”

Vimes gave him asdeong look. “Er,” hesaid. “Yeah. Yes. That'sright.”

On theroof of her house on the hill, Lady Ramkin adjusted arather inadequate folding chair on the roof,
arranged the telescope, coffee flask and sandwiches on the parapet in front of her, and settled down to
wait. She had a notebook on her knee.

Half an hour went by. Hails of arrows greeted a passing cloud, severd unfortunate bats, and the rising
moon.

“Bugger thisfor agame of soldiers,” said Nobby, eventudly. “It’'s been scared off.”



Sgt Colon lowered his pike. “Lookslikeit,” he conceded.

“And it’ sgetting chilly up here,” said Carrot. He politely nudged Captain Vimes, who was S umped
againg the chimney, staring moodily into space.

“Maybe we ought to be getting down, sir?’ he said. “Lots of people are.”

“Hmm?’ said Vimes, without moving his heed.

“Could be coming ontorain, too,” said Carrot.

Vimes said nothing. For some minutes he had been watching the Tower of Art, which was the centre of
Unseen University and reputedly the oldest building hi the city. It was certainly thetallest. Time, westher
and indifferent repairs had given it agnarled gppearance, like atree that has seen too many
thunderstorms.

Hewastrying to remember its shape. Asin the case with many thingsthat aretotaly familiar, he hadn't
redly looked at it for years. Now he was trying to convince himsdf that the forest of little turretsand
crendlations at itstop looked just the same tonight as they had done yesterday .

It was giving him some difficulty.

Without taking his eyes off it, he grabbed Sgt Colon’s shoulder and gently pointed him in the right
direction.

He said, “Can you see anything odd about the top of the tower?’

Colon stared up for awhile, and then laughed nervoudy. “Well, it looks like there’ sadragon Sitting on it,
doen'tit?’

“Yes. That'swhat | thought.”

“Only, only, only when you sort of ook properly, you can seeit’ s just made up out of shadows and
clumps of ivy and that. | mean, if you half-close one eye, it lookslike two old women and a
whed barrow.”

Vimestried this. “Nope,” hesad. “It ill looks like adragon. A huge one. Sort of hunched up, and
looking down. Look, you can seeitswings folded up.”

“Beg pardon, gr. That' sjust a broken turret giving the effect.”
They watched it for awnhile.

Then Vimessad, “Tell me, Sergeant-1 ask in aspirit of pure inquiry-what do you think’ s causing the
effect of apair of huge wingsunfurling?’

Colon swallowed.
“I think that’ s caused by apair of hugewings, sr,” he said.

“Spot on, Sergeant.”



The dragon dropped. It wasn't aswoop. It smply kicked away from the top of the tower and haf-fell,
haf-flew straight downwards, disappearing from view behind the University buildings.

Vimes caught himsdlf listening for the thump.

And then the dragon wasin view again, moving like an arrow, moving like ashooting star, moving like
something that has somehow turned athirty-two feet per second plummet into an unstoppable upward
swoop. It glided over the rooftops at little more than head height, al the more horrible because of the
sound. It was asthough the air was dowly and carefully being torn in half.

The Watch threw themsdves flat. Vimes caught aglimpse of huge, vaguely horse-like feetures before it
did past.

“Sodding arseholes,” said Nobby, from somewhere in the guttering.

Vimes redoubled his grip on the chimney and pulled himself upright. “Y ou arein uniform, Corpora
Nobbs,” he said, hisvoice hardly shaking at al.

“Sorry, Captain. Sodding arseholes, sir. “
“Where s Sergeant Colon?’

“Down here, Sr. Holding on to thisdrainpipe, Sir.”
“Oh, for goodness sake. Help him up, Carrot.”
“Gogh,” said Carrot, “look at it go!”

Y ou could tell the position of the dragon by the rattle of arrows acrossthe city, and by the screams and
gurglesof dl those hit by the misses and ricochets.

“He hasn't even flapped hiswings yet!” shouted Carrot, trying to stand on the chimney pot. “Look at
himgo!”

It shouldn’t be that big, Vimestold himsalf, watching the huge shape whed over theriver. It saslong as
astreet!

There was a puff of flame above the docks, and for amoment the creature passed in front of the moon.
Then it flapped itswings, once, with asound like the damp hides of a pedigree herd being dapped across
adiff.

It turned in atight circle, pounded the air afew times to build up speed, and came back.

When it passed over the Watch House it coughed a column of spitting whitefire. Tilesunder it didn’t just
melt, they erupted in red-hot droplets. The chimney stack exploded and rained bricks across the street.

Vast wings hammered at the air as the creature hovered over the burning building, fire spearing down on
what rapidly became a glowing heap. Then, when dl that was | eft was a spreading puddle of melted rock
with interesting stresks and bubblesin it, the dragon raised itsdf with a contemptuous flick of itswings

and soared away and upwards, over the city.



Lady Ramkin lowered her telescope and shook her head dowly.
“That’snot right,” shewhispered. “That’ snot right at al. Shouldn’t be able to do anything like that.

She raised the lens again and squinted, trying to see what was on fire. Down below, in their long kennels,
the little dragons howled.

Traditionaly, upon waking from blissfully uneventful insengihility, you ask: “Wheream 17?7’ It' s probably
part of theracia consciousness or something.

Vimessadit.

Tradition dlows achoice of second lines. A key point in the selection processis an audit to see that the
body hasdl the bitsit remembers having yesterday.

Vimes checked.

Then comesthe tantalising bit. Now that the snowball of consciousnessis starting to rall, isit going to
find that it' swaking up indde abody lying in aguitter with something multiple, the noun doesn’t maiter
after an adjective like “multiple’, nothing good ever follows*“multipl€’, or isit going to be acase of crigp
sheets, a soothing hand, and abusinesdike figure in white pulling open the curtains on abright new day?
Isit al over, with nothing worse to look forward to now than weak tea, nourishing grudl, short,
grengthening walksin the garden and possibly abrief platonic love affair with aministering angel, or was
thisal just amoment’ s blackout and some looming bastard is now about to get down to real business
with the thick end of a pickaxe helve? Are there, the consciousness wants to know, going to be grapes?

At this point some outside stimulusis helpful. “It' sgoing to be dl right” isfavourite, whereas* Did anyone
get hisnumber?’ is definitely abad sgn; either, however, is better than “Y ou two hold his hands behind
hisback”.

Infact someone said, “Y ou were nearly agoner there, Captain.”

The pain sensations, which had taken advantage of Vimes' s unconscious state to bunk ofIF for a
metaphorical quick cigarette, rushed back.

Vimessad, “Arrgh.” Then he opened hiseyes.

Therewasacelling. Thisruled out one particular range of unpleasant options and was very welcome.



Hisblurred vision aso revealed Corpora Nobbs, which wasless so. Corporal Nobbs proved nothing;
you could be dead and see something like Corporal Nobbs.

Ankh-Morpork did not have many hospitas. All the Guilds maintained their own sanitariums, and there
were afew public onesrun by the odder religious organisations, like the Baancing Monks, but by and
large medica ass stance was nonexistent and people had to die inefficiently, without the aid of doctors. It

was generally thought that the existence of cures encouraged dackness and wasin any case probably
against Nature' sway.

“Havel dready sad ‘Wheream 1?7 “ said Vimesfaintly.

“yes”

“Did | get an answer?’

“Dunno where this placeis, Captain. It belongs to some posh bint. She said to bring you up here.”

Even though Vimes' s mind appeared to be full of pink treacle he neverthe ess grabbed two cluesand
wrestled them together. The combination of ‘rich’ and ‘ up here’ meant something. So did the strange
chemica smdl in the room, which even overpowered Nobby’ s more everyday odours.

“We're not talking about Lady Ramkin, arewe?’ he said cautioudly.

“Y ou could be right. Gresat big biddy. Mad for dragons.” Nobby’ s rodent face broke into the most
horribly knowing grin Vimes had ever seen. “You'rein her bed,” he said.

Vimes peered around him, feding the first overtures of avague panic. Because now that he could
halfway focus, he could see a certain lack of bachelor sockness about the place. Therewas afaint hint of

talcum powder.

“Bit of aboodwah,” said Nobby, with the air of a connoisseur.

“Hang on, hang on aminute,” said Vimes. “ There wasthisdragon. It wasright over us. . .”
The memory rose up and hit him like azombie with agrudge.

“Youdl right, Captain?

-the talons, outspread, wide as aman'’ s reach; the boom and thump of the wings, bigger than sails, the
stink of chemicals, the gods done knew what sort. . .

It had been so close he could seethetiny scaesonitslegs and thered gleam inits eyes. They were
more than just reptile eyes. They were eyesyou could drown in.

And the breath, so hot that it wasn't likefire at dl, but something amost solid, not burning things but
smashing them apart . . .

On the other hand, he was here and alive. Hisleft sde felt as though it had been hit with an iron bar, but
hewas quite definitely dive.

“What happened?’ he said.



“It wasyoung Carrot,” said Nobby. “He grabbed you and the sergeant and jumped off the roof just
beforeit got us.”

“My sde hurts. It must have got me,” said Vimes.

“No, | reckon that was where you hit the privy roof,” said Nobby. “ And then you rolled off and hit the
water butt.”

“What about Colon? Ishe hurt?’

“Not hurt. Not exactly hurt. He landed more sort of softly. Him being so heavy, he went through the
roof. Talk about ashort sharp shower of-*

“And then what happened?’

“Wadl, we sort of made you comfy, and then everyone went blundering about and shouting for the
sergeant. Until they found out where he was, 0’ course, then they just stood where they were and
shouted. And then thiswoman come running up yelling,” said Nobby.

“ThisisLady Ramkinyou'rereferring to?” said Vimes coldly. Hisribswere aching really magnificently
now.

“Yeah. Big fat party,” said Nobby, unmoved. “ Cor, she can’t haf boss people about! * Oh, the poor
dear man, you must bring him up to my house thisingtant.” So we did. Best place, too. Everyone's
running around down in the city like chickenswith their heads cut off.”

“How much damage did it do?’

“Well, after you were out of it thewizards hit it with fireballs. It didn't likethat at dl. Just seemed to
makeit stronger and angrier. Took out the University’ s entire Widdershinswing.”

“And-?7’

“That' sabout it, redly. It flamed afew more things, and then it must of flown away in dl the smoke.”

“No-one saw where it went?’

“If they did, they ain't saying.” Nobby sat back and leered. “ Disgusting, redly, her livin' in aroom like
this. She' sgot pots of money, sarge says, she' sgot no cal livin' in ordinary rooms. What' s the good of
not wanting to be poor if the rich are allowed to go round livin® in ordinary rooms? Should be marble.”
He sniffed. “Anyway, she said | wasto fetch her when you woke up. She' sfeeding her dragons now.
Old little buggers, aren't they. It'samazing she' sdlowed to keep ‘em.”

“What do you mean?’

“Y ou know. Tarred with the same brush, and that.”

When Nobby had shambled out Vimes took another ook around the room. It did, indeed, lack the gold

leaf and marble that Nobby felt was compulsory for people of ahigh sationin life. All the furniture was
old, and the pictures on the wall, though doubtless vauable, looked the sort of picturesthat are hung on



bedroom walls because people can’t think of anywhere elseto put them. There were also afew
amateurish watercolours of dragons. All indl, it had the look about it of aroom that isonly ever
occupied by one person, and has been absent-mindedly moulded around them over the years, like a suit
of dotheswith aceling.

It was clearly the room of awoman, but one who had cheerfully and without any silly moping been
getting on with her lifewhile dl that soppy romance stuff had been happening to other people somewhere
else, and been jolly grateful that she had her hedlth.

Such clothing aswas visible had been chosen for sensible hardwearing qudities, possibly by aprevious
generation by thelook of it, rather than its use as light artillery in the war between the sexes. There were
bottles and jars neetly arranged on the dressing table, but a certain severity of line suggested that their
labeswould say thingslike“Rub on nightly” rather than “ Just adab behind the ears’. Y ou could imagine
that the occupant of thisroom had dept init dl her life and had been caled “my little girl” by her father
until shewasforty.

There was a big sensible blue dressing gown hanging behind the door. Vimes knew, without even
looking, that it would have arabbit on the pocket.

In short, it was the room of awoman who never expected that aman would ever seetheinsde of it.

The bedside table was piled high with papers. Fedling guilty, but doing it anyway, Vimes squinted at
them.

Dragons was the theme. There were |etters from the Cavern Club Exhibitions Committee and the
Friendly Flamethrowers League. There were pamphlets and apped s from the Sunshine Sanctuary for
Sick Dragons- “Poor little VINNY’ sfireswere nearly Damped after Fiveyears Crudl Useasa
Paint-Stripper, but now-* And there were requests for donations, and talks, and things that added up to
aheart big enough for the wholeworld, or at least that part of it that had wings and bresthed fire.

If you let your mind dwell on roomslike this, you could end up being oddly sad and full of astrange,
diffuse compassion which would lead you to believe that it might be agood ideato wipe out the whole
human race and start again with amoebas.

Beside the drift of paperwork was abook. Vimestwisted painfully and looked &t the spine. It said:
Diseases of the Dragon, by Sybil Deidre Olgivanna Ramkin.

Heturned the stiff pagesin horrified fascination. They opened into another world, aworld of quite
stupefying problems. Slab Throat. The Black Tups. Dry Lung. Storge. Staggers, Heaves, Weeps,
Stones. It was amazing, he decided after reading afew pages, that a swamp dragon ever survived to see
asecond sunrise. Even walking across aroom must be reckoned abiological triumph.

The paingtakingly-drawn illustrations he looked away from hurriedly. Y ou could only take so much
innards.

Therewas aknock at the door.
“I say? Areyou decent?’ Lady Ramkin boomed cheerfully.

113 Er._“



“I"ve brought you something jolly nourishing.”

Somehow Vimesimagined it would be soup. Instead it was a plate stacked high with bacon, fried
potatoes and eggs. He could hear his arteries panic just by looking &t it.

“I’ve made a bread pudding, too,” said Lady Ramkin, dightly sheepishly. “I don’t normally cook much,
just for mysdlf. Y ou know how it is, catering for one.”

Vimes thought about the meds at hislodgings. Somehow the meeat was dways grey, with mysterious
tubesinit.

“Er,” he began, not used to addressing ladies from arecumbent position in their own beds. “ Corpora
Nobbstels me-*

“And what acolourful little man Nobby i9” said Lady Ramkin.

Vimeswasn't certain he could cope with this.

“Colourful?’ he said weskly.

“A red character. We ve been getting dong famoudy.”

“Y ou have?’

“Oh, yes. What agreat fund of anecdotes he has.”

“Oh, yes. HE sgot that al right.” 1t dways amazed Vimes how Nobby got along with practicaly
everyone. It must, he’ d decided, have something to do with the common denominator. In the entire world

of mathematics there could be no denominator as common as Nobby.

“Er,” he said, and then found he couldn’t leave this strange new byway, “you don't find hislanguage a
bit, er, ripe?’

“Sdty,” corrected Lady Ramkin cheerfully. *Y ou should have heard my father when he was annoyed.

Anyway, we found we ve got alot in common. It’'s an amazing coincidence, but my grandfather once had
his grandfather whipped for mdiciouslingering.”

That must make them practicaly family, Vimesthought. Another stab of pain from his stricken sde made
himwince,

“Y ou’ ve got some very bad bruisng and probably a cracked rib or two,” she said. “If you roll over I'll
put some more of thison.” Lady Ramkin flourished ajar of yellow ointment.

Panic crossed Vimes sface. Ingtinctively, he raised the sheets up around his neck.
“Don't play slly buggers, man,” she said. “I shan't see anything | haven't seen before. One backsideis
pretty much like another. It sjust that the ones | see generaly have tails on. Now roll over and up with

the nightshirt. It belonged to my grandfather, you know.”

Therewas no resisting that tone of voice. Vimes thought about demanding that Nobby be brought inasa
chaperon, and then decided that would be even worse.



The cream burned likeice.

“What isit?’

“All kinds of stuff. It’ Il reduce the bruising and promote the growth of hedthy scae.”
“What?’

“Sorry. Probably not scale. Don’'t look so worried.

I’'m amost positive about that. Okay, al done.” She gave him adap on the rump.

“Madam, | am Captain of the Night Watch,” said Vimes, knowing it was abloody daft thing to say even
ashesadit.

“Hdf naked in alady’ s bed, too,” said Lady Ramkin, unmoved. “Now sit up and eat your tea. We ve
got to get you good and strong.”

Vimes seyesfilled with panic.

“Why?' hesad.

Lady Ramkin reached into the pocket of her grubby jacket.

“I made some notes lagt night,” she said. “ About the dragon.”

“Oh, thedragon.” Vimes relaxed a bit. Right now the dragon seemed amuch safer prospect.

“And | did ahit of working out, too. I'll tell you this: it'savery odd beast. It shouldn't be able to get
arborne.”

“You'reright there”

“If it’ sbuilt like swamp dragons, it should weigh about twenty tons. Twenty tond! It simpossible. It'sall
down to weight and wingspan ratios, you see.”

“I saw it drop off the tower like aswalow.”
“I know. It should have torn itswings off and left abloody great holein the ground,” said Lady Ramkin
firmly. “Y ou can’'t muck about with aerodynamics. You can't just scale up from smdl to big and leave it

at that, you see. It'sdl amatter of muscle power and lifting surfaces.”

“I knew there was something wrong,” said Vimes, brightening up. “ And the flame, too. Nothing goes
around with that kind of heat ingdeit. How do swamp dragons manage it?’

“Oh, that' sjust chemicals,” said Lady Ramkin dismissvely. “They just digtill something flammable from
whatever they’ ve eaten and ignite the flame just asit comes out of the ducts. They never actudly havefire
insde them, unlessthey get acase of blowback.” “What happens then?’

“Y ou' re scraping dragon off the scenery,” said Lady Ramkin cheerfully. “I’'m afraid they’ re not very



well-designed creatures, dragons.” Vimeslistened.

They would never have survived at al except that their home swvamps were isolated and short of
predators. Not that a dragon made good eating, anyway-once you' d taken away the leathery skin and
the enormous flight muscles, what was |eft must have been like biting into a badly-run chemica factory.
No wonder dragons were dwaysill. They relied on permanent scomach trouble for supplies of fud. Most
of their brain power was taken up with controlling the complexities of then- digestion, which could didill
flame-producing fuelsfrom the most unlikely ingredients. They could even rearrange thelr interna
plumbing overnight to dedl with difficult processes. They lived on achemica knife-edge the wholetime.
One misplaced hiccup and they were geography.

And when it cameto choosing nesting sites, the femaes had dl the common sense and mothering ingtinct
of abrick.

Vimes wondered why people had been so worried about dragonsin the olden days. If therewasonein
acave near you, al you had to do was wait until it salf-ignited, blew itself up, or died of acute indigestion.

“You'veredly studied them, haven't you,” hesaid.

“Someone ought to.”

“But what about the big ones?’

“Gally, yes. They're agreat mystery, you know,” she said, her expression becoming extremely serious.
“Yes yousad.”

“There are legends, you know. It seems as though one species of dragon started to get bigger and bigger
andthen. . . just vanished.”

“Died out, you mean?’

“No. .. they turned up, sometimes. From somewhere. Full of vim and vigour. And then, one day, they
stopped coming at dl.” She gave Vimes atriumphant look. “I think they found somewhere where they
could redly be.

“Redly bewha?’

“Dragons. Where they could redlly fulfil their potential. Some other dimension or something. Wherethe
gravity isn't so strong, or something.”

“I thought when | saw it,” said Vimes, “I thought, you can’'t have something that flies and has scdeslike
thet.”

They looked at each other.
“Wevegottofinditinitslar,” sad Lady Ramkin.
“No bloody flying newt satsfireto my city,” said Vimes.

“Just think of the contribution to dragon lore,” said Lady Ramkin.



“Ligten, if anyone ever satsfireto thiscity, it' sgoing to be me. “
“It' san amazing opportunity. There's so many questions. . .”

“You'reright there.” A phrase of Carrot’s crossed Vimes smind. “1t can help uswith our enquiries” he
suggested.

“Butinthemorning,” said Lady Ramkin firmly.
Vimes slook of bitter determination faded.

“I shal degp downdairs, in the kitchen,” said Lady Ramkin cheerfully. “1 usudly have acamp bed made

up down there when it’ s egg-laying time. Some of the femal es lways need assistance. Don’'t you worry
about me.”

“You're being very hepful,” Vimes muttered.
“I’ve sent Nobby down to the city to help the others set up your headquarters,” said Lady Ramkin.
Vimes had completely forgotten die Watch House. “1t must have been badly damaged,” he ventured.

“Totaly destroyed,” said Lady Ramkin. “ Just a patch of melted rock. So I’'m letting you have aplacein
Pseudopolis Yard.”

“Sorry?’

“Oh, my father had property al over the city,” she said. “ Quite usdessto me, redly. So | told my agent
to give Sergeant Colon the keysto the old house in Pseudopolis Yard. It'll do it good to be aired.”

“But that area-| mean, there' sreal cobbles on the streets-the rent alone, | mean, Lord Vetinari won’t-*

“Don’'t you worry about it,” she said, giving him afriendly pat. “Now, you redly ought to get some
g@.”

Vimeslay in bed, hismind racing. Pseudopolis Y ard was on the Ankh side of theriver, in quitea
high-rent district. The sight of Nobby or Sergeant Colon walking down the street in daylight would
probably have the same effect on the area as the opening of aplague hospital.

He dozed, gliding in and out of adeep where giant dragons pursued him waving jars of ointment . . .

And awoke to the sound of amob.

Lady Ramkin drawing hersdf up haughtily was not asight to forget, dthough you could try. It waslike
watching continenta drift in reverse as various subcontinents and idands pulled themsel ves together to



form one massive, angry protowoman.

The broken door of the dragon house swung on its hinges. Theinmates, already ashighly strung asa
harp on amphetamines, were going mad. Little gouts of flame burst against the metd plates asthey
stampeded back and forth in their pens. “Hwhat,” she said, “isthe meaning of this?’ If aRamkin had ever
been given to introspection she d have admitted thet it wasn't avery origind line.

But it was handy. It did the job. The reason that cliches become clichesisthat they are the hammers and
screwdriversin the toolbox of communication.

The mab filled the broken doorway. Some of it was waving various sharp implements with the
up-and-down motion proper to rioters.

“Worl,” said the leader, “it’ sthe dragon, innit?’
There was a chorus of muttered agreement.
“Hwhat about it?’ said Lady Ramkin.

“Worl. It's been burning the city. They don't fly far. Y ou got dragons here. Could be one of them,
couldn’'tit?’

“Yesh”

“Sright.”

“QED. “[15]

“So what we' re going to do is, we' re going to put ‘em down.”
“Sright.”

“Yesh”

“Pro bono publico. “

Lady Ramkin’s bosom rose and fell like an empire. She reached out and grabbed the dunging fork from
itshook on thewall.

“One step nearer, | warn you, and you' |l be sorry,” she said.

The leader looked beyond her to the frantic dragons.

“Yeah?' hesad, nadtily. “And what’' Il you do, eh?”’

Her mouth opened and shut once or twice. “1 shall summon the Watch!” she said at last.

Thethreat did not have the effect she had expected. Lady Ramkin had never paid much attention to
those bits of the city that didn’t have scales on.

“Waell, that’ stoo bad,” said the leader. “That’ sreally worrying, you know that? Makes me go all weak



at the knees, that does.”
He extracted alengthy cleaver from his belt. “ And now you just stand aside, lady, because-*

A streak of green fire blasted out of the back of the shed, passed afoot over the heads of the mob, and
burned a charred rosette in the woodwork over the door.

Then came avoice that was a honeyed purr of sheer deadly menace.

“ThisisLord Mountjoy Quickfang Winterforth 1V, the hottest dragon in the city. It could burn your head
cleanoff. *

Captain Vimeslimped forward from the shadows.

A smdl and extremely frightened golden dragon was clamped firmly under one arm. His other hand held
it by thetail.

Therioters watched it, hypnotised.

“Now | know what you' rethinking,” Vimeswent on, softly. “Y ou’ re wondering, after dl this excitement,
hasit got enough flameleft? And, y’know, | an't so suremysdf .. ."

Heleaned forward, sighting between the dragon’ s ears, and his voice buzzed like aknife blade:
“What you' ve got to ask yoursdf is: Am | feding lucky?’

They swayed backwards as he advanced.

“Wd|? hesad. “Areyou feding lucky?’

For afew moments the only sound was Lord Mount-joy Quickfang Winterforth IV’ s somach rumbling
ominoudy asfud doshed into hisflame chambers.

“Now look, er,” said the leader, his eyesfixed hypnotically on the dragon’s head, “there sno call for
anything like that-

“In fact he might just decideto flare off al by himsdf,” said Vimes. “ They haveto do it to stop the gas
building up. It builds up when they get nervous. And, y’ know, | reckon you' ve made them all pretty
nervous now.”

The leader made what he hoped was avaguely conciliatory gesture, but unfortunately did it with the
hand that was till holding aknife.

“Dropit,” said Vimes sharply, “or you' re history.”

The knife clanged on the flagstones. There was a scuffle at the back of the crowd as anumber of
people, metaphorically speaking, were along way away and knew nothing about it.

“But before the rest of you good citizens disperse quietly and go about your business,” said Vimes
meaningfully, “I suggest you look hard at these dragons. Do any of them look sixty feet long? Would you
say they’ ve got an eighty-foot wingspan? How hot do they flame, would you say?’



“Dunno,” said the leader.

Vimesraised the dragon’ s head dightly. The leader rolled his eyes.
“Dunno, Sr,” he corrected.

“Do you want to find out?’

The leader shook his head. But he did manageto find hisvoice.
“Who areyou, anyway?’ he said.

Vimesdrew himsdf up. “Captain Vimes, City Watich,” hesaid.

Thismet with dmost complete silence. The exception was the cheerful voice, somewherein the back of
the crowd, which said: “Night shift, isit?’

Vimeslooked down at hisnightshirt. In hishurry to get off his sickbed he' d shuffled hastily into apair of
Lady Ramkin’sdippers. For thefirgt time he saw they had pink pompoms on them.

And it was at this moment that Lord Mountjoy Quickfang Winterforth IV choseto belch.

It wasn't another stab of roaring fire. It wasjust anear-invisble bal of damp flame which rolled over the
mob and singed afew eyebrows. But it definitely made an impression.

Vimesrallied magnificently. They couldn’t have noticed his brief moment of sheer horror.
“That onewas just to get your attention,” he said, poker-faced. “ The next onewill be alittle lower.”

“Er,” said theleader. “Right you are. No problem. We were just going anyhow. No big dragons here,
right enough. Sorry you' ve been troubled.”

“Oh, no,” said Lady Ramkin triumphantly. “Y ou don't get away that easily!” Shereached upontoa

shelf and produced atin box. It had adot inthelid. It rattled. On the S de was the legend: The Sunshine
Sanctuary for Sick Dragons.

Theinitia whip-round produced four dollars and thirty-one pence. After Captain Vimes gestured
pointedly with the dragon, afurther twenty-five dollars and sixteen pence were miraculoudy forthcoming.
Then the mob fled.

“We made aprofit on the day, anyway,” said Vimes, when they were done again.

“That wasjally brave of you!”

“Let’sjust hopeit doesn't catch on,” said Vimes, gingerly putting the exhausted dragon back in its pen.
Hefdt quite lightheaded.

Once again he was aware of eyes staring fixedly at him. He glanced sideways into the long, pointed face
of Goodboy Bindle Featherstone, rearing up in a pose best described as The Last Puppy in the Shop.



To hisastonishment, he found himsdlf reaching over and scratching it behind its ears, or at least behind
the two spiky things at the sides of its head which were presumably its ears. It responded with a strange
noise that sounded like a complicated blockage in a brewery. Hetook his hand away hurriedly.

“It sdl right,” said Lady Ramkin. “It's his ssomachs rumbling. That means he likesyou.”

To hisamazement, Vimes found that he was rather pleased about this. Asfar as he could recal, nothing
in hislife before had thought him worth a burp.
“I thought you were, er, going to get rid of him,” he said.
“| suppose | shdl haveto,” shesaid. “ Y ou know how it is, though. They look up at you with those big,
soulful eyes*

Therewas abrief, mutual, awkward silence.

“How would it beif -*

“Y ou don’'t think you might like-*

They stopped.
“It'd betheleast | could do,” said Lady Ramkin.
“But you' re dready giving usthe new headquarters and everything!”
“That was smply my duty asagood citizen,” said Lady Ramkin. “Please accept Goodboy as, asa

friend.
Vimesfelt that he was being inched out over avery deep chasm on avery thin plank.

“I don’'t even know what they est,” he said.
“They’ reomnivores, actudly,” she said. “ They eat everything except meta and igneous rocks. Y ou can't
be finicky, you see, when you evolvein asvamp.”

“But doesn’'t he need to be taken for walks? Or flights, or whatever?’

“He seemsto degp most of thetime.” She scratched the ugly thing on top of its scaly head. “He sthe
most relaxed dragon I ve ever bred, | must say.”

“What about, er, you know?’ Heindicated the dunging fork.

“Wadl, it' smainly gas. Just keep him somewhere well ventilated. Y ou haven't got any valuable carpets,
have you? It' s best not to let them lick your face, but they can betrained to control their flame. They're

very hdpful for lighting fires”
Goodboy Bindle Fesatherstone curled up amidst a barrage of plumbing noises.

They’ ve got eight somachs, Vimes remembered; the drawingsin the book had been very detailed. And
there' slots of other stuff like fractional-distillation tubes and mad achemy setsin there,



No swamp dragon could ever terrorise akingdom, except by accident. Vimes wondered how many had
been killed by enterprising heroes. It wasterribly crud to do something like that to crestures whose only
crimewas to blow themsd ves absent-mindedly to piecesin mid-air, which was not something any
individua dragon made a habit of. It made him quite angry to think about it. A race of, of whittles, that's
what dragonswere. Bornto lose. Livefast, diewide. Omnivores or not, what they must redly live on
wastheir nerves, flapping apologetically through the world in mortal fear of their own digestive system.
Thefamily would be just getting over father’ s explosion, and some twerp in asuit of armour would come
plodding into the swamp to stick asword into abag of gutsthat was only one step away from
self-destructionin any case.

Huh. It d be interesting to see how the great dragon dayers of the past stood up to the big dragon.
Armour? Best not to weer it. It d dl be the samein any case, and at least your ashes wouldn’t come
prepackaged in their own fail.

He stared and stared at the malformed little thing, and the idea that had been knocking for attention for
the last few minutesfinaly gained entrance. Everyonein Ankh-Morpork wanted to find the dragon’ slair.
At least, wanted to find it empty. Bits of wood on astick wouldn’t do it, he was certain. But, asthey
said, set athief. . . [16]

He sad, “Could one dragon sniff out another? | mean, follow ascent?’

Dearest Mother [wrote Carrot] Tak about a Turn Up for the Books. Last night the dragon burned up
our Headquarters and Lo and Behold we have been given a better one, it isin a place called Pseudopolis
Y ard, opposite the Opera House. Sgt Colon said we have gone Up in the World and has told Nobby
not to try to sell the furnishings. Going Up in the World is ametaphor, which | am learning about, it islike
Lying but more decorative. There are proper carpetsto spit on. Twice today groups of people have tried
to search the cdllars here for the dragon, it isamazing. And digging up peopl€ s privies and poking into
attics, itislike aFever. Onethingis, people haven't got time for much ese, and Sgt Colon says, when
you go out on your Rounds and shout Twelve of the Clock and All’sWell while adragon is melting the
street you fed abit of aBurke.

| have moved out of Mrs Palm’ s because, there are dozens of bedrooms here. It was sad and they
made meacakebut | think it isfor the best, although Mrs Palm never charged me rent which was very
nice of her consdering sheisawidow with so many fine daughtersto bring up plus dowries ekcetra.

Also | have made friends with this ape who keeps coming round to see if we have found his book.
Nobby saysit isaflearidden moron because it won 18d off him playing Cripple Mr Onion, whichisa
game of chance with cardswhich | do not play, | have told Nobby about the Gambling (Regulation)
Acts, and he said Piss off, which | think isin violation of the Decency Ordinances of 1389 but | have
decided to use my Discretion.

Capt Vimesisill and isbeing looked after by aLady. Nobby saysit iswell known sheisMental, but Sgt
Colon saysitsjust because of living in abig house with alot of dragons but sheisworth a Fortune and
well done to the Capt for getting hisfeet under the table. | do not see what the furniture hasto do withiit.



Thismorning | went for awak with Reet and showed her many interesting examples of theironwork to
befound inthecity. She said it was very interesting. She said | was quite different to anyone she' sever
met. Your loving son, Carrot. X

PS| hope Minty is keeping well.

Hefolded the paper carefully and shoved it into the envel ope.
“Sun’sgoing down,” said Sergeant Colon.

Carrot looked up from his seding wax.

“That meansit will be night soon,” Colon went on, accurately.
“Yes, Sergeant.”

Colon ran afinger round hiscollar. His skin wasimpressively pink, the result of amorning’ s scrubbing,
but people were till staying at arespectful distance.

Some people are born to command. Some people achieve command. And others have command thrust
upon them, and the sergeant was now included in this category and wasn't very happy about it.

Any minute now, he knew, he was going to have to say that it was time they went out on patrol. He
didn’t want to go out on patrol. He wanted to find a nice sub-basement somewhere. But nobblyess
obligay-if hewasin charge, he had to do it.

It wasn't the loneliness of command that was bothering him. It was the being-fried-alive of command
that was giving him problems.

Hewas aso pretty sure that unlessthey came up with something about this dragon very soon then the
Patrician was going to be unhappy. And when the Patrician was unhappy, he became very democratic.
He found intricate and painful ways of spreading that un-happiness asfar as possible. Responsibility, the
sergeant thought, was aterrible thing. So was being horribly tortured. Asfar as he could see, thetwo
factswere rapidly heading towards one another.

And thus hewasterribly relieved when asmal coach pulled up outside the Y ard. It was very old, and
battered. There was afaded coat of arms on the door. Painted on the back, and rather newer, wasthe
little message: Whinny If Y ou Love Dragons.

Out of it, wincing as he got down, stepped Captain Vimes. Following him was the woman known to the
sergeant as Mad Sybil Ramkin. And findly, hopping down obediently on the end of itslead, was asmall-

The sergeant was too nervous to take account of actual size.

“Wadll, I'll be mogadored! They’ ve only gone and caught it!”

Nobby looked up from the table in the corner where he was continudly failing to learn that it isdmost
impossibleto play agame of skill and bluff against an opponent who smilesal thetime. The Librarian
took advantage of the diversion to help himsdlf to acouple of cards off the bottom of the pack.

“Don't be daft. That' sjust aswamp dragon,” said Nobby. “ She'sdl right, isLady Sybil. A red lady.”



The other two guards turned and stared at him. Thiswas Nobby talking.

“Y ou two can bloody well stop that,” he said. “Why shouldn’t | know alady when | seesone? She give
me acup of teain acup fin as paper and asilver spooninit,” he said, speaking as one who had peeped
over the plateau of socid distinction. “And | giveit back to her, so you can stop looking a melike that!”

“What isit you actualy do on your evenings off?” said Colon.

“No business of yourn.”

“Did you redly give the spoon back?’ said Carrot.

“Yes| bloody well did!” said Nobby hotly.

“Attention, lads,” said the sergeant, flooded with relief.

The other two entered the room. Vimes gave his men hisusua look of resgned dismay. “My squad,” he
mumbled.

“Fine body of men,” said Lady Ramkin. “The good old rank and file, en?’

“Therank, anyway,” said Vimes.

Lady Ramkin beamed encouragingly. Thisled to astrange shuffling among the men. Sergeant Colon, by
dint of some effort, managed to make his chest stick out more than his somach. Carrot Sraightened up

from his habitual stoop. Nobby vibrated with soldierly bearing, hands thrust straight down by hissides,
thumbs pointing sharply forward, pigeon chest inflated so much that hisfeet were in danger of leaving the

ground.

“I dwaysthink we can dl deep safer in my bed knowing that these brave men are watching over us,”

sad Lady Ramkin, walking sedately aong the rank, like atreasure galeon running ahead of amild
breeze. “ And whoisthis?’

It isdifficult for an orangutan to stand to attention. Itsbody can master the genera idea, but itsskin
can't. The Librarian was doing his best, however, standing in asort of respectful heap at the end of the
line and maintaining the kind of complex salute you can only achieve with afour-foot arm.

“ ‘E'splain clothes, ma am,” said Nobby smartly. “ Specid Ape Services.”

“Very enterprisng. Very enterprising indeed,” said Lady Ramkin. “How long have you been an ape, my
men?’

“Oook.”
“Wdl done.” Sheturned to Vimes, who was definitely looking incredulous.
“A credit toyou,” shesad. “A fine body of men-*

“ Oook.”



“-anthropoids,” corrected Lady Ramkin, with barely abreak in the flow.

For amoment the rank felt as though they had just returned from single-handedly conquering adistant
province. They fdt, in fact, tremendoudy bucked-up, which was how Lady Ramkin would dmost
certainly have put it and which was definitely severd |etters of the a phabet away from how they normally
felt. Even the Librarian felt favoured, and for once had | et the phrase‘ my man’ pass without comment.
A trickling noise and a strong chemical smell prompted them to look around.

Goodboy Bindle Featherstone was squatting with an air of sheepish innocence dongside what was not
30 much astain on the carpet asaholein thefloor. A few wigps of smoke were curling up from the
edges.

Lady Ramkin sighed.

“Don’t you worry, ma am,” volunteered Nobby cheerfully. “ Soon have that cleaned up.”

“I’'m afraid they’ re often like that when they’ re excited,” she said.

“Fine specimen you got there, ma am,” Nobby went on, revelling in the new-found experience of socia
intercourse.

“It'snot mine,” shesaid. “It belongsto the captain now. Or al of you, perhaps. A sort of mascot. His
name is Goodboy Bindle Fegtherstone.”

Goodboy Bindle Featherstone bore up stoically under the weight of the name, and sniffed atable leg.

“Helooks more like my brother Errol,” said Nobby, playing the cheeky chirpy lovable city sparrow card
for dl it was worth. “Got the same pointed nose, excuse me for saying so, milady.”

Vimes|looked at the creature, which wasinvestigating its new environment, and knew that it was now,
irrevocably, an Errol. Thelittle dragon took an experimenta bite out of the table, chewed it for afew
seconds, spat it out, curled up and went to deep.

“Heain't going to st fireto anything, ishe?’ said the sergeant anxioudly.

“1 don't think s0. He doesn’t seem to have worked out what hisflame ducts are for yet,” said Lady
Ramkin.

“Y ou can't teach him anything about relaxing, though,” said Vimes. “Anyway, men.. . .”

“Oook.”

“| wasn't talking to you, Sir. What' sthis doing here?’

“Er,” said Sergeant Colon hurriedly, “1, er . . . with you being away and dl, and uslikely to be
s_hort-handed ... Carrot here saysit'sal according tothelaw and that . . . | swore himin, sir. The ape,
ar.”

“Swore himin what, Sergeant?’ said Vimes.



“As Specid Congable, sir,” said Colon, blushing. “Y ou know, sir. Sort of citizen's Watch.”
Vimesthrew up hishands. “Specia?Bloody ‘ unique!”
TheLibrarian gave Vimesabig amile,

“Just temporarily, sir. For the duration, like,” said Colon pleadingly. “We could do with the help, sir, and
... well, he'sthe only onewho seemstolikeus. . .”

“I think it' safrightfully good idea,” said Lady Ramkin. “Well done, that ape.”
Vimes shrugged. The world was mad enough aready, what could make it worse?

“Okay,” hesaid. “Okay! | givein. Fine! Give him abadge, athough I’'m damned if | know where he'll
weer it! Fine! Yes! Why not?’

“You dl right, Captain?’ said Colon, al concern.

“Fine! Finel Welcome to the new Watch!” snapped Vimes, striding vaguely around the room. “Great!
After dl, we pay peanuts, don’t we, so we might as well employ mon-*

The sergeant’ s hand dapped respectfully across Vimes' s mouth.

“Er, just onething, Captain,” said Colon urgently, to Vimes s astonished eyes. “ Y ou don't usethe ‘M’
word. Getsright up hisnose, sir. He can't helpit, he loses dl sdlf-control. Like ared rag to awossname,
ar. *Ape isdl right, dr, but not the M’ word. Because, Sir, when he gets angry he doesn't just go and

aulk, g, if you get my drift. He sno trouble at al apart from that, sir. All right? Just don’t say monkey.
Ohghit.”

The Brethren were nervous.

He d heard them talking. Things were moving too fast for them. He thought he’ d led them into the
conspiracy abit at atime, never giving them more truth than their little brains could cope with, but he'd
gill overestimated them. A firm hand was needed. Firm but fair.

“Brothers,” said the Supreme Grand Magter, “ are the Cuffs of Veracity duly enhanced?’

“What?’ said Brother Watchtower vaguely. “ Oh. The Cuffs. Y eah. Enhanced. Right.”

“And the Martlets of Beckoning, are they fittingly divested?’

Brother Plasterer gave aguilty tart. “Me? What? Oh. Fine, no problem. Divested. Yes”

The Supreme Grand Master paused.



“Brothers,” he said softly. “We are so near. Just once more. Just afew hours. Once more and the world
isours. Do you understand, Brothers?’

Brother Plasterer shuffled afoot.

“Wel,” hesaid. “I mean, of course. Yes. No fears about that. Behind you one hundred and ten
m.ca,]t_ﬂ

He' s going to say only, thought the Supreme Grand Master.
“-only-*

Ah.

“-we, that is, dl of us, we'vebeen. . . odd, really, you fed so different, don’t you, after summoning the
dragon, sort of-*

“Cleaned out,” said Brother Plasterer helpfully.

“-yes, likeit's sort of-* Brother Watchtower struggled with the serpents of self-expression-“taking
something out of you . . ."

“Sucked dry,” said Brother Plasterer.
“Yes, likehesad, andwe. .. wdl, it smaybeit'sabitrisky ...

“Like stuff’ s been dragged from your actud living brain by edritch crestures from the Beyond,” said
Brother Plasterer.

“I’d have said more like abit of asick headache, mysdlf,” said Brother Watchtower helplessy. “And we
was wondering, you know, about al this stuff about cosmic balance and that, because, well, look what
happened to poor old Dunnykin. Could be abit of ajudgement. Er.”

“It wasjust amaddened crocodile hidden in aflower bed,” said the Supreme Grand Master. “It could
have happened to anyone. | understand your fedings, however.”

“You do?' said Brother Watchtower.

“Oh, yes. They're only natural. All the greatest wizardsfed alittleill-at-ease before undertaking a great
work such asthis.” The Brethren preened themsalves. Great wizards. That'sus. Yesah. “But in afew
hoursit’Il be over, and | am sure that the king will reward you handsomely. The future will be glorious.”

Thisnormaly did thetrick. It didn’'t appear to be working thistime.

“But the dragon-“ Brother Watchtower began.

“Therewon’'t be any dragon! Wewon't need it. Look,” said the Supreme Grand Magter, “it’ s quite
ample. Thelad will have amarvelous sword. Everyone knows kings have marvellous swords-*

“This d be the marvellous sword you' ve been telling us about, would it?’ said Brother Plasterer.



“And when it touches the dragon,” said the Supreme Grand Master, “it’ll be. . . foom!”

“Yeah, they do that,” said Brother Doorkeeper. “My uncle kicked a swamp dragon once. He found it
edting his pumpkins. Damn thing nearly took hisleg off.”

The Supreme Grand Master sighed. A few more hours, yes, and then no more of this. The only thing he
hadn’t decided was whether to let them aone- who' d believe them, after al?-or send the Guard to arrest
them for being terminally stupid.

“No,” hesad patiently, “1 mean the dragon will vanish. We'll have sent it back. End of dragon.”

“Won't people be abit suspicious?’ said Brother Plasterer. “Won't they expect lumps of dragon al over
the place?’

“No,” said the Supreme Grand Master triumphantly, “because one touch from the Sword of Truth and
Jugticewill totaly destroy the Spawn of Evil!”

The Brethren stared at him.

“That' swhat they’ll believe, anyway,” he added. “We can provide abit of mystic smoke at thetime.”

“Dead easy, mydgtic smoke,” said Brother Fingers.

“No hits, then?’ said Brother Plasterer, a shade disappointed.

Brother Watchtower coughed. “Dunno if people will accept that,” he said. “ Sounds a bit too nest, like.”

“Ligten,” snapped the Supreme Grand Master, “they’ |l accept anything! They'll seeit happen! People
will be so keen to see the boy win, they won't think twice about it! Depend uponit! Now . . . let us
commence. . .”

He concentrated.

Yes, it waseaser. Easer every time. He could fed the scales, fed the rage of the dragon as he reached
into the place where the dragons went and took control.

Thiswas power, and it washis.

Sergeant Colon winced. “Ow.”

“Don’'t beabig softy,” said Lady Ramkin cheerfully, tightening the bandage with awell-practised skill
handed down through many generations of Ramkin womenfolk. “He hardly touched you.”

“And he' svery sorry,” said Carrot sharply. “ Show the sergeant how sorry you are. Go on.”



“Oo0k,” said the Librarian, sheepishly.
“Don’'t let him kissme!l” squesked Colon.

“Do you think picking someone up by their ankles and bouncing their head on the floor comes under the
heading of Striking a Superior Officer?” said Carrot.

“I’'m not pressing charges, me,” said the sergeant hurriedly.

“Canweget on?’ said Vimesimpatiently. “We regoing to seeif Errol can sniff out the dragon’slair.
Lady Ramkin thinksit's got to beworth atry.”

“Y ou mean set a deep hole with spring-loaded sdes, tripwires, whirling knife blades driven by water
power, broken glass and scorpions, to catch athief, Captain?’ said the sergeant doubtfully. * Ow!”

“Yes, we don't want to lose the scent,” said Lady Ramkin. “ Stop being abig baby, Sergeant.”

“Brilliant ideaabout using Errol, ma am, if | may make so bold,” said Nobby, while the sergeant blushed
under his bandage.

Vimeswas not certain how long he would be able to put up with Nobby the social mountaineer.

Carrot said nothing. He was gradually coming to terms with the fact that he probably wasn't adwarf, but
dwarf blood flowed in his veinsin accordance with the famous principle of morphic resonance, and his
borrowed genes were telling him that nothing was going to be that smple. Finding ahoard even when the
dragon wasn't at home was pretty risky. Anyway, he was certain he’' d know if there was one around.
The presence of large amounts of gold aways made adwarf’s pamsitch, and hisweren't itching.

“Well gart by that wall in the Shades,” said the captain.

Sergeant Colon glanced sideways at Lady Ramkin, and found it impossible to show cowardicein the
face of the supportive. He contented himsdlf with, “Isthat wise, Captain?’

“Of courseitisn’t. If we werewise, we wouldn't bein the Watch.”
“I say! All thisistremendoudy exciting,” said Lady Ramkin.

“Oh, | don’'t think you should come, m'’ lady-* Vimes began.
“-Syhil, pleasa! -

“-it' savery disreputable area, you see.”

“But I'msurel shall be perfectly safe with your men,” she said. “I’m sure vagabonds just melt away
when they seeyou.”

That’ s dragons, thought Vimes. They melt away when they see dragons, and just leave their shadows on
thewall. Whenever hefelt that he was dowing down, or that he waslosing interest, he remembered those
shadows, and it was like having dull fire poured down his backbone. Things like that shouldn’t be
alowed to happen. Not in my city.



In fact the Shades were not a problem. Many of its denizens were out hoard-hunting anyway, and those
that remained were far lessinclined than hitherto to lurk in dark aleys. Besides, the more sensible of them
recognised that Lady Ramkin, if waylaid, would probably tell them to pull up their socks and not be silly,
in avoice so used to command that they would probably find themsalves doing it.

Thewadl hadn’t been knocked down yet and till boreits gridy fresco. Errol sniffed around it, trotted up
the dley once or twice, and went to deep.

“Dint work,” said Sergeant Colon.
“Good ideg, though,” said Nobby loyally.
“It could be dl the rain and people walking about, | suppose,” said Lady Ramkin.

Vimes scooped up the dragon. It had been avain hope anyway. It was just better to be doing something
then nothing.

“We d better get back,” he said. “The sun’sgone down.”

They waked back in sllence. The dragon’s even tamed the Shades, Vimes thought. It’ staken over the
wholecity, even whenitisn't here. Peopl€ 11 start tying virginsto rocks any day now.

It'sametaphor of human bloody existence, adragon. And if that wasn't bad enough, it's also abloody
great hot flying thing.

He pulled out the key to the new headquarters. While he was fumbling in the lock, Errol woke up and
started to yammer.

“Not now,” Vimes said. His sdetwinged. The night had barely started and aready he fdlt too tired.
A date did down the roof and smashed on the cobbles beside him.

“Captain,” hissed Sergeant Colon.

“What?”’

“It'son theroof, Captain.”

Something about the sergeant’ s voi ce got through to Vimes. It wasn't excited. It was't frightened. It
just had atone of dull, leaden terror.

He looked up. Errol started to bounce up and down under hisarm.

The dragon-the dragon-was peering down interestedly over the guttering. Itsface donewastdler than a
man. ltseyeswere the Sze of very large eyes, coloured asmouldering red and filled with an intelligence



that had nothing to do with human beings. It wasfar older, for onething. It was an intelligence that had
aready been long basted in guile and marinated in cunning by the time a group of dmost-monkeyswere
wondering whether standing on two legswas agood career move. It wasn't an intelligence that had any
truck with, or even understood, the arts of diplomacy.

It wouldn’t play with you, or ask you riddles. But it understood &l about arrogance and power and
cruelty and if it could possibly manageit, it would burn your head off. Because it liked to.

It was even more angry than usua at the moment. It could sense something behind itseyes. A tiny,
weak, dien mind, bloated with saf-satisfaction. It wasinfuriating, like an unscratchableitch. It was
making it do thingsit didn't want to do . . . and stopping it from doing thingsit wanted to do very much.

Those eyeswere, for the moment, focused on Errol, who was going frantic. Vimes redised that dl that
stood between him and amillion degrees of heat was the dragon’ s vague interest in why Vimeshad a
smaller dragon under hisarm.

“Don’t make any sudden moves,” said Lady Ramkin’svoice behind him. “ And don’t show fear. They
can dwaystdl whenyou' reafraid.”

“Isthere any other advice you can offer at thistime?’” said Vimes dowly, trying to spesk without moving
hislips

“Widll, tickling them behind their ears often works.”

“Oh,” said Vimesweskly.

“And agood sharp ‘no!’ and taking away their food bowl.”

“Ah?’

“And hitting them on the nose with aroll of paper iswhat | do in extreme cases.”

In the dow, brightly-outlined, desperate world Vimes was now inhabiting, which seemed to revolve
around the craggy nostrils afew metres away from him, he became aware of a gentle hissng sound.

The dragon was taking a deep breath.

Theintake of air sopped. Vimeslooked into the darkness of the flame ducts and wondered whether
he' d see anything, whether there d be some tiny white glow or something, before fiery oblivion swept
over him.

At that moment a horn rang out.

The dragon raised its head in a puzzled way and made anoise that sounded vaguely interrogetive without
being in any way aword.

The horn rang out again. The noise seemed to have anumber of echoesthat lived alife of their own. It
sounded like achalenge. If that was't what it was, then the horn blower was soon going to bein
trouble, because the dragon gave Vimes asmouldering look, unfolded its enormous wings, legpt heavily
into the air and, againgt dl the rules of aeronautics, flew dowly away in the direction of the sound.



Nothing in the world should have been ableto fly like that. The wings thumped up and down with a
noise like potted thunder, but the dragon moved asthough it wasidly sculling through the air. If it stopped
flapping, the movement suggested, it would Smply glide to ahdlt. It floated, not flew. For something the
size of abarn with an armour-plated hide, it was a pretty good trick.

It passed over their heads like abarge, heading for the Plaza of Broken Moons.

“Follow it!” shouted Lady Ramkin.

“That’ snot right, it flying like that. I’ m pretty sure there’ s something in one of the Witcheraft Laws,” sad
Carrot, taking out his notebook. “ And it's damaged the roof. It' sredly piling up the offences, you
know.”

“Youdl right, Captain?’ said Sergeant Colon.

“I could seeright up itsnose,” said Captain Vimes dreamily. His eyesfocused on the worried face of the
sergeant. “Where' sit gone?’ he demanded. Colon pointed along the stret.

Vimes glowered at the shape disappearing over the rooftops.

“Follow it!” hesaid.

The horn sounded again.

Other people were hurrying towards the plaza. The dragon drifted ahead of them like ashark heading
towards awayward airbed, itstail flicking dowly from sdeto sde.

“Someloony isgoing to fight it!” said Nobby.

“| thought someone would have ago,” said Colon. “Poor bugger’ |l be baked in his own armour.”

This seemed to be the opinion of the crowds lining the plaza. The people of Ankh-Morpork had a
sraightforward, no-nonsense gpproach to entertainment, and while they were looking forward to seeing
adragon dain, they’ d be happy to settle instead for seeing someone being baked dive in hisown armour.
Y ou didn’t get the chance every day to see someone baked adivein their own armour. It would be

something for the children to remember.

Vimes was jostled and bounced around by the crowd as more people flooded into the plaza behind
them.

The horn sounded athird chdlenge.
“That'sadug-horn, that is,” said Colon knowledgesbly. “Like atocsin, only deeper.”

“You sure?’ said Nobby.



“Ym.”
“It must have been abloody big dug.”

“Peanuts! Figgins! Hot sausages!” whined avoice behind them. “Hallo, lads. Hallo, Captain Vimed! Inat
the death, en? Have a sausage. On the house.”

“What' sgoing on, Throat?’ said Vimes, clinging to the vendor’ stray as more people spilled around
them.

“Some kid' sridden into the city and said he' d kill the dragon,” said Cut-me-own-Throat. “ Got amagic
sword, he says.”

“Has he got amagic kin?’
“Y ou’ ve got no romancein your soul, Captain,”

said Throat, removing avery hot toasting fork from the tiny frying pan on histray and applying it gently
to the buttock of alarge woman in front of him. “ Stand aside, madam, commerce isthe lifeblood of the
city, thank you very much. O’ course,” he continued, “ by rights there should be amaiden chained to a
rock. Only the aunt said no. That’ s the trouble with some people. No sense of tradition. Thislad says
he stherightful air, too.”

Vimes shook hishead. The world was definitely going mad around him. “Y ou’ ve lost methere” he said.
“Air,” said Throat patiently. “Y ou know. Air to the throne.”

“Wheat throne?’

“Thethrone of Ankh.”

“What throne of Ankh?’

“Y ou know. Kings and that.” Throat |ooked reflective. “Wish | knew what hisbloody nameis,” he said.
“| put an order into Igneous the Trall’ sal-night wholesale pottery for three gross of coronation mugs
and it'sgoing to be aright pain, painting al the namesin afterwards. Shdl | put you down for acouple,
Cap'n? To you ninety pence, and that' s cutting me own throat.”

Vimes gave up, and shoved hisway back through the throng using Carrot as alighthouse. The
|ance-congtable loomed over the crowd, and the rest of the rank had anchored themsalvesto him.

“It'sdl gonemad,” he shouted. “What' sgoing on, Carrot?’

“There salad on ahorsein the middle of the plaza,” sad Carrot. “He sgot aglittery sword, you know.
Doesn't seem to be doing much at the moment, though.”

Vimesfought hisway into the lee of Lady Ramkin.

“Kings,” he panted. “Of Ankh. And Thrones. Are there?’



“What? Oh, yes. There used to be,” said Lady Ramkin. “Hundreds of years ago. Why?’

“Some kid sayshe' sheir to the throne!”

“That’sright,” said Throat, who' d followed Vimesin the hope of clinching asde. “Hemade abig

speech about how he was going to kill the dragon, overthrow the usurpers and right al wrongs. Everyone
cheered. Hot sausages, two for adollar, made of genuine pig, why not buy one for the lady?’

“Don’'t you mean pork, Sr?” said Carrot warily, eyeing the glistening tubes.

“Manner of speaking, manner of speaking,” said Throat quickly. “Certainly your actua pig products.
Genuinepig.”

“Everyone cheers any speechinthiscity,” growled Vimes. “It doesn’'t mean anything!”

“Get your pig sausages, fivefor two dollars!” said Throat, who never et a conversation stand in the way
of trade. “ Could be good for business, could monarchy. Pig sausages! Pig sausages! Innabun! And
righting al wrongs, too. Sounds like asolid ideato me. With oniong!”

“Can | pressyou to ahot sausage, ma an?’ said Nobby.

Lady Ramkin looked at the tray around Throat’ s neck. Thousands of years of good breeding came to
her aid and there was only the faintest suggestion of horror in her voice when she said, “My, they look
good. What splendid foodstuffs.”

“Arethey made by monks on some mystic mountain?’ said Carrot.

Throat gave him an odd look. “No,” he said patiently, “by pigs.”

“What wrongs?’ said Vimesurgently. “ Come on, tell me. What wrongsis he going to right?

“We-dl,” said Throat, “there's, well, taxes. That'swrong, for astart.” He had the grace to look dightly
embarrassed. Paying taxes was something that, in Throat’ s world, happened only to other people.

“That'sright,” said an old woman next to him. “ And the gutter of my house leaks something dreadful and
the landlord won'’t do nothing. That’ swrong.”

“And premature baldness,” said the man in front of her. “That’ swrong, too.” Vimes s mouth dropped
open.

“Ah. Kings can cure that, you know,” said another protomonarchist knowingly.

“Asamatter of fact,” said Throat, rummaging in his pack, “I’ve got one bottle |eft of thisastonishing
ointment what ismade-* he glared at Carrot-" by some ancient monks who live on a mountain-"

“And they can't answer back, you know,” the monarchist went on. “That’ s how you can tell they're
royd. Completely incapable of it. It' sto do with being gracious.”

“Fancy,” sad the leaky-guttering woman.

“Money, too,” said the monarchist, enjoying the attention. “They don’t carry it. That’show you can



adwaystdl aking.”

“Why? It s not that heavy,” said the man whose remaining hair was spread across the dome of his head
like the remnant of adefeated army. “I can carry hundreds of dollars, no problem.”

“Y ou probably get weak arms, being aking,” said the woman wisdly. “Probably with the waving.”
“I've dwaysthought,” said the monarchigt, pulling out apipe and beginning to fill it with the ponderous
ar of onewho isgoing to deliver alecture, “that one of the mgor problems of being aking istherisk of
your daughter getting aprick.”

There was athoughtful pause.

“And faling adeep for ahundred years” the monarchist went on stolidly.

“Ah,” said the others, unaccountably relieved.

“And then there' swear and tear on peas,” he added.

“Wdll, there would be,” said the woman, uncertainly.

“Having to degp onthem dl thetime,” said the monarchis.

“Not to mention hundreds of mattresses.”

“Right”

“Isthat s0?1 think | could get ‘em for him wholesale,” said Throat. He turned to Vimes, who had been
ligening to dl thiswith leaden depression. “ See, Captain? And you' d bein theroya guard, | expect. Get
some plumesin your helmet.”

“Ah, pageantry,” said the monarchi<t, pointing with his pipe. “Very important. Lots of spectacles.”

“What, free?’ said Throat.

“We-dl, | think maybe you haveto pay for the frames,” said the monarchist.

“You'redl bloody mad!” shouted Vimes. “Y ou don’t know anything about him and he hasn’'t even won
ya! ”

“Bit of aformality, | expect,” said the woman.

“It' safire-breathing dragon!” screamed Vimes, remembering those nodtrils. “And he'sjust aguy ona
horse, for heaven’s sakel”

Throat prodded him gently in the breastplate. “'Y ou got no soul, Cap’'n,” he said. “When a stranger
comesinto the city under thethral of the dragon and challengesit with aglittery sword, weedll, there's
only one outcome, ain't there? It's probably destiny.”

“Thrdl?" shouted Vimes. “Thrdl?Y ou thieving bugger, Throat, you were flogging cuddly dragon dolls
yesterday!”



“That’ swas just business, Cap’'n. No need to get excited about it,” said Throat pleasantly.

Vimes went back to the rank in agloomy rage. Say what you liked about the people of Ankh-Morpork,
they had aways been staunchly independent, yielding to no man their right to rob, defraud, embezzle and
murder on an equa basis. This seemed absolutely right, to Vimes sway of thinking. Therewasno
difference at al between the richest man and the poorest beggar, apart from the fact that the former had
lots of money, food, power, fine clothes, and good hedlth. But at |least he wasn't any better. Just richer,
fatter, more powerful, better dressed and hedlthier. It had been like that for hundreds of years.

“And now they get one sniff of an ermine robe and they go dl gooey,” he muttered.

The dragon was circling the plaza dowly and warily. Vimes craned to see over the headsin front of him.
In the same way that various predators have the silhouette of their prey dmaost programmed into their
genes, it was possible that the shape of someone on ahorse holding a sword clicked afew tumblersina
dragon’shbrain. It was showing keen but wary interest.

Back in the crowd, Vimes shrugged. “1 didn’t even know we were a kingdom.”

“Well, we haven't been for ages,” said Lady Ramkin. “The kings got thrown out, and jolly good job too.
They could be quitefrightful.”

“But you're, well, from apos-from a high-born family,” he said. “1 should have thought you'd be al for
kings”
“Some of them werefearful oiks, you know,” shesaid airily. “Wivesdl over the place, and chopping

peopl€e s heads off, fighting pointlesswars, eating with their knife, chucking half-esten chicken legs over
their shoulders, that sort of thing. Not our sort of peopleat dl.”

The plazawent quiet. The dragon had flapped dowly to the far end and was amost Sationary intheair,
gpart from the dow besating of itswings.

Vimesfelt something claw gently at his back, and then Errol was on his shoulder, gripping with hishind
claws. His stubby wings were begting in time with those of the bigger specimen. Hewas hissing. Hiseyes
were fixed on the hovering bulk.

The boy’shorse jigged nervoudy on the plaza’ s flagstones as he dismounted, flourished the sword and
turned to face the distant enemy.

He certainly looks confident, Vimestold himself. On the other hand, how does the ability to day dragons
fit you for kingship in thisday and age?

It was certainly avery shiny sword. Y ou had to admit that.



And now it was two of the clock the following morning. And al waswell, gpart from therain. It was
drizzling agan.

There are some townsin the multiverse which think they know how to have agood time. Placeslike
New Orleans and Rio reckon they not only know how to push the boat out but set fire to the harbour as
well; but compared to Ankh-Morpork with its hair down they’reaWelsh village at 2 p.m. on awet
Sunday afternoon.

Fireworks banged and sparkled in the damp air over the turbid mud of the river Ankh. Various
domesticated animals were being roasted in the streets. Dancers conga d from house to house, often
managing to pick up any loose ornaments while doing so. Therewas alot of quaffing going on. People
who in normal circumstances would never think of doing it were shouting “Hurrah”.

Vimes stalked gloomily through the crowded streets, fedling like the only pickled onionin afruit salad.
He d given the rank the evening off.

Hewasn't feding at al royaist. He didn’'t think he had anything againgt kings as such, but the sight of
Ankh-Morporkians waving flags was mysterioudy upsetting. That was something only silly subject
peopledid, in other countries. Besides, theideaof roya plumesin his hat revolted him. He' d dways had
athing about plumes. Plumes sort of, well, bought you off,
told everyone that you didn’t belong to yourself. And he'd fedl like abird. It'd be the last Straw.

Hiserrant feet led him back to the Yard. After dl, where else was there? Hislodgings were depressing
and hislandlady had complained about the holes which, despite much shouting, Errol kept making in the
carpet. And the smdl Errol made. And Vimes couldn’t drink in atavern tonight without seeing things that
would upset him even more than the things he normaly saw when he was drunk.

It was nice and quiet, although the distant sounds of revelry could be heard through the window.

Errol scrambled down from his shoulder and started to eat the coke in the fireplace.

Vimes sat back and put hisfeet up.

What aday! And what afight! The dodging, the weaving, the shouts of the crowd, the young man
standing there looking tiny and unprotected, the dragon taking a deep breath in away now very familiar
toVimes. ..

And not flaming. That had surprised Vimes. It had surprised the crowd. It had certainly surprised the
dragon, which had tried to squint &t its own nose and clawed desperately &t its flame ducts. It had
remained surprised right up to the moment when the lad ducked in under one claw and thrust the sword
home.

And then athunderclap.

Y ou' d have thought there’ d have been some bits of dragon left, redly.

Vimes pulled a scrap of paper towards him. He looked at the notes hel d made yesterday:

Itym: Heavy draggon, but yet it can flyeright welle;



Itym: Thefyre be main hat, yet issueth from aneliving Thinge;
Itym: The Swamp dragons be right Poor Thinges, yet this monstrous Form waxeth full mightily;

Itym: From whence it cometh none knowe, nor wither it goeth, nor where it bideth betweentimes; Itym:
Why foredid it burneth so nestlie ?

He pulled the pen and ink towards him and, in adow round hand, added:

Itym: Can adraggon be destroyed into utterlye noe-thinge?

He thought for awhile, and continued:

Itym: Whyfore did it Explode that noone may find It, search they grestly?

A puzzler, that. Lady Ramkin said that when a swamp dragon exploded there was dragon everywhere.
And this one had been adamn great thing. Admittedly itsinsdes must have been an achemica nightmare,
but the citizens of Ankh-Morpork should still have been spending the night shovelling dragon off the
gtreets. No-one seemed to have bothered about this. The purple smoke was quite impressive, though.

Errol finished off the coke and started on the fireirons. So far this evening he had eaten three
cobblestones, a doorknob, something unidentifiable he’ d found in the gutter and, to generd astonishment,
three of Cut-me-own Throat’ s sausages made of genuine pork organs. The crunching of the poker going
down mingled with the patter of rain on the windows.

Vimes sared at the paper again and then wrote:

Itym: How can Kinges come of noethinge?

He hadn’t even seen the lad close to. He looked personable enough, not exactly agreat thinker, but
definitely the kind of profile you wouldn’t mind seeing on your small change. Mind you, after killing the
dragon he could have been a cross-eyed goblin for dl that it mattered. The mob had borne him in triumph

to the Patrician’ s palace.

Lord Vetinari had been locked up in his own dungeons. He hadn’t put up much fight, apparently. Just
amiled a everyone and went quietly.

What a happy coincidence for the city that, just when it needed a champion to kill the dragon, aking
cameforth.

Vimes turned this thought over for awhile. Then he turned it back to front. He picked up the quill and
wrote:

Itym: What ahappy chanceit be, for alad that would be Kinge, that there be a Draggon to doeto
prove beyond doubt his honey fiddes.

It was alot better than birthmarks and swords, that was for sure. He twiddled the quill for awhile, and
then doodled:

Itym: The draggon was not a Mechanicd devise, yette surety no wizzard has the power to create a
beaste of that mag. magg. maggnyt. Size.



Itym: Whye, in the Pinche, could it not Hame?
Itym: Where did it come from?

ltym: Where did it goe?

The rain pounded harder on the window. The sounds of celebration became distinctly damp, and then
faded completely. There was amurmur of thunder.

Vimes underlined goe severd times. After further consideration he added two more question marks.??

After staring at the effect for some time he rolled the paper into abal and threw it into the fireplace,
whereit wasfielded and swallowed by Errol.

There had been acrime. Senses Vimes didn’t know he possessed, ancient policeman’s senses, prickled
the hairs on his neck and told him there had been a crime. It was probably such an odd crime that it
didn’t figure anywherein Carrot’ s book, but it had been committed dl right. A handful of
high-temperature murders was only the start of it. He'd find it, and giveit aname.

Then he stood up, took hisleather rain cape from its hook behind the door, and stepped out into the
naked city.

Thisiswhere the dragons went.
They lie. ..

Not dead, not adeep. Not waiting, because waiting implies expectation. Possibly the word we're
looking for hereis. ..

..angry.
It could remember thefed of red air under itswings, and the sheer pleasure of the flame. There had

been empty skies above and an interesting world below, full of strange running creatures. Existence had a
different texture there. A better texture.

And just when it was beginning to enjoy it, it had been crippled, stopped from flaming and whipped
back, like some hairy canine mammdl.

The world had been taken away fromiit.

In the reptilian synapses of the dragon’s mind the suggestion was kindled that, just possibly, it could get
the world back. It had been summoned, and disdainfully banished again. But perhapstherewasatrail, a



scent, athread which would lead it to the sky . . .
Perhaps there was a pathway of thought itsdlf . . .

It recalled amind. The peevish voice, so full of its own diminutive importance, amind amost like that of
adragon, but on atiny, tiny scae.

Aha

It stretched itswings.

Lady Ramkin made herself a cup of cocoaand listened to the rain gurgling in the pipes outsde.

She dipped off the hated dancing shoes, which even she was prepared to concede were like a pair of
pink canoes. But nobblyess obligay, asthe funny little sergeant would say, and asthe last representative
of one of Ankh-Morpork’ s oldest families she'd had to go to the victory ball to show willing.

Lord Vetinari seldom had balls. There was a popular song about it, in fact. But now it was going to be
bdlsdl theway.

She couldn’t stand balls. For sheer enjoyment it wasn't a patch on mucking out dragons. Y ou knew
where you were, mucking out dragons. Y ou didn’t get hot and pink and haveto eat silly things on sticks,
or wear adressthat made you look like acloud full of cherubs. Little dragons didn’t give adamn what
you looked like so long as there was afeeding bowl in your hands.

Funny, really. She' d dways thought it took weeks, months, to organise abal. Invitations, decorations,
sausages on poles, ghastly chickeny mixtureto forceinto those little pastry cases. But it had dl been done
inamatter of hours, asif someone had been expecting it. One of the miracles of catering, obvioudy.

She' d even danced with the, for want of a better word, new king, who had said some polite words to her
athough they had been rather muffled.

And acoronation tomorrow. Y ou d have thought it’ d take months to sort out.

Shewas gtill musing on that as she mixed the dragons’ |ate night feed of rock oil and peat, spiked with
flowers of sulphur. She didn’t bother to change out of the ballgown but dipped the heavy apron over the
top, donned the gloves and helmet, pulled the visor down over her face and ran, clutching the feed
buckets, through the driving rain to the shed.

She knew it as soon as she opened the door. Normally the arrival of food would be greeted with hoots
and whistles and brief bursts of flame.

The dragons, each inits pen, were Sitting up in attentive slence and staring up through the roof.

It was somehow scary. She clanged the buckets together.



“No need to be afraid, nasty big dragon all gonel” she said brightly. “Get stuck into this, you people!”
One or two of them gave her abrief glance, and then went back to their-

What? They didn’'t seem to be frightened. Just very, very attentive. It waslike avigil. They were waiting
for something to happen.

Thethunder muttered again.

A couple of minutes|ater she was on her way down into the damp city.

There are some songs which are never sung sober. “Nellie Dean” isone. So isany song beginning “Asl|
wasawalking . ..” Intheareaaround Ankh-Morpork, the favoured air is“A Wizard' s Staff Has A
Knob On The End”.

The rank were drunk. At least, two out of three of the rank were drunk. Carrot had been persuaded to
try ashandy and hadn’t liked it much. He didn’t know al the words, either, and many of the ones he did
know he didn’t understand.

“Oh, | see” hesaid eventually. “It' sa sort of humorous play onwords, isit?’

“Y ou know,” said Colon wigtfully, peering into the thickening migtsrolling in off the Ankh, “s at times
likethis| wish old-

“You'renottosay it,” said Nobby, swaying alittle. “ Y ou agreed, we wouldn’t say nothing, it’sno good
talking about it.”

“It was hisfavourite song,” said Colon sadly. “Hewasagood light tenor.”

“Now, Sarge-*

“He was arighteous man, our Gaskin,” said Colon.

“We couldn’'t of helped it,” said Nobby sulkily.

“We could have,” said Colon. “We could have run faster.”

“What happened, then?” said Carrot.

“Hedied,” said Nobby, “in the hexecution of hisduty.”

“I told him,” said Colon, taking aswig at the bottle they had brought aong to see them through the night,

“I told him. Sow down, | said. You'll do yourself amischief, | said. | don’t know what got into him,
running ahead like that.”



“I blamethe Thieves Guild,” said Nobby. “Allowing peoplelike that on the Sreets-”

“There was this bloke we saw done arobbery one night,” said Colon miserably. “Right in front of us!
And Captain Vimes, he said Come On, and we run, only the point isyou shouldn’t run too fagt, see. Else
you might catch them. Leadsto al sorts of problems, catching people-*

“They don't likeit,” said Nobby. There was amutter of thunder, and aflurry of rain.

“They don't likeit,” agreed Colon. “But Gaskin went and forgot, he ran on, went around the corner and,
wall, this bloke had a couple of mates waiting-*

“It was hisheart redly,” said Nobby.

“Waell. Anyway. And there hewas,” said Colon. “Captain Vimeswas very upset about it. Y ou shouldn't
run fast in the Watch, lad,” he said solemnly. “Y ou can be afast guard or you can be an old guard, but
you can't be afast old guard. Poor old Gaskin.”

“It didn’'t ought to be like that,” said Carrot.

Colon took apull at the bottle.

“Wdll, itis” he said. Rain bounced on his helmet and trickled down hisface.

“Butitdidn’'t ought to be,” said Carrot flatly.

“Butitis,” sad Colon.

Someone dseinthecity wasadsoill at ease. Hewasthe Librarian.

Sergeant Colon had given him abadge. The Librarian turned it round and round in his big gentle hands,
nibbling & it.

It wasn't that the city suddenly had aking. Orangs are traditionalists, and you couldn’t get more
traditional than aking. But they also liked things nest, and things weren’t neat. Or, rather, they weretoo
neat. Truth and redity were never as neat asthis. Sudden heirsto ancient thrones didn’t grow on trees,
and he should know.

Besides, no-one was looking for hisbook. That was human prioritiesfor you.

The book wasthe key to it. He was sure of that. Well, there was one way to find out what wasin the
book. It was a perilous way, but the Librarian ambled adong perilouswaysdl day.

In the silence of the deeping library he opened his desk and removed from its deepest recessesasmall
lantern carefully built to prevent any naked flame being exposed. Y ou couldn’'t be too careful with dl this

paper around . . .



He dso took abag of peanuts and, after some thought, alarge ball of string. He bit off a short length of
the string and used it-to tie the badge around his neck; like atalisman. Then hetied one end of the ball to
the desk and, after amoment’ s contemplation, knuckled off between the bookshelves, paying out the
gring behind him.

Knowledge equals power. . .

The string was important. After awhile the Librarian stopped. He concentrated al his powers of
librarianghip.

Power equalsenergy . . .

People were stupid, sometimes. They thought the Library was a dangerous place because of al the
magical books, which wastrue enough, but what made it really one of the most dangerous placesthere
could ever bewasthe smplefact that it wasalibrary.

Energy equals matter. . . .

He swung into an avenue of shelving that was apparently afew feet long and walked dong it briskly for
helf an hour.

Matter equals mass.
And mass distorts space. It digtortsit into polyfractal L-space.

So, while the Dewey system hasits fine points, when you' re setting out to look something up in the
multidimensiona folds of L-space what you redlly need isaball of string.

Now therain wastrying hard. It glistened off the flagstones in the Plaza of Broken Moons, littered here
and there with torn bunting, flags, broken bottles and the occasiond regurgitated supper. There was il
plenty of thunder about, and agreen, fresh smdl intheair. A few shreds of mist from the Ankh hovered
over the stones. It would be dawn soon.

Vimes s footsteps echoed wetly from the surrounding buildings as he picked hisway acrossthe plaza.
The boy had stood here.

He peered through the mist shreds at the surrounding buildings, getting his bearings. So the dragon had
been hovering-he paced forward-here.

“And,” said Vimes, “thisiswhereit waskilled.”

Hefumbled in his pockets. There were al sorts of thingsin there-keys, bits of string, corks. Hisfinger
closed on astub end of chalk.



He knelt down. Errol jumped off his shoulder and waddled away to inspect the detritus of the
celebration. He dways sniffed everything before he ateit, Vimes noticed. It was abit of apuzzle why he
bothered, because he dways ate it anyway.

Its head had been about, let’s see, here.

He walked backwards, dragging the chalk over the stones, progressing dowly over the damp, empty
square like an ancient worshipper treading amaze. Here awing, curving away towardsatal which
stretched out to here, change hands, now head for the other wing . . .

When hefinished he walked to the centre of the outline and ran his hands over the stones. He redlised he
was half-expecting them to be warm.

Surely there should be something. Some, oh, he didn’t know, some grease or something, some crispy
fried dragon lumps. Errol started eating a broken bottle with every sign of enjoyment. “Y ou know what |
think?’ said Vimes. “| think it went somewhere.”

Thunder rolled again.

“All right, dl right,” muttered Vimes. “It was just athought. It wasn’t that drametic.”

Errol siopped in mid-crunch.

Very dowly, asthough it was mounted on very smooth, well-oiled bearings, the dragon’ s head turned to
face upwards.

What it was Staring at intently was a patch of empty air. There wasn't much e se you could say about it.
Vimes shivered under his cape. Thiswas daft.

“Look, don’'t muck about,” he said, “there’ s nothing there.”

Errol started to tremble.

“It'sjust therain,” said Vimes. “Go on, finish your bottle. Nice bottle.”

A thin, worried keening noise broke from the dragon’s mouth.

“I'll show you,” said Vimes. He cast around and spotted one of Throat’s sausages, cast aside by a
hungry reveller who had decided he was never going to be that hungry. He picked it up.

“Look,” hesaid, and threw it upwards.

Hefdt sure, watching itstrgjectory, that it ought to have fallen back to the ground. It shouldn’t have
falen away, asif he'd dropped it neatly into atunnd in the sky. And the tunnel shouldn’t have been
looking back at him.

Vivid purplelightning lashed from the empty air and struck the houses on the near side of the plaza,
skittering acrossthe wallsfor severa yards before sinking out with asuddenness that almost denied that it
had ever happened at all.



Then it erupted again, thistime hitting the rimward wall. The light broke whereit hit into a network of
searching tendrils spreading across the stones.

Thethird attempt went upwards, forming an actinic column that eventually rosefifty or sixty feet inthe
air, appeared to stabilise, and started to spin dowly.

Vimesfdt that acomment was called for. He said: “Arrgh.”

Asthelight revolved it sent out thin zigzag streamersthat jittered away across the rooftops, sometimes
dipping, sometimes doubling back. Searching.

Erral ran up Vimes sback in aflurry of claws and fastened himself firmly on his shoulder. The
excruciating agony recalled to Vimesthat there was something he should be doing. Wasit timeto scream
again? Hetried another “ Arrgh”. No, probably not.

Thear garted to smdll like burning tin.

Lady Ramkin’s coach rattled into the plaza making anoise like aroulette whedl and pounded straight for
Vimes, stopping in askid that sent it juddering around hi asemicircle and forced the horses elther to face
the other way or plait their legs. A furiousvison in padded lesther, gauntlets, tiaraand thirty yards of
damp pink tulle leaned down towards him and screamed: “Come on, you bloody idiot!”

One glove caught him under his unresisting shoulder and hauled him bodily on to the box.

“And stop screaming!” the phantom ordered, focusing generations of natural authority into four syllables.
Another shout spurred the horses from a bewildered standing start to afull galop.

The coach bounced away over the flagstones. An exploratory tendril of flickering light brushed thereins
for amoment and then lost interest.

“| suppose you haven't got any ideawhat’ s happening?’ shouted Vimes, againg the crackling of the
goinningfire

“Not thefoggiest!”

The crawling lines pread like aweb over the city, growing fainter with distance. Vimesimagined them
creeping through windows and snesking under doors.

“It looks asthough it's searching for something!” he shouted.
“Then getting away beforeit findsit isafird-classidea, don't you think?’

A tongue of fire hit the dark Tower of Art, did blindly down itsivy-grown flanks, and disappeared
through the dome of Unseen University’sLibrary.

The other lines blinked out.
Lady Ramkin brought the coach to ahdt at the far sde of the square.

“What doesit want the Library for?’” she said, frowning.



“Maybeit wantsto ook something up?’

“Don't beslly,” shesaid breezily. “ There' sjust alot of books hi there. What would aflash of lightning
want to read?’

“Something very short?’
“I redlly think you could try to be abit more help.”

Theline of light exploded into an arc between the Library’ s dome and the centre of the plazaand hung hi
theair, aband of brilliance severa feet across.

Then, hi asudden rush, it became asphere of fire which grew swiftly to encompass amost dl the plaza,
vanished suddenly, and Ieft the night full of ringing, violet shadows.

And the plaza full of dragon.

Who would have thought it? So much power, so close at hand. The dragon could fedl the magic flowing
into it, renewing it from second to second, hi defiance of dl boring physica laws. Thiswasn't the poor
fereit had been given before. Thiswas the right stuff. There was no end to what it could do, with power

likethis.
But first it had to pay its respectsto certain people. . .
It sniffed the dawn air. It was searching for the stink of minds.

Noble dragons don’t have friends. The nearest they can get to the ideais an enemy who is il dive.

Theair became very ill, so il that you could dmost hear the dow fdl of dust. The Librarian swung on
his knuckles between the endless bookshelves. The dome of the Library was still overhead but then, it

awayswas.

It seemed quite logica to the Librarian that, since there were aides where the shelves were on the
outside then there should be other aidesin the space between the books themselves, created out of
quantum ripples by the sheer weight of words. There were certainly some odd sounds coming from the
other sde of some shelving, and the Librarian knew that if he gently pulled out a book or two he would
be peeking into different libraries under different skies.

Books bend space and time. One reason the owners of those aforesaid little rambling, poky



second-hand bookshops aways seem dightly unearthly isthat many of them really are, having strayed
into thisworld after taking awrong turning in their own bookshopsin worldswhereit is consdered
commendable business practice to wear carpet dippersdl the time and open your shop only when you
fed likeit. You stray into L-space at your peril.

Very senior librarians, however, once they have proved themsdaves worthy by performing some vaiant
act of librarianship, are accepted into a secret order and are taught the raw arts of survival beyond the
ShelvesWe Know. The Librarian was highly skilled in al of them, but what he was attempting now
wouldn't just get him thrown out of the Order but probably out of lifeitsef.

All libraries everywhere are connected in L-space. All libraries. Everywhere. And the Librarian,
navigating by booksign carved on shelves by past explorers, navigating by smdll, navigating even by the
sren whisperings of nostagia, was heading purposely for one very specid one.

There was one consolation. If he got it wrong, he' d never know it.

Somehow the dragon was worse on the ground. In the air it was an elementa thing, graceful even when
it wastrying to burn you to your boots. On the ground it was just adamn great animal.

Its huge head reared against the grey of dawn, turning dowly.

Lady Ramkin and Vimes peered cautioudy from behind awatertrough. Vimes had his hand clamped
over Errol’ smuzzle. Thelittle dragon was whimpering like akicked puppy, and fighting to get away.

“It' samagnificent brute,” said Lady Ramkin, in what she probably thought was awhisper.
“I do wish you wouldn't keep saying thet,” said Vimes.
There was a scraping noise as the dragon dragged itself over the stones.

“I knew it wasn't killed,” growled Vimes.” “There were no hits. It was too negt. It was sent somewhere
by some sort of magic, | bet. Look at it. It' s bloody impossible! 1t needs magic to keep it divel”

“What do you mean?’ said Lady Ramkin, not tearing her gaze from its armoured flanks.
What did he mean? What did he mean? He thought fast.

“It'sjust not physicaly possible, that’ swhat | mean,” he said. “Nothing that heavy should be ableto fly,
or breathefirelikethat. | told you.”

“But it looksred enough. | mean, you' d expect amagica creatureto be, well, gauzy.”

“Oh, it'sred. It'sred dl right,” said Ramkin bitterly. “ But supposing it needs magic like we need, like
weneed . . . sunlight? Or food.”



“It' sathaumivore, you mean?’

“I'just think it eets magic, that' sal,” said Vimes, who had not had aclassical education. “I mean, all
these little swamp dragons, dways on the point of extinction, suppose one day back in prehistoric times
some of them found out how to use magic?’

‘ “There used to be alot of natural magic around once,” said Lady Ramkin thoughtfully.
“Thereyou are, then. After dl, creatures use the air and the sea. | mean, if there sa naturd resource
around, something' sgoing to useit, aren't they? Then it wouldn’t matter about bad digestion and weight

and wing size and so on, because the magic would take care of it. Wow!”

But you'd need alot, he thought. He wasn'’t certain how much magic you' d need to change the world
enough to let tons of armoured carcassflit around the sky like aswallow, but he’ d bet it was|ots.

All those thefts. Someone’ d been feeding the dragon.

Helooked at the bulk of the Unseen Univerdty Library of magic books, the greatest accumulation of
distilled magical power on the Discworld.

And now the dragon had learned how to feed itsdlf.

He becameterribly aware that Lady Ramkin had moved, and saw to his horror that she was striding
towards the dragon, chin stuck out like an anvil.

“What the hell are you doing?’ he whispered loudly.
“If it' s descended from the swamp dragonsthen | can probably contral it,” she called back. “Y ou have
to look them in the eye and use a no-nonsense tone of voice. They can't resist astern human voice. They

don’t have the willpower, you know. They'rejust big softies”

To hisshame, Vimes redlised that hislegs were going to have nothing to do with any mad dash to drag
her back.

Hispride didn't like that, but his body pointed out that it wasn't his pride that stood a very reasonable
chance of being thinly laminated to the nearest building. Through ears burning with embarrassment he
heard her say: “Bad boy!”

The echoes of that stern injunction rang out across the plaza.

Oh gods, he thought, isthat how you train a dragon? Point them at the melted patch on the floor and
threaten to rub their noseinit?

He risked a peep over the horsetrough.
The dragon’ s head was swinging around dowly, like acranejib. It had some difficulty focusing on her,
right below it. Vimes could see the great red eyes narrow as the creature tried to squint down the length

of itsown nose. It looked puzzled. He was't surprised.

“St!” bellowed Lady Ramkin, in atone so undisobeyable that even Vimesfet hislegsinvoluntarily sag.
“Good boy! | think | may have alump of coke somewhere-* She patted her pockets.



Eye contact. That was theimportant thing. Sheredly, Vimesthought, shouldn’t have looked down even
for amoment.

The dragon raised onetaon in aleisurely fashion and pinned her to the ground.

AsVimes haf-rosein horror Errol escaped from his grip and cleared the trough in one lesp. He
bounced acrossthe plazain a series of wing-whirring arcs, mouth gaping, emitting wheezing burps, trying
toflame.

He was answered with atongue of blue-white fire that melted a streak of bubbling rock severd yards
long but failed to strike the challenger. It was hard to pick him out of the air because, quite clearly, even
Errol didn’t know where he was going to be, or what way up he was going to be when he got there. His
only hope at this point lay in movement, and he vaulted and spun between the increasingly furious bursts
of firelike a scared but determined random particle.

The great dragon reared up with the sound of adozen anchor chains being thrown into a corner, and
tried to bat the tormenter out of the air.

Vimes slegsgavein at that point and decided that they might alow themsdlvesto be heroic legsfor a
while. He scurried across the intervening space, sword at the ready for what good it might do, grabbed
Lady Ramkin by an arm and ahandful of bedraggled balgown, and swung her on to his shoulder.

He got severd yards before the essentia bad judgement of this move dawned on him.

Hewent “Gngh”. His vertebrae and knees were trying to fuse into one lump. Purple spots flashed on and
off infront of hiseyes. On top of it dl, something unfamiliar but gpparently made of wha ebone was
poking sharply into the back of his neck.

He managed afew more steps by sheer momentum, knowing that when he stopped he was going to be
utterly crushed. The Ramkins hadn’t bred for beauty, they’ d bred for healthy solidity and big bones, and
they’ d got very good &t it over the centuries.

A gout of livid dragonfire crackled into the flagstones afew feet awvay.

Afterwards he wondered if hel d only imagined legping severd inchesinto the air and covering the rest of
the distance to the horsetrough at a respectable run. Perhaps, in extremis, everyone learned the kind of
instant movement that was second nature to Nobby. Anyway, the horsetrough was behind him and Lady
Ramkinwasin hisarms, or a least was pinning hisarmsto the ground. He managed to free them and
tried to massage a bit of life back. What did you do next? She didn’'t seem to beinjured. He recalled
something about loosening aperson’s clothing, but in Lady Ramkin's case that might be dangerous
without specid tools.

She solved the immedi ate problem by grabbing the edge of the trough and hauling hersdlf upright.
“Right,” shesaid,”it’ sthe dipper for you-“ Her eyesfocused on Vimesfor thefirst time.
“What the hell’ sgoing on-“ she began again, and then caught the scene over his shoulder.

“Ohsod,” shesad. “Pardon my Klatchian.”



Errol was running out of energy. The stubby wings were indeed incapable of red flight, and he was
remaining airborne soley by flapping madly, like achicken. The great taons swished through the air. One
of them caught one of the plaza sfountains, and demolished it.

The next one swatted Errol negtly.
He shot over Vimes shead in astraight rising line, hit aroof behind him, and did down it.
“You'vegot to catch him!” shouted Lady Vimes. “You mugt! It'svita!”

Vimes stared at her, and then dived forward as Errol’ s pear-shaped body dithered over the edge of the
roof and dropped. He was surprisingly heavy.

“Thank goodness,” said Lady Ramkin, struggling to her feet.” They explode so easly, you know. It could
have been very dangerous.”

They remembered the other dragon. It was't the exploding sort. It was the killing-people kind. They
turned, dowly.

The creature loomed over them, sniffed and then, asif they were of no importance at dl, turned away. It
gorang ponderoudy into the air and, with one dow flap of itswings, began to scull leisurely away down
the plaza and up and into the migts that were ralling over the city.

Vimeswas currently more concerned with the smaler dragon in his hands. Its ssomach was rumbling
aarmingly. He wished he' d paid more attention to the book on dragons. Was astomach noiselikethisa
sign they were about to explode, or was the point you had to watch out for the point when the rumbling
stopped?

“We'vegot tofollow it!” said Lady Ramkin. “What happened to the carriage?’

Vimeswaved ahand vaguely in the direction that, asfar as he could tell, the horses had take in their
panic.

Enrol sneezed acloud of warm gasthat smelled worse than something walled up in acdlar, pawed the
ar weskly, licked Vimes sface with atongue like ahot cheese-grater, struggled out of hisarms and
trotted away.

“ Where she off to?" boomed Lady Ramkin, emerging from the mists dragging the horses behind her.
They didn’'t want to come, their hooves were scraping up sparks, but they were fighting alosing battle.

“He sdill trying to chdlengeit!” said Vines. “Y ou' d think he'd givein, wouldn't you?’

“They fight like blazes,” said Lady Ramkin, as he climbed on to the coach. “It'samatter of making your
opponent explode, you see.”

“I thought, in Nature, the defested animd just rolls on its back hi submission and that’ stheend of it,”
said Vimes, asthey clattered after the disappearing swamp dragon.

“Wouldn't work with dragons,” said Lady Ramkin. “ Some daft creature rolls on its back, you
disembowe it. That’s how they look at it. Almost human, redly.”



The clouds were clustered thickly over Ankh-Morpork. Above them, the dow golden sunlight of the
Disc-world unrolled.

The dragon sparkled in the dawn asit trod the air joyoudy, doing impossible turns and rollsfor the sheer
delight of it. Then it remembered the business of the day.

They’ d had the presumption to summonit . . .

Below it, the rank wandered from side to side up the Street of Small Gods. Despite the thick fog it was
beginning to get busy.

“What d'you cdl them things, like thin stairs?’ said Sergeant Colon.

“Ladders,” said Carrot.

“Lot of “em about,” said Nobby. He mooched over to the nearest one, and kicked it.

“Qil” A figure struggled down, haf buried in astring of flags.

“What’ sgoing on?’ said Nobby.

The flag bearer looked him up and down.

“Who wantsto know, tiddler?’ he said.

“Excuse me, we do,” said Carrot, looming out of the fog like an iceberg. The man gave asickly grin.

“Well, it' sthe coronation, isn't it,” he said. “ Got to get the Streets ready for the coronation. Got to have
the flags up. Got to get the old bunting out, haven't we?’

Nobby gave the dripping finery ajaundiced look. “Doesn't look that old to me,” he said. “It looks new.
What' rethem fat saggy things on that shidd?’

“Those arethe roya hippos of Ankh,” said the man proudly. “ Reminders of our noble heritage.”
“How long have we had a noble heritage, then?’ said Nobby.

“Since yesterday, of course.”

“You can't have aheritagein aday,” said Carrot. “It hasto last along time.”

“If we haven't got one,” said Sergeant Colon, “1 bet we'll soon have had one. My wife left me anote
about it. All these years, and she turns out to be amonarchist.” He kicked the pavement vicioudly.

“Huh!” hesaid. “A man knocks his pipes out for thirty yearsto put abit of meat onthetable, but dl she's
talking about is some boy who getsto be king for five minutes' work. Know what wasfor my tealast



night? Beef dripping sandwiches!”

Thisdid not have the expected response from the two bachelors.

“Cor!” said Nobby.

“Redl beef dripping?’ said Carrot. “ The kind with the little crunchy bits on top? And shiny blobs of fat?’

“Can’t remember when | last addressed the crust on abowl of dripping,” mused Nobby, ina
gastronomic heaven. “With just abit of salt and pepper, you' ve got amed fit for ak-"

“Don’t even say it,” warned Colon.

“The best bit iswhen you gtick the knifein and crack the fat and al the browny gold stuff bubbles up,”
sad Carrot dreamily. “A moment like that isworth aki-*

“Shutup! Shutup!” shouted Colon. “Y ou’re just- what the hell wasthat?’

They fdlt the sudden downdraught, saw the mist above them roll into coils that broke against the house
walls. A blast of colder air swept along the Street, and was gone.

“It was like something gliding past, up there somewhere,” said the sergeant. He froze. “ Here, you don't
think-?’

“Wesaw it killed, didn’'t we?’ said Nobby urgently.

“Wesaw it vanish, * said Carrot.

They looked at one another, done and damp in the mist-shrouded street. There could be anything up
there. Theimagination peopled the dank air with terrible apparitions. And what was worse was the
knowledge that Nature might have done an even better job.

“Nah,” said Colon. “It was probably just some. . . some big wading bird. Or something.”

“Isn't there anything we should do?” said Carrot.

“Yes,” sad Nobby. “We should go away quickly. Remember Gaskin.”

“Maybe it’sanother dragon,” said Carrot. “We should warn people and-*

“No,” said Sergeant Colon vehemently, “because, Ae, they wouldn't believe us and, Bee, we' ve got a
king now. ‘Shisjob, dragons.”

“Sright,” said Nobby. “He d probably be redly angry. Dragons are probably, you know, roya animals.
Like deer. A man could probably have histridlins plucked just for thinking about killing one, when there's
aking around.”[17]

“Makes you glad you're common,” said Colon.

“Commoner,” corrected Nobby.



“That’ snot avery civic attitude-* Carrot began. He wasinterrupted by Erral.

Thelittle dragon cametrotting up the middle of the street, Ssumpy tail high, his eyesfixed on the clouds
above him. He went right by the rank without giving them any attention at dl.

“What'sup with him?’ said Nobby.

A clatter behind them introduced the Ramkin coach.

“Men?’ sad Vimes hestantly, peering through the fog.

“Definitely,” said Sergeant Colon.

“Did you see adragon go past? Apart from Errol ?’

“Waell, er,” said the sergeant, looking at the other two. “ Sort of, Sir. Possibly. It might of been.”
“Then don't stand there like alot of boobies,” said Lady Ramkin. “Get in! Plenty of room ingde!”
There was. When it was built, the coach had probably been the marve of the day, al plush and gilt and
tassdled hangings. Time, neglect and the ripping out of the seatsto alow itsfrequent use to trangport
dragons to shows had taken their toll, but it till reeked of privilege, style and, of course, dragons.
“What do you think you' redoing?’ said Colon, asit rattled off through the fog.

“Wavin',” said Nobby, gesturing gracioudy to the billows around them.

“Disgusting, this sort of thing, redlly,” mused Sergeant Colon. “People goin’ around in coaches likethis
when there' s people with no roof to their heads.”

“It'sLady Ramkin’s coach,” said Nobby. “ She' sall right.”

“Wall, yes, but what about her ancestors, en? Y ou don’t get big houses and carriages without grindin’
the faces of the poor abit.”

“Y ou'rejust annoyed because your missus has been embroidering crowns on her undies,” said Nobby.

“That' sgot nothing to do with it,” said Sergeant Colon indignantly. “1’ ve dways been very firm on the
rightsof man.”

“And dwarf,” said Carrot.

“Yeah, right,” said the sergeant uncertainly. “But dl this business about kingsand lords, it' sagainst basic
human dignity. We' redl born equd. It makesme sick.”

“Never heard you talk like this before, Frederick,” said Nobby.
“It's Sergeant Colon to you, Nobby.

“Sorry, Sergeant.”



The fog itself was shaping up to be areal Ankh-Morpork autumn gumbo.* Vimes squinted through it as
the droplets buckled down to agood day’ s work soaking him to the skin.

“I can just make himout,” he said. “ Turn left here”
“Any ideeswherewe are?’ said Lady Ramkin.

“Businessdistrict somewhere,” said Vimes shortly. Errol’ s progress was dowing abit. He kept looking
up and whining.

“Can’'t see adamn thing above usin thefog,” he said. “I wonder if-*

Thefog, asif in acknowledgement, lit up. Ahead of them it blossomed like a chrysanthemum and made a
noise like “whoomph”.

“Oh, no,” moaned Vimes. “Not again!”

“Like apea-souper, only much thicker, fishier, and with thingsin it you' d probably rather not know
about.

“Arethe Cups of Integrity well and truly suffused?” intoned Brother Watchtower.
“Aye, suffused full well.”

“The Waters of the World, are they Abjured?’

“Y ea, abjured full mightily.”

“Have the Demons of Infinity been bound with many chains?’

“Damn,” said Brother Plagterer, “there' s dways something.”

Brother Watchtower sagged. “ Just once it would be nice if we could get the ancient and timelessrituals
right, wouldn'tit. Y ou' d better get on with it.”

“Wouldn't it be quicker, Brother Watchtower, if | just did it twice next time?’ said Brother Plasterer.
Brother Watchtower gave this some grudging consideration. It seemed reasonable.

“All right,” he said. “Now get back down there with the others. And you should call me Acting Supreme
Grand Master, understand?’

Thisdid not meet with what he considered to be a proper and dignified reception among the brethren.

“No-one said anything to us about you being Acting Supreme Grand Master,” muttered Brother



Doorkeeper.

“Well, that' s al you know because | bloody well am because Supreme Grand Master asked me to open
the Lodge on account of him being delayed with al this coronation work,” said Brother Watchtower
haughtily. “If that doesn’t make me Acting Supreme Grand bloody Master I'd like to know what does,
dl right?’

“I don’'t seewhy,” muttered Brother Doorkeeper. “Y ou don't have agrand title like that. Y ou could just
be cdled something like, well . . . Rituals Monitor.”

“Yeah,” said Brother Plagterer. “Don’t see why you should give yourself airs. Y ou ain't even been taught
the ancient and mystic mysteries by monks, or anything.”

“WEe ve been hanging around for hours, too,” said Brother Doorkeeper. “That’ s not right. | thought
we' d get rewarded-*

Brother Watchtower redlised that he was |osing control. He tried wheedling diplomacy.

“I’'m sure Supreme Grand Master will be dong directly,” he said. “Let’snot spoil it al now, eh? Lads?
Arranging that fight with the dragon and everything, getting it al off right, that was something, wasn't it?
We ve been through alot, right? It'sworth waiting just a bit longer, okay?

The circle of robed and cowled figures shuffled in grudging agreement.

“Okay.”

“Fair enough.”

“Yeah”

certanly.

“Okay.”

“If you say 0.”

It began to creep over Brother Watchtower that something wasn't right, but he couldn’t quite put a
nametoit.

“Uh,” hesaid. “Brothers?’

They, too, shifted uneasily. Something in the room was stting their teeth on edge. Therewasan
atmosphere.

“Brothers,” repesated Brother Watchtower, trying to reassert himsdlf, “we are al here, aren’'t we?’
There was aworried chorus of agreement.
“Of coursewe are.”

“What' sthe matter?’
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Thereit was again, asubtle wrongness about things that you couldn’t quite put your finger on because
your finger wastoo scared. But Brother Watchtower’ s troublesome thoughts were interrupted by a
scrabbling sound on the roof. A few nubs of plaster dropped into the circle.

“Brothers?’ repeated Brother Watchtower nervoudly.

Now there was one of those silent sounds, along, buzzing silence of extreme concentration and just
possibly the indrawing of breath into lungsthe size of haystacks. The last rats of Brother Watchtower's
self-confidence fled the sinking ship of courage.

“Brother Doorkeeper, if you could just unbolt the dread portal-“ he quavered.

And then there was light.

There wasno pain. Therewas no time.

Death gtrips away many things, especidly when it arrives at a temperature hot enough to vaporiseiron,
and among them are your illusons. Theimmorta remains of Brother Watchtower watched the dragon
flap away into the fog, and then looked down at the congealing puddie of stone, meta and miscellaneous
trace dementsthat was al that remained of the secret headquarters. And of its occupants, herealised in
the digpassionate way that is part of being dead. Y ou go through your whole life and end up a smear
swirling around like cream in a coffee cup. Whatever the gods gameswere, they played them inadamn
myseriousway.

Helooked up at the hooded figure beside him.

“We never intended this,” he said weakly. “Honestly. No offence. We just wanted what was dueto us.”

A skeletal hand patted him on the shoulder, not unkindly.

And Degth said, congratulations.

Apart from the Supreme Grand Magter, the only Elucidated Brother to be away at the time of the
dragon was Brother Fingers. He' d been sent out for some pizzas. Brother Fingers was aways the one
sent out for takeaway food. It was cheaper. He' d never bothered to master the art of paying for things.

When the guards rolled up just behind Errol, Brother Fingers was standing with a stack of cardboard
boxesin his hands and his mouth open.



Where the dread portal should have been was awarm melted patch of assorted substances.
“Oh, my goodness,” said Lady Ramkin.

Vimes did down from the coach and tapped Brother Fingers on the shoulder.

“Excuseme, sr,” hesaid, “did you by any chance see what-*

When Brother Fingers turned towards him his face was the face of aman who has hang-glided over the
entrance to Hell. He kept opening and shutting his mouth but no words were coming ouit.

Vimestried again. The sheer terror frozen in Brother Fingers' s expression was getting to him.

“If you would be so kind to accompany meto the Yard,” said Vimes, “| have reason to believe that
you-“ He hesitated. He wasn't entirely certain what it was that he had reason to believe. But the man was
clearly guilty. You could tdll just by looking a him. Not, perhaps, guilty of anything specific. Just guilty in
generd terms.

“Mmmmmuh,” said Brother Fingers.

Sergeant Colon gently lifted the lid of the top box.

“What do you make of it, Sergeant?’ said Vimes, stepping back.

“Er. It looks like aKlatchian Hots with anchovies, ar,” said Sergeant Colon knowledgeably.

“I meantheman,” said Vimeswesrily.

“Nnnnn,” said Brother Fingers.

Colon peered under the hood. “Oh, | know him,

ar,” hesad. “Bengy ‘Lightfoot’ Boggis, Sr. HE sacapo de monty in the Thieves Guild. | know him of
old, sr. Sy little bugger. Used to work at the University.”

“What, assawizard?’ said Vimes.

“Odd job man, sir. Gardening and carpentry and that.”

“Oh. Did he?’

“Can’'t we do something for the poor man?’ said Lady Ramkin.

Nobby saluted smartly. “I could kick him in the bollocks for you if you like, m'lady.”

“Dddrrr,” said Brother Fingers, beginning to shake uncontrollably, while Lady Ramkin smiled the
iron-hard blank smile of ahigh-born lady who is determined not to show that she has understood what

has just been said to her.

“Put him in the coach, you two,” said Vimes. “If it'sal right with you, Lady Ramkin-



“-Syhil-“ corrected Lady Ramkin. Vimes blushed, and plunged on-*it might be agood ideato get him
indoors. Charge him with the theft of one book, to wit, The Summoning of Dragons. “

“Right you are, dir,” said Sergeant Colon. “The pizzas re getting cold, too. Y ou know how the cheese
goesdl manky whenit getscold.”

“And no kicking him, ether,” Vimes warned. “Not even where it doesn’t show. Carrot, you comewith
rre”

“DDddrrraa,” Brother Fingers volunteered.

“And take Errol,” added Vimes. “He sdriving himsalf mad here. Gamelittle devil, I'll give him that.”
“Marvellous, when you cometo think about it,” said Colon.

Errol wastrotting up and down in front of the ravaged building, whining.

“Look at him,” said Vimes. “Can’t wait to get to grips.” His gaze found itself drawn, asthough by wires,
up to theralling clouds of fog.

It'sin there somewhere, he thought.

“What we going to do now, sir?’ said Carrot, asthe carriage rattled off.
“Not nervous, areyou?’ said Vimes.

“No, gr.”

Theway he sad it jogged something in Vimes smind.

“No,” hesaid, “you're not, are you? | supposeit’ s being brought up by the dwarfsthat did it. You've
got no imaginetion.”

“I’'msurel try to do my best, gr,” said Carrot firmly.

“Still sending dl your pay hometo your mother?’

“Yes, gr.”

“You'reagood boy.”

“Yesdr. So what are we going to do, Captain Vimes?' Carrot repeated.

Vimeslooked around him. He walked afew aimless, exasperated steps. He spread hisarmswide and
then flopped them down by hissides.

“How should I know?’ he said. “Warn people, | guess. We' d better get over to the Patrician’ s palace.
And then-*

There were footstepsin the fog. Vimes stiffened, put hisfinger to hislipsand pulled Carrot into the



shelter of adoorway.

A figureloomed out of the billows.

Another one of ‘em, thought Vimes. Well, there' s no law about wearing long black robes and deep
cowls. There could be dozens of perfectly innocent reasons why this person iswearing long black robes
and adeep cowl and standing in front of amelted-down house a dawn.

Perhaps | should ask him to name just one.

He stepped out.

“Excuseme, dr-* he began.

The cowl swung around. There was a hiss of indrawn breath.

“I just wonder if you would mind-after him, lance-constable! “

Thefigure had agood start. It scuttled along the street and had reached the corner before Vimeswas
halfway there. He skidded around it in time to see ashape vanish down an aley.

Vimes redised he was running aone. He panted to a halt and looked back just in time to see Carrot jog
gently around the corner.

“What' swrong?’ he wheezed.
“Sergeant Colon said | wasn't to run,” said Carrot.
Vimeslooked at him vaguely. Then dow comprehension dawned.

“Oh,” hesaid. “I, er, see. | don’'t think he meant in every circumstance, lad.” He stared back into the
fog. “Not that we had much of achancein thisfog and these streets.”

“Might have been just an innocent bystander, sr,” said Carrot.

“What, in Ankh-Morpork?’

“Yes, gr.”

“We should have grabbed him, then, just for therarity value,” said Vimes.

He patted Carrot on the shoulder. “ Come on. We d better get along to the Patrician’s palace.”
“TheKing spaace,” corrected Carrot.

“What?" said Vimes, histrain of thought temporarily shunted.

“It'stheKing' s palace now,” said Carrot. Vimes squinted Sdeways at him.

He gave ashort, mirthless laugh.



“Yeah, that’ sright,” he conceded. “ Our dragon-killing king. Well donethat man.” He sighed. “ They're
not going to likethis”

They didn’t. None of them did.

Thefirst problem was the palace guard.

Vimes had never liked them. They’ d never liked him. Okay, so maybe the rank were only one step
away from petty scofflaws, but in Vimes's professona opinion the palace guard these days were only
one step away from being the worst criminal scum the city had ever produced. A step further down.
They’ d haveto reform a bit before they could even be considered for inclusion in the Ten Most
Unwanted lis.

They were rough. They were tough. They weren’t the sweepings of the gutter, they were what you il
found sticking to the gutter when the gutter sweepers had given up in exhaustion. They had been
extremey well-paid by the Patrician, and presumably were extremely well-paid by someone ese now,
because when Vimes walked up to the gates a couple of them stopped lounging against the wallsand
draightened up while sill maintaining just the right amount of psychologica douch to cause maximum
offense.

“Captain Vimes,” said Vimes, aring straight ahead. “ To seetheking. It' s of the utmost importance.”

“Yeah?Wdll, it'd haveto be” said aguard. “ Captain Simes, wasit?’

“Vimes,” said Vimesevenly. “WithaVee”

One of the guards nodded to his companion.

“Vimes” hesad. “WithaVee”

“Fancy,” said the other guard.

“It'smogt urgent,” said Vimes, maintaining awooden expression. He tried to move forward.

Thefirst guard sidestepped neetly and pushed him sharply in the chest.

“No-oneisgoing nowhere,” he said. “Orders of the king, see? So you can push off back to your pit,
Captain VimeswithaVee”

It was't the words which made up Vimes smind. It was the way the other man sniggered.
“Stand aside,” hesaid.

The guard leaned down. “Who' s going to make me,” he rapped on Vimes shelmet, “copper?’



There aretimeswhen it isaveritable pleasure to drop the bomb right away.

“Lance-congtable Carrot, | want you to charge these men,” said Vimes.

Carrot saluted. “Very good, sir,” he said, and turned and trotted smartly back the way they had come.

“Hey!” shouted Vimes, as the boy disappeared around a corner.

“That' swhat | liketo see,” said thefirst guard, leaning on his spesk. “ That’ sayoung man with initiative,
that young man. A bright lad. He doesn’t want to stop along here and have his earstwisted off. That'sa
young man who'sgoing to go along way, if he'sgot any sense.”

“Very sendble” said the other guard.

He leaned the spear againgt thewall.

“Y ou Watch men make me want to throw up,” he said conversationally. “Poncing around al thetime,
never doing aproper job of work. Throwing your weight about asif you counted for something. So me

and Clarence are going to show you what red guarding isal about, isn't that right?’

| could just about manage one of them, Vimes thought as he took afew steps backward. If he was
facing the other way, at lesd.

Clarence propped his spear against the gateway and spat on his hands.

Therewas along, terrifying ululation. Vimes was amazed to rediseit was't coming from him.

Carrot appeared around the corner at adead run. He had afelling axein either hand.

His huge lesther sanddls flapped on the cobblestones as he bounded closer, accelerating dl thetime.
And al thetime there was this cry, deedahdeedahdeedah, like something caught in atrap at the bottom
of atwo-tone echo canyon.

The two paace guards stood rigid with astonishment.

“| should duck, if I wasyou,” said Vimesfrom near ground level.

The two axes|left Carrot’ s hands and whirred through the air making anoise like abrace of partridges.
One of them hit the palace gate, burying half the head in the woodwork. The other one hit the shaft of the
first one, and split it. Then Carrot arrived.

Vimeswent and sat down on anearby bench for awhile, and rolled himsdf acigarette.

Eventudly hesaid, “I think that’ s about enough, congtable. | think they’ d like to come quietly now.”

“Yes, sr. What are they accused of, Sir?’ said Carrot, holding one limp body in either hand.

“Assaulting an officer of the Watch in the execution of hisduty and . . . oh, yes. Ressting arrest.”

“Under Section (vii) of the Public Order Act of 14577’ said Carrot.



“Yes” said Vimessolemnly. “Yes. Yes, | suppose so.”
“But they didn’t resist very much, sir,” Carrot pointed out.

“Well, attempting to resst arrest. | should just leave them over by the wall until we come back. | don’t
expect they’ || want to go anywhere.”

“Right you are, Sir.”

“Don't hurt them, mind,” said Vimes. “Y ou mustn’t hurt prisoners.”

“That'sright, ar,” said Carrot, conscientioudy. “ Prisoners once Charged have Rights, air. It sayssoin
the Dignity of Man (Civic Rights) Act of 1341. | keep telling Corpora Nobbs. They have Rights, | tell
him. This means you do not Put the Boot in.”

“Very well put, consteble.”

Carrot looked down. “Y ou have theright to remain slent,” he said. “Y ou have theright not to injure
yoursdlf falling down the steps on the way to the cdlls. Y ou have the right not to jump out of high
windows. Y ou do not have to say anything, you see, but any thing you do say, well, | haveto takeit

down and it might be used in evidence.” He pulled out his notebook and licked his pencil. He leaned
down further.

“Pardon?’ he said. Helooked up at Vimes.
“How do you spdll *groan’, Sr?” hesaid.
“G-R-O-N-E, | think.”

“Very good, Sir.”

“Oh, and constable?

“Yes, ar?

“Why the axes?’

“They were armed, Sir. | got them from the blacksmith in Market Street, Sir. | said you'd be along later
to pay for them.”

“Andthecry?’ sad Vimesweskly.
“Dwarfishwar yodd, sir,” said Carrot proudly.

“It'sagood cry,” sad Vimes, picking hiswordswith care. “But I’ d be grateful if you’'d warn mefirst
another time, dl right?’

“Certainly, sir”

“Inwriting, | think.”



The Librarian swung on. It was dow progress, because there were things he wasn't keen on mesting.
Crestures evolveto fill every nichein the environment, and some of thosein the dusty immensity of
L-gpace were best avoided. They were much more unusua than ordinary unusual crestures.

Usudly he could forewarn himself by keeping acareful eye on the kickstool crabsthat grazed harmlessly
on the dust. When they were spooked, it wastimeto hide. Severd times he had to flatten himsdlf against
the shelves as athesaurus thundered by. He waited patiently asaherd of Critters crawled past, grazing

on the contents of the choicer books and leaving behind them piles of smal dim volumes of literary
criticism. And there were other things, things which he hurried away from and tried not to look hard at . .

And you had to avoid cliches a dl cogts.

Hefinished the last of his peanuts atop a stepladder, which was browsing mindlesdy off the high shelves.

Theterritory definitely had afamiliar fed, or a least he got the feding that it would eventudly be familiar.
Time had adifferent meaning in L-space.

There were shelves whose outline he fdt he knew. The book titles, while still unreadable, hdd a
tantdising hint of legibility. Even the musty air had asmdl he thought he recognised.

He shambled quickly aong aside passage, turned the corner and, with only the dightest twinge of
disorientation, shuffled into that set of dimensionsthat people, because they don’t know any better, think
of asnormdl.

Hejust fet extremey hot and his fur stood straight out from his body as tempora energy gradualy
discharged.

Hewasin the dark.

He extended one arm and explored the spines of the books by hisside. Ah. Now he knew where he
was.

Hewas home.
He was home aweek ago.

It was essentid that he didn’t leave footprints. But that wasn't a problem. He shinned up the side of the
nearest bookcase and, under the starlight of the dome, hurried onwards.



Lupine Wonse glared up, red-eyed, from the heap of paperwork on his desk. No-onein the city knew
anything about coronations. He d had to make it up as he went dong. There should be plenty of thingsto
wave, he knew that.

“Yes?' hesad, abruptly.

“Er, there’ sa Captain Vimesto seeyou,” said the flunkey.

“Vimes of the Watch?’

“Yes, gr. Saysit’s of the upmost importance.”

Wonse looked down hisligt of other things that were also of the utmost importance. Crowning the king,
for onething. The high priests of fifty-three rdigionswere dl claiming the honour. It was going to be a
scrum. And then there were the crown jewels.

Or rather, there weren't the crown jewes. Somewhere in the preceding generations the crown jewels
had disappeared. A jewdler in the Street of Cunning Artificerswas doing the best he could in thetime
with gilt and glass.

Vimes could wait.

“Tell him to come back another day,” said Wonse.

“Good of you to seeus,” said Vimes, gppearing in the doorway.

Wonseglared a him.

“Sinceyou’'rehere. ..” hesad. Vimes dropped hishelmet on Wonse' s desk in what the secretary
thought was an offensive manner, and sat down.

“Take asest,” said Wonse.
“Have you had breakfast yet?' said Vimes.
“Now redly-“ Wonse began.

“Don’t worry,” said Vimes cheerfully. “ Congtable Carrot will go and see what' s hi the kitchens. This
chap will show him theway.”

When they had gone Wonse leaned across the drifts of paperwork.
“There had better,” he said, “be avery good reason for-*
“Thedragonisback,” said Vimes.

Wonse stared at him for awhile.

Vimes stared back.



Wonse' s senses came back from whatever corners they’ d bounced into.

“Y ou've been drinking, haven't you,” he said.

“No. Thedragon isback. *

“Now, look-“ Wonse began.

“I saw it,” said Vimesflatly.

“A dragon? Y ou' re sure?’

Vimesleaned acrossthe desk. “No! | could be bloody mistaken!” he shouted. “I1t may have been
something else with sodding grest big claws, huge lesthery wings and hot, fiery bresth! There must be
masses of thingslike that!”

“But wedl saw it killed!” said Wonse.

“1 don’t know what we saw!” said Vimes, “But | know what | saw!”

He leaned back, shaking. He was suddenly fedling extremely tired.

“Anyway,” he said, in amore normd voice, “it’sflamed a house in Bitwash Street. Just like the other
ones”

“Any of them get out?’

Vimes put his head in his hands. He wondered how long it was since he' d last had any deep, proper
deep, the sort with sheets. Or food, cometo that. Wasit last night, or the night before? Had he ever,
cometo think of it, ever dept at dl inal hislife? It didn't seem likeit. The arms of Morpheus had rolled
up their deeves and were giving the back of hisbrain aright pummelling, but bits were fighting back. Any
of themget...?

“Any of who?" hesad.

“The peoplein the house, of course,” said Wonse. “I assume there were peoplein it. At night, I mean.”

“Oh?0h. Yes. It wasn't likeanormal house. | think it was some sort of secret society thing,” Vimes
managed. Something was clicking in hismind, but he wastoo tired to examineit.

“Magic, you mean?’
“Dunno,” said Vimes. “Could be. Guysin robes.”
He sgoing to tell me I’ ve been overdoing it, he said. He |l be right, too.

“Look,” said Wonse, kindly. “ People who mess around with magic and don’t know how to contral it,
well, they can blow themsdlves up and-*

“Blow themselves up?’



“And you' ve had abusy few days,” said Wonse soothingly. “1f I d been knocked down and almost
burned dive by adragon | expect I’ d be seeing them dll thetime.”

Vimes gtared at him with his mouth open. He couldn’t think of anything to say. Whatever stretched and
knotted dastic had been driving him aong these last few days had gone entirely limp.

“Y ou don’t think you’ ve been overdoing it, do you?’ said Wonse.
Ah, thought Vimes. Jolly good.

He dumped forward.

The Librarian leaned cautioudy over the top of the bookcase and unfolded an arm into the darkness.

Thereit was.

Histhick fingernails grasped the spine of the book, pulled it gently from its shelf and hoisted it up. He
raised the lantern carefully.

No doubt about it. The Summoning of Dragons. Single copy, first edition, dightly foxed and extremely
dragoned.

He set the lamp down beside him, and began to read thefirst page.

“Mmm?’ said Vimes, waking up.
“Brung you anice cup of tea, Cap'n,” said Sergeant Colon. “And afiggin.’

Vimeslooked a him blankly.

“You've been adeep,” said Sergeant Colon helpfully. *Y ou was spark out when Carrot brought you
back.”

Vimeslooked around at the now-familiar surroundings of the Yard. “Oh,” he said.

“Me and Nobby have been doing some detector-ing,” said Colon. “Y ou know that house that got
melted? Well, no-one livesthere. It’'sjust roomsthat get hired out. So we found out who hires them.
There sacaretaker who goes dong every night to put the chairs away and lock up. Hewasn't haf
creating about it being burned down. Y ou know what caretakers arelike.”



He stood back, waiting for the applause.

“Wel done” said Vimes dutifully, dunking thefiggin into the tea.

“There sthree societies useit,” said Colon. He extracted his notebook. “To wit, viz, The
Ankh-Morpork Fine Art Appreciation Society, hem hem, the Morpork Folk-Dance and Song Club, and
the Elucidated Brethren of the Ebon Night.”

“Why hem hem?’ said Vimes.

“Wadl, you know. Fine Art. It'sjust men paintin’ pictures of young wimmin in the nudd. The atogether,”
explained Colon the connoisseur. “ The caretaker told me. Some of them don't even have any paint on

their brushes, you know. Shameful.”

There must be amillion storiesin the naked city, thought Vimes. So why do | dways haveto lisgtento
oneslike these?

“When do they meet?’ he said.

“Mondays, 7.30, admission ten pence,” said Colon, promptly. “Asfor the folk-dance people-wel, no
problem there. Y ou know you aways wondered what Corporal Nobbs does on his evenings of f?’

Colon'sface split into awatermelon grin.

“No!” said Vimesincreduloudy. “Not Nobby?’

“Yep!” said Colon, delighted at the result.

“What, jumping about with bells on and waving hishanky inthe air?’
“He saysit isimportant to preserve old folkways,” said Colon.

“Nobby? Mr Stedl-toecaps-in-the-groin,
[-was-just-checking-the-doorhandle-and-it-opened-all-by-itsalf 7’

“Yeah! Funny old world, ain't it? He was very bashful about it.”

“Good grief,” sad Vimes.

“It just goesto show, you never cantell,” said Colon. “ Anyway, the caretaker said the Elucidated
Brethren dways leave the place in amess. Scuffed chak marks on the floor, he said. And they never put
the chairs back properly or wash out the teaurn. They’ ve been meeting alot lately, he said. The nuddy
wimmin painters had to meet somewhere else last week.”

“What did you do with our suspect?’ said Vimes.

“Him? Oh, he done arunner, Captain,” said the sergeant, looking embarrassed.

“Why?Hedidn't look in any shapeto run anywhere.”



“Well, when we got back here, we sat him down by the fire and wrapped him up because he kept on
shivering,” said Sergeant Colon, asVimes buckled hisarmour on.

“I hopeyou didn’t eet his pizzas.”

“Errol et ‘em. It sthe cheese, see, it goesal-*

“Goon.”

“Well,” said Colon awkwardly, “he kept on shivering, sort of thing, and groaning on about dragonsand
22] \”Nefelt sorry for him, to tell the truth. And then he jumps up and runs out of the door for no reason
Vimes glanced at the sergeant’ s big, open, dishonest face.

“No reason?’ he prompted.

“Well, we decided to have abite, so | sent Nobby out to the baker’s, see, and, well, we fought the
prisoner ought to have somethingtoest . . .”

“Yes?' sad Vimesencouragingly.
“Wél, when Nobby asked him if he wanted hisfiggin toasted, he just give a scream and ran off.”
“Judt that?” said Vimes. “Y ou didn’t threaten him in any way?’

“Straight up, Captain. Bit of amystery, if you ask me. He kept going on about someone called Supreme
Grand Master.”

“Hmm.” Vimes glanced out of the window. Grey fog lagged the world with dim light. “Whet timeisit?’
hesad.

“Fiveof theclock, sr.”

“Right. Well, before it gets dark-*

Colon gave acough. “In the morning, gr. Thisistomorrow, Sr.”
“Youlet medeep dl day?

“Didn’'t have the heart to wake you up, Sir. No dragon activity, if that’ swhat you' re thinking. Dead quiet
al round, infact.”

Vimesglared a him and threw the window open.
Thefogrolled in, in adow, yellow-edged waterfall.
“Wereckon it must of flown away,” said Colon’svoice, behind him.

Vimes stared up into the heavy, rolling clouds.



“Hopeit clears up for the coronation,” Colon went on, in aworried voice. “You dl right, Sr?’

It hasn't flown away, Vimesthought. Why should it fly away? We can’t hurt it, and it’ sgot everything it
wantsright here. It' s up there somewhere.

“Youdl right, sir?’ Colon repeated.
It' sgot to be up high somewhere, in thefog. There' sal kinds of towers and things.
“What time' s the coronation, Sergeant?’ he said.

“Noon, sir. And Mr Wonse has sent a message about how you' re to be in your best armour among dl
thecivic leaders, ar.”

“Oh, hashe?’

“And Sergeant Hummock and the day squad will belining the route, Sir.”

“What with?’ said Vimes vaguely, watching the skies.

“Sorry, Sr?’

Vimes squinted upwards to get a better view of the roof. “Hmm?’ he said.

“| said they’ll belining theroute, Sir,” said Sergeant Colon.

“It' sup there, Sergeant,” said Vimes. “I can practicaly smell it.”

“Yes, dr,” said Colon obediently.

“It' sdeciding what to do next.”

“Yes gr?’

“They' re not unintelligent, you know. They just don’t think like us.”

“Yes gr.”

“So be damned to any lining of the route. | want you three up on roofs, understand?’
“Yes, 5-what?’

“Up on theroofs. Up high. When it makesits move, | want usto be thefirst to know.”
Colon tried to indicate by hisexpression that he didn’t.

“Do you think that’ sagood idea, Sir?” he ventured.

Vimes gave him ablank look. “Yes, Sergeant, | do. It was one of mine,” he said coldly. “Now go and
seetoil.”



When he was | eft to himsdf Vimes washed and shaved in cold water, and then rummaged in his
campaign chest until he unearthed his ceremonia breastplate and red cloak. Wéll, the cloak had been red
once, and dill was, here and there, dthough most of it resembled asmall net used very successfully for
catching moths. There was dso ahdmet, defiantly without plumes, from which the molecule-thick gold
leaf had long ago pedled.

He d started saving up for anew cloak, once. Whatever had happened to the money?

There was no-one in the guardroom. Errol lay in the wreckage of the fourth fruit box Nobby had
scrounged for him. Therest had al been eaten, or had dissolved.

In the warm slence the everlagting rumbling of his ssomach sounded especidly loud. Occasondly he
whimpered.

“What' s up with you, boy?’ he said.
The door creaked open. Carrot camein, saw Vines hunkered down by the ravaged box, and saluted.

“We reahit worried about him, Captain,” he volunteered. “He has't eaten his coal. Just liesthere
twitching and whining al thetime. Y ou don'’t think something’ swrong with him, do you?’

“Possbly,” said Vimes. “But having something wrong with them is quite norma for adragon. They
aways get over it. Oneway or another.”

Errol gave him amournful look and closed hiseyes again. Vimes pulled his scrap of blanket over him.

There was a squesk. He fished around beside the dragon’ s shivering body, pulled out asmal rubber
hippo, stared at it in surprise and then gave it one or two experimenta squeezes.

“I thought it would be something for him to play with,” said Carrot, dightly shamefaced.
“Y ou bought him alittletoy?’

“Yes dr.”

“What akind thought.”

Vimes hoped Carrot hadn’t noticed the fluffy ball tucked into the back of the box. It had been quite
expensve.

He left the two of them and stepped into the outside world.

There was even more bunting now. People were beginning to line the main streets, even though there
were hoursto wait. It was still very depressing.

He felt an appetite for once, one that it' d take more than adrink or two to satisfy. He strolled aong for
breakfast at Hargal s House of Ribs, the habit of years, and got another unpleasant surprise. Normaly the
only decoration in there was on Sham Harga' s vest and the food was good solid stuff for acold morning,
al caoriesand fat and protein and maybe avitamin crying softly because it was dl done. Now
|aborioudy-made paper streamers criss-crossed the room and he was confronted with a crayonned menu
inwhich thewords* Coronasion” and “Royall” figured somewhere on every crooked line.



Vimes pointed wesrily at the top of the menu.

“What'sthis?’ he sad.

Harga peered at it. They were donein the grease-walled cafe.
“It says‘Bye Royarl Appointmente’, Captain,” he said proudly.
“What'sit mean?’

Harga scratched his head with aladle. “What it meansis,” he said, “if the king comesin here, hell like
it”

“Have you got anything that isn't too aristocratic for meto eat, then?” said Vimes sourly, and settled for
adice of plebeian fried bread and a proletarian steak cooked so rare you could still heer it bray. Vimes
ateit at the counter.

A vague scraping noise disturbed histhoughts. “What' re you doing?” he said.
Hargalooked up guiltily from hiswork behind the counter.

“Nothing, Cap'n,” he said. Hetried to hide the evidence behind him when Vimes glared over the
knife-chewed woodwork.

“Come on, Sham. Y ou can show me.”

Harga s beefy hands came reluctantly into view.

“I was only scraping the old fat out of the pan,” he mumbled.

“I see. And how long have we known each other, Sham?’ said Vimes, with terrible kindness,

“Years, Cap'n,” said Harga. “Y ou bin coming in here nearly every day, reg’ lar. One of my best
customers.”

Vimesleaned over the counter until his nose wasleve with the squashy pink thing in the middle of
Har-ga sface.

“Andinal that time, have you ever changed thefat?’ he demanded.

Hargatried to back away. “Well-*

“It' sbeen like afriend to me, that old fat,” said Vimes. “ There slittle black bitsin there |’ ve grown to
know and love. It'samedl initsdf. And you ve cleaned out the coffee jug, haven't you. | cantdl. Thisis

love-in-a-canoe coffeeif ever | tasted it. The other stuff had flavour. “

“Wadll, | thought it wastime-“

“Why?



Hargalet the pan fal from his pudgy fingers. “Well, | thought, if the king should happen to comein-*

“But, Cap'n-"
Vimes saccusing finger buried itself up to the second joint in Harga ‘s expansive vest.
“Y ou don’t even know the wretched fellow’ snamel” he shouted.

Hargaralied. “1 do, Cap'n,” he stuttered. “Course | do. Seen it on the decorations and everything. HE's
cdled Rex Vivat.”

Very gently, shaking hishead in despair, crying in his heart for the essentid servility of mankind, Vimes
let him go.

In another time and place, the Librarian finished reading. He d reached the end of the text. Not the end
of the book-there was plenty more book. It had been scorched beyond the point of Iegibility, though.

Not that the last few unburned pages were very easy to read. The author’ s hand had been shaking, he'd
been writing fast, and he' d blotted alot. But the Librarian had wrestled with many aterrifying text in
some of the worst books ever bound, words that tried to read you as you read them, words that writhed
on the page. At least these weren't words like that. These were just the words of aman frightened for his
life. A man writing adreadful warning.

It was a page alittle back from the burned section that drew the Librarian’ seye. He sat and Stared at it
for sometime,

Then he stared at the darkness.

It was his darkness. He was ad eep out there somewhere. Somewhere out there athief was heading for
this place, to steal this book. And then someone would read this book, read these words, and do it

ayway.

His handsitched.

All he had to do was hide the book, or drop on to the thief’ s head and unscrew it by the ears.
He stared into the darkness again . . .

But that would be interfering with the course of history. Horrible things could happen. The Librarian
knew al about this sort of thing, it was part of what you had to know before you were alowed into
L-space. HE' d seen picturesin ancient books. Time could bifurcate, like apair of trousers. Y ou could
end up inthewrong leg, living alife that was actudly happening in the other leg, talking to people who
weren't in your leg, walking into wallsthat weren't there any more. Life could be horrible in the wrong
trouser of Time.



Besides, it was againgt Library rules[18] The assembled Librarians of Time and Space would certainly
have something to say about it if he Sarted to tinker with causdlity.

He closed the book carefully and tucked it back into the shelf. Then he swung gently from bookcase to
bookcase until he reached the doorway. For amoment he stopped and looked down at his own seeping
body. Perhaps he wondered, briefly, whether to wake himsdf up, have alittle chat, tell himself that he

had friends and not to worry. If so, he must have decided againgt it. Y ou could get yourself into alot of
trouble that way.

Instead he dipped out of the door, and lurked in the shadows, and followed the hooded thief when it
came out clutching the book, and waited near the dread portd in the rain until the Elucidated Brethren

had met and, when the last one léft, followed him to hishome, and murmured to himsdf in anthropoid
surprise. . .

And then ran back to his Library and the treacherous pathways of L-space.

By mid-morning the streets were packed, Vimes had docked Nobby aday’ s sdary for waving aflag,
and an air of barbed gloom settled over the Yard, like abig black cloud with occasiona flashes of

lightninginit.
“‘Get upinahighplace , * muttered Nobby. “That’ sdl very well to say.”
“I waslooking forward to lining the streets,” said Colon. “I’d have got agood view.”

“Y ou were going on about privilege and the rights of man the other night,” said Nobby accusingly.

“Yes, well, one of the privileges and rights of thisman is getting agood view,” said the sergeant. “ That's
dl 'msying”

“I’ve never seen the captain in such afilthy temper,” said Nobby. “I liked it better when he was on the
drink. I reckon he' s-*

“You know, | think Errol isredly ill,” said Carrot.

They turned towards the fruit basket.

“He svery hot. And hisskinlooksadl shiny.”

“What' sthe right temperature for adragon?’ said Colon.
“Yeah. How do you take it?’ said Nobby.

“I think we ought to ask Lady Ramkin to have alook at him,” said Carrot. “ She knows about these
things”



“No, she'll be getting ready for the coronation. We shouldn’t go disturbing her,” said Colon. He
sretched out hishand to Errol’ s quivering flanks. “1 used to have adog that-arrgh! That’ s not hot, that’s
bailing!”

“I've offered him lots of water and he just won't touch it. What are you doing with that kettle, Nobby?’

Nobby looked innocent. “Well, | thought we might as well make a cup of teabeforewe go out. It'sa
shame to waste-*

“Tekeit off him!”

Noon came. Thefog didn’t lift but it did thin abit, to dlow a pae yelow haze where the sun should have
been.

Although the passage of years had turned the post of Captain of the Watch into something rather

shabby, it till meant that Vimeswas entitled to a et &t officia occasions. The pecking order had moved
it, though, so that now he wasin the lowest tier on the rickety bleachers between the Magter of the
Fellowship of Beggars and the head of the Teachers Guild. He didn’'t mind that. Anything was better
than the top row, among the Assassins, Thieves, Merchants and dl the other things that had floated to the
top of society. He never knew what to talk about. Anyway, the teacher was restful company since he
didn’t do much but clench and unclench his hands occasionaly, and whimper.

“ Something wrong with your neck, Captain?’ said the chief beggar politely, asthey waited for the
coaches.

“What?' said Vimes distractedly.

“You keep on staring upwards,” said the beggar.
“Hmm? Oh. No. Nothing wrong,” said Vimes.
The beggar wrapped hisvelvet cloak around him.

“Y ou couldn’t by any chance spare-“ he paused, calculating asum in accordance with his station-
“about three hundred dollars for atwelve-course civic banquet, could you?’

“No.”

“Fair enough. Fair enough,” said the chief beggar amiably. He 9ghed. It wasn't arewarding job, being
chief beggar. It wasthe differentias that did for you. Low-grade beggars made a reasonable enough
living on pennies, but people tended to look the other way when you asked them for a sixteen-bedroom
mangon for the night.

Vimes resumed his study of the sky.



Up on the daisthe High Priest of Blind Io, who last night by dint of €l aborate ecumenica argument and
eventudly by aclub with nailsin it had won theright to crown the king, fussed over his preparations. By

the small portable sacrificia dtar atethered billy goat was peacefully chewing the cud and possibly
thinking, in Goat: What alucky hilly goat | am, to be given such agood view of the proceedings. Thisis

going to be something to tell thekids.
Vimes scanned the diffused outlines of the nearest buildings.
A distant cheering suggested that the ceremonia procession was on itsway.

Therewas a scuffle of activity around the dais as L upine Wonse chivvied a scramble of servants who
rolled a purple carpet down the steps.

Acrossthe square, amongst the ranks of Ankh-Morpork’ s faded aristocracy, Lady Ramkin’sfacetilted
upwards.

Around the throne, which had been hastily created out of wood and gold foil, anumber of lesser priedts,
some of them with dight head wounds, shuffled into position.

Vimes shifted in his seat, aware of the sound of his own heartbest, and glared at the haze over theriver.

... and saw thewings.

Dear Mother and Father [wrote Carrot, in between staring dutifully into the fog] Well, thetown isOn
Fate for the coronation, which is more complicated than at home, and now | am on Day duty aswell.
Thisisashame because, | was going to watch the Coronation with Reet, but it does not do to complain.
| must go now because we are expecting adragon any minute athough it does not exist redlly. Y our
loving son, Carrot. PS. Have you seen anything of Minty lately?

“Youidiot!”
“Sorry,” said Vimes. “ Sorry.”

People were climbing back into their seats, many of them giving him furiouslooks. Wonse was white
with fury.

“How could you have been so stupid?* he raged.

Vimes dared at hisown fingers.



“I thought | saw-* he began.
“It wasaraven! You know what ravens are? There must be hundreds of them in the city!”
“Inthefog, you see, the Szewasn't easy to-* Vimes mumbled.

“And poor Master Greetling, you ought to have known what loud noises do to him!” The head of the
Teachers Guild had to be led away by some kind people.

“Shouting out like that!” Wonse went on.

“Look, | said I'm sorry! 1t was an honest mistake!”

“I’ve had to hold up the procession and everything!”

Vimes said nothing. He could feel hundreds of amused or unsympathetic eyes on him.
“Well,” he muttered, “1’d better be getting back to the Yard-"

Wonse' seyes narrowed. “No,” he snapped. “But you can go home, if you like. Or anywhere your
fanciestake you. Give me your badge.”

“Huh?’

Wonse held out his hand.

“Your badge,” he repeated.

“My badge?’

“That'swhat | said. | want to keep you out of trouble.”

Vimes|looked a him in astonishment. “But it'smy badge!”

“Andyou'regoingto giveit tome,” said Wonse grimly. “By order of theking.”

“What d'you mean? He doesn't even know!” Vimes heard thewailing in hisown voice.

Wonse scowled. “But hewill,” hesaid. “And | don’'t expect he'll even bother to appoint a successor.”

Vimes dowly undipped the verdigrised disc of copper, weighed it in hishand, and then tossed it to
Wonse without aword.

For amoment he considered pleading, but something rebelled. He turned, and stalked off through the
crowd.

So that wasiit.

Assmple asthat. After hdf alifetime of service. No more City Watch. Huh. Vimeskicked at the
pavement. It'd be some sort of Roya Guard now.



With plumesin their damn hdmets.

Wi, he' d had enough. It wasn't a proper life anyway, in the Watch. Y ou didn’t meet peoplein the best
of circumstances. There must be hundreds of other things he could do, and if he thought for long enough
he could probably remember what some of them were.

Pseudopolis Y ard was off the route of the procession, and as he ssumbled into the Watch House he
could hear the distant cheering beyond the rooftops. Acrass the city the temple gongs were being

sounded.

Now they are ringing the gongs, thought Vimes, but soon they will-they will-they will not beringing the
gongs. Not much of an gphorism, he thought, but he could work on it. He had the time, now.

Vimes noticed the mess.

Errol had arted eating again. He' d eaten most of the table, the grate, the coal scuttle, several lampsand
the squeaky rubber hippo. Now helay in hisbox again, skin twitching, whimpering in his deep.

“A right messyou' ve made,” said Vimes enigmaticaly. Still, a least hewouldn’'t havetotidy it up.

He opened his desk drawer.

Someone had eaten into that, too. All that was|eft was afew shards of glass.

Sergeant Colon hauled himself on to the parapet around the Temple of Small Gods. Hewastoo old for
this sort of thing. He d joined for the bell ringing, not Sitting around on high places waiting for dragonsto

findhim.
He got his breath back, and peered through the fog.
“ Anyone human till up here?” he whispered.
Carrot’ s voice sounded dead and featurelessin the dull air.
“Herel am, Sergeant,” he said.
“| wasjugt checking if you were dtill here,” said Colon.
“I'm gtill here, Sergeant,” said Carrot, obediently.
Colonjoined him.

“Just checking you were not et,” he said, trying to grin.



“l haven't been &t,” said Carrot.

“Oh,” said Colon. “Good, then.” He tapped hisfingers on the damp stonework, feeling he ought to
make his position absolutely clear.

“Just checking,” he repested. “ Part of my duty, see. Going around, sort of thing. It snot that I'm
frightened of being up on the roofs by myself, you understand. Thick up here, isn'tit.”

“Yes, Sergeant.”

“Everything dl okay?’ Nobby’s muffled voice sdled itsway through the thick ar, quickly followed by its
owner.

“Yes, Corpora,” said Carrot.
“What you doing up here?’ Colon demanded.

“I wasjust coming up to check Lance-constable Carrot was dl right,” said Nobby innocently. “What
were you doing, Sergeant?’

“We'redl dl right,” said Carrot, beaming. “That' sgood, isn't it.”

The two NCOs shifted uneasily and avoided looking at one another. It seemed like along way back to
their posts, across the damp, cloudy and, above al, exposed rooftops.

Colon made an executive decision.

“Sod this,” he said, and found a piece of fdlen statuary to sit on. Nobby leaned on the parapet and
winkled a damp dog-end from the unspeakable ashtray behind his ear.

“Heard the procession go by,” he observed. Colon filled his pipe, and struck a match on the stone
besdehim.

“If that dragon’sdlive,” he said, blowing out a plume of smoke and turning asmal patch of fog into
smog, “thenit’Il have got the hell away from here, I'm telling you. Not the right sort of place for dragons,
acity,” headded, in the tones of someone doing agreet job of convincing himself. “It’ll have gone off to
somewhere where there’ shigh places and plenty to eat, you mark my words.”

“Somewhere like the city, you mean?’ said Carrot.

“Shut up,” said the other two in unison.

“Chuck usthe matches, Sergeant,” said Nobby.

Colon tossed the bundle of evil yellow-headed lucifers across the leads. Nobby struck one, which was
immediately blown out. Shreds of fog drifted past him.

“Wind' sgetting up,” he observed.

“Good. Can't sand thisfog,” said Colon. “What was| saying?’



“Y ou were saying the dragon’ll be milesaway,” prompted Nobby.

“Oh. Right. Well, it stands to reason, doesn't it? 1 mean, | wouldn't hang around hereif | could fly away.
If I could fly, I wouldn’t be Stting on aroof on some manky old statue. If | could fly, I d-*

“What gtatue?’ said Nobby, cigarette halfway to his mouth.

“Thisone,” said Colon, thumping the stone. “ And don’t try to give me the willies, Nobby. Y ou know
there’ s hundreds of mouldy old statues up on Small Gods.”

“No | don't,” said Nobby. “What | do know is, they were al taken down last month when they
re-leaded the roof. There' s just the roof and the dome and that’ sit. Y ou have to take notice of little
thingslikethat,” he added, “when you' re detectoring.”

In the damp silence that followed Sergeant Colon looked down at the stone hewas sitting on. It had a
taper, and ascaly pattern, and asort of indefinable tail-like quality. Then he followed its length up and
into the rapidly-thinning fog.

On the dome of Small Gods the dragon raised its head, yawned, and unfolded itswings.

The unfolding wasn't asimple operation. It seemed to go on for some time, as the complex biological
machinery of ribs and pleats did gpart. Then, with wings outstretched, the dragon yawned, took afew
stepsto the edge of the roof, and launched itsdlf into the air.

After awhile ahand gppeared over the edge of the parapet. It flailed around for amoment until it got a
decent grip.

There was agrunt. Carrot hauled himsalf back on to the roof and pulled the other two up behind him.
They lay flat out on the leads, panting. Carrot observed the way that the dragon’ s talons had scored deep
groovesinthemeta. Y ou couldn’'t help noticing things like that.

“Hadn’t,” he panted, “hadn’t we better warn people?’
Colon dragged himsdlf forward until he could look acrossthe city.

“I don't think we need bother,” he said. “I think they’ll soon find out.”

The High Priest of Blind lo was ssumbling over hiswords. There had never been an officia coronation
sarvicein Ankh-Morpork, asfar as he could find out. The old kings had managed quite well with
something on the lines of: “We hath got the crown, i’ faith, and we will kill any whoreson who triesto
takesit away, by the Lord Harry.” Apart from anything else, thiswas rather short. He' d spent along time
drafting something longer and morein kegping with the spirit of the times, and was having some trouble
remembering it.

Hewas aso being put off by the goat, which was watching him with loyd interest.



“Get onwithit!” Wonse hissed, from his position behind the throne.

“All ingoodtime,” the high priest hissed back. “Thisisacoronation, I’ ll have you know. Y ou might try
to show alittle respect.”

“Of course I’'m showing respect! Now get on-*
There was ashout, off to the right. Wonse glared into the crowd.
“It' sthat Ramkin woman,” he said. “What' s she up to?’

People around her were chattering excitedly now. Fingers pointed dl the sameway, likeasmall falen
forest. There were one or two screams, and then the crowd moved like atide.

Wonse looked aong the wide Street of Small Gods.

It wasn't araven out there. Not thistime.

The dragon flew dowly, only afew feet above the ground, wings sculling gracefully through the air.

Theflagsthat crisscrossed the street were caught up and snapped like so much cobweb, piling up on the
creature' s spine plates and flgpping back along the length of itstail.

It flew with head and neck fully extended, asif the great body was being towed like abarge. The people
on the street yelled and fought one another for the safety of doorways. It paid them no attention.

It should have come roaring, but the only sounds were the creaking of wings and the snapping of
banners.

It should have come roaring. Not like this, not dowly and deliberately, giving terror time to mature. It
should have come threatening. Not promising.

It should have come roaring, not flying gently to the accompaniment of the zip and zing of merry bunting.

Vimes pulled open the other drawer of his desk and glared at the paperwork, such astherewas of it.
Therewas't redly much in there that he could cal hisown. A screp of sugar bag reminded him that he
now owed the Tea Kitty six pence. Odd. Hewasn't angry yet. He would be later on, of course. By
evening he'd befurious. Drunk and furious. But not yet. Not yet. It hadn't redlly sunk in, and he knew he



was just going through the motions as a preventative againg thinking.
Errol stirred duggishly in hisbox, raised his head and whined.
“What’ sthe matter, boy?’ said Vimes, reaching down. “Upset somach?’

Thelittle dragon’ s skin was moving as though heavy industry was being carried on insgde. Nothingin
Diseases of the Dragon said anything about this. From the swollen ssomach came sounds like a distant
and complicated war in an earthquake zone.

That surely wasn't right. Sybil Ramkin said you had to pay greet attention to adragon’ sdiet, Snce even
aminor ssomach upset would decorate the walls and celling with pathetic bits of scaly skin. Butinthe
past few days. . . well, there had been cold pizzas, and the ash from Nobby’ s horrible dog-ends, and
al-in-al Errol had esten more or lesswhat he liked. Which was just about everything, to judge by the
room. Not to mention the contents of the bottom drawer.

“Weredly haven't looked after you very well, have we?’ said Vimes. “ Treated you like adog, redly.”
He wondered what effect squeaky rubber hippos had on the digestion.

Vimes became dowly aware that the distant cheering had turned to screams.
He stared vagudly at Errol, and then smiled an incredibly evil smile and stood up.
There were sounds of panic and the mob on the run.

He placed his battered helmet on his head and gave it ajaunty tap. Then, humming amed little tune, he
sauntered out of the building.

Errol remained quite ftill for awhile and then, with extreme difficulty, half-crawled and haf-rolled out of
his box. Strange messages were coming from the massive part of hisbrain that controlled hisdigestive
system. It was demanding certain things that he couldn’t put a nameto. Fortunately it was ableto
describe them in minute detail to the complex receptorsin his enormous nostrils. They flared, subjecting
thear of theroom to an intimate examination. His head turned, triangulating.

He pulled himself across the floor and began to eet, with every sign of enjoyment, Carrot’ stin of armour
polish.

People streamed past Vimes as he strolled up the Street of Small Gods. Smoke rose into the air from
the Plaza of Broken Moons.

The dragon squatted in the middle of it, on what remained of the coronation dais. It had a sdf-satisfied
expresson.

Therewas no sign of the throne, or of its occupant, dthough it was possible that complicated forensic
examination of the smdl pile of charcod in the wrecked and smouldering woodwork might offer some



clue

Vimes caught hold of an ornamenta fountain to steady himsdlf asthe crowds ssampeded by. Every street
out of the plazawas packed with struggling bodies. Not noisy ones, Vimes noticed. People weren't
wasting their bresth with screaming any more. Therewas just this solid, deadly determination to be
somewheredse.

The dragon spread itswings and flapped them luxurioudy. The people &t the rear of the crowd took this
asasignal to climb up the backs of the peoplein front of them and run for safety from head to head.

Within afew seconds the square was empty of al save the stupid and the termindly bewildered. Even
the badly trampled were making a pirited crawl for the nearest exit.

Vimes |looked around him. There seemed to be alot of fallen flags, some of which were being eaten by
an ederly goat which couldn’t believeitsluck. He could distantly see Cut-me-own-Throat on his hands
and knees, trying to restore the contents of histray.

By Vimes ssdeasmdl child waved aflag hestantly and shouted “Hurrah”.

Then everything went quiet.

Vimes bent down.

“I think you should be going home,” he said.

The child squinted up a him.

“Areyou aWach man?’ it said.

“No,” said Vimes. “And yes.”

“What happened to the king, Watch man?’

“Er. | think he' sgone off for arest,” said Vimes.

“My auntiesaid | shouldn’t talk to Watch men,” said the child.

“Do you think it might be agood ideato go home and tell her how obedient you' ve been, then?” said
Vimes

“My auntiesaid, if | was naughty, she' d put me on the roof and call the dragon,” said the child,
conversationdly. “My auntie said it eats you all up arting with thelegs, so’'syou can seewhat’s

heppening.”

“Why don’t you go home and tell your auntie she’ s acting in the best traditions of Ankh-Morpork
child-rearing?’ said Vimes. “Go on. Run dong.”

“It crunches up dl your bones,” said the child happily. “And when it getsto your head, it-*

“Look, it'sup there!” shouted Vimes. “The great big dragon that crunches you up! Now go home!”



The child looked up at the thing perched on the crippled dais.

“I haven't seen it crunch anyoneyet,” it complained.

“Push off or you'll fed the back of my hand,” said Vimes.

Thisseemed tofit the bill. The child nodded understandingly.

“Right. Can | shout hurrah again?’

“If you like” said Vimes.

“Hurrah.”

So much for community policing, Vimes thought. He peered out from behind the fountain again.

A voiceimmediately above him rumbled, “ Say what you like, | sill swear it’samagnificent specimen.”
Vimes s gaze travelled upwards until it crested the edge of the fountain’stop bowl.

“Haveyou noticed,” said Sybil Ramkin, hauling hersdlf upright by a piece of eroded satuary and
dropping down in front of him, “how every time we meet, adragon turnsup?’ She gave him an arch

amile. “1t'sahit like having your own tune. Or something.”

“It'sjust Stting there,” said Vimes hurriedly. “ Just looking around. Asif it swaiting for something to
hmm‘l.”

The dragon blinked with Jurassic patience.

Theroads off the square were packed with people. That’ sthe Ankh-Morpork ingtinct, Vimes thought.
Run away, and then stop and seeif anything interesting is going to happen to other people.

There was a movement in the wreckage near the dragon’ sfront talon, and the High Priest of Blind o

staggered to hisfeet, dust and splinters cascading from his robes. He was still holding the ersatz crownin
one hand.

Vimes watched the old man look upwards into a couple of glowing red eyes afew feet awvay.
“Can dragons read minds?’ whispered Vimes.

“I"'m sure mine understand every word | say,” hissed Lady Ramkin. “Oh, no! Thesilly old foal isgiving it
the crown!”

“But ign't that asmart move?’ said Vimes. “Dragonslike gold. It' slike throwing agtick for adog, isn't
it?”

“Oh dear,” said Sybil Ramkin. “It might not, you know. Dragons have such sengitive mouths.”
The great dragon blinked at thetiny circle of gold.

Then, with extreme delicacy, it extended one metre-long claw and hooked the thing out of the priest’s



trembling fingers.

“What d’'you mean, sengtive?’ said Vimes, watching the claw travel dowly towardsthe long, horse-like
face.

“A redly incredible sense of taste. They’re so, well, chemicaly orientated.”

“Y ou mean it can probably taste gold?” whispered Vimes, watching the crown being carefully licked.

“Oh, certanly. And amdl it.”

Vimes wondered what the chances were of the crown being made of gold. Not high, he decided. Gold
foil over copper, perhaps. Enough to fool human beings. And then he wondered what someone’ s
reaction would beif they were offered sugar which turned out, once you' d put three spoonfulsin your
coffee, to be sdlt.

The dragon removed the claw from its mouth in one graceful movement and caught the high priest, who
was just sneaking away, ablow which knocked him high into the air. When he was screaming at the top
of the arc the great mouth came around and-“ Gosh!” said Lady Ramkin.

There was a groan from the watchers.

“Thetemperature of thething!” said Vines. “I mean, nothing left! Just awisp of smoke!”

There was another movement in the rubble. Another figure pulled itself upright and leaned dazedly
against a broken spar.

It was Lupine Wonse, under a coating of soot.
Vimeswatched him look up into apair of nogtrilsthe size of drain-covers.

Wonse broke into arun. Vimeswondered what it felt like, running away from something like that,
expecting any minute your backbone to reach, very briefly, atemperature somewhere beyond the
vaporisation point of iron. He could guess.

Wonse made it hafway across the square before the dragon darted forward with surprising agility for
such abulk and snatched him up. The talon swept on upward until the struggling figure was being held a
few feet from the dragon’ sface.

It appeared to examine him for sometime, turning him thisway and that. Then, moving onitsthreefree
legs and flapping itswings occasiondly to help with its balance, it trotted away acrossthe plazaand
headed towards the-what once had been the Patrician’ s pdace. To what once had been theking's
palace, too.

It ignored the frightened spectators silently pressing themselves againgt the wals. The arched gateway
was shouldered aside with depressing ease. The doors themsalves, tall and iron-bound and solid, lasted a
surprising ten seconds before collgpsing into a heap of glowing ash.

The dragon stepped through.

Lady Ramkin turned in astonishment. Vimes had started to laugh.



Therewas amanic edgeto it and there were tearsin his eyes, but it was ill laughter. He laughed and
laughed until he did gently down the edge of the fountain, hislegs splaying out in front of him.

“Hooray, hooray, hooray!” he giggled, amost choking.
“What on earth d'you mean?’ Lady Ramkin demanded.

“Put out more flags! Blow the cymbdls, roast thetocain! We ve crowned it! We ve got aking after al!
What ho!”

“Have you been drinking?’ she snapped.
“Not yet!” sniggered Vimes. “Not yet! But | will bel”

He laughed on, knowing that when he stopped black depression was going to drop on him like alead
souffle. But he could see the future stretching out ahead of them. . .

... ater al, it was definitely noble. And it didn’t carry money, and it couldn’t answer back. It could
certainly do something for the inner cities, too. Like torching them to the bedrock.

We'll redlly do it, he thought. That’ sthe Ankh-Morpork way. If you can't best it or corrupt it, you
pretend it was your ideain thefirst place.

Vivat Draco.

He became aware that the small child had wandered up again. It waved itsflag gently at him and said,
“Can | shout hurrah again now?’

“Why not?’ said Vimes. “ Everyonedsewill.”

From the pal ace came the muffled sounds of complicated destruction . . .

Errol pulled abroomstick across the floor with his mouth and, whimpering with effort, hauled it upright.

After alot more whimpering and severa false starts he managed to winkle the end of it between the wall
andthebigjar of lamp ail.

He paused for amoment, breathing like abellows, and pushed.

Thejar resisted for amoment, rocked back and forth once or twice, and then fell over and smashed on
the flagstones. Crude, very badly-refined oil spread out in ablack puddie.

Errol’ s huge nodrilstwitched. Somewherein the back of hisbrain unfamiliar syngpses clicked like
telegraph keys. Great baks of information flooded down the thick nerve cord to hisnose, carrying
inexplicable information about triple bonds, akanes and geometric isomerism. However, dmost al of it



missed the smdll part of Errol’ s brain that was used for being Errol.

All he knew wasthat he was suddenly very, very thirsty.

Something maor was happening in the palace. There was the occasiona crash of afloor or thump of a
fdling celling . ...

In hisrat-filled dungeon, behind a door with more locks than amagjor canal network, the Patrician of
Ankh-Morpork lay back and grinned in the darkness.

Outsde, bonfiresflared in the dusk.

Ankh-Morpork was cel ebrating. No-one was quite sure why, but they’ d worked themselves up for a
cel ebration tonight, barrels had been broached, oxen had been put on spits, one paper hat and
celebratory mug had been issued per child, and it seemed a shame to waste dl that effort. Anyway, it had
been avery interesting day, and the people of Ankh-Morpork set great store by entertainment.

“Theway | seeit,” said one of the revellers, hafway through ahuge greasy lump of half-raw mest, “a
dragon as king mightn’'t be abad idea. When you think it through, iswhat | mean.”

“It definitely looked very gracious,” said thewoman to hisright, asif testing theidea. “ Sort of, well,
deek. Nice and smart. Not scruffy. Takesabit of aprideinitsaf.” She glared at some of the younger
revellersfurther down the table. “ The trouble with people today isthey don’t take pride in themselves.”

“And there' sforeign policy, of course” said athird, hel ping himsdlf to arib. “When you cometo think
about it.”

“What d’'you mean?’
“Diplomecy,” said therib-egter, flatly.

They thought about it. And then you could see them turning the ideaaround and thinking about it the
other way, in apolite effort to see what the hell he was getting at.

“Dunno,” said the monarchical expert dowly. “1 mean, your actua dragon, it's got these, basically, two
sort of ways of negotiation. Hasn't it? | mean, it'sether roasting you dive, or it isn't. Correct meif I'm
wrong,” he added.

“That’smy point. | mean, let’s say the ambassador from Klatch comes aong, you know how arrogant



that lot are, suppose he says. we want this, we want that, we want the other thing. Well,” he said,
beaming at them, “what we say is, shut your face unless you want to go homein gar.”

They tried out thisideafor mentd fit. It had that certain something.

“They'vegot abig flegt, Klatch,” said the monarchist uncertainly. “Could be abit risky, roasting
diplomats. People see apile of charcoa come back on the boat, they tend to look a bit askance.”

“Ah, then we say, Ho there, Johnny Klatchian, you no like-um, big fellalizard belong-sky bake mud hut
belong-you pretty damn chop-chop.”

“We could redly say that?’
“Why not? And then we say, send plenty tribute toot sweet.”

“I never did like them Klatchians,” said the woman firmly. “The stuff they eat! It'sdisgustin’. And
gab-blin’” away dl thetimeinther heathenlingo. . .”

In the shadows, amatch flared.

Vimes cupped his hands around the flame, sucked on the foul tobacco, tossed the match into the gutter
and douched off down the damp, puddle-punctuated aley.

If there was anything that depressed him more than hisown cynicism, it wasthat quite often it till wasn't
ascynicd asred life.

WEe ve got dong with the other guysfor centuries, he thought. Getting ong has practicaly been dl our
foreign policy. Now | think I've just heard us declare war on an ancient civilisation that we ve aways got
along with, more or less, even if they do talk funny. And after that, the world. What' sworse, we'll
probably win.

Similar thoughts, although with a different perspective, were going through the minds of the civic leeders
of Ankh-Morpork when, next morning, each received a short note bidding them to be at the palacefor a
working lunch, by order.

It didn’'t say whose order. Or, they noted, whose lunch.

Now they were assembled in the antechamber.

And there had been changes. It had never been what you might call a select place. The Patrician had
awaysfdt that if you made people comfortable they might want to stay. The furniture had been afew

very ederly chairsand, around thewalls, portraits of earlier city rulers holding scrolls and things.

The chairswere till there. The portraits were not. Or, rather, the stained and cracked canvases were
piled in acorner, but the gilt frames were gone.



The councillorstried to avoid one another’ s faces, and sat tapping ther fingers on their knees.

Findly acouple of very worried-looking servants opened the doors to the main hall. Lupine Wonse
lurched through.

Most of the councillors had been up al night anyway, trying to formulate some kind of policy vis-d-vis
dragons, but Wonse |ooked as though he hadn’t been to deep in years. Hisface was the colour of a
fermented dishcloth. Never particularly well-padded, he now |ooked like something out of apyramid.

“Ah,” heintoned. “Good. Areyou dl here? Then perhaps you would step thisway, gentlemen.”

“Er,” said the head thief, “the note mentioned lunch?’

“Yes? said Wonse.

“With adragon?’

“Good grief, you don't think it would eat you, do you?’ said Wonse. “What anideal”

“Never crossed memind,” said the head thief, rdief blowing from hisearslike steam. “The very idea.
Haha”

“Haha,” sad the chief merchant.

“Hoho,” said the head assassin. “Thevery idea”

“No, | expect you'redl far too stringy,” said Wonse. “Haha.”

“Haha”

“Ahaha”

“Hoho.” The temperature lowered by severa degrees.

“Soif you would kindly step thisway?”

The great hall had changed. For onething, it was agreat ded greater. Severa walls had been knocked
into adjoining rooms, and the ceiling and severd storeys of upper rooms had been entirely removed. The
floor was amass of rubble except in the middle of the room, which was ahegp of gold-Well, goldish. It
looked as though someone had scoured the palace for anything that shone or glittered. There were the

picture frames, and the gold thread out of tapestries, and slver, and the occasiond gem. There were dso
tureensfrom the kitchens, candlesticks, warming pans, fragments of mirror. Sparkly stuff.

The councillors were not in a position to pay much attention to this, however, because of what was
hanging above their heads.

It looked like the biggest badly-rolled cigar in the universe, if the biggest badly-rolled cigar in the
universe was in the habit of hanging upside down. Two talons could be dimly seen gripping the dark

rafters.



Halfway between the glittering heap and the doorway a smdll table had been laid. The councillors noted
without much surprise that the familiar ancient slverware was missng. There were china plates, and
cutlery that looked as though it had very recently been whittled from bits of wood. Wonse took a sest at
the head of the table and nodded to the servants.

“Please be seated, gentlemen,” he said. “1 am sorry thingsare alittle. . . different, but the king hopes
you will bear with it until matters can be more suitably organised.”

“The, er,” said the head merchant.

“Theking,” repeated Wonse. His voice sounded one dribble away from madness.

“Oh. Theking. Right,” said the merchant. From where he was Sitting he had agood view of the big
hanging thing. There seemed to be some movement there, some trembling in the great folds that wrapped
it. “Long lifeto him, say |,” he added quickly.

Thefirst course was soup with dumplingsin it. Wonse didn't have any. Therest of them aein aterrified
slence broken only by the dull chiming of wood on china.

“There are certain matters of decree to which the king fedl's your assent would be welcome,” said
Wonse, eventualy. “A pureformality, of course, and | am sorry to bother you with such petty detail.”

The big bundle appeared to sway in the breeze.
“Notroubleat al,” squeaked the head thief.

“Theking gracioudly desiresit to be known,” said Wonse, “that it would be pleased to receive
corongtion gifts from the population at large. Nothing complex, of course. Smply any precious metals or
gemsthey might have by them and can easily spare. | should stress, by the way, that thisis by no means
compulsory. Such generogity as heis confident of expecting should be an entirely voluntary act.”

The chief assassin looked sadly at the rings on hisfingers, and sighed. The head merchant was aready
resgnedly unshipping hisgilt chain of office from around his neck.

“Why, gentlemen!” said Wonse. “ Thisis most unexpected!”

“Um,” said the Archchancellor of Unseen University. “You will be-that is, | am suretheking isaware
that, traditiondly, the Univeraity isexempt from dl city leviesand taxes. . .”

He gtifled ayawn. The wizards had spent the night directing their best spells against the dragon. It was
like punching fog.

“My dear g, thisisnolevy,” protested Wonse. “I hope that nothing | have said would lead you to
expect anything like that. Oh, no! No. Any tribute should be, as| said, entirdly voluntary. | hopethat is
absolutdy clear.”

“Ascryda,” sad the head N, glaring at the old wizard. “ And these entirely voluntary tributeswe
are about to make, they go-7’

“Onthehoard,” said Wonse.



“Ah,”

“Whilel am pogitive the people of the city will be very generous indeed once they fully understand the
Stuation,” said the head merchant, “I am sure the king will understand that thereis very littlegoldin
Ankh-Morpork?’

“Good point,” said Wonse. “However, the king intends to pursue avigorous and dynamic foreign policy
which should remedy matters.”

“Ah,” the councillors chorused, rather more enthusiasticdly thistime.

“For example,” Wonse went on, “the king fedsthat our legitimate interestsin Quirm, Sto L &,
Pseudopolis and Tsort have been serioudy compromised in recent centuries. Thiswill be speedily
corrected and, gentlemen, | can assure you that treasure will positively flow into the city from those
anxiousto enjoy theking' s protection.”

The head assassin glanced at the hoard. A very definiteideaformed in hismind asto where dl that
treasure would end up. Y ou had to admire the way dragons knew how to put the bite on. It was
practicaly human.

“Oh,” hesad.

“Of course, there will probably be other acquisitionsin the way of land, property and so forth, and the
king wishesit to be fully understood that loya Privy Councillorswill berichly rewarded.”

“And, er,” said the head n, who was beginning to fed that he had got afirm grip on the nature of
the king’s mental processes, “no doubt the, er-*

“Privy Councillors” said Wonse.
“No doubt they will respond with even greater generosity in the matter of, for example, treasure?’

“| am sure such considerations haven't crossed the king’smind,” said Wonse, “but the point isvery well
made.”

“I thought it would be.”

The next course was fat pork, beans and floury potatoes. More, asthey couldn’t help noticing, fattening
food.

Wonse had a glass of water.

“Which brings us on to afurther maiter of some delicacy which | am surethat well-travelled,
broad-minded gentlemen such as yoursaves will have no difficulty in accepting,” he said. The hand
holding the glass was beginning to shake.

“I hopeit will dso be understood by the population at large, especialy since the king will undoubtedly be
able to contribute in so many waysto the well-being and defence of the city. For example, | am sure that
the people will rest more contentedly in their beds knowing that the dr-the king istirelesdy protecting
them from harm. There can, however, beridiculousancient . . . prgudices. . . which will only be
eradicated by ceasdlesswork . . . on the part of al men of good will.”



He paused, and looked at them. The head assassin said later that he had looked into the eyes of many
men who, obvioudy, were very near death, but he had never looked into eyesthat were so clearly and
unmistakably looking back a him from the dopes of Hell.

He hoped hewould never, he said, ever haveto look into eyeslike that again.

“I amreferring,” said Wonse, each word coming dowly to the surface like bubblesin some quicksand,
“tothe matter of . . . theking's. . . diet.”

Therewas aterrible slence. They heard the faint rustle of wings behind them, and the shadowsin the
cornersof the hall grew darker and seemed to closein.

“Diet,” said the head thief, in ahollow voice,

“Yes,” said Wonse. His voice was amost a squeak. Sweat was dripping down hisface. The head

n had once heard the word “rictus’ and wondered when you should useit correctly to describe
someone’ s expression, and now he knew. That was what Wonse' s face had become; it was the ghastly
rictus of someone trying not to hear the words his own mouth was saying.

“We, er, we thought,” said the head n, very carefully, “that the dr- the king, well, must have been
arranging mattersfor himsdlf, over the weeks”

“Ah, but poor stuff, you know. Poor stuff. Stray animals and so forth,” said Wonse, staring hard at the
tabletop. “Obvioudy, as king, such makeshifts are no longer appropriate.”

The silence grew and took on atexture. The councillors thought hard, especiadly about the medl they had
just eaten. Thearriva of ahugetrifle with alot of cream on it only served to concentrate their minds.

“Er,” said the head merchant, “how often isthe king hungry?’

“All thetime,” said Wonse, “but it eats once amonth. It isredlly aceremonia occason.”
“Of course,” said the head merchant. “1t would be.”

“And, er,” said the head n, “when did theking lagt, er, eat?’

“I’m sorry to say it hasn't esten properly ever since it came here,” said Wonse.

“Oh.”

“You must undergtand,” said Wonse, fiddling desperately with hiswooden cutlery, “that merely
waylaying people like some common n-*

“Excuse me-* the head assassin began.

“ Some common murderer, | mean-thereisno . . . satisfaction there. The whole essence of theking's
feeding isthat it should be, wll. . . an act of bonding between king and subjects. It is, it is perhapsa
living dlegory. Reinforcing the close links between the crown and the community,” he added.

“The precise nature of the meal-* the head thief began, almost choking on thewords. “ Are wetaking



about young maidens here?’

“Sheer prgiudice” said Wonse. “The ageisimmaterid. Maritd statusis, of course, of importance. And
socid class. Something to do with flavour, | believe.” He leaned forward, and now his voice was
pain-filled and urgent and, they felt, genuindly hisown for thefirst time. “ Please congider it!” he hissed.
“After dl, just oneamonth! In exchange for so much! The families of people of useto theking, Privy
Councillors such as yourselves, would not, of course, even be considered. And when you think of al the

dternatives. . .”
They didn’t think about dl the dternatives. It was enough to think about just one of them.

The silence purred at them as Wonse talked. They avoided one another’ s faces, for fear of what they
might see mirrored there. Each man thought: one of the othersis bound to say something soon, some
protest, and then I'll murmur agreement, not actualy say anything, I'm not as stupid asthat, but definitely
murmur very firmly, so that the otherswill bein no doubt that | thoroughly disapprove, because at atime
likethisit behooves al decent men to nearly stand up and be dmost heard . . .

But no-one said anything. The cowards, each man thought.

And no-one touched the pudding, or the brick-thick chocolate mints served afterwards. They just
listened in flushed, gloomy horror as Wonse' s voice droned on, and when they were dismissed they tried
to leave as separately as possible, so that they didn’t have to talk to one another.

Except for the head merchant, that is. He found himself leaving the palace with the chief assassin, and
they strolled side by side, minds racing. The chief merchant tried to look on the bright side; he was one of

those men who organise sng-songs when things go drastically wrong.
“Wdl, wel,” he said. “ So we re privy councillors now. Just fancy.”

“Hmm,” said the assassin.

“I wonder what' s the difference between ordinary councillors and privy councillors?” wondered the
merchant doud.

The assassin scowled at him. “I think,” he said, “it is because you' re expected to est shit.”

He turned the glare back on hisfeet again. What kept going through his mind were Wonse' slast words,
as he shook the secretary’ s limp hand. He wondered if anyone ese had heard them. Unlikely . . . they’d
been a shape rather than asound. Wonse had smply moved his lips around them while staring fixedly at
the assassin’s moon-tanned face.

Help. Me.

The n shivered. Why him? Asfar as he could see there was only one kind of help hewas qualified
to give, and very few people ever asked for it for themselves. In fact, they usualy paid large sumsfor it to
be given as a surprise present to other people. He wondered what was happening to Wonse that made
any dternative seem better . . .



Wonse sat donein the dark, ruined hall. Waiting.

He could try running. But it d find him again. It d dways be able to find him. It could smell hismind.

Or it would flame him. That was worse. Just like the Brethren. Perhapsit was an instantaneous degth, it
looked an instantaneous deeth, but Wonse lay awake at night wondering whether those last
micro-seconds somehow stretched to a subjective, white-hot eternity, every tiny part of your body a
mere smear of plasmaand you, there, diveinthemiddleof ital . . .

Not you. | would not flame you.

It wasn't telepathy. Asfar as Wonse had dways understood it, telepathy was like hearing avoicein
your head.

Thiswaslike hearing avoicein your body. Hiswhole nervous system twanged to it, like abow.
Rise

Wonsejerked to hisfeet, overturning the chair and banging hislegs on the table. When that voice spoke,
he had as much control over hisbody aswater had over gravity.

Come.
Wonse lurched across the floor.

Thewings unfolded dowly, with the occasiond creak, until they filled the hdl from Sdeto sde. Thetip
of one smashed awindow, and stuck out into the afternoon air.

The dragon dowly, sensuoudly, stretched out its neck and yawned. When it had finished, it brought its
head around until it was afew inchesin front of Wonse' sface.

What does voluntary mean ?

“It, er, it means doing something of your own freewill,” said Wonse.

But they have no freewill! They will increase my hoard, or | will flame them!
Wonse gulped. “Yes,” hesaid, “but you mustn’t-*

Thedlent roar of fury spun him around.

Thereisnothing | mustn ‘t!

“No, no, no!” squeaked Wonse, clutching hishead. “1 didn’'t mean that! Believe me! Thisway is better,
that’sdl! Better and safer!”

None can defeat mel



“Thisiscertainly the case-"

None can control me!

Wonse flung up hisfinger-spread handsin aconciliatory fashion. “Of course, of course,” he said. “But
there are ways and ways, you know. Ways and ways. All the roaring and flaming, you see, you don't
needit...”

Foolish ape! How ese can | make them do my bidding ?

Wonse put his hands behind his back.

“They’ll doit of their own freewill,” hesaid. “Andin time, they’ll cometo believeit wastheir own idea
It'Il beatradition. Takeit from me. We humans are adaptable creatures.”

The dragon gave him along, blank stare.

“Infact,” sad Wonsg, trying to keep the trembling out of hisvoice, “before too long, if someone comes
aong and tdlsthem that adragon king isabad ides, they’ |l kill him themselves.”

The dragon blinked.

For thefirst time Wonse could remember, it seemed uncertain.
“I know people, you see,” said Wonse, smply.

The dragon continued to pin him with its gaze.

If youarelying. . . it thought, eventudly.

“You know | can’t. Not to you.”

Andthey redly act likethis?

“Oh, yes. All thetime. It' sabasic human trait.”

Wonse knew the dragon could read at |east the upper levels of hismind. They resonated in terrible
harmony. And he could see the mighty thoughts behind the eyesin front of him.

The dragon was horrified.

“I'msorry,” said Wonse weekly. “That’sjust how we are. It'sdl to do with survivd, | think.”
Therewill be no mighty warriors sent to kill me?it thought, dmost plaintively.

“I don't think s0.”

No heroes?

“Not any more. They cost too much.”



But I will be eating peoplé!

Wonse whimpered.

He fdt the sensation of the dragon rummaging around in hismind, trying to find a clue to understanding.
He half-saw, half-sensed the flicker of random images, of dragons, of the mythica age of reptiles
and-and here he felt the dragon’ s genuine astonishment-of some of the less commendable areas of human
history, which were mogt of it. And after the astonishment came the baffled anger. Therewas practicdly

nothing the dragon could do to people that they had not, sooner or later, tried on one another, often with
enthusaam.

Y ou have the effrontery to be squeamish, it thought at him. But we were dragons. We were supposed to
be crud, cunning, heartless and terrible. But thismuch | can tell you, you ape-the greet face pressed even
closer, so that Wonse was staring into the pitiless depths of its eyes-we never burned and tortured and
ripped one another apart and caled it mordity.

The dragon stretched its wings again, once or twice, and then dropped heavily on to the tawdry
assortment of mildly preciousthings. Its claws scrabbled at the pile. It sneered.

A three-legged lizard wouldn't hoard this ot it thought.

“Therewill be better things,” whispered Wonse, temporarily rieved at the changein direction. There
had better be.

“Can |-* Wonse hesitated-" can | ask you aquestion?’

A,

“You don't need to eat people, surely?1 think that’s the only problem from peopl€’ s point of view, you
see,” he added, his voice speeding up to agabble. “ The treasure and everything, that doesn’'t have to be
aproblem, but if it'sjust amatter of, well, protein, then perhaps it has occurred to a powerful intellect
such as your own that something less controversid, like acow, might-*

The dragon breathed a horizontal stresk of fire that calcined the opposite wall.

Need? Need? it roared, when the sound had died away. Y ou talk to me of need? Isn ‘t it the tradition
that the finest flower of womanhood should be sent to the dragon to ensure peace and prosperity ?

“But, you see, we have dways been moderately peaceful and reasonably prosperous-
DO YOU WANT THISSTATE OF AFFAIRSTO CONTINUE?

Theforce of the thought drove Wonse to hisknees.

“Of course,” he managed.

The dragon stretched its claws luxuriantly.

Then the need isnot mine, it isyours, it thought.

Now get out of my sight.



Wonse sagged asit left hismind.

The dragon dithered over the cut-price hoard, leapt up on to the ledge of one of the hall’ s big windows,
and smashed the stained glass with its head. The multicoloured image of acity father cascaded into the
other debris below.

The long neck stretched out into the early evening air, and turned like a seeking needle. Lights were
coming on across the city. The sound of amillion people being alive made amuted, degp thrumming.

The dragon bresthed deeply, joyfully.

Then it hauled the rest of itsbody on to the ledge, shouldered the remains of the window’ sframe aside,
and legpt into the sky.

“Whét isit?’ ssid Nobby.

It was vaguely round, of awoodish texture, and when struck made anoiselike aruler plucked over the
edge of adesk.

Sergeant Colon tapped it again.
“I givein,” hesad.
Carrot proudly lifted it out of the battered packaging.

“It sacake” he sad, shoving both hands under the thing and raising it with some difficulty. “From my
mother.” He managed to put it on the table without trapping hisfingers.

“Canyou eat it?’ said Nobby. “It' s taken monthsto get here. Y ou'd think it would go stale.”
“Oh, it' sto aspecid dwarfish recipe,” said Carrot. “ Dwarfish cakesdon't go stale.”
Sergeant Colon gave it another sharp rap. “1 suppose not,” he conceded.

“It'sincredibly sustaining,” said Carrot. “ Practicaly magica. The secret has been handed down from
dwarf to dwarf for centuries. Onetiny piece of thisand you won't want anything to eet all day.”

“Get away?’ said Colon.
“A dwarf can go hundreds of mileswith acakelikethisin hispack,” Carrot went on.

“I bet he can,” said Colon gloomily, “1 bet dl the time he’ d be thinking, ‘ Bloody hell, I hopel can find
something elseto eat soon, otherwise it’ sthe bloody cake again.” “



Carrot, to whom the word irony meant something to do with metd, picked up his pike and after a
couple of impressive rebounds managed to cut the cake into approximeately four dices.

“Therewe are,” he said cheerfully. “Onefor each of us, and one for the captain.” He realised what he
had said. “ Oh. Sorry.”

“Yes” said Colonflatly.
They sat in sllence for amoment.
“I' liked him,” said Carrot. “I’'m sorry he sgone.”

There was some more slence, very smilar to the earlier slence but even deeper and more furrowed with
depression.

“I expect you' Il be made captain now,” said Carrot.

Colon started. “Me? | don’t want to be captain! | can’t do the thinking. It's not worth al that thinking,
just for another nine dollarsamonth.”

He drummed hisfingerson thetable.
“Isthat dl he got?’ said Nobby. “1 thought officerswererallinginit.”

“Ninedollarsamonth,” said Colon. “1 saw the pay scales once. Nine dollars amonth and two dollars
plumes dlowance. Only he never clamed that bit. Funny, redly.”

“Hewasn't the plumestype,” said Nobby.

“You'reright,” said Colon. “ The thing about the captain, see, | read this book once. . . you know

we vedl got acohol in our bodies. . . sort of naturd acohol? Even if you never touch adrop in your life,
your body sort of makesit anyway . . . but Captain Vimes, see, he' s one of those people whose body
doesn't do it naturaly. Like, he was born two drinks below normal.”

“Gosh,” said Carrot.

“Yes. .. s0, when he' s sober, he' sredly sober. Knurd, they cdl it. Y ou know how you fed when you
wake up if you've been on the pissdl night, Nobby? Wdll, hefedslikethat dl thetime. *

“Poor bugger,” said Nobby. “1 never reglised. No wonder he’ s always so gloomy.”

“So hel sawaystrying to catch up, see. It sjust that he doesn't always get the dose right. And, of
course-* Colon glanced a Carrot-"he was brung low by awoman. Mind you, just about anything brings
himlow.”

“So what do we do now, Sergeant?’ said Nobby.

“And do you think he’d mind if we egt his cake?’ said Carrot wistfully. “It'd be ashameto let it go
dde”

Colon shrugged.



The older men sat in miserable slence as Carrot macerated his way through the cakelike a
bucket-whed rockcrusher in achak pit. Even if it had been the lightest of soufflesthey wouldn't have

had any appetite.

They were contemplating life without the captain. It was going to be bleak, even without dragons. Say
what you liked about Captain Vimes, he' d had style. It wasacynical, black-nailed style, but he'd had it
and they didn’t. He could read long words and add up. Even that was style, of a sort. He even got drunk

indyle

They’ d been trying to drag the minutes out, trying to stretch out the time. But the night had come.
There was no hope for them.

They were going to have to go out on the Streets.

It was six of the clock. And al wasn't well.

“I miss Erral, too,” said Carrot

“Hewasthe captan’'s, redly,” said Nobby. “Anyway, Lady Ramkin’ll know how to look after him.”

“It' s not as though we could leave anything around, either,” said Colon. “I mean, even thelamp ail. He
even drank thelamp ail.”

“And mothballs,” said Nobby. “A whole box of mothbals. Why would anyone want to est mothballs?
And the kettle. And sugar. He was a devil for sugar.”

“Hewasnice, though,” said Carrot. “Friendly.”

“Oh, I'll grant you,” said Colon. “But it’snot right, redlly, a pet where you have to jump behind atable
every timeit hiccups”

“I shdl misshislittleface” said Carrot.
Nobby blew hisnose, loudly.
It was echoed by a hammering on the door. Colon jerked his head. Carrot got up and opened it.

A couple of members of the palace guard were waiting with arrogant impatience. They stepped back
when they saw Carrot, who had to bend a bit to see under the lintel; bad newslike Carrot travelsfast.

“We ve brung you a proclamation,” said one of them. “Y ou’ ve got to-

“What'sdl that fresh paint on your breastplate?’ said Carrot politely. Nobby and the sergeant peered
around him.

“It'sadragon,” said the younger of the guards.

“Thedragon,” corrected his superior.



“ ‘Ere, | know you,” said Nobby. *Y ou're Skully Matoon. Used to livein Mincing Street. Y our mum
made cough sweets, din't she, and fel in the mixture and died. | never have a cough sweet but | think of
your mum.”

“Hdlo, Nobby,” said the guard, without enthusiasm.

“I bet your old mum’ d be proud of you, you with a dragon on your vest,” said Nobby conversationdly.
The guard gave him alook made of hatred and embarrassment.

“And new plumes on your hat, too,” Nobby added sweetly.

“This hereisaproclamation what you are commanded to read,” said the guard loudly. “And post up on
Street corners aso. By order.”

“Whose?’ said Nobby.

Sergeant Colon grabbed the scroll in one ham-likefigt.

“Where As,” heread dowly, tracing the |ettering with a hesitant finger, “It hathe Pleas-Sed the
Der-Rer-Aa-Ger-the dragon, Ker-li-king of kings and Aa-Ber-Ess-Uh-Ler-* sweat beaded on the
broad pink cliff of hisforehead-“absolute, that is, Rer-Uh-Ler-Eh-Rer, ruler of-*

Helapsed into the tortured silence of academia, hisfingertip jerking dowly down the parchment.
“No,” hesaid a lagt. “ That’ snot right, isit? I’ s not going to eat someone?’

“Consume,” said the older guard.

“It' sdl part of thesocid. . . socid contract,” said his assistant woodenly. “A smal priceto pay, I'm sure
you will agree, for the safety and protection of the city.”

“Fromwhat?’ said Nobby. “We ve never had an enemy we couldn’t bribe or corrupt.”
“Until now,” said Colon darkly.

“You catch on fast,” said the guard. “ So you' re going to broadcast it. On pain of pain.”
Carrot peered over Colon's shoulder.

“What'savirgin?’ hesad.

“Anunmarried girl,” said Colon quickly.

“What, like my friend Red?’ said Carrot, horrified.

“Well, no,” said Colon.

“She’snot married, you know. None of MrsPam’sgirlsare married.”

“Well, yes” said Colon.



“Wadll, then,” said Carrot, with an air of findity. “We re not having any of that kind of thing, | hope.”
“Peoplewon’t stand for it,” said Colon. “Y ou mark my words.”
The guards stepped back, out of range of Carrot’srisng wrath.

“They can please themsdlves,” said the senior guard. “But if you don’t proclaimit, you can try explaining
thingsto HisMagesty.”

They hurried off.

Nobby darted out into the street. “ Dragon on your vest!” he shouted. “If your old mum knew about this
she'd turnin her vat, you goin’ around with adragon on your vest!”

Colon wandered back to the table and spread out the scroll.

“Bad business” he mumbled.

“It'sdready killed people,” said Carrot. “Contrary to sixteen separate Actsin Council.”

“Wall, yes. But that wasjust like, you know, the hurly-burly of thisand that,” said Colon. “Not that it
wasn't bad, | mean, but people sort of participating, just handing over some dip of agirl and standing
round watching asif it'sall proper and legd, that’s much worse.”

“I reckon it al depends on your point of view,” said Nobby thoughtfully.

“What d’'you mean?’

“Wadll, from the point of view of someone being burned dive, it probably doesn’t matter much,” said
Nobby philosophicaly.

“Peoplewon’t stand for it, | said,” said Colon, ignoring this. “You'll see. They’ [l march on the palace,
and what will the dragon do then, eh?”’

“Burn‘emal,” said Nobby promptly.

Colon looked puzzled. “It wouldn't do that, would it?’ he said.

“Don’'t seewhat’ sto prevent it, do you?’ said Nobby. He glanced out of the doorway. “He was agood
lad, that boy. Used to run errands for my grandad. Who' d have thought he’ d go around with adragon on
hischest ...

“What are we going to do, Sergeant?’ said Carrot.

“1 don’t want to be burned dive,” said Sergeant Colon. “My wife d give me hell. So | supposewe' ve
got to wossname, proclaimit. But don’t worry, lad,” he said, patting Carrot on one muscular am and

repedting, asif he hadn’t quite believed himsdf thefirgt time, “it won’'t cometo that. Peopl€' |l never stand
forit.”



Lady Ramkin ran her hands over Errol’ s body.

“Damned if | know what’ sgoing oninthere,” she said. Thelittle dragon tried to lick her face. “What's
he been eating?’

“Thelast thing, | think, was akettle,” said Vimes.

“A kettle of what?’

“No. A kettle. A black thing with ahandle and spout. He sniffed it for ages, then he aeit.”
Enrol grinned weskly at him, and belched. They both ducked.

“Oh, and then we found him eating soot out of the chimney,” Vimeswent on, astheir headsrose again
over therailings.

They leaned back over the reinforced bunker that was one of Lady Ramkin's sickbay pens. It had to be
reinforced. Usually one of the first things asick dragon did waslose control of its digestive processes.

“Hedoesn't look sick, exactly,” shesaid. “ Just fat.”

“Hewhinesalot. And you can sort of seethings moving under his skin. Y ou know what | think?Y ou
know you said they can rearrange their digestive system?’

“Oh, yes. All the somachs and pancretic crackers can be hooked up in various ways, you see. To take
advantage-”

“Of whatever they can find to make flamewith,” said Vimes. “Yes. | think he' strying to make some sort
of very hot flame. He wants to challenge the big dragon. Every timeit takesto the air he just sitsthere
whining.”

“And doesn't explode?’

“Not that we' ve noticed. | mean, I'm sureif hedid, we' d spot it.”

“Hejud egtsindiscriminately?’

“Hard to be sure. He sniffs everything, and eats most things. Two gdlons of lamp ail, for example.
Anyway, | can't leave him down there. We can’t look after him properly. It' snot asif we need to find
out wherethe dragonisnow,” he added bitterly.

“I think you' re being a bit silly about dl this” she said, leading the way back to the house.

“Silly?1 was sacked in front of al those people!”

“Yes, but it wasdl amisunderstanding, I'm sure.”



“| didn’'t misundergtand it!”

“Wall, | think you' re just upset because you' re impotent.”

Vimes seyeshbulged. “Whee?’ he said.

“Againg thedragon,” Lady Ramkin went on, quite unconcerned. “Y ou can't do anything about it.”
“I reckon this damn city and the dragon just about deserve one another,” said Vimes.

“People are frightened. Y ou can’'t expect much of people when they’ re so frightened.” She touched him
gingerly on hisarm. It was like watching an industrial robot being expertly manipulated to grasp an egg

gently.

“Not everyone sasbrave asyou,” she added, timidly.

“Me?

“The other week. When you stopped them killing my dragons.”

“Oh, that. That' s not bravery. Anyway, that wasjust people. People are easier. I'll tell you onething for
nothing, I’m not looking up that dragon’ snose again. | wake up a days thinking about that.”

“Oh.” She seemed deflated. “Well, if you'resure. . . I’'ve got alot of friends, you know. If you need any
help, you' ve only got to say. The Duke of Sto Hdlit islooking for aguard captain, I'm sure. I'll write you
aletter. You'll like them, they’ re avery nice young couple.”

“I'm not surewhat | shall do next,” said Vimes, more gruffly than heintended. “I’ m considering one or
two offers”

“Wéll, of course. I'm sure you know best.”

Vimes nodded.

Lady Ramkin twisted her handkerchief round and round in her hands.
“Wdl, then,” shesaid.

“Well,” said Vimes.

“I, er, expect you'll be wanting to be off, then.”

“Yes, | expect | had better be going.”

There was a pause. Then they both spoke at once.

“It'sbeen very-*

“Id just like to say-*

“Sorry.”



“Sorry.”

“No, you were speaking.”

“No, sorry, you were saying?’

“Oh.” Vimeshestaed. “I'll be off, then.”

“Oh. Yes”” Lady Ramkin gave him awashed-out smile. “Can’t keep dl these offers waiting, can you,”
shesad.

Shethrust out ahand. Vimes shook it carefully.
“So I'll just be going, then,” he said.

“Do cdl again,” said Lady Ramkin, more coldly, “if you are ever in thisarea. And so on. I’'m sure Errol
would liketo see you.”

“Yes. Well. Goodbye, then.”
“Goodbye, Captain Vimes.”

He stumbled out of the door and walked hurriedly down the dark, overgrown path. He could fed her
gaze on the back of hisneck ashedid so or, at least, he told himsdlf that he could. She' d be standing in
the doorway, nearly blocking out the light. Just watching me. But I’'m not going to look back, he thought.
That would be aredlly slly thing to do. | mean, she'salovely person, she' sgot alot of common sense
and an enormous persondlity, but redly . . .

I’m not going to look back, even if she standsthere while | walk al the way down the street. Sometimes
you haveto be crud to be kind.

So when he heard the door shut when he was only halfway down the drive he suddenly felt very, very
angry, asif he had just been robbed.

He stood till and clasped and unclasped his hands in the darkness. He wasn’t Captain Vimes any more,
he was Citizen Vimes, which meant that he could do things he' d once never dreamt of doing. Perhaps he
could go and smash some windows.

No, that wouldn’t be any good. He wanted more than that. To get rid of that bloody dragon, to get his
job back, to get his hands on whoever was behind al this, to forget himself just once and hit someone
until he was exhausted . . .

He stared at nothing. Down below the city was a mass of smoke and steam. He wasn't thinking of that,

though.

He was thinking of arunning man. And, further back in the fuddied mists of hislife, aboy running to
keep up.

And under hisbreath he said, “Any of them get out?”’



Sergeant Colon finished the proclamation and looked around at the hostile crowd.
“Don’'t blameme,” hesaid. “I just read the things. | don't write‘em.”

“That's human secrifice, thet is,” said someone.

“There s nothing wrong with human sacrifice,” said apriest.

“Ah, per say, “ said thefirst speaker quickly. “For proper rdigious reasons. And using condemned
crimindsand so on.[19] But that’ s different from bunging someone to adragon just becauseit’ sfeding

peckish.”
“That' sthe spirit!” said Sergeant Colon.
“Taxesisonething, but eating people is another.”
“Well said!”
“If wedl say wewon't put up with it, what can the dragon do?’
Nobby opened his mouth. Colon clamped ahand over it and raised atriumphant fist in the air.
“It' sjust what I’ ve dways said,” he said. “ The people united can never beignited!”
There was aragged cheer.

“Hang onaminute,” said asmal man, dowly. “Asfar aswe know, the dragon’ s only good at one thing.
It flies around the city setting fireto people. I'm not actualy certain what is being proposed that would
dopit doingthis”

“Yes, but if wedl protest-“ said thefirst speaker, his voice modulated with uncertainty.

“It can't burn everybody, “ said Colon. He decided to play his new ace again and added, proudly, “ The
people united can never beignited!” There wasrather less of acheer thistime. People were reserving

their energy for worrying.

“I'm not exactly sure| understand why not. Why can’t it burn everyone and fly off to another city?’
“Because. ..”

“Thehoard,” said Colon. “It needs peopleto bring it treasure.”

“Yesh”

“Wdl, maybe, but how many, exactly?’



“WI,H?1

“How many people? Out of thewhole city, | mean. Perhapsit won’t need to burn the whole city down,
just some bits. Do we know what bits?’

“Look, thisisgetting slly,” said thefirst speaker. “If we go around looking at the problemsthe whole
time, wée'll never do anything.”

“It just paysto think thingsthrough firgt, that’sal I’ m saying. Such as, what happens even if we begt the
dragon?’

“Oh, comeon!” said Sergeant Colon.
“No, serioudy. What' sthe dternative?’

“A human being, for agart!”

“Pleaseyoursdf,” said thelittle man primly. “But | reckon one person amonth is pretty good compared
to some rulers we ve had. Anyone remember Nersh the Lunatic? Or Giggling Lord Smince and his
Laugh-A-Minute Dungeon?’

There was acertain amount of mumbling of the “he’ sgot apoint” variety.
“But they got overthrown!” said Colon.

“No they didn’t. They were nated.”

“Samething,” said Colon. “1 mean, no-on€e s going to assassi nate the dragon. It’ d take more than a dark
night and asharp knifeto seeit off, | know that.”

| can see what the captain means, he thought. No wonder he aways has a drink after he thinks about

things. We aways beat ourselves before we even sart. Give any Ankh-Morpork man abig stick and
he' |l end up clubbing himsdlf to desth.

“Look here, you medy-mouthed little twerp,” said the first speaker, picking up thelittle one by his collar

and curling hisfree hand into afigt, “1 happen to have three daughters, and | happen to not want any of
them et, thank you very much.”

“Yes, and the people united . . . will . .. never .. .be...
Colon'svoice fatered. He redlised that the rest of the crowd were al staring upward.
The bugger, he thought, asrationality began to drain away. It must have flanndl fedt.

The dragon shifted its position on the ridge of the nearest house, flapped its wings once or twice,
yawned, and then stretched its neck down into the street.

The man blessed with daughters stood, with hisfist upraised, in the centre of arapidly expanding circle
of bare cobbles. Thelittle man wriggled out of hisfrozen grasp and darted into the shadows.



It suddenly seemed that no man in the entire world was so lonely and without friends.

“I see” he said quietly. He scowled up at theinquisitive reptile. In fact it didn’t seem particularly
belligerent. It waslooking at him with something gpproaching interest.

“I don't carel” he shouted, hisvoice echoing fromwall towall in the slence. “We defy you! If you kill
me, you might aswdl kill al of ug”

There was some uneasy shuffling of feet amongst those sections of the crowd who didn’t fed thet this
was absolutdy axiomatic.

“We can resist you, you know!” growled the man. “ Can't we, everyone. What was that dogan about
being united, Sergeant?”’

“Er,” said Colon, feding hisspineturntoice.

“| warn you, dragon, the human spirit is-*

They never found out what it was, or at least what he thought it was, athough possibly in the dark hours
of adeepless night some of them might have remembered the subsequent events and formed a pretty
good and gut-churning insight, to whit, that one of the things sometimes forgotten about the human spirit is
that whileit is, in the right conditions, noble and brave and wonderful, it isaso, when you get right down

toit, only human.

The dragon flame caught him full on the chest. For amoment he was visible as awhite-hot outline before
the neat, black remains spiradled down into alittle puddie of melting cobbles.

Theflame vanished.

The crowd stood like statues, not knowing if it was staying put or running that would attract more
atention.

The dragon stared down, curious to see what they were going to do next.

Colonfelt that, asthe only civic officia present, it was up to him to take charge of the situation. He
coughed.

“Right, then,” he said, trying to keep the squeak out of hisvoice. “If you would just move adong there,
ladies and gentlemen. Move dong, now. Move aong. Let’ s be having you, please.”

Hewaved hisarmsin avague gesture of authority as the people shuffled nervoudy away. Out of the
corner of hiseye he saw red flames behind the rooftops, and sparks spiraling in the sky.

“Haven’t you got any homesto go to?’ he croaked.



The Librarian knuckled out into the Library of the here and now. Every hair on hisbody bristled with
rage.

He pushed open the door and swung out into the stricken city.

Someone out there was about to find that their worst nightmare was a maddened Librarian.

With abadge.

The dragon swooped leisurdly back and forth over the night-time city, barely flapping itswings. It didn’t
need to. Thethermaswere giving it the lift it needed.

Therewerefiresdl over Ankh-Morpork. So many bucket chains had formed between the river and
various burning buildings that buckets were getting misdirected and hijacked. Not that you realy needed
abucket to pick up the turbid waters of the river Ankh- anet was good enough.

Downstream, teams of smoke-stained people worked feverishly to close the huge, corroded gates under
the Brass Bridge. They were Ankh-Morpork’ s last defence againgt fire, since then the Ankh had no
outlet and gradudly, oozingly, filled the space between the walls. A man could suffocate under it.

The workers on the bridge were the ones who couldn’t or wouldn't run. Many others were teeming
through the gates of the city and heading out across the chilly, mist-wreathed plains.

But not for long. The dragon, looping and curving gracefully above the devagtation, glided out over the
walls. After afew seconds the guards saw actinic fire stab down through the mists. The tide of humanity
flowed back, with the dragon hovering over it like ashegpdog. Thefires of the stricken city glowed redly
off the underside of itswings.

“Got any suggestions about what we do next, Sergeant?” said Nobby.

Colon didn’t reply. | wish Captain Vimes were here, he thought. He wouldn’t have known what to do
either, but he' s got amuch better vocabulary to be baffled in.

Some of the fires went out as the rising waters and the confused tangle of fire chainsdid their work. The
dragon didn’t appear to be inclined to start any more. It had made its point.

“I wonder whoit'll be,” said Nobby.

“What?' said Carrot.

“The sacrifice, | mean.”

“ Sergeant said people wouldn't put up withit,” said Carrot soicaly.

“Yeah, well. Look at it thisway: if you say to people, what’sit to be, either your house burned down



around you or somegirl you' ve probably never met being eaten, well, they might get abit thoughtful.
Human nature, see’”

“I’'m sureaherowill turn up intime,” said Carrot. “With some new sort of weapon, or something. And
drike at its voonerable spot.”

There was the silence of sudden intense listening.
“What's one of them?’ said Nobby.

“A spot. Whereit' s voonerable. My grandad used to tell me stories. Hit adragon in its voonerables, he
sad, and you'vekilled it.”

“Likekicking it in the wossnames?’ said Nobby, interestedly.
“Dunno. | suppose s0. Although, Nobby, I'vetold you beforeit is not right to-*
“And wherée sthe spot, like?’

“Oh, adifferent place on each dragon. Y ou wait till it flies over and then you say, there’ sthe voonerable
spot, and then you kill it,” said Carrot. “ Something like that.”

Sergeant Colon stared blankly into space.
“Hmm,” said Nobby.

They watched the panorama of panic for awhile. Then Sergeant Colon said, “Y ou sure about the
voonerables?’

“Yes. Oh, yes”

“I wish you hadn’t been, lad.”

They looked at the terrified city again.

“You know,” said Nabby, “you awaystold me you used to win prizesfor archery inthe army,
Sergeant. Y ou said you had alucky arrow, you always made sure you got your lucky arrow back, you
sad you-"

“All right! All right! But thisis't the samething, isit? Anyway, I'm not ahero. Why should | do it?’
“Captain Vimes pays usthirty dollarsamonth,” said Carrot.

“Yes” said Nabby, grinning, “and you get five dollars extra respongbility alowance.”

“But Captain Vimeshasgone,” said Colon wretchedly.

Carrot looked at him sternly. “1 am sure,” he said, “that if he were here, he' d be thefirst to-*

Colonwaved himinto dlence. “That' sdl very well,” hesaid. “But what if | miss?’



“Look on the bright side,” said Nobby. “Y ou'll probably never know it.”

Sergeant Colon' s expression mutated into an evil, desperate grin. “We' Il never know it, you mean,” he
sad.

“What?”’

“If you think | “‘m standing on some rooftop on my tod, you can think again. | order you to accompany
me. Anyway,” he added, “you get one dollar responsibility alowance, too.”

Nobby’ sface twisted in panic. “No | don't!” he croaked. “Captain Vimes said he was docking it for
fiveyearsfor being adisgrace to the species!”

“Wadl, you might just get it back. Anyway, you know al about voonerables. I ve watched you fight.”

Carrot sdluted smartly. “Permission to volunteer, sir,” he said. “And | only get twenty dollarsamonth
training pay and | don't mind at al, sr.”

Sergeant Colon cleared histhroat. Then he straightened the hang of his breastplate. It was one of those
with astonishingly impressive pectoral muscles embossed upon it. His chest and somach fitted into it in
the same way that jdly fitsinto amould.

What would Captain Vimes do now? Well, he'd have adrink. But if he didn’t have adrink, what would
he do?

“What we need,” hesaid dowly, “isaPlan.”

That sounded good. That sentence aone sounded worth the pay. If you had a Plan, you were hafway
there.

And dready he thought he could hear the cheering of crowds. They were lining the Streets, and they
were throwing flowers, and hewas being carried triumphantly through the grateful city.

The drawback was, he suspected, that he was being carried in an urn.

L upine Wonse padded dong the draughty corridors to the Patrician’ s bedroom. It had never been a
sumptuous apartment at best, and contained little more than a narrow bed and a few battered cupboards.
It looked even worse now, with one wal gone. Segpwalk at night now and you could step right into the
vadt cavern that was the Great Hall.

Even so, he shut the door behind him for asemblance of privacy. Then, cautioudy and with many
nervous glances at the great space beyond, he knelt down in the centre of the floor and pried up aboard.

A long black robe was dragged into view. Then Wonse reached further down into the dusty space
between the floors and rummaged around. He rummaged still further. Then helay down and stuck both



armsinto the gap and flailed desperately.

A book sailed across the room and hit him in the back of the head.
“Looking for this, wereyou?’ said Vimes.

He stepped out of the shadows.

Wonse was on his knees, his mouth opening and shutting.

What's he going to say, Vimes thought. Isit going to be: | know what thislookslike, or will it be: How

did you get in here, or maybeit’ll be: Listen, | can explain everything. | wish | had aloaded dragon in my
handsright now.

Wonse said, “ Okay. Clever of you to guess.”
Of course, that was always an outside chance, Vimes added.
“Under the floorboards,” he said adoud. “First place anyone d look. Rather foolish, that was.”

“I know. | suppose he didn’t think anyone would be searching,” said Wonse, standing up and brushing
the dust off himsdf.

“I'm sorry?” said Vimes pleasantly.

“Vetinari. You know how hewasfor scheming and things. He was involved in most of the plots against
himsdlf, that was how he ran things. He enjoyed it. Obvioudy he caled it up and couldn’t control it.
Something even more cunning than hewas.”

“So what were you doing?’ said Vimes.

“I wondered if it might be possible to reverse the spell. Or maybe call up another dragon. They' d fight
then.”

“A sort of balance of terror, you mean?’ said Vimes.

“Could beworth atry,” said Wonse earnestly. He took afew steps closer. “L ook, about your job, |
know we were both a bit overwrought at the time, so of courseif you want it back there’ Il be no prob-*

“It must have beenterrible,” said Vimes. “Imagine what must have gone through hismind. Hecaled it
up, and then found it wasn't just some sort of tool but areal thing with amind of itsown. A mind just like
his, but with al the brakes off. Y ou know, | wouldn't mind betting that at the start he redlly thought that
what he was doing was dl for the best. He must have been insane. Sooner or later, anyway.”

“Yes,” sad Wonse hoarsdly. “ It must have been terrible.”

“Yegods, but I'd liketo get my hands on him! All those years I’ ve known the man, and I’ d never
redised...”

Wonse said nothing.



“Run,” said Vimes softly.

“What?'

“Run. | want to seeyou run.”

“I don’t underst-*

“| saw someone run away, the night the dragon flamed that house. | remember thinking at the time that
he moved in afunny way, sort of bounding dong. And then the other day | saw you running away from
the dragon. Could amost have been the same man, | thought. Skipping, dmost. Like someone running to
keep up. Any of them get out, Wonse?’

Wonse waved ahand in what he might have thought was anonchdant way. “ That’ sjust ridiculous, that's
not proof,” he said.

“I noticed you deep in here now,” said Vimes. “| suppose the king likes to have you handy, does he?’

“You've got no proof at al,” whispered Wonse.

“Of course| haven't. Theway someone runs. The eager tone of voice. That'sal. But that doesn't
matter, doesit? Becauseit wouldn't matter eveniif | did have proof,” said Vimes. “There sno-oneto
takeit to. And you can’t give me my job back.”

“I can!” said Wonse. “| can, and you needn’t just be captain-"

“You can’'t give memy job back,” repeated Vimes. “It was never yoursto take away. | was never an
officer of the city, or an officer of the king, or an officer of the Patrician. | was an officer of thelaw. It
might have been corrupted and bent, but it waslaw, of asort. Thereisn't any law now except: ‘you'll get
burned aiveif you don't watch out’. Where' sthe place in there for me?’

Wonse darted forward and grabbed him by thearm.

“But you can hep me!” he said. “There may be away to destroy the dragon, d’'you see, or at least we
can help people, channd thingsto mitigate the worst of it, somehow find amesting point-*

Vimes sblow caught Wonse on the cheek and spun him around.

“Thedragon’s here, “he snapped. “ Y ou can't channd it or persuade it or negotiate with it. There sno
truce with dragons. Y ou brought it .here and we' re stuck with it, you bastard. “

Wonse lowered his hand from the bright white mark where the punch had connected.
“What are you going to do?’ he said.

Vimesdidn't know. He d thought of adozen ways that the thing could go, but the only one that was
redly suitable waskilling Wonse. And, faceto face, he couldn’'t doit.

“That' sthe trouble with people like you,” said Wonse, getting up. “ Y ou’ re dways againgt anything
attempted for the betterment of mankind, but you never have any proper plans of your own. Guards!
Guarddl”



Hegrinned maniacaly a Vimes.

“Didn’t expect that, did you?’ he said. “We ve ill got guards here, you know. Not so many, of course.
Not many people want to comein.”

There were footstepsin the passage outside and four of the palace guards padded in, swords drawn.

“I wouldn’t put up afight, if | wereyou,” Wonse went on. “ They’ re desperate and uneasy men. But very
highly paid.”

Vimes said nothing. Wonse was agloater. Y ou dways stood a chance with gloaters. The old Patrician
had never been agloater, you could say that for him. If he wanted you dead, you never even heard about
it.

The thing to do with gloaters was play the game according to the rules.

“You'll never get away withit,” hesad.

“You'reright. You're absolutely right. But never isalong time,” said Wonse. “None of us get away with
anything for that long.”

“You shdl have sometimeto reflect on this,” he said and nodded to the guards. “ Throw him in the
specia dungeon. And then go about that other little task.”

“Er,” said theleader of the guards, and hesitated.

“What' sthe matter, man?’

“You, er, want usto attack him?” said the guard miserably. Thick though the palace guard were, they
were as aware as everyone el se of the conventions, and when guards are summoned to deal with one
man in overheated circumstancesit’s not agood time for them. The bugger’ s bound to be heroic, he was
thinking. This guard was not looking forward to afuture in which he was dead.

“Of course, you idiot!”

“But, er, thereé sonly one of him,” said the guard captain.

“And he samilin’,” said aman behind him.

“Prob’ly goin’ to swing on the chandeliers any minute,” said one of his colleagues. “And kick over the
table, and that.”

“He' snot even armed!” shrieked Wonse.

“Worst kind, that,” said one of the guards, with deep stoicism. “ They leagp up, see, and grab one of the
ornamenta swords behind the shield over thefireplace.”

“Yeah,” said another, suspicioudy. “ And then they chucksachair at you.”

“Theré snofireplace! There' sno sword! There'sonly him! Now take him!” screamed Wonse.



A couple of guards grabbed Vimes tentatively by the shoulders.

“Y ou're not going to do anything heroic, are you?” whispered one of them.
“Wouldn't know where to sart,” he said.

“Oh. Right.”

AsVimeswas hauled away he heard Wonse bresking into insane laughter. They dwaysdid, your
gloaters.

But he was correct about one thing. Vimes didn’t have a plan. He hadn’t thought much about what was
going to happen next. He' d been afoal, he told himself, to think that you just had a confrontation and thet
wastheend of it.

He a so wondered what the other task was.

The palace guards said nothing, but stared straight ahead and marched him down, across the ruined hall,
and through the wreckage of another corridor to an ominous door. They opened it, threw himin, and
marched away.

And no-one, absolutely no-one, noticed the thin, leaf-like thing that floated gently down from the
shadows of the roof, tumbling over and over inthe air like a sycamore seed, before landing in the tangled
gewgaws of the hoard.

It was a peanut shell.

It was the silence that awoke Lady Ramkin. Her bedroom looked out over the dragon pens, and she
was used to deeping to the susurration of rustling scales, the occasiond roar of adragon flaminginits
deep, and the keening of the gravid females. Absence of any sound at al was like an darm clock.

She had cried abit before going to deep, but not much, because it was no use being soppy and letting
the side down. Shelit the lamp, pulled on her rubber boots, grabbed the stick which might be al that
stood between her and theoreticd loss of virtue, and hurried down through the shadowy house. As she
crossed the damp lawn to the kennels she was vaguely aware that something was happening down in the
city, but dismissed it as not currently worth thinking about. Dragons were more important.

She pushed open the door.

Wi, they were ill there. The familiar ink of swamp dragons, haf pond mud and haf chemica
exploson, gusted out into the night.

Each dragon was baancing on its hind legsin the centre of its pen, neck arched, staring with ferocious
intengity at the roof.



“Oh,” shesad. “Flying around up there again, isit? Showing off. Don’t you worry about it, children.
Mummy’shere”

She put the lamp on a high shelf and stamped aong to Errol’ s pen.
“Wel now, my lad,” she began, and stopped.

Errol was stretched out on hisside. A thin plume of grey smoke was drifting from his mouth, and his
stomach expanded and contracted like abellows. And his skin from the neck down was an amost pure
white.

“I think if | ever rewrite Diseasesyou'll get awhole chapter dl to yoursdlf,” she sad quietly, and
unbolted the gate of the pen. “Let’ sseeif that nasty temperature has gone down, shall we?’

She reached out to stroke his skin and gasped. She pulled the hand back hurriedly and watched the
blistersform on her fingertips.

Errol was so cold he burned.

Asshe ared a him the smal round marks that her warmth had melted filmed over with frozen air.
Lady Ramkin sat back on her haunches.

“Just what kind of dragon are you-?" she began.

There was the distant sound of aknock at the front door of the house. She hesitated for a moment, then
blew out the lamp, crept heavily aong the length of the kennels and pulled aside the scrap of sacking over
the window.

Thefirg light of dawn showed her the silhouette of a guardsman on her doorstep, the plumes of his
helmet blowing in the breeze.

Shehit her lip in panic, scuttled back to the door, fled across the lawn and dived into the house, taking
the sairsthree at atime,

“Stupid, stupid,” she muttered, redlising the lamp was back downgtairs. But no timefor that. By thetime
shewent and got it, Vimes might have gone away.

Working by fed and memory in the gloom she found her best wig and rammed it on her head.
Somewhere among the ointments and dragon remedies on her dressing table was something cdled, asfar
as she could remember, Dew of the Night or some such unsuitable name, a present long ago from a
thoughtless nephew. Shetried severd bottles before she found something that, by the smell of it, was
probably the one. Even to anose which had long ago shut down most of its sensory apparatusin the face
of the overpoweringness of dragons, it seemed, well, more potent than she remembered. But apparently
men liked that kind of thing. Or so she had read. Damn nonsense, redlly. She twitched the top hem of her
suddenly far too sensible nightshirt into a position which, she hoped, reveded without actualy exposing,
and hurried back down the stairs.

She stopped in front of the door, took a deep breeth, twisted the handle and redlised even as she pulled
the door open that she should have taken the rubber boots off-



“Why, Captain,” she said winsomdly, “Thisisawho the hell are you?’

The head of the palace guard took several steps backwards and, because he was of peasant stock,
made afew surreptitious signsto ward off evil spirits. They clearly didn’t work. When he opened his
eyesagain thething was il there, still bristling with rage, till reeking of something sickly and fermented,
gtill crowned with a skewed mass of curls, till looming behind a quivering bosom that made the roof of

his mouth go dry-
He d heard about these sort of things. Harpies, they were called. What had it done with Lady Ramkin?

The sight of the rubber boots had him confused, though. Legends about harpies were short on
references to rubber boots.

“Out withit, fellow,” Lady Ramkin boomed, hitching up her nightie to amore respectable neckline.
“Don't just stland there opening and shutting your mouth. What d’' you want?’

“Lady Sybil Ramkin?’ said the guard, not in the polite way of someone seeking mere confirmation but in
the incredul ous tones of someone who found it very hard to believe the answer could be ‘yes .

“Useyour eyes, young man. Who d'you think | am?’

The guard pulled himsdf together.

“Only I've got asummonsfor Lady Sybil Ramkin,” he said uncertainly.
Her voice was withering. “What do you mean, asummons?’

“To attend upon the palace, you see.”

“I can’t imagine why that is necessary at thistimein the morning,” she said, and made to dam the door.
It wouldn't shut, though, because of the sword point jammed into it & the last moment.

“If you don’'t come,” said the guard, “| have been ordered to take steps.”

The door shot back and her face pressed againgt his, dmost knocking him unconscious with the scent of
rotting rose petds.

“If you think you'll lay ahand on me-* she began.

The guard' s glance darted sideways, just for amoment, to the dragon kennels. Sybil Ramkin's face went

pae.
“Youwouldn’t!” she hissed.

He swallowed. Fearsome though she was, she was only human. She could only bite your head off
metaphoricaly. There were, hetold himsdf, far worse things than Lady Ramkin athough, admittedly,
they weren't three inchesfrom hisnose at thispoint in time.

“Take steps,” he repeated, in acroak.



She straightened up, and eyed the row of guards behind him.

“I see” shesaid coldly. “That' sthe way, isit? Six of you to fetch one feeble woman. Very well. You
will, of course, alow meto fetch acoat. It is somewhat chilly.”

She dammed the door.

The palace guards stamped their feet in the cold and tried not to ook at one another. This obvioudly
wasn't the way you went around arresting people. They weren't alowed to keep you waiting on the
doorstep, thiswasn't the way the world was supposed to work. On the other hand, the only dternative
wasto go in there and drag her out, and it wasn't one anyone could summon any enthusiasm for.
Besides, the guard captain wasn't sure he had enough men to drag Lady Ramkin anywhere. Y ou’ d need
teams of thousands, with log rollers.

The door creaked open again, reveding only the musty darkness of the hall within.

“Right, men-* said the captain, uneadily.

Lady Ramkin appeared. He got a brief, blurred vison of her bounding through the doorway, screaming,
and it might well have been the last thing he remembered if aguard hadn’t had the presence of mind to
trip her up as she hurtled down the steps. She plunged forward, cursing, ploughed into the overgrown
lawn, hit her head on a crumbling statue of an antique Ramkin, and did to ahalt.

The double-handed broadsword she had been holding landed beside her, bolt upright, and vibrated to a
gtanadtill.

After awhile one of the guards crept forward cautiously and tested the blade with hisfinger.
“Bloody hell,” hesaid, in avoice of mixed horror and respect. “ And the dragon wantsto eat her?’

“Fitsthebill,” said the captain. “ She' s got to be the highest-born lady in the city. | don’t know about
maiden,” he added, “and right at this minute I’ m not going to speculate. Someone go and fetch acart.”

Hefingered his ear, which had been nicked by thetip of the sword. He was not, by nature, an unkind
man, but at this moment he was certain that he would prefer the thickness of adragon’ s hide between
himsdlf and Sybil Ramkin when she woke up.

“Weren't we supposed to kill her pet dragons, sir?” said another guard. “1 thought Mr Wonse said
something about killing dl the dragons.”

“That was just athreat we were supposed to make,” said the captain.
The guard' s brow furrowed. “Y ou sure, sir? | thought-*

The captain had had enough of this. Screaming harpies and broadswords making anoise like tearing silk
inthe air beside him had severdly ruined his capacity for seeing the other fellow’ s point of view.

“Oh, you thought, did you?’ he growled. “A thinker, are you? Do you think you' d be suitable for
another posting, then? City guard, maybe? They're full of thinkers, they are.”

There was an uncomfortable titter from the rest of the guards.



“If you d thought, “ added the captain sarcagticdly, “you’ d have thought that the king is hardly going to
want other dragons dead, ishe? They’re probably distant relatives or something. | mean, it wouldn't
want usto go around killing its own kind, would it?’

“Wadll, gr, peopledo, Sir,” said the guard sulkily.

“Ah, wdl,” said the captain. “That' s different.” He tapped the sde of hishelmet meaningfully. “That's
‘coswe reintdligent.”

Vimeslanded in damp straw and aso in pitch darkness, athough after awhile his eyes became
accustomed to the gloom and he could make out the walls of the dungeon.

It hadn't been built for graciousliving. It was basically just a space containing al the pillars and arches
that supported the palace. At the far end asmall grille high on thewall let in amere suspicion of grubby,
second-hand light.

There was another square holein thefloor. It was aso barred. The bars were quite rusty, though. It
occurred to Vimesthat he could probably work them loose eventualy, and then al he would haveto do
was dim down enough to go through anine-inch hole.

What the dungeon did not contain was any rats, scorpions, cockroaches or snakes. It had once
contained snakes, it wastrue, because Vimes s sandd's crunched on smdl, long white skeletons.

He crept cautioudy dong one damp wal, wondering where the rhythmic scraping sound was coming
from. He rounded a squat pillar, and found out.

The Patrician was shaving, squinting into ascrap of mirror propped against the pillar to catch thelight.
No, Vimesredlised, not propped. Supported, in fact. By arat. It wasalargerat, with red eyes.

The Patrician nodded to him without apparent surprise.

“Oh,” hesaid. “Vimes, isn'tit? | heard you were on the way down. Jolly good. Y ou had better tell the
kitchen staff-* and here Vimes realised that the man was speaking to the rat-“ that there will be two for
lunch. Would you like abeer, Vimes?’

“What?’ said Vimes.

“I imagine you would. Pot luck, though, | am afraid. Skrp’s people are bright enough, but they seem to
have abit of ablind spot when it comesto labels on bottles.”

Lord Vetinari patted hisface with atowe and dropped it on the floor. A grey shape darted from the
shadows and dragged it away down the floor grille.

Then hesad, “Very wdl, Skrp. You may go.” Therat twitched itswhiskers a him, leaned the mirror



againg the wall, and trotted off.

“You' rewaited on by rats?’ said Vimes.

“They help out, you know. They're not redly very efficient, I'm afraid. It stheir paws.”
“But, but, but,” said Vimes. “1 mean, how?’

“| sugpect Skrp’ s people have tunnelsthat extend into the University,” Lord Vetinari went on. “ Although
| think they were probably pretty bright to start with.”

At least Vimes understood that bit. It waswell known that thaumic radiations affected animasliving
around the Unseen Univergty campus, sometimes prodding them towards minute andogues of human
civilisation and even mutating some of them into entirely new and specidised species, such asthe .303
bookworm and the wallfish. And, as the man said, rats were quite bright to start with. “But they’re
helping you?’ said Vimes. “Mutudl. 1t'smutua. Payment for servicesrendered, you might say,” said the
Petrician, Sitting down on what Vimes couldn’t help noticing was asmall velvet cushion. On alow shdlf,
s0 asto be handy, were anotepad and a neat row of books. “How can you help rats, Sr?” he said
weskly. “Advice. | advisethem, you know.” The Peatrician leaned back. “ That’ s the trouble with people
likeWonse,” he said. “They never know when to stop. Rats, snakes and scorpions. It was sheer bedlam
in herewhen | came. The rats were getting the worst of it, t0o.”

And Vimesthought he was beginning to get the drift. “'Y ou mean you sort of trained them?’” he said.
“Advised. Advised. | supposeit’'saknack,” said Lord Vetinari modestly.

Vimeswondered how it was done. Did the rats side with the scorpions againgt the snakes and then,
when the snakes were beaten, invite the scorpions to a cel ebratory dap-up mea and eat them? Or were
individua scorpions hired with large amounts of, oh, whatever it-was scorpions ate, to sdle up to
selected leading snakes a night and sting them?

He remembered hearing once about aman who, locked up in acell for years, trained little birds and
created asort of freedom. And he thought of ancient sailors, shorn of the sea by old age and infirmity,
who spent their days making big shipsin little bottles.

Then hethought of the Patrician, robbed of his city, Sitting cross-legged on the grey floor in thedim
dungeon and recresting it around him, encouraging in miniature dl thelittle rivaries, power struggles and
factions. He thought of him asasombre, brooding statue amid paving stones dive with dinking shadows
and sudden, politica death. It had probably been easier than ruling Ankh, which had larger vermin who
didn’t have to use both hands to carry aknife.

There was aclink over by the drain. Half adozen rats appeared, dragging something wrapped in acloth.
They rathandled it past the grille and, with great effort, hauled it to the Patrician’ sfeet. He leaned down
and undid the knot.

“We seem to have cheese, chicken legs, celery, apiece of rather stale bread and anice bottle, oh, anice
bottle apparently of Merckle and Stingbat’s Very Famous Brown Sauce. Beer, | said, Skrp.” The
leading rat twitched its nose a him. “ Sorry about this, Vimes. They can’t read, you see. They don’t seem
to get the hang of the concept. But they’re very good at listening. They bring me dl the news.”

“I seeyou're very comfortable here,” said Vimesweskly.



“Never build adungeon you wouldn't be happy to spend the night in yourself,” said the Patrician, laying
out the food on the cloth. “The world would be ahappier place if more people remembered that.”

“Weadl thought you had built secret tunnels and suchlike,” said Vimes.

“Can’'t imaginewhy,” said the Patrician. “One would have to kegp on running. So inefficient. Whereas
here | am at the hub of things. | hope you understand that, Vimes. Never trust any ruler who puts hisfaith
intunnels and bunkers and escape routes. The chances are that hisheart isn't in the job.”

] Oh.ll

He sin adungeon in hisown paace with araving lunatic in charge upstairs, and a dragon burning the
city, and he thinks he' sgot the world where he wantsiit. 1t must be something about high office. The
atitude sends people mad.

“You, er, you don't mind if | have alook around, > do you?’ he said.

“Fed free” said the Patrician.

Vimes paced the length of the dungeon and checked the door. It was heavily barred and bolted, and the
lock was massive,

Then he tapped the walsin what might possibly be hollow places. There was no doubt that it was a

well-built dungeon. It was the kind of dungeon you' d fed good about having dangerous criminas put in.
Of course, in those circumstances you' d prefer there to be no trapdoors, hidden tunnels or secret ways

of escape.

These weren't those circumstances. It was amazing what severa feet of solid stone did to your sense of
perspective.

“Do guards comein here?’ he demanded.

“Hardly ever,” said the Patrician, waving achicken leg. “They don’t bother about feeding me, you see.
Theideaisthat one should moulder. Infact,” he said, “up ‘til recently | used to go to the door and groan
abit every now and then, just to keep them happy.”

“They’ re bound to come in and check, though?’ said Vimes hopefully.

“Oh, | don’t think we should tolerate that,” said the Petrician.

“How are you going to prevent them?’

Lord Vetinari gave him apained look.

“My dear Vimes,” he sad, “I thought you were an observant man. Did you look at the door?’

“Of course | did,” said Vimes, and added, “sir. It' s bloody massive.”

“Perhaps you should have another look?’

Vimes gaped a him, and then stamped across the floor and glared at the door. It was one of the popular



dread porta variety, al bars and bolts and iron spikes and massive hinges. No matter how long he
looked at it, it didn’t become any less massive. The lock was one of those dwarfish-made buggers that
it dtakeyearsto pick. All inal, if you had to have asymbol for something totally immovable, that door
was your man. The Patrician appeared dongsde him in heart-stopping silence.

“You see” hesad, “it' sawaysthe casg, isit not, that should a city be overtaken by violent civil unrest
the current ruler isthrown into the dungeons? To a certain type of mind that is so much more satisfying
than mere execution.”

“Well, okay, but | don’t see-“ Vimes began. “And you look at this door and what you seeisaredly
strong cedll door, yes?’

“Of course. You' ve only got to look at the bolts and-*
“You know, I'm redly rather pleased,” said Lord Vetinari quietly.

Vimes stared at the door until his eyebrows ached. And then, just as random patternsin cloud suddenly,
without changing in any way, become ahorse' s head or a sailing ship, he saw what he' d been looking at

dl dong.

A sense of terrifying admiration overcame him. He wondered what it waslike in the Patrician’ smind. All
cold and shiny, he thought, al blued sted and icicles and little whedls clicking dong like ahuge clock. The
kind of mind that would carefully consder its own downfall and turn it to advantage.

It was a perfectly norma dungeon door, but it all depended on your sense of perspective.

In this dungeon the Petrician could hold off the world.

All that was on the outside was the lock.

All the bolts and bars were on theinside.

The rank clambered awkwardly across the damp rooftops as the morning mist was boiled off by the sun.
Not that there would be any clear air today-sticky swathes of smoke and stale steam wreathed the city
and filled the air with the sad smell of dampened cinders.

“What isthis place?’ said Carrot, helping the others dong agreasy wakway.

Sergeant Colon looked around at the forest of chimneys.

“WEe re just above Jmkin Bearhugger’ swhisky didtillery,” he said. “On adirect line, see, between the
palace and the plaza. It’sbound to fly over here.”

Nobby looked wistfully over the side of the building.



“I bininthereonce,” he said. “ Checked the door one dark night and it just came open in my hand.”
“Eventudly, | expect,” said Colon sourly.

“Wadll, | hadtogoin, din't |, to check there was no miscreanting going on. Amazing place in there. All
pipes and stuff. And the smell!”

“ *Every bottle matured for up to seven minutes ,” quoted Colon. “ *Ha adrop aforeyego’, it sayson
thelabel. Damn right, too. | had adrop once, and | went al day.”

He knelt down and unwrapped the long sacking package he had been manhandling, with extreme
difficulty, during the climb. Thisreveded alongbow of ancient design and aquiver of arrows.

He picked up the bow dowly, reverentialy, and ran his pudgy fingersaongit.

“You know,” he said quietly, “I was damn good with this, when | were alad. The captain should of let
me have ago the other night.”

“You keegp ontdling us” said Nobby unsympatheticaly.

“Wall, | used to win prizes.” The sergeant unwound a new bowstring, looped it around one end of the
bow, stood up, pressed down, grunted a bit . . .

“Er. Carrot?’ hesaid, dightly out of breath.

“Yes, Sarge?’

“Y ou any good at stringing bows?’

Carrot grasped the bow, compressed it easily, and dipped the other end of the string into place.
“That'sagood start, Sarge,” said Nobby.

“Don’'t you be sarcastic with me, Nobby! It ain’t strength, it’ s keenness of eye and steadiness of hand
what counts. Now you pass me an arrow. Not that onel”

Nobby’sfingersfrozein the act of grasping ashaft.

“That'smy lucky arrow!” spluttered Colon. “None of you isto touch my lucky arrow!”

“Looksjust like any other bloody arrow to me, Sarge,” said Nobby mildly.

“That’ sthe one shall usefor the actual wossname, the coup de grass,” said Colon. “Never let me
down, my lucky arrow didn’t. Hit whatever | shot at. Hardly even had to aim. If that dragon’s got any

voonerables, that arrow’ll find ‘em.”

He sdlected an identical-looking but presumably less lucky arrow and nocked it. Then he looked around
the rooftops with a speculative eye.

“Better get my hand in,” he muttered. “Of course, once you learn you never forget, it'slikeriding a
riding a-riding something you never forget being ableto ride.”



He pulled the bowstring back to his ear, and grunted.

“Right,” he wheezed, as his arm trembled with the tenson like abranch in agae. “ See the roof of the
Assassins Guild over there?” They peered through the grubby air.

“Right, then,” said Colon. “And do you see the weathervane on it? Do you seeit?’

Carrot glanced at the arrowhead. It was weaving back and forth in a series of figure-eights.

“It'salong way off, Sarge,” said Nobby doubtfully.
“Never you mind me, you keep your eyes on the weathervane,” groaned the sergeant.

They nodded. The weathervane was in the shape of a cregping man with abig cloak; his outstretched
dagger was dwaysturned to stab thewind. At this distance, though, it wastiny.

“Okay,” panted Colon. “Now, d' you see the man's eye?’
“Oh, comeon, “ said Nobby.
“Shutup, shutup, shutup!” groaned Colon. “Do you seeit, | said!”

“I think | can seeit, Sarge,” said Carrot loyally.

“Right. Right,” said the sergeant, swaying backwards and forwards with effort. “Right. Good lad. Okay.
Now keep an eyeonit, right?’

He grunted, and loosed the arrow.

Severd things happened so fast that they will have to be recounted in stop-motion prose. Probably the
first was the bowstring dapping into the soft inner part of Colon’swrist, causing him to scream and drop
the bow. Thishad no effect on the path of the arrow, which was dready flying straight and true towards a
gargoyle on the rooftop just across theroad. It hit it on the ear, bounced, ricocheted off awall six feet

away, and headed back towards Colon apparently at adightly increased speed, going past hisear with a
slky humming noise

It vanished in the direction of the city walls.
After awhile Nobby coughed and gave Carrot alook of innocent inquiry.
“About how big,” he said, “isadragon’ s voonerables, roughly?’

“Oh, it can beatiny spot,” said Carrot helpfully.

“1 was sort of afraid of that,” said Nobby. He wandered to the edge of the roof, and pointed
downwards. “ There sapond just here,” he said. “They useit for cooling water inthe dills. | reckonit’s
pretty deep, so after the sergeant has shot at the dragon we can jump init. What d' you say?’

“Oh, but we don’t need to do that,” said Carrot. “Because the sergeant’ s lucky arrow would of hit the
gpot and the dragon’ |l be dead, so we won't have anything to worry about.”



“Granted, granted,” said Nobby hurriedly, looking at Colon’s scowling face. “But just in case, you
know, if by amillion-to-one chance he misses-I’m not saying he will, mark you, you just haveto think of
al eventudities-if, by incredible bad luck, he doesn't quite manage to hit the voonerable dead on, then
your dragon isgoing to lose hisrag, right, and it’ s probably a good ideato not be here. It'salong shat, |
know. Cal me aworry-wart if you like. That’sdl I'm saying.”

Sergeant Colon adjusted his armour haughtily.

“When you redlly need them the most,” he said, “million-to-one chances dways crop up. Well-known
fact.”

“The sergeant isright, Nobby,” said Carrot virtuoudy. “Y ou know that when there' sjust one chance
which might just work-well, it works. Otherwise there’ d be no-“ he lowered hisvoice-“I mean, it tands
to reason, if last desperate chances didn’t work, there d beno . . . well, the gods wouldn't let it be any
other way. They wouldn't.”

Asone man, the three of them turned and looked through the murky air towards the hub of the
Disc-world, thousands of miles away. Now the air was grey with old smoke and mist shreds, but on a
clear day it was possible to see Cori Celesti, home of the gods. Site of the home of the gods, anyway.
They lived in Dunmanifegtin, the stuccoed VVahdla, where the gods faced eternity with the kind of minds
that were at aloss to know what to do to pass awet afternoon. They played games with the fates of
men, it was said. Exactly what game they thought they were playing a the moment was anyone' s guess.

But of coursethere were rules. Everyone knew there were rules. They just had to hope like Hell that the
gods knew therules, too.

“It'sgot to work,” mumbled Colon. “I’ll be using my lucky arrow ‘nal. You'reright. Last hopeless
chances have got to work. Nothing makes any sense otherwise. Y ou might aswell not be dive.”

Nobby looked down at the pond again. After amoment’ s hesitation Colon joined him. They had the
specul ative faces of men who had seen many things, and knew that while you could of course depend on
heroes, and kings, and ultimately on gods, you could realy depend on gravity and deep water.
“Not that we'll need it,” said Colon virtuoudly.
“Not with your lucky arrow,” said Nobby.
* “That’ sright. But, just out of interest, how far down isit, d'you think?’ said Colon.
“About thirty feet, I'd say. Give or take.”
“Thirty feet.” Colon nodded dowly. “That'swhat I'd reckon. And it’ sdeep, isit?’
“Very deep, I've heard.”

“I'll take your word for it. It looks pretty mucky. I'd hate to haveto jumpinit.”

Carrot dgpped him cheerfully on the back, nearly pushing him over, and said, “What' s up, Sarge? Do
you want to livefor ever?’



“Dunno. Ak me again in five hundred years.”
“It' sagood job we' ve got your lucky arrow, then!” said Carrot.
“Hmm?’ said Colon, who seemed to be in amiserable daydream world of hisown.

“I mean, it'sagood job we' ve got alast desperate million-to-one chanceto rely on, or we' d redly bein
trouble!” “Oh, yes,” said Nobby sadly. “Lucky old us.”

The Patrician lay back. A couple of rats dragged a cushion under his head.

“Things are rather bad outside, | gather,” he said.
“Yes” sad Vimeshitterly. “You'reright. Y ou rethe safest man in the city.”

He wedged another knife in acrack in the stones and tested hisweight carefully, while Lord Vetinari
looked on with interest. He' d managed to get six feet off the floor and up to aleve with thegrille.

Now he started to hack at the mortar around the bars.

The Patrician watched him for awhile, and then took abook off the little shelf beside him. Since therats
couldn't read the library he’ d been able to assemble was alittle baroque, but he was not aman to ignore

fresh knowledge. He found his bookmark in the pages of Lacemaking Through the Ages, and read afew
pages.

After awhile he found it necessary to brush afew crumbs of mortar off the book, and |ooked up.

“Areyou achieving success?” heinquired politely.

Vimes gritted histeeth and hacked away. Outside the little grille was a grubby courtyard, barely lighter
than the cdll. There was amidden in one corner, but currently it looked very dttractive. More attractive

than the dungeon, at any rate. An honest midden was preferable to the way Ankh-Morpork was going
these days. It was probably alegorical, or something.

He stabbed, stabbed, stabbed. The knife blade twanged and shook in his hand.

The Librarian scratched his armpits thoughtfully. He was facing problems of hisown.

He had come here full of rage against book thieves and that rage still burned. But the seditious thought



had occurred to him that, although crimes against books were the worst kind of crimes, revenge ought,
perhaps, to be postponed.

It occurred to him that, while of course what humans chose to do to one another was adl oneto him,
there were certain activities that should be curtailed in case the perpetrators got over-confident and
started doing things like that to books, too.

The Librarian stared at his badge again, and gave it agentle nibble in the optimistic hope that it had
become edible. No doubt about it, he had a Duty to the captain.

The captain had always been kind to him. And the captain had a badge, too.
Yes.
There were times when an ape had to do what aman hadtodo. . .

The orangutan threw a complex saute and swung away into the darkness.

The sun rose higher, rolling through the mists and stale smoke like alost balloon.

Therank sat in the shade of achimney stack, waiting and killing timein their various ways. Nobby was
thoughtfully probing the contents of anostril, Carrot waswriting aletter home, and Sergeant Colon was

worrying.

After awhile he shifted hisweight uneasily and said, “I’ ve fought of aproblem,”

“Wassat, Sarge?’ said Carrot.

Sergeant Colon looked wretched. “Weedll, what if it' s not amillion-to-one chance?’ he said.

Nobby stared a him.

“What d’'you mean?’ he said. “Wadll, al right, last desperate million-to-one chances dwayswork, right,
no problem, but. . . well, it's pretty wossname, specific. | mean, isn'tit?” “You tell me,” said Nobby.
“What if it’ sjust athousand-to-one chance?’ said Colon agonisedly. “What?’

“Anyone ever heard of athousand-to-one shot coming up?’

Carrot looked up. “Don’t be daft, Sergeant,” he said. “No-one ever saw a thousand-to-one chance
comeup. Theoddsagaingt it are-* hislipsmoved- “millionsto one.” *Y eah. Millions,” agreed Nobby.
“Soit'd only work if it'syour actual million-to-one chance,” said the sergeant. “| supposethat’sright,”
said Nobby. “So 999,943-to-one, for example-“ Colon began. Carrot shook his head. “Wouldn't have

ahope. No-one ever said, *It's a 999,943-to-one chance but it might just work.” *

They stared out acrossthe city in the silence of ferocious menta calculation.



“We could have ared problem here,” said Colon eventudly.

Carrot gtarted to scribble furioudy. When questioned, he explained at length about how you found the
surface area of adragon and then tried to estimate the chances of an arrow hitting any one spot. “ Aimed,
mind,” said Sergeant Colon. “I aim. “ Nobby coughed.

“Inthat caseit' sgot to be alot less than amillion-to-one chance,” said Carrot. “It could bea
hundred-to-one. If the dragon’ sflying dowly and it’ sa big spot, it could be practically acertainty.”
Colon’slips shaped themsdaves around the phrase,

It sacertainty but it might just work. He shook his head. “Nah,” he said.

“So what we' ve got to do, then,” said Nobby dowly, “isadjust the odds. . .”

Now there was ashalow holein the mortar near the middle bar. It wasn't much, Vimes knew, but it
was adart.

“You don’t require assstance, by any chance?’ said the Patrician.
“No.”
“Asyouwidh.”

The mortar was haf-rotted, but the bars had been driven deep into the rock. Under their crusting of rust
therewas il plenty of iron. It wasalong job, but it was something to do and required a blessed
absence of thought. They couldn’t take it away from him. It was agood, clean chalenge; you knew if you
went on chipping avay, you' d win through eventualy.

It wasthe “eventudly” that wasthe problem. Eventualy Great A ‘ Tuin would reach the end of the

universe. Eventudly the starswould go out. Eventudly Nobby might have a bath, dthough that would
probably involve aradicd rethinking of the nature of Time.

He hacked at the mortar anyway, and then stopped as something small and pale fell down outside, quite
dowly.

“Peanut shdl?’ he said.

The Librarian’ sface, surrounded by the inner-tube jowls of the Librarian’s head, appeared upside down
in the barred opening, and gave him agrin that wasn't any lessterrible for being the wrong way up.

“Oook?’

The orangutan flopped down off the wall, grabbed a couple of bars, and pulled. Muscles shunted back
and forward acrossits barrel chest in acomplex pavane of effort. The mouthful of yellow teeth gaped in



Slent concentration.
There were acouple of dull “thungs’ asthe bars gave up and broke free. The ape flung them aside and

reached into the gaping hole. Then the longest arms of the Law grabbed the astonished Vimes under his
shoulders and pulled him through in one movemen.

The rank surveyed their handiwork.

“Right,” said Nobby. “Now, what are the chances of a man standing on one leg with hishat on
backwards and a handkerchief in his mouth hitting adragon’ s voonerables?

“Mmph,” said Colon.
“It'spretty long odds,” said Carrot. “1 reckon the hanky isabit over the top, though.”

Colon gpat it out. “Make up your minds,” he said. “Meleg sgoing to deep.”

Vimes picked himsdlf up off the greasy cobbles and stared at the Librarian. He was experiencing
something which had come as a shock to many people, usualy in much more unpleasant circumstances
such asabrawl started in the Mended Drum when the ape wanted a bit of peace and quiet to enjoy a
reflective pint, which wasthis: the Librarian might look like a stuffed rubber sack, but what it was stuffed
withwas muscle.

“That was amazing,” was al he could find to say. He looked down at the twisted bars, and felt hismind
darken. He grabbed the bent metal. “Y ou don’t happen to know where Wonse is, do you?’ he added.

“Eeek!” The Librarian thrust atattered piece of parchment under his nose. “ Eeek!”
Vimesread thewords.

It hathe pleased . . . wheress.. . . at the stroke of noone.. . . amaiden pure, yet high born . . . compact
between ruler and ruled . . .

“Inmy city!” hegrowled. “Inmy bloody city!”
He grabbed the Librarian by two handfuls of chest hair and pulled him up to eye height.

“What timeisit?’ he shouted.



“Oook!”

A long red-haired arm unfolded itself upwards. Vimes s gaze followed the pointing finger. The sun
definitely had thelook of aheavenly body that was nearly at the crest of its orbit and looking forward to
along, lazy coasting towards the blankets of dusk . . .

“I’m not bloody well going to have it, understand?’ Vimes shouted, shaking the gpe back and forth.
“Oook,” the Librarian pointed out, patiently.

“What? Oh. Sorry.” Vimes|owered the gpe, who wisgly didn’t make an issue of it because aman angry
enough to lift 300lbs of orangutan without noticing isaman with too much on hismind.

Now he was staring around the courtyard.

“Any way out of here?’ he said. “Without climbing thewalls, | mean.”

Hedidn't wait for an answer but loped around the walls until he reached a narrow, grubby door, and
kicked it open. It hadn’t been locked anyway, but he kicked it just the same. The Librarian trailed long
behind, swinging on hisknuckles.

The kitchen on the other side of the door was amost deserted, the staff having findly lost their nerve and
decided that dl prudent chefs refrained from working in an establishment where there was amouth bigger
than they were. A couple of palace guards were eating acold lunch.

“Now,” said Vimes, asthey haf-rose, “I don’t want to have to-*

They didn’t seem to want to listen. One of them reached for a crossbow.

“Oh, the hell withit.” Vimes grabbed a butcher’ sknife from ablock besideit and threw it.

Thereisan art in throwing knives and, even then, you need the right kind of knife. Otherwise it doesjust
what thisone did, which ismiss completely.

The guard with the bow leaned sdeways, righted himsdlf, and found that a purple fingernail was gently
blocking the firing mechanism. He looked around. The Librarian hit him right on top of hishemet.

The other guard shrank back, waving hishandsfranticaly.

“Nonono!” hesaid. “It'samisunderstanding! What was it you said you didn’t want to have to do? Nice
monkey!”

“Oh, dear,” said Vimes. “Wrong!”

Heignored the terrified screaming and rummaged through the debris of the kitchen until he came up with
acleaver. He' d never fdt redlly at home with swords, but a cleaver was a different matter. A cleaver had
weight. It had purpose. A sword might have a certain nobility about it, unless it was the one belonging for
example to Nobby, which relied on rust to hold it together, but what a cleaver had was atremendous
ability to cut things up.

He left the biology |esson-that no monkey was capable of bouncing someone up and down by their



ankles-found alikely door, and hurried through it. Thistook him outside again, into the big cobbled area
that surrounded the palace. Now he could get his bearings, now he could . . .

There wasaboom in the air above him. A gae blew downwards, knocking him over.

TheKing of Ankh-Morpork, wings outspread, glided across the sky and settled for amoment on the
pal ace gateway, talons gouging long scarsin the stone as it caught its balance. The sun glittered off its
arched back asit stretched its neck, roared alazy billow of flames, and sprang into the air again.

Vimes made an anima-amammaian anima-noise in the back of histhroat, and ran out into the empty
dreets.

Silencefilled the ancestral home of the Ramkins. The front door swung back and forth on its hinges,
letting in the common, badly-brought up breeze which wandered through the deserted rooms, gawping
and looking for dust on the top of the furniture. It wound up the stairs and banged through the door of
Sybil Ramkin’s bedroom, rattling the bottles on the dressing table and riffling through the pages of
Diseases of the Dragon.

A redlly fast reader could have learned the symptoms of everything from Abated Hedlsto Zigzag Throat.
And down below, in the low, warm and foul-smelling shed that housed the swamp dragons, it seemed
that Errol had got them dl. Now he sat in the centre of his pen, swaying and moaning softly. White
smokerolled dowly from his ears and drifted towards the floor. From somewhere insde his swollen
stomach came complex explosive hydraulic noises, as though desperate teams of gnomeswere trying to
drive aculvert through adiff in athunderstorm.

Hisnostrilsflared, turning more or less of their own valition.

The other dragons craned over the pen walls, watching him cautioudly.

There was another distant gastric roar. Errol shifted painfully.

The dragons exchanged glances. Then, one by one, they lay down carefully on the floor and put their
paws over their eyes.

Nobby put his head on one side. “It looks promising,” he said criticaly. “We might be nearly there. |
reckon the chances of aman with soot on hisface, histongue sticking out, stlanding on oneleg and
singing The Hedgehog Song ever hitting adragon’s voonerableswould be. . . what'd you say, Carrot?’



“A millionto one, | reckon,” said Carrot virtuoudy.

Colon glared a them.

“Ligen, lads,” he said, “you re not winding me up, are you?’
Carrot looked down at the plaza below them.

“Oh, bloody hell,” he said softly.

“Wassat?' said Colon urgently, looking around.

“They’ re chaining awoman to arock!”

The rank stared over the parapet. The huge and silent crowd that lined the plaza stared too, at awhite
figure struggling between half adozen palace guards.

“Wonder where they got the rock from?’ said Colon. “We re on loam here, you know.”

“Fine strapping wench, whoever sheis,” said Nobby approvingly, as one of the guards whedled off

bow-legged and collgpsed. “ That’ s one lad who won't know what to do with hisevenin’sfor afew
weeks. Got amean right knee, so she has.”

“Anyoneweknow?’ said Colon.

Carrot squinted.

“It'sLady Ramkin!” he said, his mouth dropping open.
“Never!”

“He sright. Inanightie,” said Nobby.

“The buggers!” Colon snatched up hisbow and fumbled for an arrow. “1’ll give *em voonerables!
Well-spoken lady like her, it' sadisgrace!”

“Er,” said Carrot, who had glanced over his shoulder. “ Sergeant?”’

“Thisiswhat it comesto!” muttered Colon. “Decent women can’t walk down the street without being
eaten! Right, you bastards, you're.. . . you' re geography-*

“ Sergeant!” Carrot repeated urgently.

“It’shistory, not geography,” said Nobby. “ That’s what you' re supposed to say. History. ‘You're
history!” you say.”

“Well, whatever,” snapped Colon. “Let’s see how-*
“Sergeant!”

Nobby was looking behind them, too.



“Oh, shit,” hesaid.

“Can’'t miss,” muttered Colon, taking aim.

“Sergeant!”

“Shut up, you two, | can’t concentrate when you keep shout-*

“Sergeant, it' scoming!”

The dragon accelerated.
The drunken rooftops of Ankh-Morpork blurred as it passed over, wings sneering at the air. 1ts neck

sretched out straight ahead, the pilot flames of its nogtrils streamed behind it, the sound of itsflight
panned across the sky.

Colon’'s hands shook. The dragon seemed to be aiming at histhroat, and it was moving too fast, far too
fadt. ..

“Thisisit!” said Carrot. He glanced towards the Hub, in case any gods had forgotten what they were
therefor, and added, speaking dowly and digtinctly, “It’samillion-to-one-chance, but it might just
work!”

“Frethebloody thing!” screamed Naobby.

“Picking my spot, lad, picking my spot,” quavered Colon. “Don’'t you worry, lads, | told you thisismy
lucky arrow. Firg-class arrow, thisarrow, had it since | was alad, you' d be amazed at the things | shot
at with this, don’t you worry.”

He paused, as the nightmare bore down on him on wings of terror.

“Er, Carrot?’ he said meekly.

“Yes, Sarge?’

“Did your old grandad ever say what avoonerable spot looks like?’

And then the dragon wasn’t gpproaching any more, it was there, passing afew feet overhead, a



streaming mosaic of scales and noise, filling the entire sky.
Colonfired.

They watched the arrow rise straight and true.

Vimes half-ran, half-staggered over the damp cobbles, out of breath and out of time.

It can't belikethis, he thought wildly. The hero dways cutsit fine, but he aways get there just in the nick
of time. Only the nick of time was probably five minutes ago.

And I’m not ahero. I'm out of condition, and | need adrink, and | get ahandful of dollarsamonth
without plumes alowance. That's not hero’s pay. Heroes get kingdoms and princesses, and they take
regular exercise, and when they amilethelight glints off their teeth, ting. The bastards.

Sweat stung his eyes. The rush of adrendine that had carried him out of the palace had spent itsdlf, and
was how exacting itsinevitabletoll.

He stumbled to a halt, and grabbed awall to keep him upright while he gasped for air. And thus he saw
the figures on the rooftop.

Oh, no! he thought. They’re not heroes either! What do they think they’re playing at?

It was amillion-to-one chance. And who was to say that, somewhere in the millions of other possible
universes, it might not have worked?

That was the sort of thing the gods redlly liked. But Chance, who sometimes can overrule even the gods,
has 999,999 casting votes.

Inthisuniverse, for example, the arrow bounced off ascde and clattered away into oblivion.
Colon stared as the dragon’ s pointed tail passed overhead.
“It...missed. ..”he mouthed.

“But it couldn’t of missed!” He stared red-eyed at the other two. “It was asodding last desperate
million-to-one chance!”

The dragon twisted itswings, swung its huge bulk around on apivot of air, and bore down on the roof.



Carrot grabbed Nobby around the waist and laid a hand on Colon’ s shoulder.
The sergeant was weeping with rage and frustration.

“Million-to-bloody-one last desperate bloody chance!”

“Sarge”

The dragon flamed.

It was abeautifully controlled line of plasma. It went through the roof like butter.

It cut through Stairways.

It crackled into ancient timbers and made them twist like paper. It diced into pipes.

It punched through floor after floor like the fist of an angry god and, eventualy, reached the big copper
vat containing athousand galons of freshly-made mature whisky-type spirit.

It burned into that, too.

Fortunately, the chances of anyone surviving the ensuing explosion were exactly amillion-to-one.

Thefireball roselike awell, arose. A huge orange rose, streaked with yellow. It took the roof with it
and wrapped it around the astonished dragon, lifting it high into the air in aboiling cloud of broken timber
and bits of piping.

The crowd watched in bemusement as the superhot blast flung it into the sky and barely noticed Vimes
as he pushed hisway, wheezing and crying, through the press of bodies.

He shouldered past arow of palace guards and shambled asfast as he could across the flagstones.
No-one was paying him much attention at the moment.

He stopped.

It wasn't arock, because Ankh-Morpork was on loam. It was just some huge remnant of mortared
masonry, probably thousands of years old, from somewhere in the city foundations. Ankh-Morpork was
50 old now that what it was built on, by and large, was Ankh-Morpork.

It had been dragged into the centre of the plaza, and Lady Sybil Ramkin had been chained to it. She
appeared to be wearing a nightie and huge rubber boots. By the look of her she had been in afight, and
Vimesfelt amomentary pang of sympathy for whoever € se had been involved. She gave him alook of
purefury.



“Youl”

“Youl”

He waved the cleaver vaguely.
“But why you-?" he began.

“Captan Vimes,” shesaid sharply, “you will oblige me by not waving that thing about and you will Sart
putting it to its proper use!”

Vimeswasan't ligening.

“Thirty dollarsamonth!” he muttered. “That’ swhat they died for! Thirty dollars! And | docked some
from Nobby. | had to, didn’t 1?1 mean, that man could make amelon go rusty!”

“Captain Vimes”
Hefocused on the cleaver.

“Oh,” hesdid. “Yes Right!”

It was agood sted cleaver, and the chains were elderly and rather rusty iron. He hacked away, raising
gparks from the masonry.

The crowd watched in silence, but severa paace guards hurried towards him.

“What the hell do you think you' re doing?’ said one of them, who didn’t have much imagination.
“What the hell do you think you' redoing?’ Vimes growled, looking up.

They stared a him.

“What?’

Vimestook another hack at the chains. Severa loops tinkled to the ground.

“Right, you' ve asked for-* one of the guards began. Vimes' s elbow caught him under hisrib cage;
before he collapsed, Vimes sfoot kicked savagely at the other one' s kneecaps, bringing his chin down
ready for another stab with the other elbow.

“Right,” said Vimes absently. He rubbed the elbow. It was sheer agony.
He moved the cleaver to his other hand and hammered at the chains again, aware at the back of hismind

that more guards were hurrying up, but with that specid kind of run that guards had. He knew it well. It
was the run that said, there’ sadozen of us, let someone else get therefirdt. It said, he looksready to kill,

no-on€ s paying meto get killed, maybeif | run dowly enough he'll get away . . .
No point in spoiling agood day by catching someone.

Lady Ramkin shook hersdlf free. A ragged cheer went up and started to grow in volume. Evenin thelr



current state of mind, the people of Ankh-Morpork always appreciated a performance.
She grabbed ahandful of chain and wrapped it around one pudgy fist.

“Some of those guards don’t know how to treat-“ she began.

“Notime, notime,” said Vimes, grabbing her arm. It waslike trying to drag amountain.
The cheering stopped, abruptly.

Therewas a sound behind Vimes. It was not, particularly, aloud noise. It just had a peculiarly nasty
carrying qudity. It wasthe click of four sets of talons hitting the flagstones at the sametime.

Vimes|ooked around and up.

Soot clung to the dragon’s hide. A few pieces of charred wood had lodged here and there, and were
gtill smouldering. The magnificent bronze scales were streaked with black.

It lowered its head until Vimeswas afew feet away from its eyes, and tried to focus on him.
Probably not worth running, Vimestold himsdf. It' snot asif I’ ve got the energy anyway .
Hefdt Lady Ramkin's hand engulf his.

“Jolly well done,” she said. “It nearly worked.”

Charred and blazing wreckage rained down around the distillery. The pond was a swamp of debris,
covered with acoating of ash. Out of it, dripping dime, rose Sergeant Colon.

He dawed hisway to the bank and pulled himsdf up, like some sea-dwelling lifeform that was anxious
to get the whole evolution thing over with in one go.

Nobby was aready there, spread out like afrog, leaking water.
“Isthat you, Nobby?’ said Sergeant Colon anxioudly.

“It' sme, Sergeant.”

“1 glad about that, Nobby,” said Colon fervently.

“I wish it wasn't me, Sergeant.”

Colon tipped the water out of his helmet, and then paused.

“What about young Carrot?’ he said.



Nobby pushed himsdlf upon hiselbows, groggily.
“Dunno,” he said. “ One minute we were on the roof, next minute we were jumping.”
They both looked at the ashen waters of the pond.

“I suppose,” said Colon dowly, “he can svim?’

“Dunno. He never said. Not much to swim in, up in the mountains. WWhen you cometo think about it,”
said Nobby.

“But perhaps there were limpid blue pools and degp mountain streams,” said the sergeant hopefully.

“Andicy tarnsin hidden valleys and that. Not to mention subterranean lakes. He' d be bound to have
learned. In and out of the water al day, | expect.”

They stared at the greasy grey surface.

“It was probably that Protective,” said Nobby. “P rapsit filled with water and dragged him down.”

Colon nodded gloomily.
“I'll hold your helmet,” said Nobby, after awhile.
“But I'm your superior officer!”

“Yes,” said Nobby reasonably, “but if you get stuck down there, you' re going to want your best man up
here, ready to rescue you, aren’t you?’

“That's. . . reasonable,” said Colon eventudly. “That’sagood point.”
“Right, then.”

“Drawback is, though . . .”

“What?’

“...lcan'tswim,” Colon sad.

“How did you get out of that, then?’

Colon shrugged. “I’m anaturd floater.”

Their eyes, once again, turned to the dankness of the pond. Then Colon stared a Nobby. Then Nobby,
very dowly, unbuckled hishemet.

“Thereisn't someone il in there, isthere?’ said Carrat, behind them.

They looked around. He hoicked some mud out of an ear. Behind him the remains of the brewery
smouldered.



“I thought I’ d better nip out quickly, see what was going on,” he said brightly, pointing to a gate leading
out of theyard. It was hanging by one hinge.

“Oh,” said Nobby weakly. “Jolly good.”
“There' san dley out there,” said Carrot.
“No dragonsinit, are there?’ said Colon suspicioudly.

“No dragons, no humans. There' sno-one around,” said Carrot impatiently. He drew his sword. “Come
on!” hesaid.

“Whereto?’ said Nobby. He d pulled adamp butt from behind his ear and was looking at it with an
expression of deegpest sorrow. It was obvioudy too far gone. Hetried to light it anyway.

“We want to fight the dragon, don’'t we?’ said Carrot.

Colon shifted uncomfortably. “ Y es, but aren’t we dlowed to go home for a change of clothesfirst?’
“And anicewarm drink?” said Nobby.

“Andamed,” said Colon. “A nice plate of-*

“Y ou should be ashamed of yoursalves,” said Carrot. “ There salady in distress and adragon to fight
and al you can think of isfood and drink!”

“Oh, I’'m not just thinking about food and drink,” said Colon.
“We could be dl that stands between the city and total destruction!”
“Yes, but-“ Nobby began.

Carrot drew his sword and waved it over his head.

“Captain Vimeswould have gone!” hesaid. “All for one!”
He glared a them, and rushed out of the yard.

Colon gave Nobby a sheepish look.

“Y oung peopletoday,” he said.

“All for onewhat?’ said Nobby.

The sergeant sighed. “Come on, then.”

“Oh, dl right.”

They staggered out into the dley. It was empty.

“Where' d he go?’ said Nobby.



Carrot stepped out of the shadows, grinning al over hisface.
“Knew | could rely onyou,” hesad. “Follow me!”

“Something odd about that boy,” said Colon, asthey limped after him. “He aways manages to persuade
usto follow him, have you noticed?’

“All for onewhat?’ said Nobby.
“Something about the voice, | reckon.”

“Yes, but dl for onewhat?’

The Patrician Sghed and, carefully marking his place, laid aside his book. To judge from the noise there
seemed to be an awful lot of excitement going on out there. It was highly unlikely any paace guards
would be around, which was just as well. The guards were highly-trained men and it would be ashame
to waste them.

Hewould need them later on.

He padded over to the wdl and pushed asmall block that looked exactly like al the other smdl blocks.
No other small block, however, would have caused a section of flagstone to grind ponderoudy aside.

There was a carefully chosen assortment of stuff in there-iron rations, spare clothes, severa small chests
of precious metals and jewels, tools. And there was akey. Never build a dungeon you couldn’t get out
of.

The Patrician took the key and strolled over to the door. Asthe wards of thelock did back in their
well-oiled grooves he wondered, again, whether he should have told Vimes about the key. But the man
seemed to have got so much satisfaction out of breaking out. It would probably have been positively bad
for him to have told him about the key. Anyway, it would have spoiled hisview of the world. He needed
Vimesand hisview of theworld.

Lord Vetinari svung the door open and, silently, strode out into the ruins of his palace.

They trembled as, for the second time in acouple of minutes, the city rocked.

The dragon kennels exploded. The windows blew out. The door Ieft the wall ahead of agresat billow of



black smoke and sailed into the air, tumbling dowly, to plough into the rhododendrons.

Something very energetic and hot was happening in that building. M ore smoke poured out, thick and oily
and solid. One of the wdlsfolded in on itself, and then another one toppled duggishly on to the lawn.

Swamp dragons shot determinedly out of the wreckage like champagne corks, wingswhirring franticaly.

Still the smoke unrolled. But there was something in there, some point of fierce white light that was gently
risng.

It disappeared from view asit passed a stricken window, and then, with apiece of roof tile still spinning
on thetop of his head, Errol climbed above his own smoke and ascended into the skies of
Ankh-Morpork.

The sunlight glinted off his silver scales as he hovered about ahundred feet up, turning dowly, balancing
nicey on hisown flame. ..

Vimes, awaiting death on the plaza, redised that his mouth was hanging open. He shut it again.

There was absolutely no sound in the city now but the noise of Errol’ s ascent.

They can rearrange their own plumbing, Vimestold himsdf bemusedly. To suit circumstances. He's
madeit work in reverse. But histhingys, hisgenes. . . surdy he must have been hadfway to it anyway. No
wonder thelittle bugger has got such stubby wings. His body must have known he was't going to need
them, except to steer.

Good grief. I'm watching thefirst ever dragon to flame backwards.

Herisked aglance immediately above him. The great dragon was frozen, its enormous bloodshot eyes
concentrating on thetiny cresture.

With achallenging roar of flame and apummelling of air the King of Ankh-Morpork rose, al thought of
mere humansforgotten.

Vimesturned sharply to Lady Ramkin.

“How do they fight?" he said urgently. “How do dragonsfight?’

“I-that is, well, they just flap at each other and blow flame,” she said. “ Swamp dragons, that is. | mean,
who's ever seen anoble dragon fight?” She patted her nightie. “1 must take some notes, I’ ve got my
memo book somewhere. . .”

“Inyour nightshirt?”

“It' samazing how ideas cometo onein bed, I' ve dways said.”

Flames roared into the space where Errol had been, but he wasn't there. The king tried to spiniin
mid-air. Thelittle dragon circled in an easy series of smokerings, weaving acat's cradlein the sky with

the huge adversary gyrating helplesdy in the middle. More flames, hotter and longer, stabbed a him and
missed.



The crowd watched in bresthless silence.

“ ‘dlo, Captain,” said an ingratiating voice.

Vimeslooked down. A smdl and stagnant pond disguised as Nobby grinned sheepishly up at him.
“| thought you were dead!” he said.

“We'renot,” said Nobby.

“Oh. Good.” Theredidn’'t seem much elseto say.

“What do you reckon on the fight, then?’

Vimeslooked back up. Smoketrails spirdled acrossthe city.

“I’'m afraid it’ snot going to work,” said Lady Ramkin. “Oh. Hallo, Nobby.”

“ Afternoon, ma am,” said Nobby, touching what he thought was his forelock.

“What d'you mean, it snot going to work?’ said Vimes. “Look at him go! It hasn't hit him yet!”

“Yes, but hisflame hastouched it severa times. It doesn’t seem to have any effect. It snot hot enough, |
think. Oh, he’' sdodging well. But he' sgot to be lucky every time. It has only got to be lucky once.”

The meaning of thissank in.
“Youmean,” said Vimes, “dl thisisjust-just show?He sjust doing it to impress?’

“*Snot hisfault,” said Colon, materiaising behind them. “It’ slike dogs, innit? Doesn't redly dawn on
the poor little bugger that he' sup against abig one. He' s just ready for ascrap.”

Both dragons appeared to redlise that the fight was the well-known Klatchian standoff. With another
smoke ring and a billow of white flame they parted and retreated afew hundred yards.

The king hovered, flapping itswings quickly. Height. That was the thing. When dragon fought dragon,
height was dwaysthething. ..

Errol balanced on hisflame. He seemed to be thinking.

Then he nonchalantly kicked his back legs out as though hovering on your own stomach gaseswas
something dragons had mastered over millions of years, somersaulted, and fled. For amoment he was
visble asaslver stresk, and then he was out over the city walls and gone.

A groan followed him. It came from ten thousand throats.

Vimesthrew up hishands.

“Don’'t you worry, guv,” said Nobby quickly. “He s-he’ s probably goneto, to have adrink. Or
something. Maybe it’ sthe end of round one. Or something.”



“I mean, he ate our kettle and everything,” said Colon uncertainly. “Hewouldn’t just run away after
eating akettle. Stands to reason. Anyone who could eat akettle wouldn’t run away from anything. *

“And my armour polish,” said Carrot. “It was nearly awhole dollar for thetin.”

“Thereyou arethen,” said Colon. “It'slike| said.”

“Look,” said Vimes, as patiently as he could manage. “He sanice dragon, | liked him as much asyou, a
very nicelittle chap, but he’ sjust done the sensible thing, for gods' sake, he’ snot going to get burned to
bitsjust to save us. Life just doesn't work like that. Y ou might aswdll faceit.”

Overhead the great dragon strutted through the air and flamed a nearby tower. 1t had won.

“I’ve never seen that before,” said Lady Ramkin. “Dragons normdly fight to the death.”

“At last they’ ve bred onewho'ssensible” said Vimes morosdly. “Let’ s be honest: the chances of a
dragon the size of Errol begting something that big are amillion-to-one”’

There was one of those slences you get after one clear bright note has been struck and the world
paLises.

Therank looked at one another.
“Million-to-one?’ asked Carrot nonchaantly.
“Definitdy,” said Vimes. “Million-to-one”
The rank looked a one another again.
“Million-to-one,” said Colon.
“Million-to-one,” agreed Nobby.
“That'sright,” said Carrot. “Million-to-one.”

There was another high-toned silence. The members of the rank were wondering who was going to be
thefirst to say it.

Sergeant Colon took a deep breath.

“But it might just work,” he said.

“What are you talking about?’ snapped Vimes. “There' s no-*

Nobby nudged him urgently in the ribs and pointed out acrossthe plains.

There was a column of black smoke out there. Vimes squinted. Running ahead of the smoke, speeding
over the cabbagefiddsand closing fast, was asivery bullet.

The great dragon had seen it too. It flamed defiance and climbed for extra height, mashing the ar with its
Enormous wings.



Now Errol’ sflamewasvisble, so hot asto be dmost blue. The landscape rolled avay underneath him
at an impossible speed, and he was accelerating.

Ahead of him the king extended its claws. It was amost grinning.
Errol’ sgoing to hit it, Vimesthought. Gods help usdl, it'll be afireball.

Something odd was happening out in the fields. A little way behind Errol the ground appeared to be
ploughing itsalf up, throwing cabbage stalksinto the air. A hedgerow erupted in a shower of sawdust . . .

Errol passed silently over the city walls, nose up, wings folded down to tiny flaps, hisbody honed to a
mere cone with aflame at one end. His opponent blew out atongue of fire; Vimes watched Errol, with a
barely noticegble flip of awing stub, roll easily out of its path. And then he was gone, Speeding out
towards the seain the same eerie silence.

“Hemiss-* Nobby began.

Theair ruptured. An endless thunderclap of noise dragged across the city, smashing tiles, toppling
chimneys. In mid-air, the king was picked up, flattened out and spun like atop in the sonic wash. Vimes,
his hands over his own ears, saw the creature flame desperately asit turned and became the centre of a
spird of crazy fire.

Magic crackled along itswings. It screamed like adistressed foghorn. Then, shaking its head dazedly, it
beganto glideinawidecircle.

Vimes groaned. It had survived something that tore masonry apart. What did you have to do to best it?
Y ou can't fight it, he thought. Y ou can’'t burn it, you can’t smash it. Ther€ snothing you candotoit.

The dragon landed. 1t wasn't a perfect landing. A perfect landing wouldn't have demolished arow of
cottages. It was dow, and it seemed to go on for along time and rip up a considerable stretch of city.

Wings flapping aimlesdy, neck waving and spraying random flame, it ploughed on through a debris of
beams and thatch. Several fires started up dong thetrail of destruction.

Findly it cameto rest at the end of the furrow, amost invisible under ahegp of former architecture.

The sllencethat it left was broken only by the shouts of someone trying to organise yet another bucket
chain from theriver to douse thefires.

Then people started to move.

From the air Ankh-Morpork must have looked like a disturbed anthill, with streams of dark figures
flowing towards the wreck of the dragon.

Most of them had some kind of weapon.
Many of them had spears.

Some of them had swords.



All of them had oneam in mind.

“Y ou know what?’ said Vimesaoud. “ Thisis going to be the world' sfirst democraticaly killed dragon.
One man, one stab.”

“Then you ve got to stop them. You can't let them kill it!” said Lady Ramkin.
Vimesblinked &t her.

“Pardon?’ hesaid.

“It' swounded!”

“Lady, that wasthe intention, wasn't it? Anyway, it' sonly stunned,” said Vimes.

“1 mean you can't let them kill it like this” said Lady Ramkin insistently. “Poor thing!”

“What do you want to do, then?’ demanded Vimes, histemper unravelling. “Give it a strengthening dose
of tar oil and anice comfy basket in front of the sove?’

“It' sbutchery!”
“Suitsmefing”

“But it'sadragon! It'sjust doing what a dragon does! It never would have come hereif people had |eft
itaong”

Vimesthought: it was about to eat her, and she can lill think like this. He hesitated. Perhapsthat did
giveyou theright toan opinion. . .

Sergeant Colon sidled up asthey glared, white-faced, at one another, and hopped desperately from one
squel ching foot to the other.

“Y ou better come at once, Captain,” he said. “It’ s going to be bloody murder!”

Vimeswaved ahand a him. “Asfar asI’m concerned,” he mumbled, avoiding Sybil Ramkin'sglare,
“it'sgot it coming to it.”

“It'snot that,” said Colon. “It's Carrot. He' s arrested the dragon.”
Vimes paused.
“What do you mean, arrested?’ he said. Y ou don’t mean what | think you mean, do you?’

“Could be dr,” said Colon uncertainly. “Could be. He was up on the rubble like ashot, S, grabbed it
by awing and said Y ou’ re nicked, chummy’, sr. Couldn’t believeit, gr. Sir, thethingis. . .”

“Wdl?

The sergeant hopped from one foot to the other. *Y ou know you said prisoners weren't to be molested,
ar...”



It was quite alarge and heavy roof timber and it scythed quite dowly through the air, but when it hit
people they rolled backwards and stayed hit.

“Now look,” said Carrot, hauling it in and pushing back hishelmet, “I don’t want to haveto tell anyone
agan, right?’

Vimes shouldered hisway through the dense crowd, staring at the bulky figure atop the mound of rubble
and dragon. Carrot turned dowly, the roof beam held like astaff. His gaze was like alighthouse beam.
Whereit fdl, the crowd lowered their wegpons and |ooked merely sullen and uncomfortable.

“I must warnyou,” Carrot went on, “that interfering with an officer in the execution of hisduty isa
serious offence. And | shal come down like aton of bricks on the very next person who throws astone.”

A stone bounced off the back of hishelmet. There was abarrage of jeers.
“Letusatit!”

“That’sright!”

“We don't want guards ordering us about!”

“Quiscustodiet custard?’

“Yesh?Right!”

Vimes pulled the sergeant towards him. “Go and organise some rope. Lots of rope. Asthick as
possible. | suppose we can-oh, tie its wings together, maybe, and bind up its mouth so it can't flame.”

Colon peered a him.
“Areyou serious, Sr? We' reredly going to arrest it?’
“Dait!”

It's been arrested, he thought, as he pushed hisway forward. Personaly | would have preferred it to
drop in the seg, but it’ s been arrested and now we' ve got to deal with it or let it go free.

Hefdt hisown fedings about the bloody thing evaporate in the face of the mob. What could you do with
it?Giveit afair trid, he thought, and then executeit. Not kill it. That’ swhat heroesdo out in the
wilderness. You can't think likethat in cities. Or rather, you can, but if you' re going to then you might as
well burn the whole place down right now and start again. Y ou ought to doiit . . . well, by the book.

That'sit. Wetried everything else. Now we might aswell try and do it by the book.



Anyway, he added mentaly, that’ s a city guard up there. We ve got to stick together. Nobody else will
have anything to do with us.

A burly figurein front of him drew back an arm with ahdfbrick iniit.

“Throw that brick and you' re adead man,” said Vimes, and then ducked and pushed hisway through
the press of people while the would-be thrower looked around in amazement.

Carrot hdf-raised his club in athreatening gesture as Vimes climbed up the rubble pile.
“Oh, hdlo, Captain Vimes,” he said, loweringit, “1 haveto report | have arrested this-*
“Yes, | cansee” sad Vimes. “Did you have any suggestions about what we do next?’
“Oh, yes, gr. | havetoread it itsrights, air,” said Carrot.

“I mean gpart from that.”

“Not redly, Sr.”

Vimes looked at those parts of the dragon till visible under the rubble. How could you kill one of these?
You'd haveto spend aday at it.

A lump of rock ricocheted off his breastplate.

“Who did that?’

The voice lashed out like awhip.

The crowd went quiet.

Sybil Ramkin scrambled up on the wreckage, eyes afire, and glared furioudy at the mob.

“l sad,” shesaid, “who did that? If the person who did it does not own up | shdl be extremey angry!
Shameonyoudl!”

She had their full attention. Severa people holding stones and things let them drop quietly to the ground.
The breeze flapped the remnants of her nightshirt as her Ladyship took up anew haranguing position.
“Hereisthe gdlant Captain Vimes-*

“Oh gods,” said Vimesinasmdl voice, and pulled his hedmet down over hiseyes.

“-and his dauntless men, who have taken the trouble to come here today, to save your-*

Vimes gripped Carrot’s arm and manoeuvred him down the far side of the heap.

“Youdl right, Captain?’ said the lance-congtable. “Y ou' ve gone dl red.”

“Don’t you start,” snapped Vimes. “It’ s bad enough getting al those leers from Nobby and the



sergeant.”
To hisastonishment Carrot patted him companion-ably on the shoulder.

“I know how itis” he said sympatheticaly. “1 had thisgirl back home, her name was Minty, and her
fether-*

“Look, for the last time, there is absolutely nothing between-* Vimes began.

Therewas aréttle besde them. A small avalanche of plaster and thatch rolled down. The rubble heaved,
and opened one eye. One big black pupil floating in abloodshot glow tried to focus on them.

“We must be mad,” said Vimes.

“Oh, no, gir,” said Carrot. “There' s plenty of precedents. In 1135 a hen was arrested for crowing on
Soul Cake Thursday. And during the regime of Psy-choneurotic Lord Snapcase a colony of bats was
executed for persistent curfew violations. That wasin 1401. August, | think. Great days for the law, they
were,” said Carrot dreamily. “In 1321, you know, asmall cloud was prosecuted for covering the sun
during the climax of Frenzied Earl Hargath' sinvedtiture ceremony.”

“I hope Colon gets amove on with-* Vimes stopped. He had to know. “How?’ he said. “What can you
dotoacloud?

“The Earl sentenced it to be stoned to desth,” said Carrot. “ Apparently thirty-one people werekilled.”
He pulled out his notebook and glared at the dragon.

“Canit hear us, do you think?" he said.
“I suppose 0.”

“Wdll, then.” Carrot cleared histhroat and turned back to the stunned reptile. It is my duty to warn you
that you are to be reported for consideration of prosecution on some or al of the following counts, to
whit: One, (One) i, that on or about 18thGrunelast, in a place known as Sweetheart Lane, the Shades,
you did unlawfully vent flamein amanner likely to cause grievous bodily harm, in contravention of Clause
Seven of the Industrial Processes Act, 1508; AND THAT, One, (One) ii, that on or about 18thGrune
last, in aplace known as Sweetheart Lane, the Shades, you caused or did cause to cause the death of six
persons unknown-*

Vimes wondered how long the rubble would hold the creature down. Severd weekswould be
necessary, if thelength of the charge sheet was anything to go by.

The crowd went slent. Even Sybil Ramkin was standing in astonishment.

“What'sthe matter?’ said Vimesto the upturned faces. “Haven't you ever seen adragon being arrested
before?

“-Sixteen (Threeg) ii, on the night of Grune 24thlast, you did flame or cause to flame those premises
known as the Old Watch House, Ankh-Morpork, vaued at two hundred dollars, AND THAT, Sixteen

(Three) iii, on the night of Grune 24thlast, upon being apprehended by an officer of the Watchin the
execution of hisduty-*



“I think we should hurry up,” whispered Vimes. “It’ s getting rather restive. Isal this necessary?’

“Wall, | believe one can summarise,” said Carrot. “In exceptiona circumstances, according to Bregg's
Rulesfor-*

“It may come as a surprise, but these are exceptiona circumstances, Carrot,” said Vimes. “And they're
going to beredly astonishingly exceptiona if Colon doesn’t hurry up with that rope.”

More rubble moved as the dragon strained to get up. There was athump as a heavy beam was
shouldered aside. The crowd began to run for it.

It was at this point that Enrol came back over the rooftopsin a series of minor explosions, leaving atrail
of smokerings. Dipping low, he buzzed the crowd and sent the front rank stumbling backwards.

Hewasaso wailing like afoghorn.

Vimes grabbed Carrot and stumbled down the heap as the king started to scrabble desperately to get
free.

“He' s come back for thekill!” he shouted. “It probably took him all thistime just to dow down!”

Now Errol was hovering over the fallen dragon, and hooting shrilly enough to bust bottles.

The great dragon stuck its head up in a cascade of plaster dust. It opened its mouth but, instead of the
lance of whitefirethat Vimestensed himself to expect, it merely made anoiselike akitten. Admittedly a
kitten shouting into atin bath at the bottom of a cave, but till akitten.

Broken spars fell aside when the huge creature got unsteadily to its feet. The great wings opened,
showering the surrounding streets with dust and bits of thatch. Some of it clanged off the helmet of
Sergeant Colon, hurrying back with what looked like asmall washing line coiled over hisarm.

“You'reletting it get up!” Vimes shouted, pushing the sergeant to safety. “ Y ou' re not supposed to let it
get up, Errol! Don't let it get up!”

Lady Ramkin frowned. “ That’ snot right,” she said. “ They never usudly fight like that. The winner usualy
killstheloser.”

“Right on!” shouted Nobby.
“And then hdf the time he explodes with the excitement in any case.”

“Look, it sme!” Vimesydled, as Errol hovered unconcernedly over the scene. “I bought you the fluffy
bal! Theonewiththebdl init! You can't do thisto us!”

“No, wait aminute,” said Lady Ramkin, laying ahand on hisarm. “1’m not sure we haven't got hold of
the wrong end of the stick here-*

The great dragon legpt into the air and brought its wings down with awhump that flattened afew more
buildings. The huge head sivung around, the bleary eyes caught sight of Vimes.

There seemed to be some thought going on inside them.



Errol arced across the sky and hovered protectively in front of the captain, facing the thing down. For a
moment it |looked as though he might be turned into asmal flying charcoa biscuit, and then the dragon
lowered itsgaze in adightly embarrassed way and Sarted to rise.

It climbed in awide spiral, gathering speed asit did so. Errol went with it, orbiting the huge body like a
tug around aliner.

“It' st sasthough he' sfussing over it,” said Vimes.

“Add up the bastard!” shouted Nobby enthusiastically.

“Totd, Nobby,” said Colon. “Y ou mean ‘total’.”

Vimes fet Lady Ramkin's gaze on the back of hisneck. He looked at her expression.
Redisation dawned. “Oh,” he said.

Lady Ramkin nodded.

“Redly?” sad Vimes.

“Yes” shesad. “| redly ought to have thought of it before. It was such ahot flame, of course. And
they’ re dways so much moreterritoria than the males”

“Why don’t you fight the bastard!” shouted Nobby, at the dwindling dragons.

“Bitch, Nobby,” said Vimes quietly. “Not bastard. Bitch.”

“Why don't you fi-what?’

“It' samember of the femae gender,” explained Lady Ramkin.

“What?’

“We meant that if you tried your favourite kick, Nobby, it wouldn’t work,” said Vimes.
“It'sagirl,” trandated Lady Ramkin.

“But it's sodding enormous!” said Nobby.

Vimes coughed urgently. Nobby’ s rodent eyes did sdewaysto Sybil Ramkin, who blushed like a
SUNSEL.

“A finefigure of adragon, | mean,” he said quickly.
“Er. Wide, egg-bearing hips,” said Sergeant Colon anxioudly.
“Statueskew,” Nobby added fervently.

“Shut up,” said Vimes. He brushed the dust off the remains of his uniform, adjusted the hang of his



breastplate, and set his helmet on squardly. He patted it firmly. Thiswasn't where it ended, he knew that.
Thiswaswhereit al got Sarted.

“Y ou men come with me. Come on, hurry! While everyone' s ill watching them,” he added.

“But what about the king?” said Carrot. “Or queen? Or whatever it isnow?’

Vimes stared at the rapidly shrinking shapes. “| redlly don’t know,” he said. “That'sup to Erral, |
suppose. We ve got other thingsto do.” . Colon saluted, still fighting for breath. “Where we going, sir?’
he managed.

“Tothe paace. Any of you il got asword?’

“Y ou can use mine, Captain,” said Carrot. He handed it over.

“Right,” said Vimes quietly. He glared a them. “Let’ sgo.”

Therank trailed behind Vimes through the stricken Streets.

He started to walk faster. The rank started to trot to keep up. Vimes began to trot to keep ahead.

Therank broke into a canter.

Then, asif on an unspoken word of command, they broke into arun.

Theninto agdlop.

People scurried away as they rattled past. Carrot’ s enormous sandal's hammered on the cobbles. Sparks
flew up from the scads of Nobby’ s boots. Colon ran quietly for such afat man, asfat men often do, face
locked in ascowl of concentration.

They pounded aong the Street of Cunning Artificers, turned into Hogsback Alley, emerged into the
Street of Small Gods and thundered towards the palace. Vimes kept bardly in the lead, mind currently
empty of everything except the need to run and run.

At least, nearly everything. But his head buzzed and resonated manically with those of dl city guards

everywhere, dl the pavement-pounding mesatheads in the multiverse who had ever, just occasondly, tried
to do what was Right.

Far ahead of them a handful of palace guards drew their swords, took a second look, thought better of
it, darted back insde thewall and started to close the gates. They clanged together as Vimes arrived.

He hesitated, panting for breath, and looked at the massive things. The ones that the dragon had burned
had been replaced by gates even more forbidding. From behind them came the sound of bolts diding
back.



Thiswas no timefor half measures. He was a captain, godsdammit. An officer. Thingslikethisdidn’t
present a problem for an officer. Officers had atried and tested way of solving problemslikethis. It was
caled asergeant.

“Sergeant Colon!” he snapped, hismind still buzzing with universa policemanhood, “ shoot the lock off!”
The sergeant hesitated. “What, sir? With abow and arrow, Sr?’

“I mean-* Vimes hegitated. “I mean, open these gates!”

“Sirl” Colon saluted. He glared at the gates for amoment. “Right!” he barked. “ Lance-constable Carrot,
one stepaforwarda, take! Lance-constable Carrot, innayouraownatimer! Open these gatesal”

“Ya S'r!n

Carrot stepped forward, sauted, folded an enormous hand into afist and rapped gently on the
woodwork.

“Open up,” hesad, “in the name of the Law!”

There was some whispering on the other side of the gates, and eventualy asmall hatch halfway up the
door did open afraction and avoice said, “Why?’

“Becauseif you don't it will be Impeding an Officer of the Watch in the Execution of his Duty, whichis
punishable by afine of not less than thirty dollars, one month’ simprisonment, or being remanded in
custody for socia inquiry reports and half an hour with ared-hot poker,” said Carrot.

There was some more muffled whispering, the sound of bolts being drawn, and then the gates opened
about halfway.

There was no-one visible on the other side.

Vimes put afinger to hislips. He motioned Carrot towards one gate and dragged Nobby and Colon to
the other.

“Push,” he whispered. They pushed, hard. There was a sudden eruption of pained curang from behind
the woodwork.

“Run!” shouted Colon.

“No!” shouted Vimes. He walked around the gate. Four semi-crushed paace guards glowered at him.
“No,” hesaid. “No more running. | want these men arrested.”

“Youwouldn’'t dare,” said one of the men. Vimes peered a him.

“Clarence, isn't it?’ hesad. “With aC. Wdll, Clarence with aC, watch my lips. Either you can be

charged with Aiding and Abetting or-“ he leaned closer, and glanced meaningfully at Carrot-“with an
me.”



“Swivel on that one, doggybag!” added Nobby, jumping from onefoot to the other in vicious
excitement.

Clarence slittle piggy eyesglared at thelooming bulk that was Carrot, and then at Vimes sface. There
was absolutely no mercy there. He appeared to reach areluctant decision.

“Jolly good,” said Vimes. “Lock them in the gatehouse, Sergeant.”

Colon drew hisbow and squared his shoulders. “Y ou heard the Man,” he rasped. “ One fa'se move and
you're...you' re-“ hetook adesperate stab at it-“you' re Home Economics!”

“Yeah! Sam ‘em up in the banger!” shouted Nobby. If worms could turn, Nobby was revolving a
generating speeds. “Douchebalsl” he sneered, at thelr retreating backs.

“Aiding and Abetting what, Captain?’ said Carrot, as the wegponless guards trooped away. “ Y ou have
to aid and abet something.”

“I think inthis caseit will just be generdised abetting,” said Vimes. “Perdstent and reckless abetment.”
“Yeah,” said Nobby. “Can’t stand abettors. Slime-breaths!”

Colon handed Captain Vimes the guardhouse key. “It’ snot very securein there, Captain,” he said.
“They’ |l be ableto break out eventually.”

“I hope s0,” said Vimes, “because the very first drain we cometo, you' re going to drop the key down it.
Everyone here? Right. Follow me.”

Lupine Wonse scurried dong the ruined corridors of the palace, The Summoning of Dragons under one
am,

the glittering roya sword grasped uncertainly in one hand.
He hdted, panting, in adoorway.

Not alot of hismind was currently in astate sane enough to have proper thoughts, but the small part that
was gl in business kept indsting that it couldn’t have seen what it had seen or heard what it had heard.

Someone was following him.

And he' d seen Vetinari walking through the palace. He knew the man was securely put away. Thelock
was completely unpickable. He remembered the Patrician being absolutely insistent that it be an
unpickable lock when it wasingtalled.

There was movement in the shadows at the end of the passage. Wonse gibbered a bit, fumbled with the
doorhandle besde him, darted in, dammed the door and leaned againgt it, fighting for bresth.



He opened his eyes.

Hewasin the old private audience room. The Patrician was Sitting in his old seat, one leg crossed on the
other, watching him with mild interest.

“Ah, Wonse” he said.

Wonse jumped, scrabbled at the doorhandle, leapt into the corridor and ran for it until he reached the
main staircase, risng now through the ruins of the centra paace like aforlorn corkscrew.
Stairs-height-high ground-defence. He ran up them three at atime.

All he needed was afew minutes of peace. Then he’ d show them.

The upper floors were more full of shadows. What they were short on was structura strength. Rillars
and walls had been torn out by the dragon asit built its cave. Rooms gaped pathetically on the edge of
the abyss. Dangling shreds of wall-hanging and carpet flapped in the wind from the smashed windows.
Thefloor sprang and wobbled like atrampoline as Wonse scurried acrossit. He struggled to the nearest

door.
“That was commendably fast,” said the Petrician.
Wonse dammed the door in his face and ran, squeaking, down acorridor.

Sanity took abrief hold. He paused by a statue. There was no sound, no hurrying footsteps, no whirr of
hidden doors. He gave the statue a suspicious ook and prodded it with the sword.

When (it failed to move he opened the nearest door and dammed it behind him, found achair and

wedged it under the handle. Thiswas one of the upper state rooms, bare now of mogt of itsfurnishings,
and lacking itsfourth wall. Where it should have been was just the gulf of the cavern.

The Patrician stepped out of the shadows.

“Now you have got it out of your system-* he said.

Wonse spun around, sword rai sed.

“Youdon'tredly exist,” hesaid. “Y ou're aa ghogt, or something.”
“I believe thisis not the case,” said the Patrician.

“You can't stop me! I’ ve got some magic uff |eft, I’ ve got the book!” Wonse took a brown |egther bag
out of hispocket. “1I'll bring back another one! You'll see!”

“I urgeyou not to,” said Lord Vetinari mildly.

“Oh, you think you' re so clever, so in-control, so swave, just because I’ ve got a sword and you
haven't! Well, I've got more than that, I’ [l have you know,” said Wonse triumphantly. “Yes! I've got the
palace guards on my side! They follow me, not you! No-one likes you, you know. No-one ever liked

yw.”



He swung the sword so that its needle point was afoot from the Patrician’ s thin chest.

“Soit'sback to the cellsfor you,” he said. “And thistime I’ ll make sure you stay there. Guards!
Guardd”

Therewas the clatter of running feet outside. The door rattled, the chair shook. There was amoment’s
slence, and then door and chair erupted in splinters.

“Take him away!” screamed Wonse. “Fetch more scorpions! Put himin . . . you're not the-*
“Put the sword down,” said Vimes, while behind him Carrot picked bits of door out of hisfist.
“Yeah,” said Nobby, peering around the captain. “Up againgt the wall and spread * em, motherbreath!”
“Eh?What' s he supposed to spread?’ whispered Sergeant Colon anxioudly.

Nobby shrugged. “Dunno,” he said. “Everything, | reckon. Safest way.”

Wonse stared at the rank in disbelief.

“Ah, Vimes” said the Patrician. “Y ou will-*

“Shut up,” said Vimes camly. “Lance-congtable Carrot?’

“Sirt”

“Reed the prisoner hisrights.”

“Yes, ar.” Carrot produced his notebook, licked his thumb, flicked through the pages.
“LupineWonse,” hesaid, “AKA Lupin Squiggle Sec'y PP-*
“Wha?" said Wonse.

“-currently domiciled in the domicile known as The Palace, Ankh-Morpork; it ismy duty to inform you
that you have been arrested and will be charged with-* Carrot gave Vimes an agonised |ook-*a number
of offences of murder by means of a blunt instrument, to whit, adragon, and many further offences of
generalised abetting, to be more specifically ascertained later. Y ou have the right to remain silent. Y ou

have the right not to be summarily thrown into a piranhatank. Y ou have theright to tria by orded. Y ou
have the-“

“Thisismadness,” said the Patrician camly.

“I thought | told you to shut up!” snagpped Vimes, spinning around and shaking afinger under the
Petrician’ snose.

“Tell me, Sarge,” whispered Nobby, “do you think we re going to likeit in the scorpion pit?’

“-say anything, er, but anything you do say will be written down, er, here, in my notebook, and, er, may
be used in evidence-“



Carrot' svoicetrailed into slence.

“Well, if this pantomime gives you any pleasure, Vimes,” said the Petrician eventually, “take him down to
the cdls. I'll dedl with himinthe morning.”

Wonse made no signal. There was no scream or cry. He just rushed at the Patrician, sword raised.

Optionsflickered across Vimes s mind. In the lead came the suggestion that standing back would be a
good plan, let Wonse do it, disarm him afterwards, let the city clean itself up. Yes. A good plan.

And it was therefore atotal mystery to him why he choseto dart forward, bringing Carrot’s sword up in
a haf-baked attempt at blocking the stroke.. . .

Perhaps it was something to do with doing it by the book.

Therewasaclang. Not aparticularly loud one. He felt something bright and silver whirr past his ear and
drikethewall.

Wonse' s mouth fell open. He dropped the remnant of his sword and backed away, clutching The
Summoning.

“You'll besorry,” hehissed. “You'll dl be very sorry!”

He started to mumble under his bresth.

Vimesfdt himsdf trembling. Hewas pretty certain he knew what had zinged past his head, and the mere
thought was making his hands swesat. He' d come to the pal ace ready to kill and there' d been this minute,
just this minute, when for once the world had seemed to be operating properly and he wasin charge of it
and now, now al he wanted was adrink. And anice week’ s deep.

“Oh, giveup!” hesaid. “Areyou going to come quietly?’

The mumbling went on. The air began to fed hot and dry.

Vimes shrugged. “That'sit, then,” he said, and turned away. “Throw the book at him, Carrot.”

“Right, ar.”

Vimes remembered too late.

Dwarfs have trouble with metaphors.

They adso have avery good am.

The Laws and Ordinances of Ankh and Morpork caught the secretary on the forehead. He blinked,
staggered, and stepped backwards.

It was the longest step he ever took. For onething, it lasted the rest of hislife.

After severd secondsthey heard him hit, five storeys below.



After several more seconds their faces appeared over the edge of the ravaged floor.
“What away to go,” said Sergeant Colon.

“That'safact,” said Nobby, reaching up to hisear for a dog-end.

“Killed by awossname. A metaphor.”

“Dunno,” said Nobby. “Looks like the ground to me. Got alight, Sarge?’

“That wasright, wasn't it, Sr?’ said Carrot anxioudy. “Y ou said to-*

“Yes, yes” said Vimes. “Don’t worry.” He reached down with a shaking hand, picked up the bag
Wonse had been holding, and tipped out a pile of stones. Every one had aholein it. Why? he thought.

A metdlic noise behind him made him look around. The Patrician was holding the remains of the roya
sword. Asthe captain watched, the man wrenched the other half of the sword out of the far wall. It was
aclean break.

“Captain Vimes,” hesaid.

“Sr?’

“That sword, if you please?’

Vimes handed it over. He couldn’t, right now, think of anything else to do. He was probably duefor a
scorpion pit of hisvery own asit was.

Lord Vetinari examined the rusty blade carefully.

“How long have you had this, Captain?’ he said mildly.

“lsn’'t mine, Sr. Belongsto Lance-congtable Carrot, Sir.”

“Lance-?’

“Me, dr, your graciousness,” said Carrot, sauting.

“ AR

The Patrician turned the blade over and over dowly, staring at it asif fascinated. Vimesfelt theair
thicken, asthough history was clugtering around this point, but for the life of him he couldn’t think why.

Thiswas one of those points where the Trousers of Time bifurcated themselves, and if you weren't
careful you' d go down thewrong leg-



Wonse arosein aworld of shades, icy confusion pouring into hismind. But al he could think of at the
moment wasthe tall cowled figure sanding over him.

“I thought you were all dead,” he mumbled. It was strangely quiet and the colours around him seemed
washed-out, muted. Something was very wrong. “Isthat you, Brother Doorkeeper?’” he ventured.

The figure reached out.

METAPHORICALLY, it said.

-and the Patrician handed the sword to Carrot.

“Very well done, young man,” he said. “ Captain Vimes, | suggest you give your men the rest of the day
off.”

“Thank you, Sir,” said Vimes. “ Okay, lads. Y ou heard hislordship.”
“But not you, Captain. We must have alittletalk.”

“Yes, 9r?’ sad Vimesinnocently.

Therank scurried out, giving Vimes sympathetic and sorrowful glances.
The Patrician waked to the edge of the floor and looked down.

“Poor Wonse,” he said.

“Yes, gr.” Vimes stared at thewall.

“I would have preferred him dive, you know.”

“Sr?

“Misguided, yes, but a useful man. His head could have been of further useto me.”
“Yes gr.”

“Therest, of course, we could have thrown away.”

“Yes, gr.”

“That wasajoke, Vimes.”

“Ya S'r..u



“The chap never grasped the idea of secret passages, mind you.”
“No, gr.”

“That young fdlow. Carrat, you cdled him?’

“Yes gr.”

“Keenfdlow. Likesitin the Watch?’

“Yes, dr. Right a home, gr.”

“Yousaved my life”

“Sr?

“Comewith me”

He stalked away through the ruined paace, Vimestrailing behind, until he reached the Oblong Office. It
was quitetidy. It had escaped most of the devastation with nothing more than alayer of dust. The
Patrician sat down, and suddenly it was asif he'd never left. Vimeswondered if he ever had.

He picked up a sheaf of papers and brushed the plaster off them.

“Sad,” he said. “Lupine was such atidy-minded man.”

“Yes, gar.”

The Patrician steepled his hands and looked at Vimes over the top of them.

“Let me give you some advice, Captain,” he said.

“Yes Sr?

“It may help you make some sense of theworld.”

“Sr.”

“I believe you find life such a problem because you think there are the good people and the bad people,”
said the man. “Y ou' rewrong, of course. There are, always and only, the bad people, but some of them
are on opposite Sdes. “

Hewaved histhin hand towards the city and walked over to the window.

“A great rolling sea of evil,” he said, dmost pro-prietoriadly. “ Shallower in some places, of course, but
deeper, oh, so much deeper in others. But people like you put together little rafts of rules and vaguely
good intentions and say, thisisthe opposite, thiswill triumph in the end. Amazing!” He dapped Vimes
good-naturedly on the back.

“Downthere,” he sad, “are people who will follow any dragon, worship any god, ignore any iniquity. All
out of akind of humdrum, everyday badness. Not the redly high, creative loathesomeness of the greet



snners, but asort of mass-produced darkness of the soul. Sin, you might say, without atrace of
origindlity. They accept evil not because they say yes, but because they don’t say no. I'm sorry if this
offendsyou,” he added, patting the captain’s shoulder, “but you fellowsredly need us”

“Yes, 9r?’ sad Vimesquietly.

“Oh, yes. We're the only oneswho know how to make things work. Y ou see, the only thing the good
people are good at is overthrowing the bad people. And you' re good at that, I'll grant you. But the
troubleisthat it'sthe only thing you' re good a. One day it’ sthe ringing of the bells and the casting down
of the evil tyrant, and the next it' s everyone sitting around complaining that ever snce the tyrant was
overthrown no-one' s been taking out the trash. Because the bad people know how to plan. It's part of
the specification,

you might say. Every evil tyrant has a plan to rule the world. The good people don't seem to have the
knack.”

“Maybe. But you' rewrong about the rest!” said Vimes. “It’ s just because people are afraid, and alone-*
He paused. It sounded pretty hollow, evento him.

He shrugged. “They’rejust people,” he said. “They’ rejust doing what people do. Sir.”

Lord Vetinari gave him afriendly amile.

“Of course, of course,” he said. “Y ou haveto believethat, | appreciate. Otherwise you' d go quite mad.
Otherwise you' d think you' re standing on afeather-thin bridge over the vaults of Hell. Otherwise
existence would be adark agony and the only hope would be that thereis no life after death. | quite
understand.” Helooked at his desk, and sighed, “And now,” he said, “thereissuch alot to do. I'm afraid
poor Wonse was agood servant but an inefficient master. So you may go. Have agood night’ s deep.
Oh, and do bring your men in tomorrow. The city must show its gratitude.”

“It must what?’ said Vimes.

The Patrician looked a a scroll. Already his voice was back to the distant tones of one who organises
and plans and controls.

“Itsgratitude,” he said. “ After every triumphant victory there must be heroes. It isessentid. Then
everyone will know that everything has been done properly.”

He glanced at Vimes over the top of the scroll.

“It'sdl part of the natura order of things,” he said.

After awhile he made afew pencil annotations to the paper in front of him and looked up.
“I sad,” hesad, “that you may go.”

Vimes paused at the door.

“Doyou believedl that, Sr?’ he said. “ About the endless evil and the sheer blackness?’

“Indeed, indeed,” said the Patrician, turning over the page. “It isthe only logica conclusion.”



“But you get out of bed every morning, Sr?’
“Hmm?Y es? What isyour point?’
“I"djust like to know why, sir.”

“Oh, do go away, Vimes. There sagood fellow.”

In the dark and draughty cave hacked from the heart of the palace the Librarian knuckled acrossthe
floor. He clambered over the remains of the sad hoard and looked down at the splayed body of Wonse.

Then he reached down, very gently, and prised The Summoning of Dragons from the stiffening fingers.
Heblew the dust off it. He brushed it tenderly, asif it was afrightened child.

He turned to climb down the heagp, and stopped. He bent down again, and carefully pulled another book

from among the glittering rubble. It wasn't one of his, except in the wide sense that al books came under
hisdomain. He turned afew pages carefully.

“Keepit,” said Vimesbehind him. “Takeit away. Put it somewhere.”

The orangutan nodded at the captain, and rattled down the heap. He tapped Vimes gently on the

kneecap, opened The Summoning of Dragons, leafed through its ravaged pages until he found the one
he' d been looking for, and silently passed the book up.

Vimes squinted at the crabbed writing.

Y et draggons are notte liken unicornes, | willen. They dwellyth in some Redm defined bye thee Fancie
of the Wille and, thus, it myte bee thate whomsoever cdleth upon them, and giveth them theyre patheway
unto thysworlde, caleth theyre Owne dragon of the Mind.

Y ette, | trow, the Pure in Harte maye stille call a Draggon of Power as a Forsefor Goode in thee

worlde, and this one nighte the Grate Worke will commense. All hathe been prepared. | hath laboured
most mytily to beaWorthieVesse. . .

A redm of fancy, Vimesthought. That' s where they went, then. Into our imaginations. And when we call
them back we shape them, like squeezing dough into pastry shapes. Only you don't get gingerbread men,
you get what you are. Y our own darkness, given shape. . .

Vimesread it through again, and then looked at the following pages.

Thereweren't many. Therest of the book was a charred mass.

Vimes handed it back to the ape.



“What kind of aman was de Maachite?’ he said.

The Librarian gave this the consderation due from someone who knew the Dictionary of City Biography
by heart. Then he shrugged.

“Particularly holy?” sad Vimes.

The ape shook his head.

“Well, noticesbly evil, then?-

The ape shrugged, and shook his head again.

“If I wereyou, “ said Vimes, “I’d put that book somewhere very safe. And the book of the Law withit.
They’ retoo bloody dangerous. “

“Oo0ok.”

Vimes gtretched. “ And now,” he said, “let’ sgo and have adrink. *

“Oook.

“Butjust asmall one. “

“Oo0ok.”

“Andyou ‘repaying.”

“Eeek.

Vimes stopped and stared down at the big, mild face.

“Tell me” hesaid. “I’ve alwayswanted to know . . . isit better, being an ape?’
The Librarian thought about it. “ Oook,” he said.

“Oh. Redlly?’ said Vimes

It was the next day. The room waswall-to-wal with civic dignitaries. The Patrician sat on his severe
chair, surrounded by the Council. Everyone present was wearing the shiny waxen grins of those bent on
good works.

Lady Sybil Ramkin sat off to one Side, wearing afew acres of black velvet. The Ramkin family jewels
glittered on her fingers, neck and in the black curls of today’ swig. Thetotd effect was gtriking, likea
globe of the heavens.



Vimes marched the rank to the centre of the hall and ssamped to a hdt with hishelmet under hisarm, as
per regulations. He' d been amazed to see that even Nobby had made an effort-the suspicion of shiny
meta could be seen here and there on his breastplate. And Colon was wearing an expression of amost
congtipated importance. Carrot’s armour gleamed.

Colon ripped off atextbook sdutefor thefirs timein hislife.

“All present and correct, sah!” he barked.

“Very good, Sergeant,” said Vimes coldly. He turned to the Patrician and raised an eyebrow politely.

Lord Vetinari gave alittle wave of hishand.

“Stand easy, or whatever it isyou chapsdo,” he said. “1’m sure we needn’t wait on ceremony here.
What do you say, Captain?’

“Jugt asyou like, Sr,” said Vimes.

“Now, men,” said the Patrician, leaning forward, “we have heard some remarkable accounts of your
magnificent effortsin defence of thecity . . .”

Vimes|let hismind wander asthe golden platitudes floated past. For awhile he derived a certain amount
of amusement from watching the faces of the Council. A whole sequence of expressions drifted across
them as the Patrician spoke. It was, of course, vitaly important that there be aceremony likethis. Then
the whole thing could be neat and settled. And forgotten. Just another chapter in thelong and exciting
history of eckcetra, eckcetra. Ankh-Morpork was good at starting new chapters.

Histrawling gaze fell on Lady Ramkin. Shewinked. Vimes seyes swivelled front again, his expresson
suddenly as wooden as a plank.

“...token of our gratitude,” the Patrician finished, Sitting back.

Vimesredlised that everyone waslooking a him.

“Pardon?’ hesaid.

“I said, we have been trying to think of some suitable recompense, Captain Vimes. Various
public-spirited citizens- the Patrician’ s eyestook in the Council and Lady Ramkin-“and, of course,
myself, fed that an appropriate reward isdue.”

Vimes till looked blank.

“Reward?’ hesad.

“Itiscustomary for such heroic endeavour,” said the Patrician, alittle testily.

Vimesfaced forward again. “Really haven't thought about it, Sir,” he said. “ Can’t speek for the men, of
course.”

There was an awkward pause. Out of the corner of his eye Vimes was aware of Nobby nudging the



sergeant in theribs. Eventually Colon stumbled forward and ripped off another salute. “ Permission to
speak, dr,” he muttered.

The Patrician nodded gracioudy.

The sergeant coughed. He removed his helmet and pulled out a scrap of paper.

“Er,” hesad. “Thething is, saving your honour’s presence, we think, you know, what with saving the
city and everything, or sort of, or, what | meanis. .. wejust had ago you see, man on the spot and that
sort of thing . . . thething is, we reckon we' re entitled. If you catch my drift.”

The assembled company nodded. Thiswas exactly how it should be.

“Dogoon,” said the Patrician.

“Sowe, like, put our heads together,” said the sergeant. “ A bit of acheek, | know . ..”

“Please carry on, Sergeant,” said the Patrician. “Y ou needn’t keep stopping. We are well aware of the
magnitude of the maiter.”

“Right, gr. Wdll, dr. Firs, it’' sthe wages.”
“Thewages?’ said Lord Vetinari. He stared at Vimes, who stared at nothing.

The sergeant raised his head. His expression was the determined expression of aman who isgoing to
seeit through.

“Yes, dr,” hesad. “ Thirty dollarsamonth. It's not right. We think-* he licked hislips and glanced
behind him at the other two, who were making vague encouraging motions-“wethink abasic rate of, er,
thirty-five dollars? A month?’ He stared at the Patrician’ s stony expression. “With increments as per
rank? We thought five dollars.”

Helicked hislipsagain, unnerved by the Patrician’ s expression. “We won't go below four,” he said.
“And that’ sflat. Sorry, your Highness, but thereitis”

The Patrician glanced again at Vimes simpassive face, then |ooked back at the rank.
“That'sif?’hesad.

Nobby whispered in Colon's ear and then darted back. The swesating sergeant gripped his helmet as
though it wasthe only red thing in the world.

“There was another thing, your reverence,” he said.
“Ah.” ThePatrician smiled knowingly.

“There sthekettle. It wasn't much good anyway, and then Errol et it. It was nearly two dollars.” He
swallowed. “We could do with anew kettle, if it'sall the same, your lordship.”

The Patrician leaned forward, gripping thearms of hischair.



“I want to be clear about this,” he said coldly. “ Are we to believe that you are asking for a petty wage
increase and adomestic utensl?’

Carrot whispered in Colon’ s other ear.

Colon turned two bulging, watery-rimmed eyesto the dignitaries. Therim of his helmet was passing
through hisfingerslikeamill whed.

“Well,” he began, “ sometimes, we thought, you know, when we has our dinner break, or when it’ s quite,
like, at the end of awatch asit may be, and we want to relax abit, you know, wind down . . .” Hisvoice
trailed away.

“ YS?I

Colon took a deep breath.

“1 suppose adartboard would be out of the question-?’

The thunderous silence that followed was broken by an erratic snorting.

Vimes s hdmet dropped out of his shaking hand. His breastplate wobbled as the suppressed laughter of
the years burst out in great uncontrollable eruptions. He turned his face to the row of councillorsand
laughed and laughed until the tears came.

Laughed at theway they got up, al confusion and outraged dignity.

Laughed at the Patrician’ s carefully immobile expresson.

Laughed for the world and the saving of souls.

Laughed and laughed, and laughed until the tears came.

Nobby craned up to reach Colon’s ear.

“I told you,” he hissed. “I said they’ d never wear it. | knew adartboard’ d be pushing our luck. You' ve
upset ‘emadl now.”

Dear Mother and Father [wrote Carrot] Y ou will never guess, | have been in the Watch only afew
weeks and, dready | am to be afull Congtable. Captain Vimes said, the Patrician himself said | wasto
be One, and that aso he hoped | should have along and successful career in the Watch aswel and, he
would follow it with specid interest. Also my wages are to go up by ten dollars and we had a specid
bonus of twenty dollarsthat Captain Vimes paid for out of his own pocket,

Sgt Colon said. Please find money enclosed. | am keeping alittle bit by though because | went to see
Reet and Mrs Pam said dl the girls had been following my career with Great Interest aswell and | am to



cometo dinner on my night off. Sgt Colon has been telling me about how to start courting, which isvery
interesting and not at all complicated it appears. | arrested adragon but it got away. | hope Mr Varneshi
iswdl.

| am as happy as anyone can be in the whole world.

Y our son, Carrot.

Vimes knocked on the door.

An effort had been made to spruce up the Ramkin mansion, he noticed. The encroaching shrubbery had
been pitilessy hacked back. An ederly workman atop aladder was nailing the stucco back on the walls
while another, with aspade, was rather arbitrarily defining the line where the lawn ended and the old
flower beds had begun.

Vimes stuck his helmet under his arm, smoothed back his hair, and knocked. He' d considered asking
Sergeant Colon to accompany him, but had brushed the ideaaside quickly. He couldn’t have tolerated
the sniggering. Anyway, what was there to be afraid of ? He' d stared into the jaws of death threetimes,
four, if you included telling Lord Vetinari to shut up.

To hisamazement the door was eventualy opened by abutler so ederly that he might have been
resurrected by the knocking.

“Yeass? hesad.
“Captain Vimes, City Watch,” said Vimes.
The man looked him up and down.

“Oh, yes,” hesaid. “Her ladyship did say. | believe her ladyship iswith her dragons,” he said. “If you
liketowaitin‘ere, | will-*

“I know theway,” said Vimes, and set off around the overgrown path.

The kennelswere aruin. An assortment of battered wooden boxes were lying around under an ailcloth
awning. From their depths afew sad swvamp dragons whiffled agreeting a him.

A couple of women were moving purposefully among the boxes. Ladies, rather. They were far too
untidy to be mere women. No ordinary women would have dreamed of looking so scruffy; you needed
the compl ete salf-confidence that comes with knowing who your greet-great-great-great-grandfather was
before you could wear clotheslike that. But they were, Vimes noticed, incredibly good clothes, or had
been once; clothes bought by one's parents, but so expensive and of such good quality that they never
wore out and were handed down, like old chinaand silverware and goui.

Dragon breeders, he thought. Y ou can tell. There's something about them. It sthe way they wear their



sk scarves, old tweed coats and granddad’ s riding boots. And the smell, of course.
A smadl wiry woman with aface like old saddle lesther caught sight of him.

“Ah,” shesad, “you'll bethe galant captain.” Shetucked an errant strand of white hair back under a
headscarf and extended aveiny brown hand. “Brenda Rodley. That's Rose Devant-Mole. Sherunsthe
Sunshine Sanctuary, you know.” The other woman, who had the build of someone who could pick up
carthorses hi one hand and shoe them with the other, gave him afriendly grin.

“Samud Vimes,” said Vimesweskly.

“My father wasa Sam,” said Brendavaguely. “Y ou can dwaystrust a Sam, he said.” She shooed a
dragon back into its box. “We' re just helping Sybil. Old friends, you know. The collection’s all to blazes,
of course. They'redl over the city, thelittle devils. | dare say they’ |l come back when they’ re hungry,
though. What abloodline, en?’

“I'msorry?’

“Syhil reckons he was a sport, but | say we should be able to breed back into the linein three or four
generations. I’ m famed for my stud, you know,” she said. “ That’ d be something, though. A whole new

type of dragon.”

Vimesthought of supersonic contrails criss-crossing the sky.
“Er,” hesaid.“Yes”
“Wdl, we must get on.”

“Er, isn't Lady Ramkin around?’ said Vimes. | got this message that it was essentid, she said, for meto
come here”

“She' sindoors somewhere,” said Miss Rodley. “ Said she had something important to seeto. Oh, do be
careful with that one, Rose, you slly gd!”

“More important than dragons?’ said Vimes.

“Yes. Can't think what's come over her.” Brenda Rodley fished in the pocket of an oversized waistcoat.
“Nice to have met you, Captain. Always good to meet new members of the Fancy. Do drop in any time
you're passing, I’d be only too happy to show you around.” She extracted a grubby card and pressed it
into his hand. “Must be off now, we' ve heard that some of them are trying to build nests on the University
tower. Can't havethat. Must get ‘ em down before it gets dark.”

Vimes squinted at the card as the women crunched off down the drive, carrying nets and ropes.

It said: Brenda, Lady Rodley. The Dower House, Quirm Castle, Quirm. What it meant, he redlised, was
that striding away down the path like an animated rummage stal was the dowager Duchess of Quirm,
who owned more country than you could see from avery high mountain on avery clear day. Nobby
would not have agpproved. There seemed to be aspecid land of poverty that only the very, very rich
could possibly afford. . .

That was how you got to be a power in the land, he thought. Y ou never cared atoss about whatever



anyone el se thought and you were never, ever, uncertain about anything.

He padded back to the house. A door was open. It led into alarge but dark and musty hal. Up inthe
gloom the heads of dead animals haunted the walls. The Ramkins seemed to have endangered more
Speciesthan anice age.

Vimeswandered aimlesdy through another mahogany archway.

It was adining room, containing the kind of table where the people at the other end are in adifferent
time zone. One end had been colonised by slver candlesticks.

It waslaid for two. A battery of cutlery flanked each plate. Antique wineglasses sparkled in the
candidight.

A terrible premonition took hold of Vimes at the same moment as agust of Captivation, the most
expensve perfume available anywhere in Ankh-Morpork, blew past him.

“Ah, Captain. So nice of you to come.”
Vimesturned around dowly, without his feet gppearing to move.
Lady Ramkin stood there, magnificently.

Vimeswas vagudly aware of abrilliant blue dress that sparkled in the candldlight, amass of hair the
colour of chestnuts, adightly anxious face that suggested that awhole battalion of skilled painters and
decorators had only just dismantled their scaffolding and gone home, and afaint creaking that said
underneath it all mere corsetry was being subjected to the kind of tensions more usualy found in the heart
of large dars.

“I, er,” hesaid. “If you, er. If you'd said, er. I'd, er. Dressmore suitable, er. Extremely, er. Very. Er.”
She bore down upon him like aglittering Sege engine.

Inasort of dream he dlowed himself to be ushered to a seat. He must have eaten, because servants
appeared out of nowhere with things stuffed with other things, and came back later and took the plates
away. The butler reanimated occasondly to fill glass after glass with strange wines. The heat from the
candles was enough to cook by. And al the time Lady Ramkin talked in abright and brittle way-about
the size of the house, the respongibilities of ahuge estate, the fedling that it wastimeto take One's
Pogition in Society More Serioudy, while the setting sun filled the room with red and Vimes s head began
to spin.

Society, he managed to think, didn’t know what was going to hit it. Dragons weren’t mentioned once,
athough after awhile something under the table put its head on Vimes sknee and dribbled.

Vimesfound it imposs ble to contribute to the conversation. He felt outflanked, beleaguered. He made
one sdly, hoping maybe to reach high ground from which to fleeinto exile.

“Where do you think they’ ve gone?’ he said.

“Wherewhat?’ said Lady Ramkin, temporarily hated.



“Thedragons. Y ou know. Errol and hiswi-femde.”

“Oh, somewhereisolated and rocky, | should imagine,” said Lady Ramkin. “Favourite country for
dragons.”

“Butit-she'samagica animd,” said Vimes. “What' Il happen when the magic goes away?’
Lady Ramkin gave him ashy amile.

“Most people seem to manage,” she said.

Shereached across the table and touched his hand.

“Y our men think you need looking after,” she said meekly.

“Oh. Dothey?’ said Vimes,

“Sergeant Colon said he thought we' d get dong like amaison en Flambt. “

“Oh. Did he?’

“And he said something ese” she said. “What wasit, now? Oh, yes: ‘It samillion to one chance,’,”
sad Lady Ramkin,” think he said, ‘but it might just work’.”

Shegmiled a him.

And then it arose and struck Vimesthat, in her own specid category, she was quite beautiful; thiswas
the category of al the women, in hisentirelife, who had ever thought he was worth smiling at. She
couldn’t do worse, but then, he couldn’t do better. So maybe it balanced out. She wasn't getting any
younger but then, who was? And she had style and money and common-sense and self-assurance and al
the things that he didn’t, and she had opened her heart, and if you let her she could engulf you; the
woman was acity.

And eventualy, under siege, you did what Ankh-Morpork had aways done-unbar the gates, let the
conquerorsin, and make them your own.

How did you start? She seemed to be expecting something.

He shrugged, and picked up hiswine glass and sought for a phrase. One crept into hiswildly resonating
mind.

“Here slooking at you, kid,” he said.

The gongs of various midnights banged out the old day.



(.. . and further towards the Hub, where the Ram-top Mountains joined the forbidding spires of the
central massif, where strange hairy creatures roamed the eternal snows, where blizzards howled around
the freezing pesks, the lights of alone lamasery shone out over the high valeys. In the courtyard a couple
of yellow-robed monks stacked the last case of small green bottles on to adeigh, ready for thefirst leg of
theincredibly difficult journey down to the distant plains. The box waslabelled, in careful brush-strokes,
“Msgtr. C.M.O.T. Dibbler, Ankh-Morpork.”

“Y ou know, Lobsang,” said one of them, “one cannot help wondering what it is he does with this Stuff.”)

Corpora Nobbs and Sergeant Colon lounged in the shadows near the Mended Drum, but straightened
up as Carrot came out bearing atray. Detritus the troll stepped aside respectfully.

“Herewe are, lads,” said Carrot. “Three pints. On the house.”
“Bloody hdll, | never thought you'd do it,” said Colon, grasping ahandle. “What did you say to him?”’

“I just explained how it wasthe duty of al good citizensto help the guard at dl times,” said Carrot
innocently, “and | thanked him for his co-operation.”

“Yeah, and therest,” said Nobby.

“No, that was dl | said.”

“Then you must have areally convincing tone of voice.”

“Ah. Wdll, make the mogt of it, lads, whileit lasts,” said Colon.

They drank thoughtfully. It was amoment of supreme peace, afew minutes snatched from the redlities of
red life. It was abrief bite of stolen fruit and enjoyed as such. No-one in the whole city seemed to be

fighting or stabbing or making affray and, just for now, it was possibleto believe that thiswonderful state
of afarsmight continue,

And evenif it didn’t, then there were memories to get them through. Of running, and people getting out
of theway. Of thelooks on the faces of the horrible palace guard. Of, when dl the thieves and heroes
and gods had failed, of being there. Of nearly doing things nearly right.

Nobby shoved the pot on a convenient window sill, ssamped some life back into hisfeet and blew on his
fingers. A brief fumblein the dark recesses of hisear produced afragment of cigarette.

“What atime, eh?’ said Colon contentedly, astheflare of amatch illuminated the three of them.

The others nodded. Y esterday seemed like alifetime ago, even now. But you could never forget
something like that, no matter who e se did, no matter what happened from now on.

“If | never see any bloody king it'll betoo soon,” said Nobby.
“I don't reckon he was the right king, anyway,” said Carrot. “Taking of kings. anyone want acrisp?’
“There snoright longs,” said Colon, but without much rancour. Ten dollars amonth was going to make

abig difference. Mrs Colon was acting very differently towards a man bringing home another ten dollars
amonth. Her notes on the kitchen table were alot more friendly.



“No, but I mean, there’ s nothing specia about having an ancient sword,” said Carrot. “Or abirthmark. |
mesan, look a me. I've got abirthmark on my arm.”

“My brother’ sgot one, too,” said Colon. “ Shaped like aboat.”

“Mine smore likeacrown thing,” said Carrot.

“Oho, that makesyou aking, then,” grinned Nobby. “ Stands to reason.”

“I don’'t seewhy. My brother’ snot an admira,” said Colon reasonably.

“And I’ vegot thissword,” said Carrot.

Hedrew it. Colon took it from his hand, and turned it over and over in the light from the flare over the
Drum’ sdoor. The blade was dull and short, and notched like a saw. 1t was well-made and there might
have been an inscription on it once, but it had long ago been worn into indecipherability by sheer use.

“It' sanicesword,” he said thoughtfully. “Well-baanced.”

“But not onefor aking,” said Carrot. “Kings swords are big and shiny and magica and havejewelson
and when you hold them up they catch the light, ting. *

“Ting, “ said Colon. “Yes. | supposethey haveto, redly.”

“I’'mjust saying you can't go round giving people thrones just because of stuff likethat,” said Carrot.
“That'swhat Captain Vimessaid.”

“Nicejob, mind,” said Nobby. “Good hours, kinging.”

“Hmm?’ Colon had momentarily been logt in alittle world of speculation. Red kings had shiny swords,
obvioudly. Except, except, except maybe your red rea king of, like, days of yore, he would have a
sword that didn’t sparkle one bit but was bloody efficient at cutting things. Just a thought.

“I say kinging'sagood job,” Nobby repested. “ Short hours.”

“Yeah. Yeah. But not long days,” said Colon. He gave Carrot a thoughtful 1ook.

“Ah. There sthat, of course.”

“Anyway, my father says being king' stoo much like hard work,” said Carrot. “ All the surveying and
assaying and everything.” Hedrained hispint. “I1t’ s not the kind of thing for thelikes of us. Us“ he
looked proudly-“guards. You al right, Sergeant?’

“Hmm?What? Oh. Yes.” Colon shrugged. What about it, anyway? Maybe things turned out for the
best. He finished the beer. “Best be off,” he said. “What time wasit?’

“About twelve o' clock,” said Carrot.

“Anything ds?”



Carrot gaveit somethought.” And dl’swell?” he said.
“Right. Just testing.”

“You know,” said Nobby, “theway you say it, lad, you could dmost believe it wastrue.”

Let the eye of attention pull back . ..

Thisisthe Disc, world and mirror of worlds, borne through space on the back of four giant € ephants
who stand on the back of Great A’ Tuin the Sky Turtle. Around the Rim of thisworld the ocean pours off
endlesdy into the night. At its Hub rises the ten-mile spike of the Cori Celesti, on whose glittering summit
the gods play gameswith the fates of men. . .

... if you know what the rules are, and who are the players.

On thefar edge of the Disc the sun wasrising. Thelight of the morning began to flow acrossthe
patchwork of seas and continents, but it did so dowly, becauselight istardy and dightly heavy inthe
presence of amagical field.

On the dark crescent, wherethe old light of sunset had barely drained from the deegpest valeys, two
gpecks, one big, one small, flew out of the shadow, skimmed low acrossthe swells of the Rim ocean,
and struck out determinedly over the totally unfathomable, star-dotted depths of space.

Perhaps the magic would last. Perhapsit wouldn't. But then, what does?

[1] All thiswas untrue. The truth isthat even big collections of ordinary books distort space, as can
readily be proved by anyone who has been around areally old-fashioned secondhand bookshop, one of
those that look as though they were designed by M. Escher on abad day and has more staircases than
gtoreys and those rows of shelveswhich end in little doors that are surely too smdl for afull-sized human
to enter. The relevant equation is. Knowledge = power = energy = matter = mass; agood bookshop is
just agented Black Hole that knows how to read.

[2] A figginisdefined in the Dictionary of Eye-Watering Words as ‘asmall short-crust pasty containing
rasins . The Dictionary would have been invauable for the Supreme Grand Master when he thought up
the Society’ s oaths, sinceit also includes welchet (* atype of waistcoat worn by certain clock-makers),
gaskin (‘ashy, grey-brown bird of the coot family’), and moules (‘agame of skill and dexterity, involving
tortoises).



[3] The pronoun isused by dwarfsto indicate both sexes. All dwarfs have beards and wear up to twelve
layers of clothing. Gender ismore or lessoptional.

[4] i.e., about 55.

[5] Lit. dezka-knik, ‘mine supervisor’.

[6] One of the remarkable innovations introduced by the Patrician was to make the Thieves Guild
responsiblefor theft, with annua budgets, forward planning and, above dl, rigid job protection. Thus, in

return for an agreed average leve of crime per annum, the thieves themsalves saw to it that unauthorised
crimewas met with the full force of Injustice, which was generdly agtick with nailsinit.

[7] Lit: “Good day! Good day! What isal of thisthat isgoing on here (in this place)?”’
[8] Listen, sunshinelit: ‘the stare of the great hot eye in the sky whose fiery gaze penetrates the mouth
of the cavern’] | don’t want to haveto give anyone asmacking, soif you play B’tduz+ with me, I'll play

B’tduz with you. Okay?’++

+)A popular dwarfish game which congsts of standing afew feet apart and throwing large rocks at one
another’ s head.

++) Lit: “All correctly beamed and propped?’

[9] Evening, dl. “ (Lit: ‘Felicitationsto dl present at the closing of theday.’)

[10] Like abouncer, but trolls use more force.

[11] And mime artists. It was astrange aversion, but there you are. Anyone in baggy trousersand a
whiteface who tried to ply their art anywhere within Ankh’'s crumbling walswould very quickly find
themselvesin a scorpion pit, on onewall of which was painted the advice: Learn The Words.

[12] While being bang dongside the idea of necessary crudlty, of course.

[13] The Guild of Fire Fighters had been outlawed by the Patrician the previous year after many
complaints. The point wasthat, if you bought a contract from the Guild, your house would be protected
againg fire. Unfortunately, the general Ankh-Morpork ethos quickly cameto the fore and fire fighters
would tend to go to prospective clients' housesin groups, making loud commentslike “Very inflammable
looking place, this” and “Probably go up like afirework with just one carelesdy-dropped match, know
what | mean?’

[14] A speciesof geranium.

[15] Some rioters can be quite well-educated.

[16] The phrase“ Set athief to catch athief had by thistime (after strong representations from the
Thieves Guild) replaced amuch older and quintessentialy Ankh-Morporkian proverb, which was“ Set a
deep hole with spring-loaded sides, tripwires, whirling knife blades driven by water power, broken glass
and scorpions, to catch athief.”

[17] Tridlins: A short and unnecessary religious observance performed daily by the Holy Baancing



Dervishes of Otherz, according to the Dictionary of Eye-Watering Words.

[18] Thethreerulesof the Librarians of Time and Space are: 1) Silence; 2) Books must be returned no
later than the last date shown; and 3) Do not interfere with the nature of causdlity.

[19] A number of rdigionsin Ankh-Morpork still practised human sacrifice, except that they didn’t
really need to practise any more because they had got so good at it. City law said that only condemned
criminas should be used, but that was dl right because in most of the religions refusing to volunteer for
sacrifice was an offence punishable by degth.



